ONE WAY OF GETTING
EVIDENCE !

A lively incident from this weel’s topping
lonyg school story of St. Jim's.




CHAPTER 1.
Handy’s Little Way !
QUEAK, squeak!

Handforth, of the Fourth at St. Jim's, paused as
he-was strtdmg down- the Shell passage. The School
House was comparatively quiet, for the Junc evening

vas brilliantly fine, and practically everybody was out of
doors.

Squeak, squeak!

“Rummy !” murmured Handforth, frowning.

That pecuhal sound puzzled him. He was just opposite
Study No. 7, and that particular number on the door did
not, recommend the apartment to Handforth; he knew that
Aubrey Racke resided therein. And Handforth had been
lgr{g cnough at St. Jim’s to know that Racke was an out-
siaer.,

Squeak, squeak!

It came again, and the new fellow in the Fourth decided
npon action. That squeak was undoubtedly coming from
behind the closed door of Racke’s study. It possessed a
strangely pa.thehc note, and was almost animal-like in its
.plaintiveness. Yet Edward Oswald Handforth ecould hardly
see how Racko, or .any other junior, could make a thin,
feeble noise of that sort. .

Jrash!

Handforth was usua]ly forccful in his habitz. He hkem-
mered on the door of Study No. 7, and then he turnad the
handle and strode in. It wasn’t his way to stand on
ceremony.

“Here, what the—"

Aubrey Racke stopped short. The cad of the Shell was
bending over the study table, and he was so utterly taken
auback that he could only stare. He had had no warning
of Handforth’s entry; and he imagined, too, that the Shell
passage was deserted that evening.

“You rotter I said Handforth thickly.

Racke crimsoned.

“Get out of here, confound vou!” he snapped.
the deuce told you to barge in hke this?
study, you Fourth Form waster!”

Handforth took a deep breath.

‘“What’s that?” he said, in a t’nundcrmh voice, pointing
to something on the table.

He ignored Racke’s words;
more importance to attend to.

“Who

there was something of far
Handforth’s gaze was fixed

upen a small, brown object on the table, and as he looked

his eyes blazed.

Squeak, squeak!

'Fhere was no need for the Fourth-Former to wonder any
longer. He could see how that plaintive sound was being
produced. The brown ob]@Ch was a mouse, an 01d1na.ry
house mouse, and a thin piece of string was tied to its tail.
At the other end of the string was a heavy paper weight.
And even as Handforth watched, the unfortunate little
creature tugged madly the string tautened, and the
lacerated tail quivered.

“You torturing bmte!” blazed Handforth.

“Can’t yoit mind your own bizney ?” said Racke savagely.
“This infernal mouse was in the cupboard, and——"

“I don’t care where it was!” roared the enraged Fourth-
Former.» & G : ’

He went to the .door, slammed it,

and then he whipped
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up a knife from the table. With a swift stroke he cut the
string, and the mouse scuttled away with lightning speed.
It streaked down the iable leg and vanished in the regmn
of the fireplace.

“You silly
escape !”

Handforth said nothmg but his actions were significant.
Deliberately he took off his jacket, and commeneed to roll
up his sleeves. His jaw: was set, and his eyes were still
blazing.

idiot!” roared Racke. “You've let it

" Look here, you interferin’ cad!” panted Racke. “What
do you think vou’re goin’ to do?”
“]1 don’t think anything!” retorted Handferth. “I'm

going to give you a goed hiding!”

* Confound your nerve——"

“I’'m going ic smash you to a jelly'!” said Handforth,
with icy calmness. “You cowardly hound! It’s just about
vour mark to capture a harmless mouse and to kill it by
inches 1

Racl.e gnlped

“1 wasn’t killing it!” he:panted. “I found the beastly
thing in my cuphoard, nibbling the cake, and I was teach-
ing 1t a lesson. What’s it got to do with you, anyhow?
You haven’t been at St. Jim’s two minutes, and you seem
to think that you own the place. How many more times
am I to tell you to get out of this study7”

This was a weak attempt at bravado, and Racke knew it.
By this time Handforth was ready for action, and he
advanced relentiessly. He pushed the table aside as though
it were a mere chair, and Racke backed away.

Words could not express Handforth's disgust at the petty
nature of Racke’s- cecent “amusement.” It wasn's . the
thing in itself, but the light it cast upon Racke’s character.
Everybody knew that Racke was a cad, but it was a revela-
tion to Handforth that any fellow could descend to such a
miserable form of cruelty.

For that piece of torture had been so pointless, so un-
necessary. Racke would have been justified in capturing
the mouse, and killing it. But to place it on exhibition, in
the middle of the table, just to watch its painful struggles
to get free, was contemptible and beyond excuse.

“Put up your hands!” said Handforth briefly.

“Confound you, I won't!”

“Then take that!”

Swish !

Handforth delivered a powerful drxve but Racke man-
aged to dodge, and the Fourth-Former’s ﬁst whizzed past his
ear.

“You fool!” panted Racke.
to fight you!
here—— Yaroooooh !”

“Stop this! I'm not going

Handforth’s right had caught him on the nose, and Racke =

went staggering backwards; howlmg He tripped over the
fender, and sprawled headlonn in the fireplace. But he was
on his feet again in a moment, and now he managed to
clutch a cricket stump that had been standing near the
glate :

‘Stand back ! he said hoarsely. “You—you dangerous
lunatic! If you come near me again, I'll——

“Rats!” snorted Handforth contemptuously
frightened by that rutten stump !
cad to fight fairly, aren’t you?”

With supreme indifference, - Handfqrth barged in, and
Racke got home one slashmo blow with the cricket stump.

“Pm not

You're too much of a
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It caught Handforth '§1'1 the arm, and he drew his breath in
sharply. .. )
The next second he snatched the cricket stump away, and -

hurled it across the study. It clattered on to the top of

the cupboard, and sent a pile of cups and saucers smashing

to the floor. o
“You confounded fool!” hooted Racke.

ing the place!”

v “Wait until I've finished!”
Tramp, tramp, tramp! )
They created a terrific dust as they swayed backwards

and forwards across the study. Racke, driven to it, was

fighting with all the skill that he knew of; but he was no
watch for the aggressive Fourth-Former, ~

Crash! .

“Yow! Stop it!” howled Racke. “Yarooooh!” :

But Handforth was just beginning to enjoy himself. He

continued the pressure, delivering blow after blow, and

“You're wreck-

said Handforth fiercely.

_driving Racke round the study continuously. Already, the

cad of the Shell had one black eye, and blood was oozing
from the corner of his mouth.

“keiamp, tramp, tramp!

The scrap was ﬁ{eﬁting hotter, and outside in the corridor
Tom Merry and Manmners and Lowther came to a halt, and
looked at one another. They were in flannels, and had just
come in from Little Side.
“Trouble ?” remarked Tom Merry significantly.
“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of Stady
No. 6, as he and his chums joined the Terrible Three.

**The wow appeahs.to be _cotx.xin’ fwom Wacke's studay.”
“Somebody must be whaeking Wacke! murmured Monty -

Lowther.
“Weally, Lowthah—" .- . .
“It's. the very dickens of a shindy, by the sound of it,”

said Blgke as he took a step towards Study No. 7.- “Hadn's

we better mpake Some inquiries.?” The asses will get them-
selves into frouble.” Suge

Sleeping a night in a Housemaster’s bed seems to be the
outside edge in ‘‘ dares.”
Oswald Handforth, the new boy in the Fourth at St. Jim’s, for
with his usual obstinacy and optimism he tackles the task.
wiow does he get on ? )

But it doesn’t dismay Edward

“It wathah stwikes me ' that they are in twouble
alweady,” said D’Arcy.

Grunts and gasps and shufflings came distinctly to their
ears, and they glanced anxiously up and down the passage.
It would be in the nature of things if a prefect came along
ab this inopportune moment,

“We'd better butt in!” said Manners bluntly.

Blake was already doing so.

He flung open the door of Study No. 7, and he and the
other juniors crowded in the doorway. It seemed that they
were just in time to witness the finale.

“And now you can go to the dickens!” said Handfort
contemptuously., - . - ;N

He was standing in the middle of the dust-smothered
study, and Aubrey Racke was sprawling full length on the
floor. Racke was not a pleasant sight. His jacket was split,
his collar had gone, his left eye was closing, his nose was
swollen, and altogether he was very much of a wreck.

Handforth, on the other hand, was hardly marked. e
showed little sign of the fight, except for a deep flush, and

" his disordered hair and clothes.

“Go it!” said Blake invitingly. “Don’t mind us!?

“Weally, Blake, I'm surpwised at you!” protestéd Arthur
Augustus. “I twust you do not take pleasuah in witnessin’
this wuff behaviah!” ’

“ Bow-wow !” T

Handforth turnad before Gussy could speak again, and
he nodded. : - =

“It’s all right, you chaps,” hz rsaid casually. “There's
nothing the matter.” - ) .

“Nothing ?” asked Tomn Merry. -

“Nothing at all!” = : - .

“Well, of course, opinions differ,” said- Monty. Lowther.
“If we asked Racke, I dare say he would tell ms that very
much was the matter.” = - 9

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed D’Arcy. “Weally, Hpndforth,
I fail to undahstand why you have, been scwappin’ with - .
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Wacke in this unseemly mannah. I am .wead;' to believe
that Wacke. deserved a feahful thwashin’—"
“Ha- deserved to be slaughtered !” growled -Handforth.

“You don’t want me to explain, do you? He was acting .

like a cad, and so I gave him a thundering good hiding!”

“We're pot curiotis,” nodded Blake. “I dare say you
had excellent cause, Handy. In fact, I rather think we'd
better steal away.”

“You—you fools!” snarled Racke, staggering to his feet.
“Youre not goin’ to let that cad go, are you? I was
doin’ nothin’<absolutely nothin’! He barged in here, and
picked a quarrel with me for nothin’ at all}”

“Liar !” roared Handforth. .

“Here, steady!” said Tom Merry quietly. “Don’t shout
so much, Handy! Perhaps we’d better know just why you
thought it necessary to pitch into Racke like this.”

Handforth frowned. C

“It was my affair—and his!” he replied grufly. “Sorry,
but m afraid I can’t tell you.” 5
“But weally, Handfo: 2 P

“No!” said ‘Handforth. “I don’t sce any reason why I
should tell you.chaps anything about that inouse!”

“Mouse 7’ said Blake. *“Which mouse?”

Handforth started. - ‘ ’

. “I didn’t say anything about a mouse!” he said hastily.
* At least, I didn’t mean to.” .

“Well, you said it, old man,” grinned Herries.
“Then forget it I'* said Handforth coldly.
have had a fight, and there’s an end of the affair.- But if

I catch him torturing a mouse again I'll make him fit for

the sanny.}” :
“Torturing a mouse 7’ repeated Tom Merry grimly. ~
“Yes!” roared Handforth. “The rotter had tied a paper-
weight to the poor little blighter’s tail, and he was watching
its struggles to get free!
smashed him ! .
“Of course!” agreed the others.. s : e
,Hsanfllforf;h sud g::ld,ym ehnlleeted hinmiself, - oy - ‘ha,d' i
“8till, it's no good you chaps ¢slﬁnif ng-nie why e this
ﬁgh't”!”, he added - Rurriedly. p's‘.‘ Yow'll get nothing out’ of
me! L e s S
“Yes, we've noticed it !” nodded Monty Lowther blandly.
“Ha, ha, hal!” ’
“I'm sorty, but I don’t feel justified in taking you into

~my confidence,” said Handforth, as he moved towards the

door. “I’'m not usually secretive, but there are exceptions
to every rule.” . -

“Oh, . of course!” agreed Tom Merry gravely. = “Under
the circs, old scout,:we won typress you.”

“We'll continue to remain in dark ignorance!” said - @ k

Monty Lowther, nodding. “As for Racke, I think we'll
leave him in sole possession of the field of battle. In other
words, ‘nuff saidi” .

And all.the others agreed. I

3 T

CHAPTER 2.
Handy’s Chance !

IT was agreed that the little incident should be com. .

pletely forgotten. Racke had had his punishment, and
that settled it. . )
But if Blake & Co. and the Terriblé Three forgot,
Aubrey Racke didn’t.

Handforth had allowed the occurrence to fade completely.

out of his mind, half an hour later. He usually had so
ngany scraps that it was difficult for him to keep count of
them.

And this evening he was worried, too. .

He suddenly remembered ‘that he had forgotten to post a
And now the school box had been cleared, and it
was necessary for him to go to the post office in’ Rylcombe.
It was a most impartant letter, too. : i

At least, Handforth considered it important. It was
addressed to a young lady named Irene Manners, and she
belonged to the girls’ school near St. Frank’s. She and
Handforth had always been the best of chums.

‘On his way down to the village, in his Austin Seven,
Handforth ruminated- over his present position. Hé was
having quite a good time at St. Jim’s, and the fellows were
generally decent. But every now and®again a sori of
“home sickness  canie over him for St. Frank’s.

" This was particularly the case whenever he thought of
the fair Irene. And long before he got to the village he
was in a thoroughly unsettled frame of mind. I’

. “Rats!” he muttered. “I'm at St. -Jim’s now, and I'm
jolly well going to stick it! Anyhow, I’ll stick it until P’ve
finished those four dotty tests! After that I may clear out.
It all dependsi?: - . .
..He was always dreaming of- the day when he would go
< Tre Geu LiBrapy.—No. 1,0601. - :
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back to his old school—for he refused to regard St. Jim’s as
anything but a temporary habitation, = - '

And he was thinking, too, of the memorable first day,
when the Shell and the Fourth had spoofed him up to the.
eyes. He had been solemnly assured that it would be
necessary for him to complete four severe tests before he
could be regarded as a fully fledged Fourth-Former. Jack
Blake had even gone to the length of saying that Handforth,
could assume the captaincy of the Fourth if he suoceeda&‘
in those tests. - ) e

And, extraordinarily enough, Handforth had already suc-
ceeded in the first two tests! . His phenomenal luck had
carried him through. Firstly, he had soundly thrashed a
prefect, and had “got away with it”; secondly, he had
scored a century in a First Eleven cricket match.

The next item on the programme was even more difficult—
at least, it was more outrageous in its impracticability. He
had to sleep a night in his Housemaster’s bed! And, rack
his brains -as he might, Edward Oswald Handforth had not
yet been able to arrive at-a solution to this mighty problem.

Tt wasn’t such an easy matter to gain access to Mr. Rail-
ton’s bed:room—let. alone his bed! It was the kind. of task
that seemed utterly impossible of accomplishment.

But then, Tom Merry had only invented these “tests”
on the spur of the moment, néver dreaming that this
remarkable new fellow would- be crazy enough to attempt
them. And. yet he had already thrashed a prefect, and
played for the First! . :

- That sensational match was stilt the talk of the Junior
School at St. Jim’s. By the purest of luck, Handforth had
found himself pitchforked into a senior’s place, and he had
played the game of his life... In the Fourth he was now
thorouglhily -established. - He was a_great man. A fellow
who eonldr‘&hy cricket like that was worth having.

Handforth -reached the post office, and he sighed as he
took. his letter out. of his pocket, .and walked into the-build-

~ing, It would be -rather ripping if he could go back to

St. Frank’st ‘
. But then he squared his jaw.

“Not likely!” he said grimly,
those four tests, anyway t? -~ ~

“J beg your pardon?” said the girl behind the grille.

“Eh? Oh, nothing!” said Handforth hastily. “I want a
three-halfpenny stamp, please.”

He was supplied, and as he was sticking thesstamp on the
envelope, the postmaster glanced at him over the tops of his
glasses, and then reached into a handy slot. . -
“You're Master Handforth, of St. Jim’s, gren’t you?” he

“Not until I’ve finished

sked. - :
The new fellow looked up.

“Yes,” he answered. “Why?” ¥

“There’s a registered letter for you here—but it won’t be
delivered until to-morrow, in the ordinary way,” said the
postmaster. “As you’re here, you ean take it, if you like:”

“Good eggl” said Handforth eagerly. “Thanks awfully!
A registered letter ! “T’Il bet that’s from my pater!”

He signéd-for it,rand went out.

“Jolly decént of the old boy to let me have it now!” he
murmured. “I need it, too! Feels like money!” 6
“The letter was, indéed, from his father, as he could tell
by the handwriting. And as he was practically stony, the
arrival of this windfall was like corn in Egypt.

Before climbing back into his Austin, Handforth epened
the letter and glanced inside. His eyes were gleaming as
he inspected five one-pound currency notes. He only peeped
ﬁt téle letter, reserving the full reading of it until he got

ack. :

“Good old pater!” he said heartily. “A giddy fiver! By
George! That’s what I eall a tip!” .

It was an extra-special one, it seemed—in recognition of
Handforth’s wonderful century for the -First Eleven, the
previous week. Sir Edward Handforth was a generous man,
and. he felt that his hopeful son was worthy of a concrete
reward. ' :

_ Feeling highly pleased with himself, and with life in
general, Handforth tucked the letter into his pocket, and
purred back towards St. Jim’s. And a few minutes lasem
he completely forgot that letter and its: precions contentsi—=

For he met Mr, Railton—and the meeting was fraught
with import. .. - . T . : : ;

The popular Housemaster of the School House was carry-
ing a light bag, and Handforth at once applied his brakes'
and pulled up. . He raised his cap as he came to a standstill -
next to Mr. Railton. & -5 :

“You'll have to hugry,” said Mr. Railton.

“It’s nearly

locking up. E o ] - .

- “That’s all right, sir,” replied Handforth. “Can I, give’

you a lift, sip?” . .. ‘ ) ¢
“Thariks all the same, but I think not,” smiled the House-

master, ' ; £ g o - Hen @

“Only going to the village, sir?” £ .

“If you really want to know, Handforth, I am:géing to

5



‘the station to catch the evening train,” said Mr. Railton
dryly. “Is there anything else you would like to know?” |
Handforth was not_conscious of -anything out of the way
in his queries. -But it was nevertheless decidedly nervy ‘bf
him to question his Housemasfer at nll. He went serenely
on: : .

on:
“Oh, to the station, sir?” he said, with 'a little start.

“By George!

‘m"p’l -

% T have alreu.d)"told you s0.”

N

- Railton is goi

“The London: train, sir?”

stlres.n i 2 . 3 .

“Oh!” said .Handforth. I see, sir. Then—then you
won't be back—I mean—— Sorry, sir!”
" “I am glad you realise that your intefest in my movements

// 7 4 4

‘Are you going to catch the evening train, -

RN A Prince of -Story-Tellers—Martin Clifford! - - 5

St. Jim’s. He was bubbling’ with excitement. ~Unfortun-

ately, Mr. Railton omitted to mention a very important

point—a crucial point. Very carelessly, he had made no
mention of the fact that he only intended travelling as far
as Wayland in the London_train!- And there were at least

two trains back from Wayland! _ .
The junior Common-room in the School House was startled,

five minutes later, when Handforth burst-in like a whirl-’

wind. Quite a number of fellows were there, mainly talking
about -cricket. of8 ' R '

- ““Hi, you chaps!” yelled Handforth breathlessly. -
“Gweat Scott! Whatevah’s hgppened, deah boy ?”
“Cheese it, Handforth 1™ ; :
““Listen !” shouted Handforth.

Railton’s bed to-night.”-
“What !” . 5 o L e
“TI'm %omg to do that third test!” declared~Handforth.
“Ha, ha, ha!” ; :

“T'm going to sleep in old

* “You silly ass!” said Blake gruffly. “What's the idea

of talking rot like this? You know jolly well that you can't
sleep in Railton’s bed !” . .
“That’s all you  know {” grinned Handforth, cooling

Aubi-ey Racke scrambled to his feet in a moment, and cluteh;d up a cricket étump that had been standing, near the

grate. ‘‘ Stand back!’’ he said hoarsely.

is a trifle unseemly, young man!” said Mr. Railton smilingly.
“But never mind. I don’t think you mean to be
inguisitive.” T .

“Oh, no, sir! Rather not, sir!”

Mr. Railton nodded, and walked-on.

In a sort of daze, Handforth raised his cap, and then
sat back in the driving seat, staring straight ahead of him.
His eyes were blazing. His inquiries had not been so
disinterested, after all. And he had definitely learned that
-Me. Railton was going to Rylcombe to catch the London

.
Tt was a vital piece of news. - o

Here, unexpectedly, dramatically, was a solution to his
problem! For da{s he had been worrying about that third
“ test,” and mow, by this wondrous stroke of good fortune,
his opportunity kad come. i I
~ “My only ha%_!f’ breathed Handforth tensely. “Old
to London! He can’t possibly get a train
back to-night, because there isn’t one'l.:That means that
he can’t be back until to-morrow!” . - . .

" The possibilities were ehormous. ~FF. .

“By George!” said Handforth, suddenly clutching at the
gear lever. “I'mi going to tell the chaps about this! Old
Railton’s bed will. be’empty to-night—until I -dive into it!”

,He. engaged his gears, and rped onwards towards

- 1f you come near me again, Handforth, 1’li——"
Handforth contemptuously, and he rushed forward.

" Handforth firmly. |
two ?”

“the lane, as I was coming back from the village.”

‘““ Rats !'"' snorted

(See Chapter 1.)

down. “I've made up my minl, and nothing is going te
shift me!” 3 : 5
“Well, T’ll admit it takes a good deal to shift vou, once
you’re in bed!” agreed Blake. : :
“Hold on!” said Tom Merry, pushing forward. “For -
goodness’ sake, be sensible, Handy! You know well cnough
that I was only spoofing you about those idiotic tests——"
" “Spoofing me or not, I'm going through with them !” said
“Haven’t I already done the first

“Yes, by sheer luck!” .

“Rats!” said Handforth serenely. “Anyhow, there’ll be
no luck about this third one! I've just heard that Railton
is going to. be away for to-night,’and if I don’t grab. this

>

chance I shan’t get another!” - |
“Well, there’s a lot of truth in that,” agreed Tom Merry.
“Railton doesn’t often go away. This is the first time ¥
knew he was going this evening.. Who told you?”
“He told me himself ” - : e
“Bai Jove !” : -E C L
“Yes!” said Handforth. “I had a word. with him down -
“And he told you where he was going?” asked Blake
wonderingly. . . o z
‘ Tae GeEx Liprany.—No. 1,061,
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“Said he was going to London,” nodded Handforth, with-
out realising that this was not the actual truth. “You see,
I'm a bit of -a_detective, and as soon as I saw the valise in
his hand I deduced that he was going away.”

“ Marvellous |” murmmured Monty Lowther. .

4T added two and two together!” said Handforth.

““ And made forty-four !” nodded Monty.

“How the dickens can two and two make. forty-four,
fathead 77 ’ o . .

“I couldn’t do it, of course,” said Lowther, shaking his
head. “In my simple way I always get a sum total of four
when I add two and two together. But you’re different,
Handy. You always get the.correct figure, and then -draw
upon your imagination for the rest.”

“T don’t know what yon’re talking about !” snorte¢ Hand-
forth. . .

“He means, dear man, that the bulk of your conclusions
are liable to be wrong,” explained Cardew. “In- other
words, he’s not at all convinced that Mr. Railton is actqall,y
going to London. Neither am I. For instance, why didn’t
he speak to me about it?”

“ Ass!” frowned Handforth. “I met him on the way to
the station, with a bag in his hand, and he distinctly told
me that he was going to catch the train for London. So
that";\sz 'selt}tle((li g B b ,

“Weally, deah boy——" -~ :

“Settled ! repeated Handforth coolly. “To-night I shall
sleep in Mr. Railton’s bed; and during my third week at

this school I shall succeed in the third test! By George! I'm

going to show you chaps what I'm made of !”

\

CHAPTER 3.
“On the Job ! -
OM MERRY patted Handforth gently on the back.
l “Look here, old scout,” he said, “let’s have a
heart-to-heart talk.” .~ - Sl Fd
‘_‘R&ts!” . BT I e
“You know as-well as I do that T was only
I invented those fatheaded tests,” continued- Tom.
shan’t think any the less of you if you chuck them up.”
“T’m not going to chuck them up!” frowned Handforth.
“But weally, deah T
“And I don’t need any advice from you, D’Arcy!” inter-

Yo

y%

rupted Handforth coldly. “I know what your game is—all
You want to dish me out of the leadership of the’

of you!
Fourth !” i )

“Ha, ha, ha!” <. - : .

“Blake promised me that if: I succeeded. in those four
tests, he’d hand -over the Fourth leadership to me,” said
Handforth grimly. “So I’m going straight ahead. And
you silly rotters can’t stop .me! 1 A

“Why bothier with him ?” asked Cliftorr Dane impatiently.
“He’s such’ a. pig-headed ass that be deserves to get into

" trouble!” .

. “Are.you talking about me ?” roared Handforth, glaring.

“Yes, I am1* : -

“Why, you babbling cuckoo—"

“Cheese it!” grinned Toin Merry. “Handy, old man,
remember. that we're. your pals. Don’t misunderstand us.
We’re not trying to dissuade you so that .we. shall get the
laugh over you,
sacked.”

“ Sacked !” 5

“Bunked !” nodded Tom. “That’s what’ll happen to you
if you’re caught in Railton’s bed.” R

“How cag I be caught, yqu poor idiot?” asked Handforth
pityingly. " 5. E e

““ Oh, let’s bump him and get it over !” said Blake. “Are
you going to stand this sort of thing, Tom Merry? Are you
going to let him call you a poor idiot without smashing him
in the eye?” . pe F ¥ B
. Tom Merry laughed. s T

“If he was any other fellow, I'd probably get wild, but
we all know our Handy !’ he said good-humouredly.:

“Pm not Handy !” said Edward Oswald.. .- .
:“Ahem! .We won’t argue the point,” murmured the Shell
skipper. “Still, we’ll do our best to make you see reason.
It would be bad enough if you were just caught in Railton's

. bed-rooin ; but to be found, actually in his-bed——"

_“But I shan’t be caught !” roared Handforth, in.exaspera-
tion. “Don’t I keep telling you that Railton’s gone to
London 7 " ) R "

“Look here!” interrupted Blake. “Supposing Railton
actually has gone to London? That doesn’t make %ou safe.”
“Yes, it does ! BRa e by .

“Then you're an opiimist.!” snapped Blake. “The House
dame will know that Railton has gone, and the chances
are that she’]l buzz into his bed-room in the early morning,
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* with a bevy of maids, in order to turn the room out. You

know what these matrons are.” = - P

“Handforth- gave a superior laugh.

“X-thought of that!” he satd coolly.

“Eh? You’ve thought of it?”

“Of course !’ nodded Handforth. “I shall lock the door!”

“Bai Jove?” T - Nk S TLe E g

It was obvious that Handforth was not to_be turned from
his purpose. And all the other juniors were compelled to-

admit that- locking the door would be a simple solution . .

the problem. And, in a way, they admired this bluff,
stubborn new fellow for his dogged determination. He was
several kinds of an ass, but nobody could everlook his

resolution, :

“Well, if you won’t be sensible, you won’t!”? said Tom
Merry smilingly. “Go ahead, Handy—and we wish you
luck! But don’t say that we didn’t warn you. Itll be a
risky game.” o

“The rjskier the better ! said Handforth.

“How the merry dickens shall we know whether he’s
really done this test or not?” asked Crooke, with a hint of
a sneer in his voice. “What proof shall we have that he’s

‘really spent the whole night in Railton’s bed ?”

“His word!” said Blake promptly. .

“Oh 1” said Crooke. “I'd forgotten that |*

There were many chuckles, for Crooke’s voicc had con-
tained an even more obvious sneer. ¥

“¥You rotter!” roared Handforth, flushing. “Do you
think I should trick you? Do you think X should sneak out
the night somewhere else, and
then pretend that I’d won the test?” -

“You never know!” put in Racke sourly. v .

“By George!” yelled Handforth, turning up_hi§ slesves.
“Lemme get at him! P’ve given him one thrashing to-day,
and Pll jolly well—" : " < e -

“Chuck # ¥ gri Blake.- “No fighti sre, Handy !”

“Wathah not}? seid Arthnr Augustus. - “Pway- wemem-
bah that a pwefect might dwoep: on -you, Handay. At the
same time, I must wemerk-that Wacke is ‘an imsinuatin’
wottah . ° - s o 1% :

Handforth. breathed hard, = -~ - %,

“Look here}” he said tensely. “I'm not going to. have
any doubts about this thing! Not likely! And ¥ want
you fellows ta form a committee—Fourth and Shell com:

“A committee ?” repeated Tom Merry. “What for?”
. “After lights-out you'll come along with me and see mie
right into Railton’s: bed-room,” said Handforth. *Ves,
right into his bed! Then you can go-out, loek the door, and

-take the key with you !”

“My dear ass, there’s no need——" .

“Yes, there is ! broke in Handforth. - “I insit!”

“ Caesar-hath. spoken 1” said Monty Lowther solemnly. .

“Ha, ha, ha!”? T

“¥ insist!” roared Hud.f%::g “You'll take the key with
you, and you won’t came k until to-morrow morning,
when the rising-bell +ings. Then, when yeu walk in and
lug me ont of Railton’s bed, getksps you’ll be_convinced
that I've done the thing properly:” ’ -

“¥es, we shall be convinced—then!” said Crooke,
grinning. ‘ .

“1 uttahly disagwee with all this!” said Arthur Augustus
coldly. “I wegard you as a doubtin’ wottal, Cwooke !”

“In that case, Gussy, you'd better regard half the Junior
School: in the same light,” said Crooke. - “ Dozens of chaps
are of the same opinion as me!” :

“I don’t believe it!” frowned Blake. “Personally, I'm
willing to accept Handforth’s word—without any of this
silly committee business.” .

“Hear, hear |” .3

“ We'll believe you, Handy, old man!”.

“Yaas, wathah 1 _ . .

_“That’s very decent of you; but I've got to be on the
right side !” said Handforth deliberately. “I don’t.want to
give.anybody a chance to doubt my having done the third
test. So, after lights-eut, you’ll come and lock me in
Railton’s bed-room, and take the key !* 3

.And-he refused to hear. of any other arrangement. . Upon
due consideration, Tom Merry and Blake and the ot!%’:_
saw the thing from Handforth’s point of view. 'He wanted™
to safeguard himself, and there could. be no: doubt that his -
precaution was warranted. 2 o

After prep, Blake and one or two others made a few
discreet inquiries. -, But, as far as they could aseertain,
nobody knew.anything about Mr. Railton’s plans. He had
gone out, and-that-was all. : .

“What’s the idea of being so. inquisitive, anyhow ?” asked

Darrell, of the Sixth, whom Blake questioned, <
“Isn’t he aur Hessemaster 2’ asked Blake innocently..

. “A. fat lot of interest you ‘take -in your Housemaster’s
movements !” said the prefect, with a suspicieus.look. I
suppose you've got some jape ony, eh? . Well, take my

v

el ¥



- to see you bunked.

~Serrible Three in the passage.

.back to-bed the batter.”

.

Tt was the same with the others.. !

They could only ascertain that Mr. Railton had, “gone
out.” Very carelessly, the Housemaster had omitted to
tell anybody of his private movements. )

“It looks fishy to me!” said Blake, shaking his head. “1
don’t believe old Railton’s gone to London at all! A
Housemaster wouldn’t go off like that without telling the
prefects, or somebody.”

= Just before bed-time, Blake and Tom Merzy seized Hand-
~ forth on the stairs. )

“You'd better chuck it up, Handy!” said Tom Merry
earnestly. ... . .
. “Assgl” b . S

“We ean’t get to know anything about Railton,” went on
Tom. “We've asked lots of people, but they all seem to
think that Railton will be back this evening.”

“I don’t care what they seem to think,” replied Hand-
forth serenely. “I met him on the way to the station, and
he told me he was going to London.”

““ Are you sure he told you?” -
. : “Of course I am!”- 3
SummsnaananE - “Well, Iwish I was as

T £ sure” said Blake
dubiously. . .
- They went upstairs to
the dormitory, and Hand-
forth laughed at all the
doubts and fears. He was
serene in - his confidence.
In due course, the prefect
came tosee “lights out »—*
which was only a formality

h

—

: See this week’s
issue of The

at this time of the year. “The daylight of the. long June
evenings lingered until well past ten-thirty.

It was ten o'clock when a move was made. .

As the school-clock- chimed out the hour, Handforth sat
up in bed, and looked round him. Most.«of the Fourth-
Formers were already asleep, but Blake & Co. were wakeful,
They had promised to form part of the committee.

“Ready?” asked Handforth. .

“Not so loud, you ass!” warned Blake. “Yes, we're
ready. But.why not think again, Handy? 1It’s too risky!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “We all know
what a fwightful ass you are, deah boy, but we don’t want

Handforth got out of bed.

“Come on!” he said briskly,

“ Weally, Handforth !” protested the swell of the Fourth.
“]I addwessed my wemark to you——"". - . :

“I know you did, and you can go and eat coke!” replied
Handforth.

“Bai Jove !” said Gussy.
with the obstinate duffah.”

And it was. o .

Two minutes later, the five Fourth-Formers crept out of .
he dormitory, and they were. just in time to meet the
i The Shell fellows were

“It is uttahly useless to argue

grinning. - -

S“He’s as stubborn as-ever, then?” murmured Tom Merry.

“ As pighedded as ever, you mean!” growled Blake.

“It's not. stubbornness, and it’s not pigheadedness !’ said
Handforth, with ‘a glare. “It's determination! You fat-
heads thought- yow'd give me an impossible task, didn’t
you? Well, I'm goingto show you that - I'm game ! Here’s

_my chance to— !

“Yes, we know all about it !* interripted Blake Kastily.
“We don’t want to stand jawing here. ':l‘he sooner we get

There was much. common-sense in this remark. And
silently the “committee - tiptoed towards Mr. Railton’s

L
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bed-room. They -arrived, and found the door unlocked, and
_the room dark, the blind being down. |

“Good egg!” murmured Hardforth exultantly, _“The
key’s here—in the lock, on the inside.” >

“Tll take it!” said Tom Merry. .

Handforth. reached out to turn the electric light on, but
Manners held his hand, . ) '

“You reckless fathead !”” hissed Manners.

“Eh? What the—" .

“1f anybody spots a light in this bed-room, there might be’
trauble !”” said Tom Merry. * You’re quite right, Manners.
The masters, anyhow, -will know that Railton has gone to
London, and we can’t be too carefal,”

.« “Oh, have your own way !” said Handforth.

He realised"that there was no need for the light. Thero
was still plenty of dusk, and he could see the bed easily,
although the blind was drawn. He jumped on to the bed

~ and grinned. :

“Well, that's all!” he said cheerfully. “You asses can
clear off now!” . T
“We're going!” murmured Blake. “I#’ll be quite bad
enough if one .of us gets the sack! Come on, you chaps!
He’s mad, but he’s beyond all help !” -
They crept out, and locked the door on the outside.
There was no escape for Handforth now. He was com-
mitted to this rash undertaking. And the committee went
back to their various beds, chuckling. g
- It was generally agreed that Handforth was a chump, but
his exhibition of will power had undoubtedly made an
impression. .
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CHAPTER 4.
A Ticklish Situation !

13 EVER knew such
a chap!”
This was Jack

Blake's  con-
sidered opinion, declivered
as he sprawled in bed, with
his hands behind his head.
‘The Fourth Form dormi-
tory had settled down
again, and all was quiet. | . ;

“He’s worse than Grundy!” grinned Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies, I wegard that wemark as uncalled
for,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Gwunday is a most
fwightful ass!” : . ’

“And so is Handy !” . : .

“But not in the same way,” said Blake. * Gussy’s right.
Grundy is just a plain.chump—a. duffer at sports, and every-
thing else. But Handforth always manages to ‘get there’
somehow. - How the merry dickens he does it is a mystery.
But he does!” ; . - : :

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed Gussy. “I wathah like
Handay.” ’

- “We all like him!” chuckled Levison.

=
=
=

SRR

“He’s so jolly

~ innocent. There’s something different about him.” - .

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. “Handay is #
most wemarkable chawactah., We all agwee that he is a
pwiceless burblah, and we all know that he gets $he most
ewazy ideahs; but he’s twue blue, all the same.” .55
. Clang! - 3 - B o

In the momentary pause, as Gussy ceased s’piﬁ?})g, a
distant metallic. clang came to the ears of the Fourth:
Formers.” The summer’s ‘evening was very quiet, and the

red glow of the dying sunset was still visible in the dormi- -

tory. The windows stood wide open, admitting-the cooling
air; to say nothing of sundry gnats. . .
“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus, sitting up in bed.

_ “What's the matter, ass?” asked Blake. ..
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,061,
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“I wefuse to be called an ass!” said Gussy. “Howevah,
chere is no time-to waste. That was the p\irivate gate.”

“ My only hat !

The same thought leapt into all their mmds, and there
were many murmured ejaculations.

“Railton }” breathed Blake. “Yes, and dxdn t you hear
the last train come in about ten /mmutes ago? We distinctly
heard it rumble into the. statmn—-”

Crurich—erunch !

Blake stopped talking. Outside, somebody was erunching
over the gravel. It'was a steady footstep, and one that the
Fourth-Formers instantly reeognised.

Arthur Augustus leapt out of bed, and dashed to ihe
window. One .glance was enough for him. [Hé caught a
glimpse of Mr. Railton in the dusk, as the Housemaslel
walked towards the door of the House.

“Gweat Scott!” gasped the swell of the Fouxth as he
spun round,

“Railton ! went up a dozen whxspers.

“Yaas, wathah!”

 Are you sure, Gussy ?”. said Blake, leaping out of bed.

“Vaas; I saw him !” panted Arthur Augustus.

“That’s done it ! murmured Levison.

“Poor old Handy !” said Digby, with a whistle.

“The ass—the frabjous idiot!” said Blakc wrathfully.
*The burbling duffer !”

“Yaas, wathah; but—"

“It’s as clear as daylight!” said Blake hurnedly “H:mdy
made & bloomer, as usual! I’ve never known such a fellow
tor blundering I -

“But he sald that Mr. Raﬂton told him he was going to
London——" began Clive.

“What does it matter what he said?” mterrupted Blake.
“1 expect Mr. Railton told him that he was catchmg the
London train—which, I suppose, was perfectly true.”

“Bai Jove!” =

“But Mr: Railton could only have gone to Wayland,”
continued Blake. “And now he’s come back on the last
train. - He’s here, you chaps! What the merry dickens are
we going to do about Handy 7*

“We can’t do anything, can we ?” said Herries bluntly.

“Weally, Hewwies, we can’t leave the poor blightah in
Wailton’s bed!” protested D’Arcy. “If he is d)=covabed
thel ¢, there’ll be the most fwightful wow!”

“He'l be sacked, for a .certainty!” said Blake, as he
hurried towards the deor. ;“Come on, you chaps! No not
all of you! “We don’t-want te make too mueh noise! But
we’ve got to-go and M Handy out of that bed!”

“You'll have to be Jolly quick, dear men,” grinned Cardew
“The chances are that Railton will go stralght up to his bed-.
reom. And if you're all found there—"

“Come on, then!” said Blake feverishly.

. They got out into the passage, about half a dozen of them.

And then, as they were making a rush for Mr. Raxltou s bed-
room, Blakesuddenly. checked. . -

“My goodness"’ he muttered. We haven’t got the key !”

“Bm Jove!”

“Tom Meiry kept it,” went on Blake. “Just like those __
Shell fatheads to cause this delay I”

“Listen ” urged Herries.

For a second they paused; but no sounds came to their
ears—there was no tread on the staircase. M. Railton had
probably gone to his study, and that meant that the “juniors
would have a brief breathing space.

They dashed towards the Shell dormxtorv and burst in,

“Hallo! What the merry dickens—” began Kangaroo,
in alarm. “Look out, you chaps! We're raided!”

“Rats!” panted Blake. “It’s only us!”

“What’s wrong?” demanded Tom Merry, wakeful on the
instant.

“Everything!” rretorted Blake. “»Old Railton’s come

“Oh, my goodness 1

“ And Handy is in Railton’s bed !”

There was much' consternation in the Shell dormitory, and
half the fellows were already out of bed.

“Where’s the key ?” asked Blake urgently. “ Have you go(:

_ it, Tom Merry?”
“Ves.”

“Then don’t waste time in Jawmg—come with us,” said
Blake. - “We've got to get Handy out before old Raiton
eﬁmes, up to bed. It'll mean the sack for him if he s found
there

Tom:Merry ran_towards the door, having taken the- key
from nnder his pl llow. The next moment a whole crowd
was surging out into the passage and dashing along towards
the Housemaster’s bed-room.

Edward Oswald Handforth was several kinds of an ass,
but the juniors felt that it was impessible to leave him there,
in Mr. Railton’s bed, to his fate. By hook or by crodk he
had to be yanked out and brought back to safety.

:But the juniors*were reckoning- thhont their host!

Trm GeM men:.—No. 1,061,
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anPTEé 5,
Nothing Doing ?

Z7ZZZRH!
Z Mr. Railton’s bed-room vibrated rhytbmma.lly to
the slow, regular snore of the sleeper in the bed. :
Ha.r;dforth serene-and unruffled, %id gone to sleep,

so confident had he been that he, would not be. disturbed.
. The captain-of the Shell unlocked the door and the juniors.
swarmed into the room. Somebody had pulled the blind uFA.~
and the dim light of the late dusk was flooding inte the
apartment. It was a subdued glow, buf it was sufficient.

Blake and Tom Merry and D’Arcy, and one or. two others,
were leaning over the sleeper, amaZed at the soundness of
his stumber. The Jther part of the room was filled with
other fellows. Even Racke and Scrope, and a few mmor
Shell fellows, had come'along to join in the general “fun.”

i TFom Mérry seized Handforth by the shoulder and ﬁhook
him,

“Wake up, you ass—wake up ” he hissed urgently.

Handforth stirred, his snoring abruptly ceased, and he

“blinked.

. }Iallo 1”7 he mumbled. “Wassermarrer? Go ’way!
’Tain’t rising-bell yet.”

“Fathead !” said Tom Merry. “Wike up, Handy !”

Handforth suddenly came to himself.

“By George!” he ejaculated. “So it’s you! Why, you
fathcads, what's the 1dea,'? What do you mean by coming
here and disturbing

“Railton’s come hwck"’ broke in Blake,

“Rats!” said Handforth calmly.

“T tell you—e"
© “Rats!” repeated Handforth. “Why, you poor xdxots
you can’t spoof me with a yarn like that!”

“It’s not a yarn! ¥ yelled Blake cxcltedly “If you're
caught here you’ll be sacked!”

“Yaas, wathah!” said Gussy. “Pway be sensible, Ha._nday !
If you come with us evewythin’ will be all wight—""

“You mean that everything will be all wrong”’ said
Handforth graffly. “If I come with you, then you’ll have
the laugh over me. You'll say that I've lost this test, and
then I shar’t get another chance, Thanks all the same, but
I’'m not so green!” -

“The juniors gasped. ’

“Don’t you belicve us"” said Tom Merty frantically.
“Railton has_come.baeck,”

“Tell it to the Marmes"’ said Hnndforth “Railton told
me that he was going to London, and I know jolly well that
he wouldn’t descend to telling me whoppers

“You must have misunderstood him

“I didn’t!”

“0Oh, you hopeless ass!” yelled Blake. “Do you want to
be rescued or not?” -

“Not !’ said. Handforth coolly.

“Look here,” smd Tom Merry, grabbing Handforth by the
shoulder again*“ we're in ea.mest old man. Honest Injun?”

Handforth started at'tha

“ By George!” he smd, staring.  “You—you mean that

} you re not spoofing me?”

“Ves. _

“ And you actually saw Mr. Railton? "”

“We didn’t see him,” admitted Tom. *These Fourih-
Formers came and told us.” - ~ )

“Gussy saw him,” said Herries. “We heard a crunch on
the gravel, and when Gussy looked out of the window he
spotted Mr. Railton—->

“Oh, well, of course, that explains it!” said Handforth,
with a return of his coolness. “Gussy must have made a
mistake I’ ¢ =

“Bai Jove!” ecjaculated D’Arcy. “Are you suggestin’,
aI}la.nday, you wottah, that the man wasn't Mr. Wailton at

“It couldn’t have been Railton,” said Ha.ndforth with
exasperating serenity. s gone to London.”

“You burblin’ idiet,” shrieked Gussy, “I saw him !’
“You saw somebody, I dare say,” agreed .Handforth.
“But it’s nearly .dark outside, and it would be easy enoughr~
to make a mistake. Clear off, you fellows! I'm not goirfp-"

to get out of this bed!” 4

“Weally, Handforth—"2

“We shall have to use force!”” said Tom “Merry grimly.

“It's no good messing -about with an absolute chump like
this! We've come here to help him, and all he can do-is to
tell us to go and eat. eoke' Lend a}mnd you chaps. We' I
drag him out by foree!”

“Yes, rather 1” said Bla.ke ina determmed voice.

“ Here, ‘hands off1” roared Handforth. . “If any chap
touches me I'Il biff him! I tell you that Railton has
ggmi ’tu“) London. You're not going to make me lose that
Ctest’1”

He clenched his fists, and. there: was.snch an_air of warhko
deﬁanqe -ahout him that the junidrs hesitated



whble to

. Merry curtly.
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And just at that moment a trifling incident took place
on.the other side of the bed-room.

All the juniors, except
staring at Handforth, their whole attention concentrated
upon the obstinate new fellow. .

Aubrey Raeke was the only one who allowed his attention
to wander. -

As.a matter of fact, Racke had only come along in a spirit -

He had a vague idea that he might be
) ay the traitor, and so give Handforth away. Even
3t Handforth-didn’s get the sack, he would be in for a
flogging. And Racke considered that this would be-some
sort of revenge for the thrashing that Handforth had given
him earlier that day. i

But now Racke had changed his mind. .

Unexpectedly, dramatically, he had caught sight of some-
‘thing on Mr. Railton’s dressing-table. If the blind had
remained down, Racke would never have looked at the

“wi vindictiveness.

N

dressing-table; but the blind was now up, and he could sece
fairly distinctly.

And there, underneath a little. trinket, were some pound
currency neies! - . |

Money! Pound notes! Here in Mr. Railton’s bed-rooml,
And if Racke could only give Handforth away on the quict
there might be some interesting complications, particularly
if those notes were missing! -

On the spur of the moment, acting upon a swift impulse,
Racke whipped the trinket aside, grabbed the currency
notes, and stuffed them into his pocket—the pocket of his
dressing-gown. . : )

“By gad!” he breathed.
on Handforth, there’l be no question about his getting
bunked !” ' '

sdle joinedt the others round the bed, totally uneonseious

“the fact that -a pair. of cyes had been watching him .

during that vital moment.

A sort of tussle was now taking ] lace round the bed.
h_“V;V,e"re fed-up with this!” Blake was saying. “Grab

im . i *

“*Yaas, wathah!” : o :

“We'll give you just two seconds, Handforth!” said Tom

“Are you going to get out -of this bed of

your-pwn accord, or shall we drag you out?”’ .

“PH. punch the first fellow who comies within reach!”

retorted Handforth defiantly,
“Oh, what's the-use?” said Blake.

‘

one, were crowded abeut the bed, ’

" justification.

“If only T can put the blamo,

They were all inclined to leave him to his fatc; yet this”
- pather went against the grain. For it-was generally agreed

that Handforth, after all, was hardly responsible for his
actions, .= ] .

From Handfomh’s point of view the thing was different.

He had made up his stubborn mind that the juniors had
come here for the purpose of spoofing him. ‘He had been
spoofed so mmany times that his attitude was ‘not without
And Handforth was now .like the ancient
gentleman who feared the Greeks when fhey came with
gifts i their hands, and he viewed the juniors with
suspicion. .

Crunch—crunch! There was the.
sound sf somebody crunching over
the gravel in the quad. Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy t out of bed

. anddashedtothewindow. He caught
a gl of Mr. Raliton in
as.the Houssemaster walked towards
-the .door of the House. * Gweat

Scott! ?” gasped Qussy. ‘Ha’scome

hack!’’. (See Chapter 4.)

“You can’t kid mec that Railton has come back!” he said
flatly. “On your own showing, Gussy is the only one who
has secn him—and we all know that ‘Gussy isn’t reliable!”

‘“ Weally, Handay——""

“He ptobablly", saw some other master,” continued Hand-

forth. “And T'm jolly well not going to get out of this
bed! I've made up my mind io stay in it until the morn-

ing, and wild horses won’t drag me out!”
“You uttah ass!” said Gussy indignantly.
Wailton as plainly as I can see you!” -
“Yes, and he may be here at any second !” said Blake, in
alarm. “ Wild horses may not drag you out of that bed,

“I saw

Handy, but we’re going to do it!’
“Are you?” roared Handforth, “Try it!”
The juniors tried it. . ;
Exasperated beyond measure, they fell upon Handforth
from both sides of the bed at once: Tom Merry seized
him by the shoulders, Blake grabbed him by the hair,
‘Herries and Manners seized his legs. .
. Biff! Crash! = .-- - ;
. “Yow!” howled Blake wildly. “Oh dear! Hold him,
somebody!” Y e
Handforth was lashing out desperately, but at last the
very force of the attack subdued him. He was. a born,
fighter, but the odds were too great. He was seized, held,
and his struggles were useless. -
“‘Got him!” panted Blake. “Now, all together!”
_Bitt even as they were in the act of, yanking hu& off the
$éd a-footstep sounded out-in-the passage. '
) Tre GeEx Lisrary.—No. 1,06k -~
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“Cave!” gasped Digby.

But it was too late! ) .k ; ,

As the juniors stared, round fowards gee door it Surst
open, and Mr. Victor Railton strode in. He paused on
the threshold. )

‘““Good heavens!” the
amazement, . .
_There was a dead silence, except for the forced, heavy
brg?}héng of the startled juniors. : '

hek ! :

ejaculated Housemaster, in

Mr. Railton switched the electric light on, and the room
became flooded with radiance. The Housemaster’s brow
was as_black ™ as ‘thunder, and his eyes were filled with

" mingled amazement and anger,

“What is the meaning of this?” he demanded in a terrible
voice. . v

CHAPTER 6.

. } . Off His Rocker ! -
OR. some moments there was uiter, absolute silence
in Mr, Railton’s bed-room. All the intraders were
holding their breath,” and ‘nobody had thought of
answering the Housemaster’s question. They just
stood there staring at him, numbed by the dramatic sudden-

ness of the catastrophe. | i
But if Tom Merry -& Co. were stariled, Handforth him-

self was stupefied.

He was staring at" "Mr. Railton in blank, bewildered

amazement, - -

Seeing is said to be believing, and Handforth was seeing
now ! . -= 2 B -

Whatever his thoughts may have been a moment earlier,
he now knew definitely that Mr. Railton had not gone to

London. For here he was in the Hlesh standing in the
doorway. . ‘
“My goodness!”’ said Handforth thickly, .

His voice was like the explosion of a bombshell in that

" silence. He was convinced at last—and ke was almost bereft

\

of his wits by the position’ that he found-himself in. How
could he explain? -What could he say? There he was-
sprawled ‘'on Mr. Railton’s bed,. his-hair towsled, the very
bed in a hopeless state of disorder.
As for Mr, Railton, he was. as
the juniors. | L . 5
He had come upstairs contentedly, pleasantly tired, after
the hot day. Nearing his bed-room, he had become¢ aware’
of the sound of voices; and after a moment of upbelief he

du_mbfounded éé any of

_had come to the conmglusion that the§9 voices were proceed-

in% from his own ‘bed:room.
t

had been a startling discove}}y. o -

Never in the whole course of his experience. had-Mr.."

Railton known anything like it.,” Juniors in his bed-room!-
He -had burst -in, -and his amazement had been all the
greater,- Not only ‘were these juniors in his bed-room, but
one of them was actually in his bed, with all the rest
attempting to drag him out! In fact, they were converting
tiis’ sedate: sleeping-chamber into a bear garden!

Small wonder - that Mr. Railton was momentarily over-
whelmed. - -~ siphe ; =

But Handforth’s voice broke the spell, and Mr. Railton
took another stride into the room. .

“ What is the meaning of this?” he repeated thunderously.
“Upon my word! What are you boys.doing in my bed-
room?. How dare you take advaritage of my absence in this
outrageous fashion!” ¥ - '

“We—we—we—"" began Blake helplessly.

“ Well?”’ snapped Mr, ﬁ:,ilton.‘

“I~I—I— 1 mean, we—we——' :

“Come, Blake!” said Mr. Railton curtly.” “If you cannot
speak coherently, perhaps one of these other boys will be
good enough to explain! Handforth, what are you doing
in my bed?” : )

‘“He’s . dotty, sir!” babbled Blake desperately.

bl

“Dotty?” repeated Mr. Railton. ‘“Ahem! I cannot
accept——"" .
“He’s clean.off his rocker, sir!” gasped Blake. “He

insisted upon sleeping in ‘your bed, and we’'ve been trying
to drag him out!” - -

“Yaas, wathah, sir!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

‘That’s the twuth, sir

“We knew you were coming, sir, and we tried to get him
out. before you arrived on the scene!” said Tom Merry
rapidly,  ‘“But the poor ass wouldn’t take any notice of
us, and he resisted our efforts.”” .

“He’s as mad as a March hare, sir!” said Blake.s

Handforth started. In fact, he started so violently that
the bed-springs creaked. In that brief. second Handforth
performed a swift piece of mental jugglery, For him, it
was a masterpiece. . . e TR me R

And yet his need was desperété;_ - S
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Unless he thought quickly—unless he took some drastio
action—it would mean the sack. And the dire nature of «
(I;Iandforth’s extrémity sharpened his wits to a phenomenal

egree, . :
*-He knew now that he was trapped. ~Mr. Railton had
returned and had discovered him. But never for a secon
did this remarkable new fellow think of giving up his plan.
He was as pig-headed as ever! e & v

If-he got out of this bed now, confessing the truth aboud
the whole incident, he would be lucky if he was not expelly~
from St. Jim’s.  Furthermore, he would lose this third’
“test.” And Handforth had no intention of losing it. He
was-a..super-optimist by nature, and even now he did not
-give up hope. -

It was Blake whe had given him the tip.

Blake had said that he was dotty, and there in that one
word lay the solution te the problem. By hook or by
crook he had to remain in that bed for to-night. The
morrow could look after itself—for by then he would have
succeeded in his fantastic task. L. .

_It was characteristic of Handforth to think in this way.
Never would he admit defeat. And his wits were always
at the sharpest when the odds were heavy. . )

- Abraptly he pointed a quivering finger at Mr. Railton.

“Stand back!” he said in e hoarse voice. “Go! .Leave
my camp, and take your bandits with you!”

“Good heavens!” said Mr. Railton.
,‘;Chuck it, Handy!” hissed Blake.
an » ~

“Silence, dog !” thundered Handforth. “As for you,” he
went on, glaring at Mr. Railton, “you cannot deceive me
as to your identity! I know you, base miscreant! You are
the traitor king of Arabia!” N

“Great Scott!” :

“Oh, my only hat!” 2t

“The poor chap’s gone crazy !”" o L :

“Mr. Railton: took a deep breath; {rying hard to control
his anger and amazement. - s

“Handforth,” he said sharply, “enough of this non-
sense—"’ ) T Pl
~ “But you- cannot kidnap me'!” went on Handforth fiercely.
#“No, by George!” °- . )

- “Kidnap you!* gasped the Housemaster. .

“Yes !’ roared Handforth. “I know your game! You've
come here, with all”your desert bandits, and you’'ve sur-
rounded my camp, and now you want to drag me out of
my tent and take me off to your stronghold!” :

“Boy !” shouted Mr. Railton, e
© “But as long as the Union Jack flies from my flagstaff
shall remain firm!’ ~continued Handforth, his voice
. becoming wilder- and wilder. “I defy you!" Yes, and all

your desert rabble 1” ’

Tom Merry & Co..listened Qnd watched in fresh amaze-

“The game’s up,

" ment. In a flash they realised that Handforth was “trying

it o He was pretending to be dotty !

And he -was doing it very well, too. His eyes were
burning with & fréngied light, and it was not surprising
that Mr.- Railton . was momentarily - doubtful. But that
frenzied light was occasioned by Handforth’s knowledge of
lhis desperate position. If this wheeze failed all would be
ost..

““You foolish boy!” said Mr. Railton, taking another step
towards the bed. “ You eannot deceive me by this ridiculous
exhibition—" : oo .

“Stand back !” hooted Handforth, grabbing at the air and
levelling an imaginary weapon at the Housemaster. “Take
-another step and I will drop you in your tracks!”

“Good gracious!” ejaculated Mr. Railton. -

“I will make an example of you, so that all your followers

will learn of my ruthlessness!” continued Handforth tensely.
“Never will I—an Englishman—submit to being captured
by desert Arabs! Back, dogs—back!”® .
: The juniors, startled by Handforth’s very vehemence,
automatically backed away. -They parvelled at his nerve.
They even began to doubt his sanity seriously. Had he
really gone off his rocker?- It eertainly seemed like it.

But Mr. Railton, after another scarching look at Hand-_

forth, set his teeth, —

- “There has been enough of this folly!” he said angrily.

“Handforth, get off that bed at once! I am amazed and

shocked at your impudence——" ki
““Back—back ! panted Handforth.”

He waved his arms violently, and, indeed, he looked
really dangerous as Mr. Railton approached. The House-
master paused, feeling that any further advance would be
i not. _wish to be ‘struck by Handforth’s
lashing fists. And, withont question, Handforth was quite
excited .enough " to! -sfrike rdinarily. he would as soon
_have thought of jumping over the moon as hitting a master;

but just now he was feverishly excited;, and he was carried

away by his own deception. . :
“Touch ‘me not!” he went on wildly. “I have only to
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% ASK THE ORACLE!"

give the command, and I can sail aw ay from your clutches
on my magic carpet i v
“Gweat Scott ! "’ y
“You .see, sir,” smd Blake quickly, “he's only ta.lkmg
rot! He's been talking rot for hours! He msnsted upon
coming to your bed-room, and we tried-to drag him out.”
“We knew what a row there. would be if he was found
here, sir,” said Tom Merry truthfully -*And it’s no  good
~4gying to-force him off that bed elther. He gets violent
S 800N as we go near him!{” - .
* Mr, Railton was uncertain, Ho was full of deep suspicion
still; yet, at the same time, Handforth -was ‘acting very
convineingly. - And there was just a é¢hance that he might
have been affected by: the hot sun that day,” -Perhaps he
had been reading a highly imaginative book of Arab adven-
ture; perhaps the story had temporarily affected him. In
such a situation as this it was unwise to be too drastic.

This Interesting Feature Will Appear Again Next Week;' 1

there has been enough dxsturbance for to- mght. (xo to your
dormitories at once.”

“Yes, sir!” chorused the relieved juniors. -

Handforth lewpt to his feet and struck a dramatic attitude -
on the bed. -

. “Victory!” he shouted at the top of his voice.  “The
enemy retreats! Victory is mine !’ e

“Good heavens!” said Mr. Railton blankly.

“You dare not touch  me, ‘and you know it!” went on
Handforth triumphantly” “Take your bandits and be gone!
And think well before you attack my camp again!”

Tom  Meérry & Co. and all_ the Fourth-Formers filed out

of the room, and they hurried off to their dermitories, still
marvelling .at “Handforth’s aullacity. What would be "the
outcome of this startling affair? Would he be able to carry
it through? -

For the moment, at any rate, he had succeeded in his
desperate deceptlon.

Mr. Railton turned abruptly.

“All you boys must return to your dormitories !’ he said
“1 will inquire fully into this to-morrow.

aharply

Mr. Railton_followed the last of the juniors out of the

But

vbed -rpom, and he locked _the
{Continued on next page.) .

door .and pocketed the key.
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Q. Wﬁat dou Fld. M' on om-\odn.
mean ?

A This questxon was sent in by a
studious reader from Pextypool who

wishes to be known- merety by the classic:
pen-name of * Cul-de-sac.’ The abbre--
viation Fid. Def. appears on our various
you may see- by borrowing a-

coins, as
. half-¢crown—or & penny will do if your pal’s
trust in you does not extend to this amount.
It means
abbreviation of the Latin, fidei defensor).

The monarch on whom this titlé was first|
y the Eighth, who!

conferred was He:

wrote in his limited a boofagrhﬁed,
“ Asgsertion of the Saven Sacraments '}
that much pleased the Pope Leo. - -

Q. what is sanokrlt ?

A. An ancient language of Indxa that §.

is deemed as sacred.

Q. What is a D.C.M. ?

A. Thi
‘stands
Medal. It also has another aneamng,
District Court- Martial, whxch is not 80
popular among the troops. -

Q. How big is the world ?

A. Before answering this question sent
in by Fred Parkins of Ipndon, we mush

agree to admit that the werld is round ‘and,|
as-a few inhabitants of Haybrick- |

not.
cum-Muggleberry still prefer to believe.
Sq-if you started digging straight down
from the North Pole and kept on at it
-Jong . enough, you would
-dig a distance of 7,899
miles before breakmg
through the ice at the
South Pole. Long before
that, though, you would
have bhsters and frost-
bite ; and any-
wa

d be
the
do if.y

. bhrough

the

boat js for sale—not sail. have 7, 925

great
solves a few more pro-
blems this week. Some
of his answers-are ex-
fromely

_others are very instruc-
tiv

Defender of the Faith (an:

is an Army term and normally
for the Distinguished . Conduct

yo u

vole to,r
Dig]

earth from
uie~'

Know-all

amusing—

to go. The distance right round
4-the ‘world is roughly 24,850 m:les,
it wotild seem about ten millions if you
trxed to run and swim it

mlles

Why do -di-
vers have
‘heavy boots? — }
The oracle .
‘will teHl you.

Q. Where is the Levant ? °

A. This, Alf. Saunders, is the name
for the eastern part of the Mediterranean
with all its islands and neighbouring
countries. Palestine is down that way.

Q. What is an armadillo.?

A. Chase a wood-louse, capture it, a.nd
look at it-through a microscope and you
will have a jolly good idea of what an
a.rma-dlllo looks like. JXt—the armadillo—
is & burrowing animal of South America
with bony armour on its body, and has the
habit, also common in the domestic wood-.
louse, of rolling itself into a ball when
alarmed.

Q. What does a broom at the masthead
of a boat mean ?

A. This is the sailors’ sign that a boat
ds for sale.

g Q. Who* wag~ Mulhgatawny xS
A, This, query was kindly ‘sent in b?r
oy Watteau, of Carbunce-by-the-Canal

B., after. he had heard the well- knowh|
¢ ] pong. Percy, it.appears, has been having |
wlor's .:gn that his Would onIy:

# little argument with his friend, who says
he was the geneml who relieved ‘Mafeking

{ rising  spontaneously to the s

{let us go to the-roots.of the.subject. :

during the Indjan Mutiny, whereas
Percy himself claims that he.
was the policeman who arrested
Crippen. Both. err somewhat.
Mulligatawny is a soup highly
seasoned with East Indies spices,
or supposed to be. Unless you
have a corrugated iron throat it
_i8 best to order mock turtle. -

Q. Why does a dim need
tead on his boots ?°

A. T fancy I see all your hands
go up and hear you raise 2
mighty shout: * To make him
sink.” But this is hardly correct
for a diver would sink even with-
out lead on his boots—but he would not
*} 8ink in the right way. Either he would roll
upside down or sideways, and be struggling
all the time to right himself. ‘The lead,

: };i!xx‘se;efore, ensures that he shall sink feet

Q. What is an nrtuuan wall 2

A. A perpendicular boring into: strata,
producing constant supply of aqua purs
ace.,, In
other words, a well dug straight down

.{into the ground that causes water to come
% bubbehng up and keep on a—bubblmg.

Q What is the use of our hair?

As my. waggish correspondent,
“C 0.D.” answers. this himself by saying
that it helps to-keep our hats on, I suspect
an elephantine attempt at humour: F?u}ils

is

‘have scales, birds have feathers ; and.we
humans have hair a8 a sort of thatch over
our think-tanks. Nature has given it te
us as & protection against the sun and
the cold. There i is little dsnger, however,
of us getting sunstroke in England, any-
way, “and we -have got in the habit of
wearing hats to ward off the cold. - No

~-doubt it would be better for us all if we

let our hair perform its proper function
of proteutmg us, for many of us have come
to the pass that if we leave offour hats on
a chxlly day we are liable to catch cold.

(Tell- your chums if they want to know
as much as you, to be sure and read this
brilliant Asenes 1)

Some of us Fave lots of hair -
—others have very little. The
oracle has s ing to say
-~ about this matter.
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Then he went off to see that the juniors had really -gone
back to bed. o co- : :

Handforth, falling back against Mr. Railé_on’s pillow, took
a deep, deep breath. - )

. “By George!” he breathed. “It worked! I’ve done the

trick 1
But perhaps he was just a little 00 previous!

.. - CHAPTER 7.
-A Dastardly Plot !
[ UST a minute, Racke!” .

J Aubrey Racke started. He had fallen behind the
other Shell fellows, and he suddenly felt a hand on
his arm." He looked round, and found Scrope beside

him. There was no particular hurry, for Mr. Railton had

taken himself off to the Fourth Form dormitory.

. *What do you want?”’ demanded Racke shakily.
“Fifty—fifty !” replied Scrope promptly.

Racke came t0 a halt; and he stared white-faced at Luke

Scrope. -

“J—I don’t know what you mean!” he blustered.

“Yes, you do!” said Scrope. “I want halves! You
pinched some money from Railton’s- bed-room—"

“Be quiet, you fool !” hissed Racke frantically.

They were standing aside in the darkness of the passage,
and ‘Racke was shivering, = .

. It came as a shock to him to learn that somebody had
witnessed his ‘despicable action. His only relief was tha
knowledge that Scrope was the fellow. And Scrope was a
bird of Racke’s own feather. Myt

“You mad idiot !” snapped Racke, after he had recovered
himself. “I didn’t steal that money! What the deuce do
you mean by accusing me of -such a thing?*

“Didn’t steal it!” ejaculated Scrope. “What did you
do, then? I saw you put it in your pocket !”

“Don’t be a fool!” retorted Racke. “It’s only a wheeze—
m“%%t'} can get my revenge on that cad Handforth!” ..

“Don’t you believe me?” -

“No, I don't!” said Scrope bluntly. “You took that
money for yourself—-’

" “Confound you!” snarled Racke.. “I don’t even know -

how much. there is! My idea is to plant these notes in
Handforth’s box, or somewhere. Then, when the money is
missing, there’ll be a search.. Railton knows that Hand-
forth has been in his bed-room, and it’'ll mean the sack for
the rotter if he’s convicted of being a thief!” -

“So that’s the game, is it?” said Scrope dubiously.

“Yes, that’s the game!” replied Racke.
ness’ sake don’t keep talking here! Railton will De alon
al any minute. Let’s get into the dormitory! We'll tal
about it again to-morrow.” 5 - e

R but——> ..

Racke gloatingly. - “I'm going to see that he gets. the
hlame for stealing these notes! I don’t want them niyself—
I’ve got plenty of money.” . :

On the spur of the moment Racke took the notes out

.of his dressing-gown pocket. He and Scrope could just see

them. They were folded in halves neatly. Racke counted
them one by one. ;

~“Five!” he -.murmq’rer‘l‘ “S&itiéﬁed, yoh rotter? There |

are five here—and no more! And I'm not going to keep
any of them for myself. I’m not a thief!”

Scrope was satisfied; he couldn’t be-anything.else. g
.“Yes, I can sce there are five!” he growled. . “But it

locked jolly ﬁshy;’ Racke. I thought you meant to keep

‘them for yourself. o
. “Yes, and you were ready to go shares!” said Racke
sourly. - “But even if you're a burglar,.-I’'m not!” )

He went off without another word and joiped the knot of
Shell - fellows as they went into their dormitory. Secrope
followed. . )
It was only the work of a moment for Racke to stuff ‘the
Housemaster’s money into his own trousers pocket. Nobody
saw him in the gloom, and then he climbed into bed.

He was full of vindictive triumph. Handforth had suc-
ceeded in his wheeze, but on the morrow he would have to
pay the reckoning !

In the meantime, Mr. Railton ‘had finished with the
Fourth, and now he came along to see that the Shell fellows
were in their beds. After he had made his inspection, he
went out into the passage again, and hesitated. Rather to
his relief a figure hove-in sight, and it proved to be Mr.
Lathom, the master of the Fourth.

“Is anything
Lathom mildly. “I thought I heard strange noises—"

" “Youdid, Mr. Lathom !” interrupted the Housemaster. .“1

’ 5‘3:1 i’n a difficulty. Handforth,” of your Form, is in my
1 o et ]
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“But f .

-~ plenty handy!”
“I tell you that Handforth will be sacked!” muttered

- “putting it on.”

-the matter, Mr. Railton?” fésked Mr.

_disrespectful—-""'

Price 2d,

“Good gracious!” ejaculated Mr. Lathom blankly.

“I thought I should surprise you.” :
o I=T-am very startled!” said the little Form master.
“Surely, Mr. Railton, you cannot be. serious? Handforth
is in your bed? But why? Is the boy ill?” <o

“He is acting as though he had taken leave of his senses!”
replied Mr. Railton, frowning. “But I doubt it, I have a
suspicion at the back of my mind that he is malingering.”

4T ean hardly credit that!” said Mr. Lathom. - “ Hand-
forth is a peculiar boy in some .ways.  But he is strictly ~
honourable. I have some trouble with him in the class™:
room, but lying is not one of his habits. And for what
earthly reason would he get into your bed, if he was not
actually demented?” ~° )

“That is why I am hesitating,” replied Mr. Railton
slowly. “It cannot be an ordinary practical joke. The
other boys were very anxious to get him out. Even as I
entered the roo‘m,‘gxey were trying to, carry him bodily
away. But he was violent—desperate !”’ :

“The boy needs a doctor !” said Mr. Lathom, in alarm. _

“I am of the same opinion!” agreed Mr. Railton. “I
think we had better go to him now, and if he still shows
the same violent symptoms we shall have to bring some
prefects, and forcibly subdue him. . I am very worried; Mr.
Lathom.”

And, without any further discussion, they hurried to the
Housemaster’s bed-room, and cautiously entered.

- CHAPTER 8.
Rather Worse !

Y ANDFORTH was prepared.

At first, he had imagined that Mr. Railton had
left-him alone for the night; but second thoughts
4 had convinced him that he was not to succeed <o

easily. X - . .
He realised that the Housemaster had only gone to sco
that the juniors were safely back in the dormitories. And
when he heard.voices out in:.the passage—the. voices of Mr.
?&il{ﬁ:n and Mr. Lathom—he knew that he was in for more
rouble. - - : . -
As the key turned- softly in the lock, he whipped a blanket
round him, and squatted in the middle of the bed, after the

fashion of an old-time tailor. ' b

Click ! ) . :
The light was switched on, and Handforth beheld the two
masters just inside the doorway. Mr. Railton was looking
at him closely—searchingly. Timid little Mr. Lathom was

- obviously ready to make a dash for safety.

‘‘ Beware, palefaces!” said Handforth impressively.
“Dear me!” murmured Mr. Lathom.
"~ “Enter this camp at your own peril!” said Handforth,
flourishing a pillow. “I—Big Chief Cooking-Pot—heap

Mr. Railton advanced towards the bed.

“Very smart, Handforth, but not quite good enough,” he
said sternly.- “ You must not imagine that I am deceived by
this theatrical nonsense. --Come, my boy!- Why are you
making this pretence of insanity?” _

Handforth’s heart seemed to miss-a beat. :

But he wasn’t the kind of fellow to knuckle under. He
knew that he was in grave peril of being bowled out. M.

. Railton, as he had feared, was deeply suspicious; and any

slip on his part would now eost hiln dearly.” -

For not only would he be bundled .out' of the House-
master’s bed, packed  back to his own dormitory, and
severely punished, but he would fail in that vital third test.
And then the Fourth would have the laugh over him, More-

. over, he would never get arnother opportunity.

So he had every urge to act his best. .

“Well, ’'m blowed !” he ejaculated, leaping off the bed,
and assuming an air of blank astonishment. *That’s a
rummy thing! T thought you were a couple of palefaces!
And I thought T was an Indian! I must be going dotty }”

“Tf you will control yourself, Handforth——>

“Rats!” said Handforth.

“What?” :

““ Any more cheek from you, Church, my lad, and T’ll dot
you. in the eye!” said Handforth indignantly. *It’s- aber~
time-the pair of you turned up, too! What have you beéw

”

_doing ? :

Mr. Railton looked at him more closely than ever. He
was still certain in his own mind that Handforth was
Yet. the situation was difficult. He
couldn’t take anything for granted. It would.be cruel to
the boy if he really :was wandering in_his mind. .

“Come, . come, come!” said the Housemaster. ~“This
pretence has gone too:far, Handforth! In your anxiety
to—er—deceive us,. you are not hesitating. to be dis-
respectful. Yet ’;- don’t think you.mean to deliberately

“Cheese it!” intérmpge'd: Handforth,, alarmed by Mr.
Railton’s continued scepticism. ‘“What are you jabbering




about; you ass?. Who the dickens do you think you are,

anyhow?’

“T am Mr, Railton, your Housemaster—-" -

“Ha, ba, ha!” ) o B

“ Handforth 1’ '

“Come off it!” grinned Handforth, giving Mr. Railton
a playful dig'in fgbe ribs, which made the Housemaster

. stagger. - You ‘bopeless chump! You're Church{”

~ I must insis| 7 i . . _

o “And you're McClure!” went on Handforth, turning on
#Mr. Lathom, and giving him a playful dig in the ribs
.which caused him to sit-down violently on the foor.

“Good heavens!” panted Mr. Lathom, sorambling to his
feet, and backing away. “The—the boy is dangerous!”

“He is ceptainly daring!” agreed Mr. Railton grimly.

Handforth gave a snort. At the first sign of a slip he
would be lost. . - . -

“I’m blessed if I know what’s the matter with you twe!”
he said tartly. “I sent you down to Bellton half an hour
ago, and even now you haven’t brought the bananas back
with you !’ :

“Bellton?”’ said Mr. Railton curiously.

“The boy is certainly wandering in his mind!” muttered
Mr., Lathom. “Why does he call us by such strange
names?” . : .

“Church and McClure I believe, are two of his former
friends of St. Frank’s,” said Mr. Railton, in an aside. *“And
1 am well aware that Bellton is the village necar St.
Frank’s.” - .

“What are you chaps whispering about?” asked Hand-
forth sharply. k) X .

He decided to carry on with this deception until further
orders. It was rather a brainwave, -If was very difficult to
keep up the fiction that he was an Indian chief, or an Arab
sheikh. But to regard the two masters as his late chums
of St. Frank’s was as easy as winking., This sort of thing
was second nature to him—and the scheme had. the added
advantage that he coild be himself while still making it
quite plain that he was off bis rocker. .

“Did you hear .me?” he shouted. “¥ou know jolly well
that I won't allow you to mutter behind my back !”

“Now, Handforth——"" . .~ -

. “Don’t call me Handforth!” - - .~ '

“Really, I—" .=~ AR e TR R T T

“What's the idéa?” demanded Edward Oswald. " “¥Yon
know jolly well that you've always called me Handy! And
now, all of a 'sudden, you start calling me Ha.x’xdforth. Are
you chaps asking for a couple of black eyes?’ .

" “You had better get back into bed,” said Mr. Railton

! patiently. ““You are mistaken, my boy, in thinking that
I am your friend, Church. And this
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“Don’t: eall. me ‘my boy,’ you babbling ass!” hooted

Handforth. “I don’t know what's the matter with you,
}?;Valtﬁf ?(’}hurc,h! What do you mean, I'm not at -St.
rank’s?”

“Really, we can do nothing with him!” breathed Mr.
le.j:hom. “I urge you, sir, to come away, and to—-"
<o Not at St. Frank’s, eh?” broke in Handforth tartly.

By George, I believe you’re right! I must be_in Bedlam 1”.

““Upon my word! You must not say such things——’

Or Colney Hatch!” bellowed' Handforth, dancipg up
and down, and brandishing his fists. “That’s it! You
chaps must have gone potty, and you're.in Colney Hatch!
Anyhow, you’re acting like it!” .

Flurriedly, Mr. Lathom drew the Housemaster aside.

“There i1s no .shadow of doubt, Mr. Railton!” he mur-
mured. ‘‘The unfortunate.boy is suffering from delusions.”

“I am still not quite shre—"

“But -there can ‘be no other explanation!” whispered the
agitated Form master. “It is well known that these un-
happy people invariably “account themsclves. sane whilst
assuming that everybody else is demented. - Handforth is
i]ho“'r,l,ng all the recognised symptoms. Poor boy—poor

oy !” )

Mr. Railton pursed his lips. He needed a good deal of
convincing. He was very anxious to bow! Handforth out,
and to administer a very severe punishment for this out-
rageous escapade. But it was -difficult.

“Handforth!” he snapped, turning suddenly upon the
junior. “Let me tell you at oneé that this ‘deception is
‘useless. Do you hear me, boy? I am _not -deceived.
Another word of ‘this nonsense, and I will take you to
the Head for a flogging!” = 3

Handforth’s jaw dropped. He was within an acé of dis-
covery, for he nearly gave himself away. Mr. Railton’s
abrtﬁpt, change was so _sudden that Handforth nearly gave
up hope. .

But he was a fellow who never admitted defeat.

This, indeed, was one of his strongest characteristics. In
the very face of failure he always maintained a bold front.
And this trait in his charaeter saved him now.

With a bellow of assumed rage he squared up to the

astounded masters, - His fist shot out, and Mr. Railton
jumped back only just in time.
_“Comeg on!” -he roared. “You cheeky fathead! - You
come here, pretending to be somebody else, and then you
accuse me of trying to spoof you!- By George! I'm just
about fed up! Come on!” N : ?

“Good heavens!” said Mr. Railton,
together. “If you dare to strike e, Handforth—

(Continued on next page.)

pulling hims’el_f

2

gentleman is Mr. Lathom——""

“ Exactly—exactly !’ said Mr.Lathom, -
nodding, “I can 'assure ?o,u, ‘Hand-~
forth, that. I am not any!
else! ' Please try to pull yourself to- -
gether 1" T : L

The wild light “in Handforth’s eye
“had convinced Mr. Listhom, at least, .
that he was more. than.. slightly
“touched.” But, really, that wild light
was occasioned by the junior’s. anxiety
to carry this spoof through to sucoess.
His one aim was to get rid of -these
masters, and to sleep in Mr. Railton’s
bed for the night. He cared nothing
for the reckoning on.the .morrow.

“What’s -the idea?” he "demanded
aggressively. “You howling fatheads!
You silly dummies! Are you trying to
fool me, or what? Do you think I don’t
know who you are?”

- “Handforth, I must insist—"

-“Go and ecat coke!” roared Hand-
forth. e g i
“Good gracious!” panted Mr.

Lathom. “The boy is clearly demented !
-Otherwise, he would never. dare to make
_wwe of such—such outrageous terms.” .
*ZHandforth’s eyes gleamed more wildly

than ever. Ho recognised the first sign -

of. success.

“That's right—keep it up!’* he said
. wrathfully. 40Of all the giddy nerve!
Coming into’ the dormitory like this—"

““This 'is not ' a ' dormitory, Hand- -
forth {* “interrupted Mr.  Railton. - Tt
is my bed-reom!” . -

“Well, it's - mine, too, - isn't- it?” |-«
shouted . Handforth. . “Great . Scott! ‘|

Haven't we threé shared this ‘bed-room- }

for terms?”
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12 ] - HANDFORTH CAUSES ANOTHER GREAT SENSATION AT §

“Dare!” yelled Handforth. “Anybody might think it's
the first time I ever sloshed you! I'm fed up! Get out
of this dormitory !” -

Mr. Lathom was already getting out. .

“Come, Mr. Railton!” he said hurriedly.

“Qur only
course is to fetch a doctor without delay.

Surely you

‘cannot still imagine that Handforth is malingering ?”

“No; we will leave,” replied Mr. Railton. “I can see
that nothing further can be done here.” .

He turned abruptly, and both masters went out of the
bed-room. And Handforth sank down rather limply upon
the edge of the bed. It had heen a trying ten minutes,
but he felt that he had won.

CHAPTER 9.
Handforth’s Triumph !
UT oven now the schemer came within an ace of
failure. . .
As he heard the key turn in the lock, he was
. actually on the point of giving vent to a low chuckle
of triumph,. But the narrowness of his escape had sharp--
ened his wits to an acute degree. .

Normally, Handforth was a bit of an ass.

But in this moment he proved -himself to be pretty
smart. Perhaps it was because he heard no footsteps down
the p{ts(s]age. At any rate, a sudden .suspicion leapt into

s mind. 3 :

Like a cat he crept across the bed-room and placed his
ear to the door. Something told him—instinet, perhaps—
that the two masters had not gone away, but were listen-
ing. . .

And this was the truth!

Mr. Railton, as a last resort, had decided to adopt this

pretence. He would apparently go, and then swiftly and
unex%ectedly burst into the bed-room again. He hoped
that he would be able to catch the suspect red-handed. -
startled Mr.

e

“’Sssssh!” he breathed warningly to the
Lathoms . : )

“RealLy, Sil’—,“,’ §

“T believe the boy is shamming I murmured Mr. Railton.
“But we shall know now ¥

On the other side of the door Handforth crouched. as
vilent as a statue. It was a ticklish game. &

Silence! .

Then, faintly, he heard the sound of breathing.  .And in
that flash he knew that he was far from safe. The two
masters were still out there—listening! :

“All right!” heé told himself. “T'll give them something’
for_their money!”. - . .

He crept back noiselessly to the bed. Then he chuckled.
But it wasn’t the kind of chuckle that Mr. Railton was
expecting.. It was a low, throaty sort of sound, and most
unnatural: . . ’ -

. “Well, they’re gone!” said Handforth loudly. “Thank
goodness for that! They thought they could stay here as
fong as they liked! You can come out now!”

Mr. Raiiten . and - Mr, Lathom glanced at one another
in wonder. ’ )
. “Come on, my son!” .continued Handforth. “Church
and McClure have gone. Of course, they had a perfect
right here—it’s their dormitory as well as mine—but I've
cleared ’em off. How much longer ‘are you going to ‘stick
under that bed? " Don’t I keep telling you it's safe?”

The two masters heard the sound of the bed creaking.
Then Handforth laughed. ~They heard something. that
Zeex{{xed to be caused by a hand clapping on somebody’s

ack. . .

“Jolly good!” chuckled Handforth. “Now we can have
that feed!” g :

Mz, Lathom plucked at his companion’s sleeve.

“This is getting most distressing,” he murmured. “Upon
my soul, Mr. Railion, I cannot understand why you are so
sceptical. 'The boy is patently out of his mind. He even
thinks that he has a friend in the bed-room with him.”

“Perhaps he has!”’ said Mr. Railton grimly.

“Eh? Good gracious! ¥ou surely do not think——*’

‘I hardly know what to think,’sbroke in the Housemaster.
“But I certainly do know that these junior boys are resource-
ful to a degree, and that there is practically no limit to
their daring.” ) :

He swiftfy turned the key in the lock, swung the door

“open, and walked in. But this time Handforth was ready.

He had been expecting such an entry. . !
“Quick !” he gasped. ““Get back under—— Tho late! It
doesn’t matter now, Willy. They’ve spotted you !”
.On the spur of the- moment, he invented Willy. -In-
eidentally, Willy Handforth was his younger brother.
“What are -you doing, Handforth?” - demanded Mz,
Railton sharply. : . - ;
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‘with a-glare.” “Buf the damage is d

“It’s like your cheek to come back!” retorted Handforth,
. one now; so it doesn't

giatt?’l;, but if you sneak, I'll tan you until you’re black and

ue ;

“Sneak!” repeated Mr. Lathom. “But, really—-" -

“Oh, dry up!” grunted Handforth. “You know jolly well
that it’s against the rules for us to have anybody else in
our dormitory. But my minor and I are going to finish this
feed. Aren’t we, Willy?” . g -

“DPon’t stand there goggling !” he continued, addressi
the’?,mptmess. “ And put your tie straight, vou careless young
ass!

He looked at the thin air and grioned. : 3

There was something rather embarrassing in this business—
It -made the masters positively un-
the blank
Living

something uncanny.
comfortable to see Handforth
atmosphere, as though
personality. :

speaking to
he could actually see a

« Cave ! *? gasped Digby.

T Jm

But it was too late. As the juniors stared re

paused on the threshold. ‘‘ Good heavens ! '’ he exclaimed in amazeme:

Mr. Railion was torn.” Handforth’s antics were extremely
well done, but he was speaking so rationally—so naturally—
that it was hard to" believe.that he was suffering from
delusions. Yet it was extremely difficult to bowl him out.

“Handforth, I have no desire to be unkind,” said Mr.
Railton quietly. “If you are really—er—unwell, 1 will*m
that you receive the proper medical attention, But if yoa~
are shamming——" i -

“Who’s unwel 2’ interrupted Handforth; stering.

He was ever ready to spot & trap, and it oegurred to him .
that this was one.. He had nearly given bimself away.

“And what’s the idea of talking in that dotty tome?”’ ho
added tartly. ““Who'do you think you are—the Head?” He
turned and looked at the air beside him. *“Did you hear
that, Willy #* he said. ‘“‘Chutchy’s gone logpyi” -
- “Do you really imagine that you can see somebody ?” put
in Mr. Lathom, in awe, e T

“See somebedy 2’ repeated Handforth, )

*Yes. - You keep talking to this imaginary Willy——'

/

A
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. “What do you mean—*imaginary’? Can’t you see him
there?” . -
“Really, you ought to know, Handforth, that there is
nobody in this room, except Mr. Railton, yourself, and—"
“But Willy’s here!” cjaculated Handforth in amazement.
“Look at him! Grinning like a silly Cheshire cat!”
Mr. Lathom peered at the indicated spot, and the
expression of bewilderment on his face was really rather
~=~n comical. '

- “T can see nothing !” he said mildly.

““Then__there’s something wrong  with yoﬁr eyesight !"”
snorted Handforth, “Willy’s stangi

ng here—a yard away

¢ round towards the door it burst en and Mr. qulinn strode in. He
pment. “ What are you boys doing in my bed-room ? * (See Chapter 5.)

from-wme! . Only the silly young fathcad has been struck
dumb ox something! I can’t get a word out of him!”
Mr, Railton now began to look anxious. Handforth’s
acting had almost convinced him, ;
. “Come, Mr. Lathomt{” he said. ‘‘We must go. Hand-
iforth, I am extremely sorry that you are so unwell— -

: © ¥ “I'm not unwell!” roared Handforth. ) e
“Er—no! Of course not!” said the Housemaster hastily.

“But I should advise you to get straight into bed—""
“T1l'get into bed when I like, and not.before !”

) “But,'rea\l}g—”‘ o e ..
“Oh, go and fry your face!” said Handforth witheringly. .
Vaguely, he wondered what would happen to him_if' he

was really bowled out. What would Mr. Railton do tﬁ.hlm

for addressing him so'rudely? But then Handforth. realised,
with comfort, that if only his spoof was belicved he would be
cxonerated from any suspicion of impertinence. He would
always be able to explain_that ho had' addressed the two
masters as Church and McClure, and not’'as themselves. -

14 is better that we should go!” said Mr. Lathom, as

N

"Lathom mildly.

‘room_door.

they both went to the door: “I really fail to see how we
can do anything to help the poor boy.” b

They passed out, and the door was closed and locked.
This time they strode up the passage, their footsteps sounding
plainly. And Handforth grinned with compleie triumph and
rolled on the bed. :

“Done 'em!” he mutteéred exultantly, “Phew! What a
game!”’ ] ) .

Now that it was all over, he appreciated the strain. Tt
had been very strenuous. At any moment during that ha¥.
hour he had been in peril of ignominious defeat. '

But now he was. secure, and the reaction was exhausting, -

- He closcd his eyes in sheer relief.

And in the meantime Mr. Railton had paused uncertainly
at the end of the passage. Mr. Lathom was looking very

" agitated and worried, and he chafed at this delay.

“We must not waste time, Mr. Railton,” he urged. “The
only thing is to send for the doctor at once.”

“I am by no means sure that a_doctor is necessary,” sail
Mr. Railton, with a grim note in his voice. * Very possibly
a cane would be far more effective.”

“My dear sir!” -

“I do not wish to imply that you are casily deceived, Mr. "
Lathom, but I know that you are inclined to be soft-hearted,”
said the Housemaster dryly.: “I am afraid T am not quite so
tender. I am still suspicious.” -

“But the boy was acting so strangely—

“Strangely—or cleverly?” said Mr. Railton. “You must
remember that shamming of this kind is comparatively casy.
And it i3 very difficult to detect—indeed, impossible to

* detect, if the culprit is sharp enough.”

“I cannot believe that Handforth has hecn shamming,”
said Mr. Lathom firmly. ““In.class lie is, I regret to say,
inclined to be dull. He'is an active boy—violent in his ways.
In his studies, however, he is regrettably lax. I cannef

_believe that his wits arei capable of this trickery »

. And this was the thought that had occurred to My. Railton,
oo. - :

“Well, we will give him one more surprise,” He said,
after a short pause. “He heard us depart, and it may he
that he will havggrelaxed his vigilance. If I -can only bowl
him out in one trifling dctail, he will be lost.”

Creeping quietly, they went back to the bed-room, Mr.
Lathom quite annoyed with the Housemaster for this pro-
longed scepticism. But before Mr. Railton could put the key
in the door lock he paused. :

Zzzzzzzzrh ! Zzzzzzrh! )

“What is that extraordinary noise?”’ murmured Mr.

“He is

“The boy is-snoring{” -replied ‘Mr, Rail?on.

_asleep. already !”

And this, starilingly enough, was tfrue! :
. Handforth, with that rcmarkable serenity of his, had

“calmly pulled the bédclothes over him, and had gone to

sleep! Not one fellow in a thousand could have done
thing “like that—but Handforth did! He felt that he was

safe. He belicved that he would now be undisturbed until
the morrow. Therefore, what object was there in keeping
awake? . :

Fortunately, his very confidence served him well. -

“Perhaps it would be better to leave him undisturbed,”
suggested Mr. Lathom softly. ‘“He is asleep now, -and-a
night’s rest will probably restore: his mental equilibrium.”

“Perhaps so,” said Mr. Railton - slowly. “Upon my
word! I wonder! Has the boy been trying to fool me,-or
is he actually unhinged!- In the latter case, Mr. Lathom,
do you think it probable that he would “go to sleep so
soundly ?” .
. “Mental cases are very difficult to understand, sir,”
replied  the Form master cautiously. “But I do certainly
think that it is consistent with the facts that he shouwld
{gll into a heavy slumber. It might be unwise to areuse
him. > :

Mr. Railton considered.

It did not take him long to come to a decision. _There

" 'was just a chance—a slim chance—that Handforth really

was unbalanced.
him good.

On the other hand, if it was all a bluff, it would be
time enough to deal with the boy. in the morning. To
awaken him now might only cause a recurrence of the
violent shouting. And Mr. Railton was reluctant to ereate
a further noisy scene. s

Zurrrrrh ! . : .

The snoring continued, regularly and rhythmically.

“Yes; we will leave him undisturbed,” said the House-
master, at length, “Sleep can_do him' a lot more goed
than any . doctor. But I shall make it my-: business to
prosecute some .very close inquiries in the morning.” .

- And, together, the two masters crept away from the bed-
Mr. Lathom went off to kis own apartment,
and Mr. Railton found a spare bed-room, - -~

* Tue Ges Liprary.—No. 1,061.

Therefore, sleep would undoubtedly do



LN

ING-dong! Ding-dong!
. Six-thirty was chiming-

16 - Every Wednesday. o

So Edward Oswald Haudforth slumbered: on serenely, as

e had originally mtended in his- Housemaster s bed‘

CHAPTER 10. = -
Working the Oracle!

when Mr. Railton put a key into his bed-room

door, and turned it. The Housemaster was in his
dressing-gown and shppers and there was an expression of
anxiety and concern on his face. At the same time, a light
of doubt lurked in his eyes.

He entered his bed-room and” pulled up the blind. The
early-morning sun was streaming into the room, and for
a moment Mr. Railton - paused, starmg at. the bed.

“H’'m!” he murmired thoughtfully. -“I wonder !

Handforth was. sound asléep, as his. s’oeady breathing
told, but there could be no denying that -his attitude was
extraordmary Mr. Railton, accustomed as he was to boys,
had never encountered a.nythmg like this before.

Handforth was doubled up like a knife, " His face was
buried in the pillow, and' his- snoring was therefore
smothered. ~But he was sound asleep.

Mr. Railton knew' that any boy, with suﬂiclent daring,
could easily pretend to be mentally unbalanced; but_the
Housemaster was ready to admit that no boy could continue
this sort of thing in his sleep.  Yet how could” any sane
fellow sleep in this unnatural attitude? .

Fortunately, Mr. Railton was not closely acquemted thh
Handforth’s habits.

Church and McClure, of St. Frank’s—Handforth’s former
faithful chums—would have been in no way surprised at
his present ‘posture. They wouldn’t have been surprised,
indeed, if ‘they had awakened any morning to find Hand-
{lorth aleeplng ‘literally on -his head. They were used to

Mr. Raxll;on cressed to the bed, and touched Handforth

on the shoulder.- re was Nno- r

“Come, ‘my boy'!” said Mr. Railton. “Wake upi”
~He tapped harder, and Handforth suddenl awake
sprawled at full .length on” the bed and rolled over, his

mouth wide open, his hair falling untidily over his forehead.

“Gerraway !” he muttered incoherently.

“Wake.up, Handforth I said Mr. Railton sharply. -

“Clear off!” muttered Handforth. ~ “You silly assl
"T’ain’t rising-bell yet!” : ’

‘‘ Handforth !” sn; tiped Mr. Railton.

Perhaps Handforth’s awakening senses detected the note
of suthority. in the voice. He suddenly opened his eyes
and then sat up in bed, bolt upright. ‘He stared sleepily
at the Housemaster.

“Halto!” Why, what the— By George!” he panted.
#Is—is that you, sir?”

“Yes, Handforth » said Mr. Railton, reheved at- the
junior’s rational tone. “Wa.ke up, my boy! I am not
going {0 harm yeut” -

Hspdiorth stared tound the raom, taking no heed of the
words, .

“But—where am I, sir? he e]aculated in amazement.
“This—this isn’t the dormxtory'
Oh, my hat!”

In a flood, rccollectlon returned.

His first thought in that dramatic moment was startling.
He was almost on the point of leaping suddenly backwards
and pretending to. be a monkey. Anything, in fact, to
keep up the deception that he was off ‘his rocker.

*But in another moment he came to the conclusion that
any further deception- was unnecessary. In a fash, he
realised that he had succeeded! : )

"He had spent the night in Mr. Railton’s bed—he had
completed that third test! Tmpossible as it had seemed,
he had won!"

“T've done_it!” he muttered. Pl jolly
well crow over those fatheaded—

He pulled himself up with a ]erk for at that second
his gaze had encountered Mr. Railton’s.  He had come
within an ace of spoiling everything, and he knew it.

There was only oné policy to pursue now.

“Where am I, sir?”’ he asked, puttmg on a bewildered
expr%sxon & Wha.t is this room, sir?”

“Itis my -bed-room, Handforth.”

“Your bed-room,'sir I gasped Handforth, in wdl feigned
stapefactlon
sir !

- “Never mind that, my boy i saxd Mr Rallton quxetly
“How Are yQu feehng"" .
“Feehng, sir?”’ ;

% Yes, Handforth.” ' - ; e
* Teg Gesx Lisaart,No: 1,061 *
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« By George !
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from the school clock

He

" Railton, much to his rehef

I—1 don’t remembcr——,

L But-—but T’'ve no rlght in your ‘bed- -room,

Price 2d.

“T'm feeling all right!” said the new-fellow promptly.
“Why shouldn’t I feel all right, sir? - There s nothing the
matter with me!’

“Are you sure?”

“Blessed if I can understand you, sir!” said Handforth,
lta.!'l};lg “ What am I doing in this bed-room? Who put me

here?

“Don’t you remember what h&ppened Iast nlght Hand-
forth?” asked Mr. Railton steadxl;y

I 923 - g L s,
~ “Last mght sir? ) A

“Yes.”

"Now, lemme see !” sald Handforth sctatdung }us tousled
head. “Last night! That’s funny! What did happen - last
night,- sir?”

“Surely, Ha.ndforth you lcmembcr what happened }aat
night?” said Mr." Ra.llton sitting down on.the odge of the
bed. ‘Come, come! Pull yourself together! You are
not properly awake yet!”

“Yes, I am, sir!” said Handforth. “I'm fully awakc!
And I know that I'm in your bed-room. It’s—it’'s so
staggering, sir! And I’'m actually in your own bed, too!
How did I get here, sir?”

“I- think you entered this bed of your own accord,;
Handforth.”

“Oh, I say, sir! What rot.! - I—T mean—* Handforth
Eaused gasping. “Sorry, sir! But, dash it, ‘how could I

a,w:e got into your bed of my own accord' Draw it mild,
sir !

His tone was so full of incredulity that Mr. Railton was
nearly convinced.

Perhaps -we had better—not discuss the matter, Hand- -

forth,” he said. “Since you. remember , pothing of what
happened last night, T will not press you.’

“But I want to know, 'sir I urged Handforth, with rare
cunning. “Do you mean to tell me that T go‘t into your
bed without knowing it?”

b That is for you. to say, Handforth.”

“Eh? I—I mean—— Yes, of course, sir!” said Hand
forth hastlly “1 seem to be all right now, too! 1 feel as
fit as a’ fiddle !”

He passed a_hand-over his brow, thinking to gain time.
He was at a loss. “He did ‘not know what to say, and he was
‘mortally afraid that Mr. Railton would ask him séme
direct questions, -

“You had-better= (fi%

yourself, Handforth ” said Mr.
““Go straight along to your
own dormltory, and set into your “clothes.. There is no
- need for you to go to sleep again.”
“Oh, rather not, sir!™ agreed Handforth promptly
feeling fine 1”

“I’'m glad that you are so much better t}ns morning,” said
the Housemaster. “Your “actions last night, Handforth;
were most strange.” :

“Why, what did I 'do, sir?”

“Never mind,” said Mr. Railton. “I will see you again
later, if necessary, and 1t may be advisable to take you to a
doctor.” .

“But I don’t need o don"w: m%”wgrotested -Handforth, in
alarm. “There’s nothing the matéer with me!”

“Nevertheless, T cannot possibly allow a repstition of
what took place last night,” said Mr. Railton firmly. - “And
although you seem normal enough now I want to be
satisfied on that point.”

Handforth lost ng time in getting-out of the bed-room and
scudding to the Fourth Form dermitory. Naturally, he
found everybody. asleep, and at first. he had an idea of
avya(lltening the whole dormitory. But then he changed his
mind.

“No!” he decided. “T’ll get dressed, and go out in the
ear]y morning sunshine. Then, when the chaps come down,
they’ll find me strolling about'in the quad, as large as life!
‘By George ! Now.I shall be able to.crow over-’em !”

He dressed in high glee, with never .a thought to the
probable consequences of his daring escapade. He took it

“T'm

for granted that Mr. Railton was satisfied. As for seeing a

doctor, he wasn’t particularly scared.

“I'm safe enough!” he told himself, as he made his way
downstairs.
know that I’'m sane enough, and he can’t prove anything®
I’ve done the trick, and I don’t care if it snows!” -

It seemed ages to him before the juniors began to trickle
down. He had recollected-that fiver in his pocket, and he
was glad of the money. He had been practically stony, but
now he felt like a millionaire. And in his “present contented
-'mood, he decided t6 treat all and sundry.

Blake & Co.  were- the first - -down, and they were im-
mediately followed by the Terrible Three of the.Shell. They
all came: hurrying-across the quad to the spot whete Hand-
forth was lounging against one of the old elms.

“You bounder I said Blake, as he rah up.
have you ‘been down'?” - - -

L Ages"’ replied Handforth hghﬂy.

o How ‘long

3

.

“If ‘a doctor examines me, he'll jolly we¥™

3T
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“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, examining Handforth
with interest through his eyeglass. - “I twust you have
wecovahed your weason, deah boy?” :

“Fathead !” ’

“Weally, Handay—" - -~ - W

“ But what’s happened 7 demanded Blake, staring. g

“Nothing much,” replied Handforth coolly. “Mr.
Railton woke me up, and I got dressed, and came down.”

— « “But didn’t he make any inquiries?”
v Heaps!”

= " And does he know that you were spoofing last night #”
“Not likely !” said Handforth. “I pretended to know

“nothing about it. He thinks my mind is a blank. But why

worry about that? I've done the trick, my lads! TI’ve
completed that third test!”

- “Well, I’'m blessed !”” said Tom Merry, laughing. “You're
a caution, Handy!” i :

“Yaas, wathah !” .

“He’s a coughdrop !” agreed Blake. |
Juck—— Well, my hat! I’ve never known any chap to
have such luck! It’s uncanny!” -

“Well, let’s come to the tuckshop and celebrate!” said
Handforth genially, “My treat, you know !”

“Good man!” chorused the juniors. :

And before long the tuckshop was crowded with laughing
Gradually the story got about. It was the talk
of the Shell and the Fourth, and even the New House
fellows yelled with laughter when they heard all the details.

The Fifth and Sixth heard rumpurs, too, and so the story
went round the whole school. Long before. breakfast, St.
«:'lilxzx’s, from the fags to the Sixth, was roaring ouver the
joke.

Tt was regarded as a masterpiece of daring, Handforth,
the new fellow in the Fourth, had slept the night in Mr.
Railton’s bed!  And, what was more to the point, he had
got away with it!

«And -as for his

- CHAPTER 1. _
i The Plot Develogsl.
“ ERE we are!” said Racke: viciously. > ..
H While the bulk ‘of the juniors were: celebrating
in the tuckshop, Racke and Scrope were standing

in one of the School House box-rooms. -Ratke

had just discovered a trunk with “E..O. H.” painted on

the top of it. To his great satisfaction, the trunk was
unlocked. :

“The thing can’t fail !” said the cad of the Shell, with an
unpleasant grin. “It’s quite likely that Railton has missed
those noies already, so the sooner we can get down the
better. There’ll be a search, and the money will be found
in Handforth’s trunk. Direct evidence, what?” ;

“Rather !” said  Scrope, yawhing. e L = 2

He wasn’t particularly interested. He had only come

* along, in fact, to make certain that Aubrey-Racke put

overy one of those poeund notes into Handforth’s trunk.
Serope had a suspicion that Racke wanted to keep some of
the money for himself. . L
- Taking the notes out of his pocket, Racke counted them
again. : .

“Five!” he said gloatingly. = “It’s a cert, by gad!
Handforth is bound to be suspected, and—-"

“Yes, we know all about it !’ interrupted Scrope. “Why

" not get it over?” :

Five minutes later the two precious rascals were down-
stairs, mingling with the crowds. Racke was very relieved
to get that money out of his possession, and he now took a
genuine delight™ in laughing at -the tale of Handforth’s
exploit. Racke gould afford to laugh, for he knew what
the outcome was to be. )

After breakfast the school chuckled more than ever.

There were no longer any doubts about the story. It had
spread from the lowest Form to the highest, and everybody
knew the details. - :

Mr. Railton was no fool, neither was he deaf. And he’

was well aware of the chuekles that were going round. It

~us obvious to him that_the school was laughing over some
“~rticularly rich joke. He happened to encounter Kildare,

the captain of St. Jim’s, in the School House lobby.

“Just a minute, Kildare !” said the Housemaster.

Kildare paused, smiling. o

“Certainly, sir!” he said. “Anything 1 can do?”

Mr. Railton glanced out into the quad, where groups of
juniors were cackling noisily. Handforth was the centre of
the biggest group;.and he was laughing more than anybody
else. Apparently.he had completely recovered his Yeason.
Indeed, Mr. Railton did not think it necessary to take him
to a doctor. 4

“ Without wishing to be too inquisitive,. Kildare, may I

ask_what all the laughter is about?” asked .Mr. Railton

dryly. %

Kildare hesitated. S -

“Oh, it’s nothing much, sir !” he replied-@vasively. “Ounly,,
something that one of the juniors has been up to.”

“Indeed! Something I mustn’t hear, eh?”

Mr. Railton put the question with twinkling eyes; and
Kildare felt reassured. At the same time ho was in a
difficulty. ; .

As a prefect, it was impossible for’ him to approve of
Handforth’s recent escapade; but Kildare wag a sportsman,
and he saw no reason to make inquiries, ‘He had heard
nothing officially, but he bad made up his mind to wink his .
eye at the whole affair. But it was very awkward to bo
questioned by Mr, Railton—for Mr. Railton was the victim.

“Well, the fact is, sir, it was a sort of joke,” said Kildare
vaguely. . . o 5

1 realise your difficulty, Kildare,” said the Housemaster,
nodding. ‘ o

“I beg your pardon, sir?” i -

“You are naturally reluctant to discuss this matter with
me,” continued Mr. Railton, chuckling, “The joke, of
course, concerns Handforth of the Fourth Form?”

“Oh, I say, sir—" - .

“This is strictly between ourselves,”. said Mr. Railion
calmly. “So Handforth was not out of his mind last night?
It was all a joke, eh? He slept in my bed deliberately—yes,
and he succeeded in neatly deceiving me,to00.”

(Continued on next page.)

_There’s a crowd of other winning features

PIECOMBE THE PRICELESS!

You ought
to ‘meet
Ulysses’
Piecombe,
the cranky
manager of
the Blue

Perplexed !

Pained !

school-
master and he’s always up 1o some queer
game. ‘The Crusaders are a jolly lot of
lads. There's Fauy Fowkes, the genial,
sixteen-stone goalie. - Between the posis,
‘in a scrap, or sitting down to a good

- feed, you can’t beat him. His great pals,
Ben Gillingham, the fierce-faced, bow- |
- legged back, and “ Tich” Harborough; the -
midget schoolboy winger, are real good -
sorts, t0o. VWhy not meet them this week .
in the corking close-season yarn of footer -
and thrilling adventure— '

“THE FOOTBALL REPUBLIC "
By Charles Wentworth,

in the BOYS' REALM. A splendid serial of
open-air and adventure, a page of topical
sports gossip, a side-splitting set of_cartoons
introducing Mr. EDISON GADGETS, the
most amazing sporting inventor in the world.
_Also a special complete yarn of side-splitting:
fun and adventure!  OQut this week in:

The BOYS’ REALM

Every: Weanésdgy. :

Price ?mpeﬁée;

THE GEM LIBRARY Mo, 1,000,



18 Every Wednesday.

A light of relief came into Kildare’s eyes. He could tell
by Mr. Railton’s tone that everything was all right,

“The young ra.scal deserves a flogging, of course,” said
the Housemaster. “Happily, however, 1- possess a sense of
humour, . So I rather thwnk, Kildare, that I shall wink my
eye at the entire escapnde.”

“That’s jolly decent of you, sir!”
“Nonsense !” laughed Mr. Railton. “I can apprecxate
practical.joke as much as anybody-—even when it 1s directed
against myself. Upon my word! What a nerve that boy

must. possess 1”

‘“Never knew anything like it, sir!” agreed Kildare.
“You see, sir, he's.a new fellow, and ‘when he first came
here he was spoo{ed by all the Form. And they gave him
a series of ‘tests’ to undergo Sleeping in your bed, I
beheve, was one of them.”

n I admire the boy’s determination!” chuckled Mr.
Rallton. “Yes, Kildare, we’ll let this drop: Othcmlly, 1
know nothing whatever about it.”

“I see, sir,” smiled Kildare.

The Housemaster passed on, and Kildare’s high opinion of
him was strengthened.

Mr. Railton went, up to His bed-room, and he looked round
with twinkling eyes.

“The- impudent young rascal !” he murmured : “I’ve had
3 few tncks played ‘on ‘me, but th.ls is surely the most

aring——"

Ho broke off abruptly, and the tmnkle died out of his
eyes. With. three rapid strides, he rewhgd his dressing;
table, and hé stared down at the white linen. “Then "he
moved one or two-of the trinkets, and there was 2 irown on
his ‘brow.

“Good gracious!” he muttered

He opened the drawers, and examined them. But after a
moment or two he shook his head, -

“No, this is useless!” he murmured 5 The money was
liere—on the dressing-table. I pla.oed it under one of these

trinkets.”

- Another sezrch—equa'l!y futile.

““This -is- setious!” said: Mr-Railton, lmdez !us bmth.
“The money ‘is gone} Yeﬁ Af-wag certainly. here 1ast night,
before that boy came into my bed-room.”

‘Mr. Railton was genuinely worried.

He knew that he had: placed those currency n notes on hls
dressing-table’ during the previous evening. Now they were
gone ! Tt was xmpossxble for him to “wink his eye ” at the
affair, Indeed it was very necessary for him to prosecute
some - swift inquiries.

He hurried downstairs again, and as he was- descending
towards the hall he heheld Handforth standmg in the door-
way. Bagg‘y Trimble was hanging round. -

“Oh, really, Handforth,” Tramble Was saym& “I'm only
askmg you to lend: me ten. bo

“Rats I said Hand¥ forth.
my. lad .

- “&’m expee;:x;ng a bng remittance frem Tnmb}e Hall—"
#“Go and eat coke!”

nmnlmymm|ummmmnrmmmml|mumnmlmnuﬂummmmmmuﬂnmum
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“Yah' -You mean rotter 1” yelled Trunble, -dodging into
“Youw've been spenc ling money like water at the
tuckshop and yet you can’t lend me a measly lzen bob i

“By deorge 1” roared Handforth, “I’ll—

“You had a fiver this morning, and you Jol}y well know
it!” went on Ba%gy indignantly. ‘It didn’t come by post,
either, becs.use looked, through all the letters— I
mean—"

Trxmble broke off, and fled, with Handforth tearing after

-
And Mr. Rallton continued - his descent of the stau‘s, his™.

face now grimly set.

Here was circumstantial evidence indeed! Unpleasant,
unsavoury evidence! Handfor d;h the boy who had slept in
his bed-room, had been spending money like water in the
‘He had been in possession of five pounds, and
yet that ‘money had not come by post !

There was every reason for Mr Rulton s deep concern.

CHAPTER 12. ‘
A Staruing Disclosure!

R. RAILTON did not hesitate for long.
His ‘first move was to hurry outside, and to
make -his way to the little fuckshoj
" okf‘ the guad. He wa,s mucl;’;-ehev
was void of juniors.. Mrs. Taggl hind the counter, was
smiling and happy. - She had had an.excellent morning:
; “%eood-mommg, sir1” she said, beammg upon the Hou»c-
master.
" Good-morning, Mrs. Taggles,” rephed ‘Mr. Railton, “I
—er—am a little worried over certam  money that may have
passed into your hands this morning.” » :
He hardly knew how to put it; for he did not want to
alarm the good lady. Yet, at the same time, these inquiries
of his were m:Fent. Mrs. Taggles ‘had paused in the act of

in the corner
“to find that it

polishing a glass, and she was looking at her visitor in
some alarm.
“I hope there’s nothing sir?” she asked anxiously.
B don't ”knnw et,"‘ ephﬁ’ Ljr, Railton. “Tell me,
Mrs. Taggles: . Have you - tnken ‘any paper money this
merning ?” <

“A matter of two pounds a.nd quite a lot of silver.”

“This paper meney,” said Me, Railton, leaning over the
counger ““Are they pound currency notes, or ten-shilling
ones ?”

“Here 'théy are, su‘*you can see them;” replied Mrs.
Taggles, opening her till in great trepldatwn “I'm sure 1
hope there's n mx:g the matter, sir{”

Mr. Railton the notes eagerly, but Dame Taggles
could tell nothing by -his expression as he examined them.

“From whom did%ou receive these notes ?” he asked.
© “From Master Hnndforth sir.”

“You are-sure?”

“Oh, -yes,. sir.! None of the other young gentlemen had
a,ny2 notes,” /said- Mrs. Taggles. . & I hope they’re all right,
sr

Mr. Railton smiled. .

“Quite all right,” he replmd as he handed them back.
“Say nothing about this, Mrs. Taggles. It is quﬂ;e a
personal matter, and there is no need for any talk.”

“Very good, sir,” said Mrs. Taggles wonderingly.

Mr. Railton walked out of the tuckshop without another
word, and his eyes fell upon Handforth, who was just
House doorway. Taking a quick
;ieﬁxsmn, Mr. Railton hurried forwald beckoning to the new
ellow.

“Oh, T say, sir!” protested Handforth as he doffed his
cap. “1 don’t need to be taken before” the doctor——"""

“Never mind about that; Handforth said Mr. Railton.
“Come with me to my study.” : ’

“Ye-e-e-es, sir!”

“Handforth was looking very' dubious as he followed the
Housemaster indoors. Most of the laughter in the guad had
ceased, as all eyes followed the pair as they went in. Tt
was. generally believed that Edward Oswald Handforth was
now to be called upon to pay the reckoning. —

As soon as the Housemaster’s study was reached, Mwer
Railton closed the door, and then he faced the jumor He
went straight to the point.

“Handforth,” he said, “I understand that 3ou received
some money thls xﬂm‘nmg? ”

“Money, sir?” said. Handforth, in surprlsc “Bub—but
I thought you were going to ask me about sleeping in
your——"

- “Never mind about-that,” mterrupted Mr. Railtonn. “Did
you reeelve some money thls mormng 77 '

“No, sir.?” =

«But you have some “money-??

“Yes, sir.? ’

“Where .did you get it from?”
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My pater, sir,” replied Handforth, in astonishment.

* “Where. else should I get money? I happened to go to the

post office last night, ‘and they gave me a registered letter.
Said I might as well take it, instead of waiting till it was
delivered this morning.” o=

“Oh!” said Mr. Rai%ton slowly. >

There was something overwhelmingly convincing in Hand-
forth’s prompt answers. And the Housemaster was greatly

— melieved, since he had been reluctant to believe that this

™ particular junior could be guilty of any discreditable act.
: - “80 you received this nmioney from your father, Hand-
~ forth?” said Mr. Railton.
five pounds at a time ?”

=

“Is 1t usual for him to send you

“No, sir—worse luck!” said Handforth frb,nkly. “It was

.- _an extra-special tip—as a sort of recognition of my- hitting

up a century for the First Eleven last week. Here’s my-
pater’s letter, sir.” _
- He took it out of his pocket and handed it over openly.
. But Mr, Railton only gave it a.glance. A :
“I do not wish to read your private family letters, Hand-
forth,\he said quietly. “I can take your word.”
“Thank you, sir!” . . .
_ “In case.you think:it peculiar that I should question you
in this way, perhaps I had better add a few words of .

- explanation,” continued -the Housemaster gravely. “I1 am

_{ggeeding]y glad,” Handforth, that you have so satisfactorily
%Icared up a point that was worrying me.”

- "‘But—but I don’t understand, sir.”

“You will in a moment,” said Mr. Railton, “Now, Hand-
forth, I want you to think carefully. - While-you were. in my
bed-room: last night, did you see any currency notes on my
dressing-table 7

“No, sir,” said Handforth promptly:

“You are certain?” : :

“Positive, sir,” said-Handforth, in amezement. “ Corrency
notes? On' your dressing-table, sir? I didn’t go near the
dressing-table. And if tﬁe're had been a hundred currency
notes there I shouldn’t have touched them! - Great Scott!
You don’t think that I——" ‘

“No, no!” said Mr. Railton hastily. “I have already told

you, Handforth, that 1 can accept your word. But the fact '

© - “The detective, sir?”

remains, nevertheless, that five pounds, in notes, has disape
peared from my dressing-table.”
- “Oh, my hat !’ said Handforth blankly. .

“The matter is so serious that I must do everything in
my power to clear it up,” continued the Housemaster. “You
did not take that money, Handforth, but somebody did !

Handforth was aghast. - : .

“It’s awful, sir ! he burst out. “Who could have done a |
rotten thing like that? I went straight into your bed-room
with the other chaps, and I never thought of looking at the
drgssing-table ” o
. “Ahem! Quite so!” murmured Mr. Railtom .

Handforth did not scem’ to realise that he was giving

‘‘Bai  Jave!™ Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy gave an -
exclamation of amazement
as he picked up something
from under the seat and
examined it. ‘‘ This en~ °

SNy N 1 . he
gasped. ‘' Five quid!"
e (See Chapter 13.)

s

the game away. Already he had practically told Mr. Railton
that he had entered that bed-room in full possession of his
wits. ~ But the Housemaster, like -the sportsman he was,
remained deaf to-these thoughtless revelations.

“There were many bays in my bed-room last night, Hand-
forth,” he said thoughtfully. ‘“Boys belonging to the Shell
and to the Fourth. - One of them must have seen the notes
and taken them.”

““Oh, but it’s—it's frightful,. sir!” protested Handforth.
“ And it’s my fault for—" T .

“Nonsense !” said the Housemaster. “I might as well tell
you that I am very anxious about these particular notes,
‘because they are counterfeit.” s i

“What!” gasped the junior. . ‘ -

“They are very clever forgeries,” continned Mr. Railtom
“As a matter of fact, they were sent to me by my friend
Mr. Ferrers Locke.” Co

“Yes,” nodded Mr. Railton. “He sent them as a curio.
They are very excellent-forgeries—almost undetectable from
the genuine article—therefore they are dangerous in.the
hands. of somebody whe does not know their real nature.”

Handforth was dumbfounded, -~ The fact that the notes
were forgeries cleared up g little point that'had been causing
him some surprisé. He had wonderéd that the Honsemaster
should so carelessly leave five pounds about on his dressing-
table,  But as they were valu‘élgss, the matter was explained.

Tae Geu Lirary.—No. 1,061,
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Not 't} ~¢ there.was any reason why Mr. Railton should not

leave heaps of real money in ‘his bed-room. L
“I am glad to hear that you, at least, know nothing of
this wnystery,” said Mr. Railton, as he opened the door.

“You may go now, Handforth; but I want you to promise
me-that you will-say nothing whatever about this incident.”
“Why certainly, sir.” . .
“You will not -have to keep silent for lohg, however,”
continued Mr. Railton grimly. “I intend to make a public

" announcement after prayers. But until- then, Handforth,

keep it to yourself.” ) : . ]
Handforthgwent away, puzzled and worried. : :
At the end of the passage he ran into the chums of Study
No. 6 and a few other juniors. -
“Pid you get it hot, old -man?” asked Blake sympa-
thgtica‘lplg. ’ )

“Pid he lay it on thiek 7 . o
-% Ags!” said Handforth. “He didn’t lay it on at all!

«Bai Jove! Haven't you been licked, deah boy?” asked
Arthur Augustus, in surprise, B ;

«“0f course-I haven’t been licked!” retorted Handforth.
“Why the dickens should I? As a matter of fact; I can’t
cxplain anything,” he added, with a lordly wave of his

hatrd. “It’s a private affair between Mr. Railton and’
myself I” .
“Well, I'm blessed!”
‘ :‘EaidJove!” ’ d fell tioni because T
- And it’s no good you fellows questioning me, because
shan’t tell you anything !’ added Handforth firmly. “You i

kngw about it directly after prayers,
Railton’s going to make a statement.” - ]
“What about?” asked Herries, staring. : 5
“Why, about those counter—” Handforth pulled lu,m-
selff up with a jerk. “Rats!” he added hastily. “You're
not, goirig to trick me like that, you bounders!” .
He walked on, realising, perhaps, that he would . unwit-
tingly break his promise if he §1d any more talking.
And he.was ‘greatly »;relievg:l'fwh@ the bell rang for:
Tayers. SR ST T S
P A%terwar&s,‘ just &s the school expected to.be dismissed,
Dr. Holmes stepped-forward ta the edge of the platform.
“Just one moment!”’ said the Head gravely. “Mr.
Rsilton has something to sgy, and as it is a matter of
considerable gravity 1 must insist upon complete silence
and attention.” . :
The school wondered what was eoming. -
“ My remarks apply particularly to the Fourth-Form and
" the Shell,” said Mr. Railton quietly. “It is known to: you
i ior boy slept_in my bed-
o £

anfyhow. . Mr.

all, of course, that a certain junior
room last night.”~ . .

A subdued chuckle'r;m r;und Big Hali. e
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“I do not intend, however, to take any action over the -

matter,? said -Mr. Railton. 2
temporarilky—sahem !—unhinged.” ‘
There was. another general chuckle. -
“Pm- glad he said ‘apparently,”” murmured - Monty
Lowther. B -
“ However, there is another point that must be cleared
up,” said Mr. Railton. , “Last night, before Handforth

entered my bed-room, there were five currency motes, of
one pound denomination, on my dressing-table. But when-

I entered my rooni this morning they -had gone!”

This time it was not a chuckle, but a buzz of excite-
ment. = Like a bombshell -Mr. Railton had sprung his
sonsational piece of news. .

“Bai Jove P - )

“Well, ’'m jiggered!” ]

“ And Handy was flush this morning, too!” said Mellish
excitedly. - - S

“ Silence !” , = ] . .

“1 would like to add-at once that Handforth himself is
completely above suspicion,” said Mr. Railton, mich to the
school’s surprise. “I have already questioned him, and his
answers were- satisfaotory.” : .
bo‘(‘iBut he had lots of -money this morning, sir!” said some-

5. ; . ,

“ Handforth received that money by registered post last
night!” “said Mr. Railton sharply. ~ “Let" there be  no
unpleasant insinuations regarding Handforth! T am quite
satisfied that he is absolutely. innocent. There were a good
many junior boys in my bed-room last night, and they aro
all under suspicion. Any- one of ‘therh. might be guilty. My
object in addressing you publiely ‘in this. way is to give
the culprit a chance of confessing. I call upon himto stand
forward.” : .

Aubrey Racke, looking very sick, remained as %till-as a
statue. Scrope had. turned deathly pale, -and' he cast. a
sidelong glance at his-fellow-comspirator. But Racke gave
no sign. : - :

The rest
wonderingly,

of ‘the fellows were gazing “at one another
" . Tae Gex Liprary.—No. 1,061 i =

“Handforth was, apparenmtly=:.

¢ And how did Handforth satisfy Railton

Price 2d.

“I am prepared to believe that the money was taken as
an ill-natured practical joke,” said Mr. Railton. “There-
fore, if: the culprit can give a satisfactory -explanation, his
punishment - will be comparatively light. But. you must
realise that it is essential that the matter should be cleared
up. Come! I cadl upon the culprit to stand forward.”

But nobody moved. : p
- “There is one further point that I must. make clear,”
said Mr. Railton grimly. “The five currency notes that J -
have referred to are counterfeit.,” . , ; 4%.‘

“Great Scott!” . . *

“Duds, by Jove!” el

“Oh, my hat{” . )
t'lRi'acke looked .more sickly than ever; but he remained
still. : . :

“I 'must, therefore, warn the boy who took those notes
that any attempt to use them will be attended with grave
risk of trouble with the police,” said Mr. Railton in a hard
voice. “Therefore, once again I urge him to confess.”

Still there was no sign, and Mr. Railton shrugged his
shoulders. ‘

“Very well,” he said curtly, “I can draw only ene con-
clusion from -‘this silence. I only :hope that the boy,
whoever he is, will now think caréfully. And let him
remember that I am prepared to receive him at any time
in my-study.”

The school was dismissed by the Head, after a ﬁ'amin;g

‘to_the effect that the matter was not yet ended. -

Naturally, there was a big sensation.

“Who the merry dickens could have done -it?’ asked
Blake, frowning, as he and a number of other Fourth-
Formers crowded out into the passage. “None of our
chaps, I'll bet!” N - -

‘““Rather not!” said Herries.

- “We o to look-into ‘this -on -our own account!” said
Tom Mer: “The _rotter w,ﬂl{ﬁrobably try to keep
the whole | secret now, that “Ke knows the notes are
+ duds, - And we “shall sll 'be under suspicion

L VB W
Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus.
le’z‘).‘wi% tthi's’ ‘mattah in ‘my hands, deah boys——
ats!” ;

“ Are you addwessin’ me, Blake?”

“Yes, ass!” )

“I wefuse to.-be chawactewised as an ass!” said D’Arcy
warmly. - 0

“Then go and eat coke!” growled Blake. “Blow!
Everything.  seemed all right until Railton_ made that
announcement! Well, thank goodness Handy is cleared!
But who the merry dicRens céould- have done it?”, .

Everybody: was asking -questious. And in the meantime
Racke and Secrope had retired to Study No. 7, and they
were . both looking pale. :

“Now .you've done it!” said Scrope savagely. *Why the

“Do you think I

pe‘x‘-mhnently.

N If you will

“dickens didn’t you own up?”’

“Don’t be. a fool!” 'retorted Racke.
want to get bunked from the school?”

“Well, youlll have to do something!” said Scrope.
no good leaving those dud notes im- Handforth’s box.”

Racke bit his lip. ) .

“How was 1 to know that they were duds?” he snapped.
that he wasn't

“It's

guilty ?” i
“Oh, what's the good of -asking silly questions?’ said:
Scrope impatiently. “Something’s got to be done—quickly. .
Handforth isn’t even suspected, and so there’ll be no search. ~
Nobody will look into his box, and your marvellous plot has ~~
fizzled out!” - s T
Racke grunted. . -
“Why shouldn’t we accuse Handforth peint-blank?’ he
suggested. “Why shouldn’t we dare him to open ‘his box
before witnesses?” i
“Because it would only recoil on ourselves!” said Scrope
promptly. “If we challenged Handforth to open hi X,
and then the notes were found inside, Blake and those
other cads would accuse us of having planted the money.
You know what rotters they are!”
Even Racke had to admit that this possibility was worth
considering. C s b
“Yes, and the sooner you get rid of those notes, 8. 1
better I said Serope. " koo

But Aubrey-Racke wasn’t listening. There was some-
thing else that was worrying him; something that Scrope
did not know about. . g

. CHAPTER 18,

' A Slight Mistake !

73 = ELL, it beats me!”’ said Jack Blake.

Vi _ He and his chums .of Study No. 6:were stholl-
m% in theb%gad. Itms nea.rlytvlteime for _l:isens,
and every was discussing fme subject.

Who had stolen the ¢oz‘gnyte‘rfeit‘nqtés‘f e 7 rm !

>



“We’ve thought of everybody,” said Digby.
I can see, the Fourth is cleared.” ;

“Yaas, wathah ! said Arthur Augustus. “We didn’t take
the money, did we? And the only othah Fourth-Formahs
in Mr. Wailton’s bed-weom -last night were Levison and
Cardew and—"

“I've thought of Cardew,” said Blake slowly.

“Bai Jove! You don’t weally think—"

“As far as

" ™“No; Cardew wouldn’t-do a thing like that,” replied -

ake. “But what about the Shell fellows? Tom Merry &

0. are out of it, of course. But who else was there? What
" about Racke and Scrope?! Did they go to Railtan’s bed-
room?” - : : :

“I didn’t see them!” said Herries, shaking his head.
“But they-might have been there, of course. Don’t forget
it was nearly dark, and there was a lot of excitement.”

“That’s -the trouble,” nodded Blake. “We don’t know
who was there.” o .

“Bai Jovel”

Arthur Awugustus D’Arcy uttered the ejaculation in a
tone of surprise. He was bending down, and now he held
something in his hand. The chums of Study No. 6 had
seated themselves under one of the shady elms, and almost
in the first moment Arthur Augustus had noticed something,
half under the scat. .

“What’s that you've got?” asked Blake curiously. - .

“I haven’t the faintest ideah,” replied Gussy. “But it
appeahs to be a lettah.”

“Rats! People don’t leave letters lying about on the
ground !”

“Weally, Blake—"~ :

““ And even if they do, we oughin’t to open them,” added
“ Blake. ~ “Of course,” some chaps are careless enough for
anything |” ey :

Arthur Augustus was examining bis find. =~ "=
_* “It is quite a blank envelope, :deah boys, he said. “The
flap is unstuck, and yet there appeabs to-be somethin—
Gweat -Scott ! Weally, this is most-extwaordinawy!”

“Cheese i, Gussy!” said Dighy. “Don’t make a song
over nothing——"- """ "7~ ‘ o .

“Nothin' I shouted the swell of the Fourth. “This
envelope is full of cuwwency notes I”

“What !

B

D’Arcy’s chums leapt to their feet, and Blake grabbed
the envelope from his noble chum’s hand.

“Weally, Blake, there is no need to snatch——"’

_ “My only hat!” gasped Blake, as he examined the find.
“Five quid! These must be those dud notes! The thief,
instead of owning up, has get rid of the
them lying about in the quad!” - <

“Bai Jove! The fellow must be dottay ! ) > ;

“Nothing of the sort!” said Blake shrewdly, “He knows

. that the mnotes are no good, and he daren’t attempt to
change them. $o he’s got rid of them by this means.” _

It was as clear as daylight. And over on the other side
of the quad, carelessly lounging against the school wall,
Racke and Scrope were pretending to be looking the other
way. ; .

“Thank goodness!’ murmured Scrope.
Ne. 6 idiots have found the envelopel!” R

“Oh, well, they’ll do as well as anybody else, I suppose,
growled Racke. .

In a way he was not very pleased. He had been half
hoping that some unscrupulous jumior— Trimble, for

-~ example—would pick up:the envelope and pocket the con-

" tents. 1In that event Racke would have challenged him,
and then thé‘unfortunate junior would probably have been
aceused of the theft. .

But it didn’t maiter much.  Racke felt that he was safe
now. .He had got rid of the worthless notes, and there was
nothing whatever to connect him with the theft. "He had

been unable to have his revenge on Handforth; but, at

least, he had made himself secure. )
Kildare happened to be -passing across the quad at that

moment, and he paused as Blake & Co. came

“Those Study

him. : 5
. ust a minute, Kildare!” said Blake. ‘“Here are those. |

qud notes.” . . . :
- “Well, ’'m hanged!” said Kildare, a’s’a;xe took the en-
: VB%Lop%’:znd glanced inside.“ ~“Where did*you get them,

z‘(:‘n;ssyﬂl":nmvri them under the seat over there,” said"

. Blake, nodding towards the elms. ‘“The thief must have
got the wind up when he heard that the notes were duds,
:faond gr’?pped them i a spot where he knew  they’d be

und. T«

Kildare nodded thoughtfully.. =~ . | s

“Looks like it!” he agreed. ‘All right, young ’un,. I'll
take these to Mr. Railton straijﬁ,tgway.”- b % . .

Kildare went indoors; and Blake & Co. lost no time in
spreading the news- that the stolen notes had: been dis-

. covered. - Handforth .was considerably annoyed. . sl

Cheer bp, Chums! Wednesday Will Soon Be Round Again >

notes by leaving *

running up to

21
. “Hang it!” he said,
investigation!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” C
“Sorry, old man!” grinned Blake. “But you ought to

“Just when I was starting my

have told me!” :

“Ha, ha, ha!” o

“I was_just going to track down the thief!” said Hand-
forth. “In fact, if you had left me-alone for half an hour,
you fatheads, I should have had my hands on him!?

“Good old Handy!” chuckled Tom Merry. *The world’s
worst detective !” ’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” . - L ’

“You silly idiots!” said Handforth, glaring. “Why, at
St Frank’s I've done all sorts of detective work—""

He was interrupted by a roar -from the juniors.. They
were tired of hearing of his exploits at 'St. Frank’s—for he
was always trotting out these yarnms. ;

“Chéer up, Handy!” grinned Blake. *“You've completed
that third test.in fine style, and now this other matier of
the stolen notes is practically cleared up. So there's
nothing to worry about.” o

“I’m not worrying,” said Handforth lightly. ‘“And I
won’t forget that promise of yours, Blake.” : :

(Continued on next page.)
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forth’s feet to.Blake’s.

22 Every Wednesday,

“Which promise?”’ : - :
“As soon as I've completed the fourth test 1 become
leader of the Fourth!” said Handforth, .
““Ha, ha, ha!” -~ - : .
© “That’s right, laugh away !’ said the new féllow. _“But
before another week is out I shall be in_Blake’s shoes!”
“Impossible!” said Monty Lowther, looking from Hand-
“You'll never be able to get into
thém, old scout!” .
“Ha, ha, hal” . .
“You know what I mean! roared Handforth, turning

red.

“Well, I'm not going to-say much, but you've got the
hardest: task of all before you,” grinned Tom Merry. “You
haven’t forgotten what_ that. fourth ‘test is, have you,
Handy?” . . - ] :

“No, I haven’t!” T

“It’s gnite simple!” chuckled Tom. “You've only got
to. go to the Rylcombe Grammar School and raid the place
single-handed !” .

“Ha, ba, ha!” ' . .

“And after you've raided the Grammar School you’ve

only got to get a signed document from Gordon Gay, ad- -

mitting that the Grammarians aren't fit to clean our boots!”

said Blake blanﬁly. “Quite easy, of course!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” sy . o

Handforth ~ faced the yelling juniors with perfect
composure. . s .

“(ackle away!” he said. “You laughed just as much
when I said that I 'was going to sleep in Railton’s -bed,
didn't you? Well, my sons, the laugh will be on the other
side soon!™ . .

“Gweat Scott!” ejaculated D’Arcy. “You're not weally
goin’ to twy to waid the Gwammah School, arc you,
Handay?”- ]

““No, I'm not going to try,” replied Handforth promptly.
“I'm going to do it!” i -

‘“Ha, ha, hat” iy t . .

-But, in spite of their laughter, thé juniors were com-
pelled to admire’ Handforth’s indomitable spirit. Never
would he ddmit™ defeat. He was keenly determined to go
straight ahead, and to complete even that fourth test, which
was undoubtedly the most outrageous of. them all.

-And while they were all chuckling in the quad, Kildare
had “goné to_Mr. Railton's study. The Housemaster was
much relieved when he took the notes from Kildare's hand.

_*“This is splendid, Kildare!” said Mr. Railton. *So they
re-fonpd in the quad? H'm! I don’t wonder that the

them so_quickly!"” - :
y 50 far as
yw who the culprit— . . ,
% broke in Mr. Railton suddenly, =5 -
oice. of blank estonishment, and 6 St.
+1ooked a ,{:im curiousty. .
rthe matter; sir?" he asked.
Kildare; but, at all cvents, there is a

;7 said-Mr. Railton, as he continued
s on the notes. “These are genuine.”
mlated Kildare. .

3 emigﬁ:xelrjﬁki;mo?ey “has evidenﬁ);
r.”“Railton deyly. -““He Has go

own: cash. These notes b.g’g\'nte
nds to reason that the thief iz still
forgeries.”

over; and-Kildgraserutinised: it.
ugh to me, sir,” hesaid dubiously.
a-been. a mistake? Plenty of dud
ically the same as the real ones.”
ke, - Kildare,” * said - Mr. Railton.

e-the numbers of - those
ifferent.”

fou, indeed ! -
¥ “simple enough. Aubrey
il_;égd * his own. money in

ivepounds of his own money
ame way as the counter-
sstuffed the stolen.money
he had: not. known

o ther-kiew nothing about the gounterfeits,

ttte- care.- Heo-had :merely put five pounds
f h's: trunk, -neyer<dreaming- that the numbers
of the notes woald be taken: Very few people, after all,
take the numbers of-etrrency Biotés, <« z. - . -

.. THE GEM LIBRARY, . .-

BT TR o 7 - He is wi
goes, sir,” said Killive,
el .

] es. 3 > EFa ~ Gy
od-” said Kildare. “M y I 7look at-one, |

"3 T e ¥
 autheotic Treasury issue. There -
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Upon hearing the truth, Racke had rushed to the bos-
room and had regained possession of the five notes.

But upon comparing them with the five in his pocket he
had been unable to detect any differencé!
counterfeit—they had looked exactly the same. Indeed,
Ferrers Lotke had only sent them to Mr, Railton because .
they were exceptionally clever and well worth keeping as
curios. 2 - D
.. All the ten notes had been slightly used, and thus Racke
had found it impossible to tell ‘“’tother frqm which.” ¥ =

But after a good deal of mental juggling he had remerfh.
_bered that his own notes were curled up at the edges, through
‘being in his pocket, So he had taken the others and had
placed them in the envelope: is doubts were set at rest,
and he had been fairly comfortable. -

The rest of the school thought that the affair was over;
but the cream of the joke was yet to come!

-Real and

ey

" CHAPTER 14, =
.Caught In His Own Trap !
(] ALIO! What's this?”
Handforth stopped in front of the notice board in
the School House, There was a fresh sheet of -
paper pinned there, and the crowd of juniors camo
swarming round, attracted by Handforth’s tone.
“ Anything important; Handy ?” asked Levison.
“By George!” said Handforth. I should think it is
important !” |
“Let’s have a look!” . -
“Gangway, there, you fatheads!” : F
“Weally, deah boys—" 3
Arthur Aug:stus was hustled out of the way, and Hand- -
forth wasselbowed off,” too. The juniors crowded noisily
round, reading the notice eagerly. . .
And in less than a minute there was a veritable sensation.
- ~For that announcement, in Mr. Railton’s own handwriting,
was startling enough. It ran as follows: o e il

. “IMPORTANT NOTICE! -
“Certain currency notes, five in number, have come into
my possession, after having been found lying in the: uad-
rangle. It is obvious that these notes have been confused
w_itlﬁ the forgeries that were taken from my bed-room last
night. . =

. - “The thief has made a libtle mist;ke, and he has returned

genuine ourrency notes, keeping the counterfeit ones in
error. If he cares to claim them b fore twelve o’clock, noon,” -
e to them. But only on condition that he brings

the counterfeits in exchange.- .
. “If, however, nobody comes forward by that hour, I shall
immediately send the notes to the Wayland Hospital, deem- _
m% that the thief is willing to make this substantial gift to
a local charity, and that by so doing he may clear his
conscience. . )

“(Signed) VicTor RaILTON, Housemaster.”

There was a roar when the significance of the notice was
realised. .

“Dished and diddled!” ) .

““Ha, ha, ha!” -

“What’s all the cackling about?” demanded Handforth,
staring. “I can’t see anything funny in- it!” _ -

"“Good old Handy!” chuckled Blake. -*“I-thought your
brain worked rapidly?” R '

“So it does!” said Handforth promptly. R

“Then it must be a bit ¢logged this morning!” grinned
Blake.  “Can’t you see the braininess of Mr. Railton’s
dodge ?” - : =

“No, I'm blowed if I can!” S

“But it's simple!” said Blake. ““The thief is caught in a
cleft stick. He daren’t claim the real notes because it would

. be asking for the sack, and he daren’t use the dud notes,

either, because he knows they’re duds! He’s made a blunder,-
and now he’s‘five pounds out of pocket!” : -

“Ha, ha, ha!” - S

“Weally, deah hpys, this is fwightfull ‘wich!" chuckled
Arthur Augl@. “1 wegard Mr. #a.llton as a weal
‘humowist I - ] o

“By George!” grinned Handforth, “I can see it now !”

““Ha, ha, ha!” : ’

A little-distance away, Racke and Scrope were standing,
and they listened to the shouts in'a dazed kind of way. At
least, "iRa.c‘ke was looking ‘daged. Scrope appeared to be
amused. ; ’

By gad!” he muttered into Racke’s ear. “Can you hear
all that? You've made & bloomer!”

“It must be a trick!” panted Racke. “They were the dud
notes I put into that envelope—" -

“Rot!” said Scrope. “Railtori wouldn’t tell fibs like.that.!
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Besxdes, it’s as plam as the nose on your face——‘md that's
plain enough, goodness knows!” )

“You silly fool

“You were a bit uncertam all the whlle,

went, on Scrope

’ maliciously, “You had an idea that you’d got the dud notes

_mixed up with your own.. And then, after a terrific lot of
trouble, you were clever enough to give up your own
money !

L Can’t }ou ‘be quiet, hang you?” snarled Racke. “I'm
:J‘roke now !”.

“Well, it’s your own fa.ult ” said Scrope.. “And, in any
case, you've got five quid—>

I've %ot nothing !””. panted Racke, “I cunt use those
forgeries !’

““No, I suppose not,”

“It s all Railton’s fault, for having those silly counterfeits
on his dressing-table!” went on Racko savagely. ‘“How the
thunder was I to know——"2

“Shush !” warned Scrope:

But. the Terrible Three.and Blake & Co. were bearmg down
upon the precious pair. Racke, in
talking rather mcautlously, and a few of his words had
floated across the hall.

"‘Moreover, he was look.mg positively green. Consternahon
and guilt were written all over him. .

“Just a minute, Racke!” said Tom Merry grimly.

“Mind your own infernal bizney ! 'shouted Racke.

“Pway let me deal with tl'us wottah, Tom Mewwy,” said
D’Arey. “Now, Wacke, you've got to confess that you were
the wascal who took the notes——

“Go and eat coke, hang you " snarled Racke. :

“ Weally, Wacka—2 .

“Oh, shut upl”,

“Y wefuse o shut up!” said Arthur Augustus hotly. "
Jove' I have a good mind to administah-a feahful thwashin’

“Cheese it, Gussy”’ said Tom Merry, as he seized Racke
by.the shoulder. “Now then, Racke, out with it ! You took
those dud notes, didn’t you?”

““No, 1 didn’t!” hissed Racke

£ Why argue with him?” a.sked Blake. “Tip him upside
down and emnty his pockﬂts 1% .

““Hear, hear!”

“‘Yaas, wathah!”

And in spite of Aubrey Racke's protestations he was seized
by many hands and literally turned ups:de down.

Various articles clattered upon the floor.

" A cigarette-case, an antomatic lighter, some oddsilver, -a
pocket knife——

“Here we arc!” shouted Blake, as he gra]:bed a number
of folded currency notes. “By Jove! Five of 'em! These

i

. are the duds, sure enough! The money that Mr. Railton’s

got is really Racke’s!”

“Tt’s a lie!” howled Racke. “C[‘hxs money is mine—-"'

“It’s counterfeit, you mean!” said Tom Merry. “The
riotes are no good to you, Racke—you can t change them, so
they might just as well go back to-Railton,” .

“Yaas, wathah!”

" “Good old Racke!” sald Monty Lotwther approvingly.

“Weally, Lowthah—-"

“I never knew he was a fellow of such generous spirit!”
went on Lowther. “Imagine it! Racke contributing a fiver
to t}a{e ‘Y}aylﬁnd Hospital ! Good man!”

a,
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HANDFORTH THE STICKER!

| <'>
®
¢ Raiding a sival school singlehanded and
$ obtaining a written confession from the
$ - . junior captain that St, Jim" s is far superior
5 ‘to the Grammar School, is the colossal
- 8 task that Handforth has to tackle next.
&~ The odds would appear to be a million to
$> _ one against him, but that makes no dif.
5 ' ference to Edward Oswald'Haadforth; he’s
° said he'll doitand « . . Puty you'll read
% ‘ about it yourselves in next week s issue of
§ The “GEM?” *berary
% Don’t on any account miss this treat -—arder
2 ~in advance. - :
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his dismay, had been.

“Bai’

r

Bump'! )

“Ya.roooooh"’ howled Racke wildly. .. ‘

Blake & Co. were busy—and so, for tha.h matter, was
Aubrey Racke. He was bumped hard and he-was bumped
often. Then he was allowed to crawl away, sore and savage.

It was only the work of a few minutes for Tom Merry to
creep along to Mr. Railton’s study and to slip the five.notes
under the door.. When the Housemaster réached the door,
upon hearmg the rustle of paper there was not a soul in.

si
' % Upon my word 1” said Mr. Railbon in amazement,

A swift examination of the notes relxeved him. They
were the forgeries.

And immediately after morning Iessons, when the fellows
came trooping out of the class‘rooms, found another
notice on the board. It oeccasioned furtbet {aughter

‘ As no claimant has come forward,” ran the notice, “there
has been no alternative but to send the genuine money to the
Wayland Hospital, as originally proposed. The fact that the
counterfeif notes were recovered made no difference. " The -
culprit failed to come forwa.rd to claim his own money,
therefore it was forfeited.”

And Mr. Railton, chatting with the Head, urged that no
further action should be taken. B

“I very much doubt if the culprit can be discovered, sir,”
he said. “In my opmmn it will be far more satlsfa.ctoa y

* to drop the whole thing.”

“But the boy should be punished!” said Dr. Holmes
sternly.

“I rather fancy he has received a very drastic punishment,
sir,” said Mr. Railton. :
“H’m! Perhaps you are right,” admitted the Head. “He
has lost five pounds of his.own money... It was an excellens
idea of: yours, Mr.  Railton; to send it to the Wayland

Hospital: . Certainly the boy "hias been fittingly penalised.”

And so the thing was settled.

Privately, Mr. Railton had more than a vague suspxcmn
that Racke was the guilty party. But there was no procf,
and it was practically impossible to obtain any proof.

And while Aubrey Racke was the laughmg-stock of the
Shell and the Fourth, Handforth was given & great ovation.
He had completed that third “test,” and nobody could deny
that his suecess had been due enhrely to his own dogged
determination.

But there was still another of those “tests ¥ to.be tackled—
and the last.one of the four was unquestlona.bly the knottiest
problem of allt -

Would this astomshmg new fe]low ha.ve nerve enough to
go through with 1t ?

: THE END.
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A STRAIGHT BAT! Good fm'tuno or: ifl-fortune sees Dick Dare afways cheery and
ortimlsﬂc, and despite the fact that he’s made a couple of bitter enemles in his new job
he County.-Cricket Ground, he’s convineed in his ‘hoart that oricket in every sense of the

word will see him through!

RICHARD RANDOLPH

A GRAIID 'NEW CRICKET STORY, DEALING WITH THE ADVENTURES OF A BOY WHO LOVES -
i ' 'I'll! GREAT SUMMER GAHE, -AND |s A m\mn AT IT, Tﬂﬂ. ’

. WHAT HAS GONE BBS’ORE = ek
Driven to rebellion by the tyranny of an_ovérbea; N
Dwk Dare, o clevk in the Mar Weaﬂ ?mﬂmmw A
a born cricketer, is sacked jrom hiaj - He dec’ides to a;vply
Markﬂme Gounty Cricket Club ground
after an interview with Mr. Ainsley, whose Hfo had saved a few days
before, s told to return on the following day. ~Outside the pavilior, Dick
8 met by Herbert Blair, his unscrupulqus ememy, who, egged on by
ZLeonard Urwine, the. crack ainateur of the Markshire eleven, forces @
Jfight on the youngster he hates. Dick agrees to meet Blair in ¢ paddock
%I hu]:u%red gzlrds Jrom the pawnd with girwme and. BaIku-;II a;lo(hg
arkshire player, acting as timekeeper referee respectively. ea
while; My, Ainsley has been a witness of the prowedmgs from a pavilion
w mdow, and ke hurries to the paddock

- on the ground—iknocked o ha'n he comes to, Blair
to Iay Jhe blame on tlw Jellow wlio “has luked hm, and Dick, se%t

My, ‘Ainsley believes |
. Stiff-necked
Jinished i1

the worst, otit of the paddock without a word.
zmma raseal ! " mutters the old cricketer. ‘*Tlmt'

(N¥ow read on.) . =%

Balkwill Intervenes.

RWII\E turned away his face to hide a grin of
|- , triumph.: It seemed that his scheme to put Dick
Daro in Mr. Ainsley’s black books had worked.

Bus was & queer look in those hazel sya of
Gregory Balkwﬂl

No one had ever qu;te fathomed Balkwill.” . He had not
a chum among his brother pros. On the othér hand, he
had no actual enemy among them. His ways were not their
ways. Off the field he associated with people for whom they
- had little use. ‘He was so fine an all-round cricketer that
he had been considered—and would doubtless be considered
again—for England. Yet he had said that he would rather
be a bookie than a cricket -pro.

Now something unusual had stirred in him. But he said
nothing.

“Can I offer you my arm, sir?” asked Urwine.

A“Il have no need of it, thanks, Leonard * returned Mr
insley

But he hardly looked fit to get ba.ck to the.county ground
alone. He would have been better in bed that day, any-
way; and now anger and shock had helped pain and weak-
ness to cripple him, and he moved like an old and worn-
out man.

Balkwill lounged after hxm without ‘a word to either
Urwine or Blair. His going thus did not surprise them,
however; ‘it was very much Balkwill’s way.

He found Mr. Ainsley leaning against the paddock fence,
outside the g‘a.te his face %hasty

“Perhaps you'll let me help 3ou su‘"” he sand

“Thank you, Balkwilll”

Balkwill gave }us arm,
tween them. -

It was seldébm they spoke to one another beyond the merest

Tye Gex Liprary.—No: 1,061

Not another word passed be-

'commonplaces in these da.ys

hplaoe on the staff, and

But the pro. remembered just
then how Mr. Ainsley had found him, ten years earlier, a
long, lean lad of sixteen, the cricket prodlgv of a v1llage
in a county that had-no county club, and had taken him
away to qualify for Markshire." Balkwill had done all that
his finder could have hoped as a player, but he had grown.
up into the type of man for which Mr. Ainsley had no liking.

Back in his own room at the pavilion, the man who had
made Markshire cricket thought long and hard, and it is
possible that his thoughts were tinged iwith the disappoint-
meént he had met with in Balkwill's case.
= SO, firebfand!” -he murmuréd. | “Bad for the team.
Leonard is not -the man to keep him ir order.
pity—a great pity—but——"" .~

The upshot of it all’ was tha,t wheu Robms came thh
the car he had to go fo the bank to-cash-a cheque, and
thereafter. to ngsland Street, vuth a thick envelope ad-
dressed to Dick.

Dick was not in at the moment. When he came in it
was with. Andy, and they were -rather past their usual
time. For Dick had felt that he must tell someone, and
he had marched Andy off to hear the whole story w. hile they
paced up and down the towpath along the Markle.

Andy had been the first to spot the lettm placed against
the clock on the mantelpiece.

Dick opened it. There was a sheet of notepaper, headed
by the county ground address, and -inside it weére twenty
five-pound notes.

“My stars and -garters! 1” exclaimed Andy.

“Y can’t take it—and I won’t take it!” cried Dick.

“Oh, rot! I know jolly well if anyone offered me all
that oof—" ’
“You dry up! T'm not going to be paid for a thmg like

that—not in money, anyway. It will go back to him.”

“It's. from Mr. Ainsley, then? You might see what he
says, at least !”

‘“Here you are. You can read it with me.”:

They read the brief letter together,

“The County Cricket Grolmd i\
“Marchester, e S
“April 30th.

“Dear Dare,——I fear ’that what happened to-day will pre-
clude any possibility of your being given the engagement
on the ground staff for which you applied. Qnarrelling
among tﬁe members of that staff is one of the things which
arouse my strongest objection. :

. “You renderéd-me a-great ‘service on. Saturday.

"~ And
It's a

I wish

‘you well, and I know that your present position is one in

which_the possessmn of a little capital may mean much.
Will -you ‘be good enough to take what I now send in the
spn*xt in ‘which it is offered‘? By so doing you will please

* Yours smcere}y,
- ) : ~ “JomN Amgrev.” |

PERY s



hnpewy W@

A

Tell Your Pals About This Topping New Cricket Serial! 25

“You ought to take it,”” said Andy. “It’s only sense.
Who are you that you “should be too proud. to aecept a
reward for doing a rich man like Ainsley a ﬁood turn? You
gpn’lig'fsas; so; but it seems to me that very hikely you saved

is life.’ . N

I can’t and won’t take it!” -answered Dick, throwing
himself into a chair, and sitting with his elbows on the
table, and both hands trying to grip his short, wavy hair.

o

- % He didn’t give me a fair show, Andy!” -

“He’s _trying to give it to you now, anyway,” Andy
answered, senstbly enough. . )

All the common sense was on his side. He argued till the
tea and chops got cold ; but he could not move Dick. And

- the strange thing was that he felt foolishly proud of Dick’s

obstinate pride, though he was ‘annoyed with his churm for

it.

- After tea Dick got a registered envelope, wrote a_brief
letter which he let Andy see, put letter and nétes inside the
envelope, and, with Andy by his side, went to the nearest
post office and handed it over the counter.. Andy could
almost_have ‘cried when they came out, Dick carrying in
his’ wallet nothing but one tiny bit of flimsy paper instead
of twenty bigger bits each representing five pounds !~~~

ing. 4 .
His wrath had died down; but his’ opinion had not
changed, and the letter did not change it.

“There’s good stuff in the 1ad,” he said to himself. “But
he’s far too stiff-necked, and he’s a firebrand.”

And that might have been the end of all_ intercourse
between John Ainsley and Bick Dare had it not been for the
intervention of Gregory Balkwill. : .

It was five years since Balkwill had last been at the Hall.
He had always managed to excuse himself somehow from
attending the reunion of players—a gala day to the others—
which took place there late in every September. But now
he came of his own accord. :

“Oh, yes; T’ll see him ¥’ said Mr. Ainsley. ’

- He shifted from his bed to his dressing-room, and it was
there the pro saw him. . - ‘

“T wouldn’t have troubled you on my own account, sir,”
Balkwill said. “But I’ve been thinking things over, .and it
seems to me that you ought to have the truth. I know you
would be sorry afterwards if you found that you’d con-
demned anyene unfairly.” . > .

“1 should, Balkwill. What is it you wish to explain?”

“ About young Dare, sir. That row wasn’t his fault in the
very least. I’ve heard .more about Saturday now, and I can

see_how he might very well have thought—though I'm not -

saying he’d have been right—that Blair stretched him out

- on purpose. But that’s not the point. Blair threatened him

with a thrashing if he didn’t apologise for what he’d said.
1 heard the threat. I was in the dressing-room, and they
were just outside. I didn’t know then what I know now—
from Edmead, who is to be relied- upon—that Dare actually
said nothing. The words Blair objected to were spoken by
Mr.—by another man. You couldn’t expect the boy to beg
pardon or take a hiding, could you? And if you'd hear
Blair heetoring him you wouldn’t have wondered -at his
wanting to give Blair something for himself. That's all
about it, I think.” :

“It puts a very different complexion on the matter, Balk-
will, and I am greatly obliged to you for coming forward
to set things right. Dare was to have been given a trial
at the nets this morning, in anticipation of his joining the

-ground staff. I will go along to the ground. Perhaps you

won’t mind looking in at Dare’s diggings—51, Kingsland
Street—and bringing him along. The fact that you have
spoken up for him will weigh with the boy-I think.”
Balkwill stiffened at once.
“Sorry sir, but I couldn’t think of doing that!” he said.
““What's more I must ask you not to let anyone know that
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* Mr. Ainsley got the letter at-Marchester Hall next morn-

I took a hand in this game. I want thatto be a dead secret,
-and I think I’ve a right to ask that it shall be so.”
“I_can’t refuse you that, Balkwill, though I don’t under-
stand. I am obhgi:ad to you, as I said.” ° - :
“Oh, as far as that goes, there’s no reason why you should
‘be, Mr. Ainsley.”
And with that Balkwill went, leaving Mr. Ainsley badly
"ﬁ\;}z;lﬁn But he had almost given up trying to comprehend

F]

Unfit as he was, he dressed himself—or, rather, was
dressed—and went down to the car. Robins drove him to
Kingsland Road. ) . < r
. He found Dick at home, and overcame the boy’s feeling of
injustice by a few generous words,

“I have heard what convinces me that you were in mo
way at fault in that quarrel with Blair,” he said. “I own
you an apology. I should not hiave condemned you unheard.
Will you come with me to the ground and be put through
paces?” L o i E .

Not 2 word did he say shout-the generous reward which
a less broad-minded man might have held. scorned.” And
Dick thought it best that he shiould not refer toit.

There was a big lump in his throat as he answered::

‘ Of course I’'ll .come, sir!” : ‘ .

Robins, ready to help his employer into the car, whispered
in Dick’s ear:

* Goods luck ! . .

Dick liked that. But his feeling was that it was less luck
he needed than .a chanee to show what was in him. - His
confidence in his own ability was strong, though he-was
not by any means swanky? ) -

And now he had that-chance. He would not waste it!

On the ground he saw Balkwill, who gave him a curt
nod, his face quite expressionless, and Edmead, who greeted
him cordially, having taken a strong liking to him. Edmead
introduced him in the dressing-room to Nevern, the veteran
stumper, Toplady, the fast bowler, and Rooper, who had
done big things for the side in the batting line last season,
after doing very little in the season before, his first.

Then George: Giddings bustled in, his -grizzled hair all

_on end as usual, his rosy face shining. v

“Come along, Dare!” he said, without bothering about
any formality of introduetion. “The boss is ready to see
what you can do. Pete Nevern, you come along, too, and
Walter Toplady.” o ) .

Toplady was a bowler and Dick had seen him in. action.
He was good—really fast—but not great.- Something he
lacked, that the fast bowler who is to achieve greatness.
needs. But he took a good many wickets, if they did cost
rather heavily, and was very useful to the side. ’

In the net Dick played Tofplady easily and-stylishly, but
was all at sea with Nevern for a few balls. He saw. John
Ainsley and Giddings smiling, and Edmead and a few more
of the pros who had gathered round, frankly grinning.

And then he discovered why it was Nevern’s slowish
stuff puzzled him so much. Peter Nevern, unknown to
fame as a bowler, never employed as a bowler in county
games, -had Jately developed the googly. =~ - -

.~ When Dick realised that he changed his tactics, He
played back, and waited for the break.

“He’s found me out, sir!” said Peter. - .

“No doubt of that. Rayner, will you go into the net?
Let’s see what you can do with the ball, Dare!”

Dick bowled his best, though he still had some difficulty
with the fast one. It hurt his shoulder to bowl it, and he
only employed it now and then. . But the impression he
created was possibly better than if he had been bowling
consistently fast. - .

For the shrewd observers saw that the fast medium stuff
which made up the bulk of his bowling, the occasional slow
which be slipped in, and the rare fast ball. were all sent
down without variation in run or any very noticeable
change of action. -

“Well, Giddings?” said Mr. Ainsley.

* «7T say he’s all right, sir!”

- “Peter?’ " - :

“He has my vete, sirl”

“Rayner?” - . .

Rayner was still young enough to colour with pleasure
that the boss should ask his opinion. Like most of the
staff; he fairly worshipped the boss. .

“He's a rattling good' bat, sir; but I'd say he’s even a
better bowler. I feel rather proud that my bails are still
on.”" - . - .

That was generous, and Dick felt it so. :

“Youre on-the staff, Dare,” said Mr. Ainsley. - “H
there’s anything you want te know that Rayner or Edmead
can’t tell you apply to Giddings. He’s your -company-
gomma.nder, so to speak. We're all hopeful of you, my

0y.” . . .
© “Thank you, sir!” said lq)Ii‘e,k heartily,

\

-

'HE GEAM lefiiiﬁo. 1,061.:



"o ~Australid and

26 Every Wednesday.

1)

)

o,

A

l/ 2

THE GEM LIBRARY.

The guard’s whistle sounded, and Dick made a rush for the train. But

a foot was thrust between his legs, and he tumbled forward.
fell he saw the grinning face of Herbert Blair at a window !

Mr. Ainsley. moved slowly and wearily towards the
pavilion. The- little erowd at the nets watched him go,
and Dick could see that there vas not a man in it who
did not feel genuine concern for him they- called “the boss.”

Toplady brought down a big hand on Dick’s back.

“We all owe you a good turn,- Dare,” he said. *You've
done us one.
life, or something like it; and, apart from the fact that he’s

the best mian alive, where the county elub would be 'with_ou_b'

him I don’t know.” .

“Hear, hear!” came from the others.

Dick felt as though he were walking on air. He had the
chance to.make his dearest dreams come true.

He did not anticipate instant or complete success. He-

knew that he had his spurs to win'in class cricket. But his
path seemed to stretch straight before him.

Little did Dick Dare guess what pitfalls beset that path,
zvhzfit opposition he would-have to overcome, what enmity
o face! -

Stranded !

: ROM the outset, Dick Dare's life as a cricketer was
hardly a path of roses. , 2

There were- dull days, when the county team was

. away, and he and Edmead and the other youngsters

had little to do but practise with one another. There were

days not so dull, full enough of interesi, indeed, but yet

unsatisfying, when the county team was playing on the

_ Marchester ground.

- Tor the young pro the days of waiting for his first-chance
are anxious ones. Hp thinks that the anxiety will be at
an end when once he gets that chance; but, having got it,
he comes to realise that being on the fringe of the eleven,
uncertain whether in any particular match he will have a
place,- is just as wearing.

' Dick shared the time of waiting with two other colts—
Fdmead, and a slow.bowler, Matthews. The three could
sympathise with one another better for the fact that their

claims hardly conflicted, for Edmead would only be wanted .

if Nevern were unfit to.play, and Matthews was no bat, so
that only the absence of Armley, the regular slow bowler of
the team would -bring him in. Dick -might hope to fill any
other vacancy that arose. s

Mr. Ainsley was but seldom on -the ground in the first few
weeks of the season. He was very unwell, and did not

From what I make out you saved the boss’s-

As he
(See page 27.)

even attend the meetings of the selection committec. This
gave Urwine the chance he wanted of keeping Dick out of
the team. The two other members of the committee de-
ferred to his judgment. wa N

““Oh, Dare has promise !” Urwine told them lightly. “But
he’s not ripe for big matches vet.  That would matter less
but for the fact that he imagines he has nothing to learn.”

This was a lie. Dick was as keen to learn as any
youngster could be. But Urwine’s jealousy grew with every
day. He knew that his rich cousin thought less well of him
than he had done a few years carlier; he had begun to
doubt whether, after all, he was so very safe to be heir to
the bulk of Mr, Ainsley’s wealth. And that John Ainsley
had taken a real liking to Dick he could not doubt.

He heard of Dick’s being asked up to the Hall for a talk
with ‘“the boss” on more than one occasion. Mr, Ainsley
had found that the boz had great interest in the history ot
the game, and it did. him good to have someone to talk to
about that. Then Blair added fuel to the flame of jealousy
by tellin%'l Urwine that his principals, Messrs. Deedes &
Deedes, had received from Mr. Ainsley a letter which
gave them the impression that he contemplated making a
new will, . '

Urwine’s anxiety did not affect his play. He made lots of
runs in the early matches. Rooper was in brilliant form.
and Balkwill hardly ever failed. Toplady and Armley did
all that was asked of them as bowlers; and little, grey-
haired Nevern kept wicket as well as in his best days.

Thus, of the first half-dozen matches played, Markshire
won four outright, and led on the first innings in another,
the only check being at Sheffield, where Yorkshire, Jeading

“ by 24 runs on the first innings, made no effort to bring

about a finish, but, by careful batting, ensured themsolses
against defeat. - ;;\

The seventh match on the card was that with’ Warwick-
shire at Edgbaston. The side chosen was much the same as
in the matches played.

Turning up in good time at the County Ground on the
Saturday morning, Dick found Edmead there before him,
and in high excitement. ' :

“The boss has phoned that you're to catch the ten-eleven
for Birmingham, Dick!” he said. “Walter’s -crocked, it
seems. Good thing you're fit to sling 'em down your hardest
for a dozen overs now, if you're wanted-to!”
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George Giddings patted Dick on the back, and wished him
che best of luck. Edmead went with him to the station.

“Take a taxi,” Edmead said. “You won’t have any time
to spare.when you get to New Street. Wish I was coming
with you ! -

The 10.11 stopped at Wickhamdene and Yam&le:y on its

way. Between Yarnley and Birmingham therc was only
one stop. -

“ At Wickhamdene Dick saw Herbert Blair board the train.
"He had not run against Blair since the day when he had
knocked him out, and was not keen on meeting him again;
But Blair got into a compartment in the next coach.

A few minutes brought them to Yarnley, familiar ground
to Dick. Here he stuck his head out of the window, looking
out for anyone he knew. There was more of a crowd than
usual on the platform, but he could not discern a familiar
figure in it.

Then someone called his name.

“Dare! I say, Dare! Wire for you!”

A buff envelope was waved above the heads of the erowd,

Dick did not stop to think that anyone with a wire for
him, having sighted him, would naturally bring it to his
compartment. He jumped out.

Ile had some difficulty in making his way through the
crowd, which was gathered for a locai train duc in a few
minutes. The voice that had hailed him did not make itself
heard again. He pushed towards the spot from which the
buff envelope had been waved. .

Then the guard’s whistle sounded, and he turned to make
a rush for the train. But as he turned, a foot was thrust
between his legs, and he tumbled forward.

‘“’Bre, where d’you think you’re comin’ to?” snarled the
fellow against whom he had fallen.

“Sorry! Accident! Must catch train!” gasped Dick.

“Some hope !” returned the other.

The train was already on the move. Dick made his way
by the use of his elbows. But he could not get to it in
time, and as it quickened speed he sighted the face of Her-
bert Blair at a window, with a sneering smile apon it.

Dick swung round, and saw a porier he knew well.

“ What’s the next for Birmingham. Jones?” he asked.

“ At twelve-thirty-five. Why, it’s you, Mr. Dare! How’d
you come to miss this?”

Dick could find no answer but a groan.

For a minute or two he saw his case as hopeless, his
ﬁ}}ance lost, and John Ainsley’s displeasure hanging over

im.

He was very sure that Urwine would not keep his place
open, even though he might win the toss, .and thus be in
a position to do so.

For doubtless Blair was on his way to Birmingham. He
had not been -down to play; but he had appeared for the
eounty before with some success, and he was a pal of
Urwine. As he thought of that, Dick could not help
suspicion rising in his mind.

But he put it from him. He must not waste a moment
now if he was to get to the Edgbaston Ground before noon.

Tt was close on fifty miles away. No train served. A csr
was the only chance.

The one garage.at Yarnley was over a mile from the
station; and he knew the slow horse-bus which plied
between station and town. He could walk nearly as fasi
as that travelled, .

Then he remembered that the friendly porter lived somr
distance from the station, and was a cyclist. -

“Got your bike here, $mith?” he asked him.

“Yes. Want a lend of it, Mr. Dare? You’re welcome.
But it’s a longish way to Brum on a bike!”

“I'm not going to Brum on it. Mind if I leave it at
Jagger's?”’ '

“Not a bit,
hurry ?” :

“If ‘T can get to Idgbaston before twelve, I play for
Markshire. If T can’t, I lose my chance!”

“Well, you've got to travel—I'll say that. But gcod luck
to you! Come along an’ I'll get you my machine.”

(Will Dick arrive at the ground in time, or will Blair play
in his place ¢ These questions are_answered in thrilling
fashion in next week’s instatment.  Don't miss it, boys.)
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If you fellows have enjoyed this issue of the Gem,
you're pretty certain to like its companion papers.
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“THE MAGNET?” Library

Containing a long complete school story of Harry

Wharton & Co., of Greyfriars, a special 2-page

photographic feature, a grand adventure serial and

a humorous 2-page ‘supplement. On sale every
Saturday.

“THE POPULAR?”

Containing complete school stories of St. Jim’s,
Greyfriars, Rookwood, and St. Frank’s,” also a
thrilling Wild-West yarn, On sale Tuesdays
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Containing a book-length yarn of the boys of St,
Frank’s and a rousing serial story—just starting-—
of the South Seas. On sale Wednesday.

sir! I see now—car—ch? What’s the
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ensures delivery of a world-famed 400A Mead
f " Marvel " Bicycle.

y.on

Nothing more to pay till
have ridden the machine one month.
MARVEL"” 400 — £4 7s 6d CASH.
We pack FREE, pay carriage and guarantee satis-
faction or refund your money. Factory-soiled
cycles CHEAP. Accessories at popular prices.
Write TO DAY for illustrated Catalogue, Testi-
monial Budget and special offer of 15 Days Free Trial,

Me—a. CYCLE COMPANY (INC.).
‘Dept. B 611, BIRMINGHAM.

WORK GUARANTEED OVERSEAS (Youths, Women, Boys)
in AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND, CANADA.

_FOYS' (14-19 years) enter Training Farms (England) during June,
tly, Awgust; outfits provided; assisted passages granted (free

WOMEN prepared to engage in household service are given free or
reduced passages. Conducted parties to Australia July 3rd,
October, and later; to New Zealand July 20th; to Canada fortnightly.
j THE SALVATION ARMY offers unique facilitics, gives common
sense aftercare. Apply: Branch Manager, 3, Upper Thames St., London,
-or 203, Hope St., Glasgow, or 12, Pembroke Place, Liverpool.

GROW TALLER

It'seasy. Add 2, 3, or more inches to your height. Details free.
B. J. EDISON, 39, Bond Street, -Blackpool.
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FILM CAMERA 4/6 (*&5%)

The “ REGENT ” Film Camera. Size 4} X 43 X 24 ins,
Takes delightful photos, 2} X 1§ ins. Fitted with convex
lens, view-finder, time and instantaneous shutter, winding
key, carrying bandle, ete. Can be loaded and umloaded in
daylight, and takes the popular vest-pocket size film, eight
exposures. Illustrated booklet of instructions with cach.
If you wish to enjoy the delights of photography at low
cost, send 5/« to-day for one of these bargain cameras.

A. HERBERTS (Dept. A), 27, Adys Road, Peckham,
London, S.E.15. = |

worth cheap Phato Material and Films.

£2;oﬂo Catalogue Free. 12 by 10 Enlargement,
photo, 8d. — HAGKETT'S, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL. -

Samples
any

I (Abroad 6d.) Searce Set of 6 Japan EARTHQUAKE STAMFS
FREE and 25 different BRITISH COLONIALS, to_all asking to sce
" Approvals.—W. A. WHITE, Engine Eane, LYE, Stourbridge.

—FREE to all sufferers, particulars of ‘a proved
BLUSHING. home treatment that quickly removes all
embarrassment, and permanently cures blushing and fushing of
the face and neck.. Enclose stamp to pay postage to—

r. A. TEMPLE (Specialist), Palace House, 128, Shaftesbury
Avenue (2nd Floor), London, W.}. (Established over 20 years.}

. 1 supply the finest Coventry built cycies f
ON 14 DAYS’' APPROVAL, PACKED |{
FREE AND CARRIAGE PAID, on
4 receipt of a small depesit. Lowest cash
. priees, er easy payment terns. .
Write for Free Bargaip Lists NOW.
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"' THE GEM LIBRARY.

]ust 1mag1ne'

All-

kﬁrst-class results.

. :‘ IF The Ra)ar takes photographs .3} in. by 2% in.—the most
- MWra few of the !ﬂff" “shown popular size. ~ High-class lens'that will produce negatives
B || IO 72 Gift Book. clear enough to make excellent enlargements. Vertical
i WATERPROOF- ang honz(:i\talblwew-lﬁnders An i)nstancek of tge De:\(}:ra-
ordinary double value you get by smoking —
CA;:)AER‘;O CSASE betier Cigarettes and better Glfts
coupons,

*MIDLAND®
RADIO VALVE D V
‘100- coupons, ‘
100 corpons. CIGARETTES
OUTFIT ‘—just like hand ma
150 . I t
o 10 for sd., 20 for 113d,," Phin or Corlc, T

SIGNET '3
FOUNTAIN PEN i .. 8

“

... “BING? - ,
- TANK ENGINE : ( Coupons also in every packét Qf B.DY T@g’go,
120 coupous, per oz.)
* AUl Gifts Post Free, COMPARE *THE VALUES WITH
.|

OTHER GIFT

S RERES.

You can get this wonderful
"'tlsh Ra]ar roll-ilm camera for only—-—--

DO courons

g.w' 1s your opportumty to be certain of

“Why be satished thh less?

L lay.

Get the wonderful new
B.D.V. Gift Book free
and post free. The most
attractive book in the
world : 84 pages packed
_with mterest—-Bassett-
Lowke and Bing engines
and every accessory for a
complete model railway-
Cameras, Records, Uku-
leles—something for all
.the family. Don’t de-:
Send a postcard
to~day for your copy to:

g
L

" Godfrey Phillips, - Ltd.
(Gift Dept. Gem ), 112,
Commercial Street, E,l.
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