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‘Hallo!
door o' Harry Gresham’s stndy.

What

““* The cadsg !

he knew he deserved it !

—_—

What’s this P *? exclaimed Handforth, when he saw the white feather that was pinned to the
Then, as he realised its significance, he roared :

a dirty trick ! Harry (Gresham just looked on ashamedly ;

|
i,
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The Funk of the Remove !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

' The School Against Him !

The Boys of St. Frank's in another enthralling
long complete story of mystery and adventure.

CHAPTER 1.
THE WHITE FEATHER!

ARRY GRESHAM stared at the door
H of Study J. in the Remove passauze
of the Ancient House. He stared
with startled eyes, and his heart
almost seemed to miss a beat.
“Oh, the cads!’’ he muttered tensely.

He was probably the first junior down, and
he had taken care to avoid any possible meet-
ing with the other fellows. Ile wanted to be
alone—and he nad come to his study so that
he could shut himself up. On such a fine
May morning as this, nardly anybody wou.d
venture into the study passage. The apped!
of the eunshine and the open air was strong.

His eyee glowed as he stared. It wasn’t
exactly the door which aroused these emotions
within him, but something which was pinned
to the door, at the level of his face. Only a
small thing, too—a harmless object enough,
in itself, but grimly significant in what it
stood for.

A white feather!

Just that. An ordinary feather from an

-| ordinary chicken, fixed to the door by means

of a drawing pin.

Harry Gresham bit his lip as he continued
to stare at that emblem. It was meant for
him—it was .tke an accusing finger, pointing
at him. Funk! That was what that white
feather was saying to him! Funk! That was
what 1t was meant to imply.

A footstep sounded at the end of the pas-
sage, and Harry Gresham glanced round hur-
riedly. Edward Oswald Handforth hove into
view. The famous leader of Study D was
whistling -heerily, if discordantly, and he was
on his way to fetch his cricket bat. There
was time fur a knockabout on Little Side
before breakfast-gong.

“Hallo, Gresham!" said Handforth, as be
came up.

Gresham dido’t reply. At that moment he
had no d»sire to speak to anybody, Handfortn
least of al.. Handfoith was all right, but he
was a noisy fellow, and Gresham longed for
quietness.

As the two met, Handfcrth loocked at the
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rnew boy rather straightly. Handforth was
always direet n his methods, for there was
no subtlety in his composition. Tact was
foreign to his nature. Any other jumor
might have just nodded to Gresham, and
passed on. ut Edward Oswald Handforth
stood still, and stared.

“Feeling better after last night ?”’ he asked
bluntly.

Harry Gresham winced.

“Is 1t necessary to tub it in?7° he asked

quietly. |
“Eh?’ said Handforth, with a start. “Oh,
gorxry ! Touched you on the raw, eh? Well,

you mustn’t think that I agreed with all thav
rot in the common-room, was dead agaiust
it—— Hallo! What’s thia?”’

He had suddenly caught sight of the whiie
{cather, and he gazed at it in wonder. 1ts
true significance did not occur to him.

“1 suppose eomebody thought it was tho
right decoration for my study,” said Harry
bitterly. “I’m not grumbling—I know I
deserve it.”’

The onc thing about Harry Gresham which
saved himm with all the decent fellows was
that he admitted his faults—he never at-
tempted to minimise his guilt, And he was
such a thoroughly good sort in every other
respect, too.

He had only been at St. Frank’s this tern.
and he had already proved himself to be a
cricketer of tho most outstanding quality.
He was a real discovery, and Edgar Fenton,
the school captain, had put his name on the
list for First Eleven practice. An honour
such as this, in a junior’s first term, was
almost unprecedented. Harry was a true son
of a famous cricketer father.

He was likcable, too. Nobody knew exactly
why they were drawn to him, but it was an
undeniable fact that he made friends wherever
he went. Iis good-natured face was generai'y
smiling, and his whole personality was .in-
fectious.

But he spoilt everything by being a coward!

Even within this short space of f{ime he
had given ample proof of his fatal weakness.
[Ie was not only terrified into a quivering
craven in the sudden event of peril, but he
was even afraid of the dark! Left alone in
a black place, he would imagine that all sorts
of grotesque shapes were around him, and he
‘would flece, screaming.

Things of this sort were apt to prejudice
the rest of the fellows against Eim. And onuy
the previous evening he had been frightenad
almost into hysterics by a fake ghost. Some
of the ill-natured juniors had tested him, aund
ke had failed badly. And on the top of this
he had refused to fight Teddy Long, the
Remove’s outstanding funk.

He had certainly shown the white feather--
and had earned the contempt and scorn of
the entire Junior School.

“Maybe I deserve it,”’ said Gresham. " All
the same, a thing like that is dirty,”” and he
nodded to the door.

Handforth examined the feather.

“It looke rlcin enough to me,”” he
criticaily.

caid

“I didn’t mean_ that,” replied Greshamn,
smiling faintly. “Youw’re an innocent sort cf
chap, aren’t you, Handy ?”’

Edward Oswald stared.

““What are vou getting at?”’ he
suspiciously.

“Oh, nothing!”’ veplied Harry in a dull
voice. “But you surely know that a white
feather stands for cowardice, don’t you?
If a feliow 1s a funk they say he is showing
the white feather. It’s just a—"’

“By George!”’ interrupted Handforth,
staring at the feather as though it had become
alive. “So they’ve put this in your door,
eh? The cads! The beastly worms! What
a filthy, despicable trick!”’

Harry looked at him rather warmly.

“Thanks!”’ he said quietly, “I was haif
afraid that you’d agree with 1t. After all, I
did show the white feather yesterday, didn’t
17 7";I'h.t:r»a’fs ne sense in denying an obvious

“Dry up?” interrupted llandforth curtly.
“Whether you showed the white feather or
not, there’s no excuse for a dirty game lika
this! T’ll bet Forrest’s responsible—or Guli-
ver, perhaps, or some of those olher rottersl
I’ll investigate this, and I’ll discover 2

“Please!”” broke in Harry ecarnestly. *“I'or
goodness’ sake don’t make a fuss about :t,
Handy! You’ll only attract the attention of
the wholo school-——and that won’t be very
nice for me, will 1t 777

“H’m! Perhaps youwre right!” admitted
Handforth. *Better keep mum, I suppose.
All the same, it’s a caddish business!”

“I oughtn’t to be upset, though,” went on
Harry. “When a fellow acts like a coward
he can’t grumble when he’s reminded of it.”

Harry's heart was heavy. He knew that he
was scorned and despised by practically every-
body in the Remove. If he had had any
doubts, they were swept away now—for that
white feather was eloquent. A few of tae
more decent juniors—Dick Hamilton, Reggie
Pitt, Fullwood, Handforth, etc.—were totaily
opposed to any sort of victimisation. They
disliked cowards with the same whole-hearted
contempt, but they did not belicve in the
policy of ieering and taunting.

In fact. these few juniors were rather drawn
towards IHarry (Gresham because of the hos-
tility of the majority. He was a coward, but
there was no reason to treat him as thouzh
he were a crimjnal. In all ordinary matters,
Harry Gresham was a likeable, gencrous sort
of junior. And, when all was said and done,
it was not the Remove’s place to judge him.

“This has hit you nretly hard, ¢h?”’ said
Handforth curiously.

“Yes,”” muttered Harry.

“Then why the dickens don’t you find out
who pinned the thing up, and smash him?”
asked Haudforth. “It’s the only thing to do!
Smash him.  Challenge him to a fight
Oh. my hat!”’ he added suddenly. “I'd for-
gotten! You’re not much of a fighter, ave
you 7"’

Harry bit his lip again.

“You’re going out to play cricket, aren’t
you 7’ -he asked abruptly.

asked




THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY 8

- “Eh? Oh, sorry!” said Handforth, realising
that he had put his foot in it again.
“Cricket? Well, no. I was, but I’ve changed
my mind. I’'m going to stick to you instead,
Gresham.”

“Stick to me 1’ repeated Harry, with a look |

of dismay.
“Through thick and thin!”’ said Handfortn
firmly.

e r————

CHAPTER 2.
JUST LIKE HANDY!

W T was characteristio of
; Edward Oswald Handforth
to make up his mind like
this at a moment’s notice.

“Yes, through thick and
thin!”” he repeated. “It’s a rotten trick, the
way the chaps are treating you, Gresham.
They’'ve got a proper down on you, so I'm
going to show them all that I’m your pall
You needn’t thank me—my mind’s finally
made up!”’

Ilarry broke off in the act of speaking.
He hadn’t been about to thank Handforth at
all. In fact, this sudden expression of Hand-
forth’s friendship had knocked him all of a
heap. Ile didn’t want it, but it was uttery
impossible for him to say so. It would be
ill-natured to reject Edward Oswald’s kindly
overtures—for they were well meant. It never
occurred to the tactless Handy that his atten-
tions were also embarrassing in the extreme.

Harry was in a dilemma. He couldn’t tell
Handiorth that he didn’t want him, and yet
his one desirec at the moment was to be left
alone. He entered his study, hoping that
Edward Oswald would take the hint, and go.
But Ilandforth was the last fellow in the
school to take a hint. Shoutinz at him, in
the plainest of plain language, was the oniy
way of making him understand.

1landforth plucked the feather down and
5011{3“'&:1 llarry into the study, and closed the

0OT.

“I'm rather glad I got down before tue
others,”” he said genially. “I don’t approve
of all this rotting, Gresham. The fact is, I
like you. You may be a funk, but you're a
jolly good cricketer, and you're a decent chap
in other respects. Why the dickens do yon
spoil everything by screaming like a kid .n
the dark?”

Harry was silent,

“Why are you scared to fight anybody?”’
went on IHandforth, unconscious of the fact
that his words were causing agony. “You’ve
got to pull yourself together, Gresham. If
you’ll put yourself in my hands, I'll soon make
you different!”’

“Duncan’s my study mate,” said Harry
quietly. *‘““He’s a good chap, Handy, and
he’s as decent to me as you are. It—it might
worry him if he finds you here, you know.
I mean, he’s—"

Harry broke off, hardly knowing how to
continue.

“If Duncan’s worried, that’s his own con-
cern,”’ esaid Handforth crisply.

(11 In my 1

our
up

opinion, he’s failed in his duty. He’s
study mate, and he hasn’t publicly stoo
for you once,”’

“Alec’s a good sort,”’ said Harry quietly.
"He’s (1]

He broke off again, for Alec Duncan him-
sclf entered the study at that moment. The
New Zealand junior fifted his eyebrows when
he saw Handforth, and he regarded the pair
curiously as he noted their grave expressions.

“Hallo!”” he said. “What's up?”’

“Some low-down rotter stuck a white
feather on the door of this study,”” replied
Handforth, with a glare. “It was meant as
a taunt at Gresham, and I’ve made up my
mind to stand by him. If you don't like it,
Duncan, you can lump it. Personally, I think
you’ve been jolly weak.”

“ }Veak 7"’ repcated Duncan. “What on
earth v
“Yes, weak!”’ insisted Handforth.

“Gresham is a jolly decent chap in most
things. And just because he’s a beastly
funk tho majority of the fellows turn away
from him.” :

Duncan noted Harry’s crimson face, and he
frowned.

“Draw it mild, old man!”’ he protested.
“Don’t forget Harry’s here!”’

“Ih? Can’t I see he’s here, you ass?”

“Well, I mean You might be a bit
moere careful—"

“Qh, don’t pull him up, Alee,”’ interruptod
Harry. “It’s just his way—he can’t help
being blunt. And, as I am a beastly funk,
why should I worry about hearing it plainly
spoken ?”’

Handforth turned red.

“Oh, corks!’ he said. “Did I say you
were a beastly funk, Gresham? Sorry! So
that’s why you tried to freeze me just now,
Duncan? I wouldn’t hurt anybody’s feelings
for worlds.” :

“Then you’d better go out to your
cricket,” said Duncan gruflly. ““If you stay
here, you'll hurt kHarry's feclings every time
you open your mouth! IDBe a good sort, and
buzz off 1”7
: Tilis was a fatal policy to adopt with Hand-
orth.

“Not likely!”” he said. “T'm goinzx to
stand by Gresham—— By George!”’ he added
hotly. “Look at that! Another of ’em!”’

lle pointed to the mantelpicce, and the
other two followed his gaze. Propped against
the mirror was a cabinet photograph of Sir
Stewart  Gresham—Harry’s  father. Sir
Stewart was in cricketing flannels. At the
base of the photograph reposed a white
feather. Harry’s face went pale.

“Oh, it’s not fair!’”’ he panted. “They can
call me a coward as much as they like—but
it’s a blackguardly trick to insult my father|"”

“1 say, this is rotten!” muttered Duncan.
“Jook here, too—here’s your grammar—with
a feather stuck in the fly-leaf.”

“By George, and there’s another one pinned
to that cricket bat in the corner!’’ said Hand-
forth furiousiy. “The place is smothered with
white feathers! The chaps who did this ougiit
to be smashed to pulp!’
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“I can’t stop them from putting those white
feathers against my property, but it’s unjust
to include my pater!’’ said Harry passionately.
“He’s one of the best in the world, and T’'m
—I’m unworthy of him! I don’t know why
I’m such a coward but I can’t seem to help
it. Something goes when I try to fight, or to
brace myself up to a sudden crisis. I’ve tried
to conquer it—I’m always trying—but it beats
me !’

He sank on to the comfortable lounge, and
averted his face. Alec Duncan looked acuteiy
uncomfortable, and even  Handforth’s
rhinoceros-like hide was penetrated. For a
moment or two there was an uncomfortable
silence.

CHAPTER 3.
" SCRATCHED OFF THE LIST!

$ fANDFORTH was the first
H to break the silence.

“You’re & rummy chap,
sresham,”® he said bluntly.
“Practically everybody
likes you, but when you get scared over
nothing, and refuse to fight with a beastly
little cad like Long—"’

“Shut up, Handforth!?' protested Duncan
angrily.

“Rats!”’ =aid LEdward Oswald. “It hurts
me to see a good chap like this being sneered
at! Look at the way he played cricket!
Everybody was praising him then—slapping
him on the back, and congratulating him!
And now they’re shoving white feathers all
over the place! By George! Why can’t you
pull yourself together, Gresham, and show
the chaps what you’re really made of?”

Harry looked up.
“I’ve shown them!’’ he replied bitterly.

“Rot! You’re not going to tell me thut
you’re made of jellyl’”” retorted Handforth
curtly. “There’s somethingy wrong some-
where, that’s aifl. Tust a kink in vour brain,
perhaps. Most funks are worms of the worst
type—like Long or Snipe. But you’re not a
worm, Gresham. You're a jolly good chap
in most things, and I'd like to know why
you bunked out of the common-rcom when
Long challenged you to a scrap."

“I’d like to know that, tho,’’ said Duncan
curiously. “You wouldn’t speak to me last
night, Harry—"’

“What could I say” asked Harry tensely.
“There’s no explanation at all. So why
should T invent one? I don’t remember much
what happened, if you want to know, I was
all confused—""

“That’s it!”’ interrupted Handforth trium-
phantly. “Those cads had just scared you
out in the Triangle, «nd you were nearly n
hysterics! Poor chap, I expect you were ha.f
dotty with the strain of it. Didn’t know
whether vou were on your head or your
heels, eh? Of course, that explains it—and,
in my opinion, the whole thing’s clear.”’

Handiorth seemed very eager to find an

excuse for the new boy. Similar to the other
fellows, Handforth had taken a strong liking
to Harry Gresham, and now that the Remove
had turned against him, Handforth was de-
termined to be very mnice. It was quite
characteristic of him. He had a mania for
doing the opposite to everybody else. Most
of the juniors were dead set against Harry
Gresham, so IHandforth was all the more de-
termined to stand by him. It was the breath
of life to him to be different! And this
white feather business had clinched matters.

“Come out with me!”’ he said briskly. “I
want to show everybody that I’'m your pal,
Gresham! And the first chap who jeers will
get my fist in his eye!”

“Oh, but really, I—I don’t want——

“Rats!”’ said Handforth, grasping Harry’s
arm, and pulling him to his feet. “Come on,
my son! You, too, Duncan! If you’re not
staunch enough tu stand by him now, FIll
give you the licking of your life!”

Alec Duncan gave it up.”

“ Better humour him !’ he muttered. “ Aflier
all, he means well]”

“What’s that ?°" said Handforth suspiciously.

“Oh, nothing!”’

“You’d better not mutter things about me
behind my back!”’ added Handforth with a
glare. 1 have enoufh trouble with Church
and McClure By George! That reminds
me! Why aren’t those fatheads down ?"’

“That’s 1t,” said Duncan, nodding. “Go
and rout them out!”’

“I willl"” said Handforth indignantly. “The
lazy beggars ought to have been down long
ago! TI’ll tickle them up- Eh? By
George!”” he added, with a start. “So you
want to get rid of me, Duncan, do you?
Well, it hasn’t worked!”

“Still, it was a good try !’ said Alec.

“You—you funny ass!” {frowned MHaad--
forth. “‘I’ve made up my mind to stand by
Gresham, and you can go and eat coke! In
my opinion, you’ve failed badly. Youw’re his
study mate, and you’ve done nothing to back
him up! So it’s my duty to take the affair
out of your hands!”

“Well, of all the nerve > began Duncan.

““Don’t have a row over me, for goodness’
sake!” interrupted Harry. “‘I'm miserable
enough as it is, without you fellows quarrel-
ling. I much prefer you to leave everything
just as it 1s, lLlandy T appreciate your
motive, but some of the others might turn
against you. And it’s uot fair that you
should be dragged into my troubles.”

Handforth laughed.

“Do yau think I care if they turn agaiust
me 7 he scoffed. ‘‘Let ’em! I'll take them
one by one, and knock the stuffing out of
them! th:n I start on a job, my lad, I
finish 1t.”’

He fairly hauled Harry out of the study,
and as they emerged, they ran into Walter
Church and Arnold McClure—both of them
looking rather lost. They were never much
good when they were parted from their cele-

I brated leader,
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You can rely on him to keep you chuckling,
and you are sure to like his comrades, Jack
and Sam. There is only one paper in
which you can read about these great
Jack, Sam and Pete appear

favourites.

ONLY 1n

The Boys’ Realm

Every Wednesday Price Twopence.

MAKE A PAL
OF PETE!

You can read about this big-hearted, cheery
mirth-maker every week in a rollicking long
complete story.
=  fellows laugh, give him a chance to cheer
things up for you.

Pete has made millions of

There never was a pal

like Pete!

“‘Oh, there you are!” said Church, hurrying
forward. *‘‘We didn’t know where you'd got
to, Handy.” )

“Well, you know now,"” said Handforth.

“I say, what the dickens—" began
McClure, and then stopped short,

He was looking at llarry Gresham rather
doubtfully, and Church had fallen silent, too.
“Well 7’ asked Handforth ominously.
““Nun-nothing!"" stammered  McClure.

“Only—only—""

““Only what?”’
““Well, you know, Gresham—— That is—

I don’t want to be nasty——"’

““If you’re going to say anything beastly
about my pal, I’ll biff you over!’’ interrupted
Handforth aggressively. Mg pal, you under-
stand! Harry and 1 are firm friends—and
Duncan is coming along with us as a sort
of makeweight. We don’t really want him,
but I haven't got the heart to leave him out
in the cold.”

“Well I’'m jiggered!”
Duncan.

Church and McCluare looked uncomfortable.

““ After last night, Handy, it’s a bit risky,”
said Church. ‘““All the fellows are talking
about sending Gresham to Coventry. And I
must admit he acted pretty funkily. Still, if

he’s your pal, he’s ours. What do you say.
Mac?"’

““Of courze,” declared McClure.

said the amazed

Harry Gresham was more distressed than
ever. .

““I wish you’d all leave me alone!”’ he burst
out miserably. “I’'m not fooled! You're
only doing this to—to make me feel better.
Just out of kindness! It’s nice of you, but
I don’t deserve it—and I don’t want you to
get into trouble on my account.”

““If anybody gets into trouble it won’t be
us!” said Handforth aggressively. ‘‘Come
on, Churchy—ryou, too, Mac! We're going to
show the rotters what wo think of their
beastly white-feather business!”

They marched into the lobby, where a crowrl
of fellows immediately set up a yell. Hand-
forth was arm-in-arm with Gresham, and he
breathed defiance from every pore.

“Well 2 he demanded. ““ Anybody got any-
thing to say?”’

“Chuck it, Handy!”” said De Valerie.
“You’re only making yourself cheap by asso-
ciating with that funk. Why, even Fenton
hasn’t any use for him.” '

““What do you mean?”’
quickly.

““Nothing much,” replied Val.
look at the First Eleven list!”

IHandforth dragged Harry across to the
notice-board, and Harry’s heart sank as he
looked at the list of players told off for First
Eleven practice. His own name had a thick
blue-penecil mark through it!

asked Dunecan

“Have a
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CHAPTER 4.
THE REMOYVE OBJECTS!

§FARRY GRESHAM felt
utterly wretched. 8o his
high hopes were already
dashed to the ground! On
the previous day he had
gloried m the fact that he had been selecied
for the First Eleven practice—with the chance
of playing in a really big match. All that
was now killed.

“Who—who did this?’ roared Handforth.

“Fenton,”” said Hubbard. *‘“‘He came 1n
five minutes -ago and shoved his blue pencil
through Gresham’s name. Quite right, too.
Gresham’s disgraced the Lower School—-""

“T don’t want any opinions from you,
Arthur Hubbard!” thundered Handforth.
“What a dirty trick! Gresham’s good at
cricket, isn’t he? I¥s a mean, contemptihle
trick to victimise him l'ke this! I’'m going
to see Fenton, and T’ll give him a piece of
my mind !”’

“If you’re simply asking for trouble, go
ahead!” put in Owen major. “It’s a bit
risky for a junior to give a piece of his mind
to the =chool captain! You’ll get a twisted
ear, Handy!”’

Dick Hamilton — generally known as
“Nipper '"—came along at that moment, and
his cheery face clouded over as he noted the
glaring eyes, and the general air of hostility.

“What’s all this?’ he asked, looking from
one to another.

““Handy’s making an ass of himself again,
that’s all!”” growled De Valerie. °'Making
an exhibition of himself by publicly parading
Gresham as a little tin god! The rest of us
are sick of him!’

“That’s a whopper!” interrupted Duncan
hotly. ""Handy’s only doing this to show
that he disapproves of caddishness. Two
wrongs don’t make a right, and whatever wo
think of Gresham’s behavionr, there’s no need
to make the man’s life a misery.”

“You hear what they're saying, Nipper?”’
roared Hubbard.

““Yes, and T agree,’

“What!”’

““Of course T agree,’
tain calmly.

““Good man?’ said Handforth.

““But what about :ast night?’ demanded
De Vaierie. “What about Gresham bunking
from that miserable funk, Long?”

Nipper sighed patiently.

“If all you fellows would tiink a bit, you’d
have a bit more human nature in you,” he
repited cuttingly “Tt’s just possible—but
only just, I'm afraid. Youw’re a callous lot.”

““Look here——'"" hegan Owen major.

““Last night Gresham was almost scared
into  hysteries,” comtinued Nipper grimly.
“I’m not excusing him for that—although it’s
possible he may have had reason. You drag
the poor chap ‘ntn the Common-room while

said Nipper.

2

replied the junior cap-

he’s still shaky from the effects, and expect
him to fight! Tt was only a trumped-up affair,
after all—just to make him look ridiculous.
I don’t blame him for bolting out of it.”’

“Well I'm jiggered!’’ said De Valerie.

"If you’d ieave the fellow alone, instead of
pestering him, I dare say he would appreciate
it,”” went on Nipper, giving Handforth a
direct 'ook. “‘Why don’t you be a bit sport-
ing and forget yesterday ?”’ i

“We don’t forget funks!)’”’ said Hubbard
sourly.

A wild yell suddenly camo from the Junior
passage.

“Handy !’ howled McClure. *‘The study!’’

“16h?” gasped Handforth, turning round.
“What the—"'

“Quick!” shricked Mac. ‘‘The study !’

He ran down the pasage like the wind,
shouting all the way, and Church raced
after him.  Handforth, with visions of
Study D in flames, or something equally
disastrous, pelted after them. He tore in, and
looked round breathlessly. The door closed
with a slam behind him, and he heard the key
turn in the lock.

“*What the dickens he gaspead.
“*There’s nothing wrong with the study, you
fatheads!”

“Who said there was?’’ asked McClure.

“You did!”

““No, I didn’t!?’ denied Mac. ‘‘It was just
a wheeze to get you away from Gresham.
We've got to do drastic things like that with
you, IIandy. Ordinary talking isn’t any
good "’

[Tandforth took a deep, decep breath.

“Do you mean {o say you’ve tricked me
here 77’ he demanded.

His chums eyed him warily.

“Well, more or less,”” said Church. “Now,
keep cool, Handy—keep cool! You heard
what Nipper said, didn’t you?”’

“*Yes, T did!”’ replied Handforth. *‘I agree
with him, too.” '

‘““In that case we’re safe,”” said McClure.
“Nipper told you not to  pester Gresham,
and ’'m glad vou realise—"’

“Pester him?” yelled Handforth. *'*Way,
you—you——""

“Can’t you see the poor chap is suffering 7’
demanded Church. ‘‘Why make things worse
by converting him into a public exhibition?
Stand up for him, if you like—but you needn’t
parade him about!”’

“He was in an
fort,” said McClure.

Handforth looked at them in amazcment.

“By George! Do you really think so?”
he asked blankly.

“Certain of it,” replied Church, nodding.
*“Nipper’'s right, I dare say—and I'm quite
willing to give Gresham a_chance. But it's
not nice to constantly remind him ot yester-
day.”

At last Handforth began to sce it, and
Church and McClure breathed more freely.
They had half expected a big row in the
study, but there was really never anv tell

3z

awful state of discom-
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ing with Handforth. He cooled down, and
eyed his chums approvingly.

““You're right!” he declared.
leave Gresham alone for to-day—but if any-
body insults him in my hearing I'll flatten
their giddy noses. And when I find out who
put all those white feathers about, I'll
slaughter him!”

“What white !
curiously. _

And while Hanu-orth was explaining, an
ever-increasing mob of the lesser Removites
gathered in the Ancient House lobby, and
held a kind of indignation meeting. The
chief reason for this was because of a Junior
Eleven notice. The list of players for the
match against Bannington Grammar School
on the Saturday had bcen put on the board,
and Harry Gresham’s name was included.
It had not been scratched off.

There had been an inter-House match—
just a trial game—and Harry Gresham had
revealed startling prowess as a cricketer. And
Nipper had naturally included him in the
team for the first important fixture of the
geason.

On the previous day the Remove had been
enthusiastic. But, with the swift change-
ability of schoolboys they had now turned
rightabout. Harry Gresham was a funk,
and his cricketing capabilities wcre for-
gotten.

“His name has got to be scratched off!”
said Bernard Forrest indignantly. “We don’t

want cowards in the Junior team.”
“Not likely !”

“We've got plenty of cricketers without
funks!” said Doyle,

“Where's Hamilton ?”
else.

“Anybody want me?" asked Nipper, as he
entered from the Triangle.

The angry crowd faced him.

“You've got to eross Gresham’s name cff !”
shouted Hubbard. *Fenton’s done it, and
you've got to do 1t! We'ra all of the same
opinion!”

“Hear, hear!”

“We don’t want cowards!”

““Cross his name off, Hamilton!”

Nipper looked at the excited juniors with
perfeet coolness.

“You're a fine lot of sportsmen, aren’t
vou ?” he asked, in a withering voice. * By
Jove, hardly one cricketer among {he lot
of you! And you think you can dictate to
me !”’

“We're not standing Gresham in
team !” roared Gulliver.

“Not at any price!” went up s chorus.

““That’s a pity!” said Nipper calmly. “As
it happens, I'm Junior skipper, and I'm going
to play the best available men. Gresham

asked Clurch

thers 7”

roared somebody

the

happens to be available, and he also hap-

pens to be the best. His name stands!”
“You'’re going to play him, in spite of
what happened?” roared the crowd.
“His name stands!” repeated Nipper
smoothly.

“We'll |

| mark ?” asked Fenton. .

- CHAPTER 5.

A JOB FOR ARCHIE!

FITERNOON lessons were
over.

Harry Gresham  had

spent one of the most

miserable day of his life.
Nobody had Dbeen actually hostile to him,
but everywhere he went he met with cold,
contemptuous looks—icy starecs—and he had
suffered the cut direct on twenty different
occasions.

Fellows went out of their way to avoid
passing him. They turned their backs de-
liberately when he approached. Many of
the juniors looked upon all this as a sort
of game—never dreaming of the agony
they were causing their victim.

I'or Harry Gresham was not an ordinary
funk. In most respccts, he was one of the
nicest fellows the Remove had ever sheltered.
It was because of this, perhaps, that he met
with such condemnation. The juniors felt
that they had been swindled.

Funks like Teddy Long were simply
ignored. They were no good, anyhow—they
weren't even gernerous with their pocket-
moncy or clever at games. They were just

uscless fellows, unworthy of attention., DBut
Harry Gresham was different. He had
scemed such an all-round sportsman that

the Remove was shocked when:it discovered
that he was a coward. And, just as they
had uproariously congratulated him, thewy
now vecred completely in the opposite direc-
tion.

Perhaps it wouldn’t last long—these things
generally peter out after a day or two. Dut
at present Harry was feeling the humiliation
intensely. And he was none the happier he-
cause he realised that he had earned the
scorn of his fellows,

And now that lessons were over, he wanted
to get away—to escape from the crowd alio-
gether.  And be wandered off without even
telling Aleec Duncan. Even Alec's kindiy
presence was not palatable to him just now.
He felt that Alee would be sympathetic—and
Harry fearcd sympathy almost as much as he
feared contempt. Desides, there was the
volcanic Handforth., Handy was bound to
start something !

Harry went off for a long ramble. " Most cf
the countryside was unfamiliar to him, and
the May afterncon was beautifully warin and
sunny. Iarry succeeded in cscaping, and
he was soon in the meadows alone.

In the meantime, Nipper had chanced to
meet Edgar Fenton in the Triangle. Fenton
was the secnior prefect—the captain of St.
Frank’s—and Nipper was a bit disappointed
in him.

““T hear you've scratched Gresham’s name
off your list for First IEleven practice, Fen-

ton,” said Nipper, going straight to the
point,
. “Yes, haven't you seen

the big blue
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“Of course I have—but I couldn’t be-
lieve that you’d done 1t.”

“Oh, why not?”

“Well, it didn’t seem the sort of thing
you’d do, Fenton.”

““Look here, young man, what’s the idea?”
asked Fenton grimly. “I crossed Gresham’s
name off for a very obvious reason, and I
shouldn’t think you’d want any amplification.
Two and two make four.”

Nipper frowned.

““Gresham’s personal courage is a matter
apart from his cricket,” he said quietly. *‘If
ever a fellow deserved a chance in the First,
Fenton, Gresham does. Didn’t you see his
cricket in the House match 7

“Yes, 1t was wonderful,” agreed Fenton.
“I've never seen finer for a youngster of
his age.”

“Then what’s the idea of dropping him?”
demanded Nipper. “I’'m playing him against
the Grammar Schoo! on Saturday.”

“That, of course, 1s your concern,” replied
Fenton. ‘““But I’m captain of the First, and
I don’t want him.”

“But it’s not fair!” said Nipper indig-
nantly. “I thought you always boasted
that you never allowed personalities to——"

“You young ass!” snapped Fenton im-

patiently. “You want plain speaking, so
I’ll speak plainly This fellow, Gresham,
is 2 funk. You needn’t try to excuse him—

I've heard more than enough to satisfy me.
What’s geing to happen if he gets one of
his panicky fits on the cricket-field in a big
match? Supposing he’s hit by a ball, and
starts blubbing ?”

“Oh, draw it mild!” protested Nipper.
‘““He’s not a baby.”

“I can’t take any risks of that sort In

the IFirst,” said Fenton gruffly. ‘It doesn’t
matter so much in Junior cricket—but St.
Frank’s would be the laughing-stock of all
the public schools if we played a man who
blubbed becanse he was hit by a ball. No.
I"'m not taking the chance!”
_ Fenton walked off, and Nipper bit his
iip. He had not thought of this point, and
he was compelled to admit that there was
sométhing in it. Fenton could not be too
careful.

‘“ All the same, it’s pifle!” growled Nipper.
to himself. *‘Gresham wouldn’t act like that
in a matech! I can see Fentor’s point of
view—but there’s such a thing as carrving
caution to the length of absurdity.”

He felt annoyed, and was in no way pleased
when he observed groups of Removites and
Fourth-Formers in various parts of the
Triangle, excitedly talking They were still
discussing Harry Gresham’s inclusion in the
Junior Eleven.

“Trouble of sorts, I take 1t?" said Archie
Glenthorne as he strolled out of the
Ancient House, spotlessly attired. * The lads
appear to be somewha’ full to the brim.
Sundry sportsmen have been dashing about
like anything don’t you know, I mean to
say, I was barged into twice. It sort of
puts a chappie off his stroke.”

“They’re a lot of cads!” growled Nipper.

“I'm not upholding Gresham for being a
funk, but he’s dono nothing ecriminal. By
the way these fellows arc talking and act-
ing, you might think he’d been round the
studies, robbing cash-boxes!”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Archic. “You mean
Gresham ? The laddie whc failed to come up
to the good old scrat<yy 1 see what you
mean! Personally, it’s _nc of my jolly old
business, but I regard 3~ as murky in the
extreme when these bkihters harass the
poor cove’s life out of hi- !

“Therc are stili a few sensible ones left,”™
growled Nipper. |

““Oh, rather!” agreed Archie. “Dash it, I
like the bloke. Gresham, I mean. Abso-
lutely one of the right sort. I mean, his study
is simply bulging with dashed good furniture
and effects. and he always totters about in
well-cut trousers. A stout lad, if you ask
me! One of the absolufe ones in every sense
of the good old expresh. What-ho! Kindly
observe the scenery, laddie!” he added, beam-
ing. “A dashed fair vista, what ?”’

He raised his silk topper and waved it.
Four or five smiling girls had just come in
through the big gateway, and Nipper and
Archie went oui to meet them.

“Why, we couldn’t have met anybody
better,”” <aid Irene Manners, smilingly, as
they shook hands. *“We're,going shopping,
and we want somoe escorfs.”

““ Absolutely on the mark, dear girls,” said
Archie promptly.

“Of course, strictly speaking, we're not
keen on the escorts. but we want somebody

to carry our parcels,” explained Marjorie
Temple, with a chuckle. =T hope you're
game 77 .

““All correct,” agreed Archic. "I mean
game, what? Kindly give the good old

orders, and we’ll proceed to dash about, and
place ourselves absolutely at your jolly old
disposal.”

Marjorie had given Archie one of her
sweetest swniles, and the swell of the Ancient
House, who had a specially warm spot for
Marjorie, was quite unable to resist it. When
he expressed his willingness to carry parcels,
it was a sure sign that his decper feelings
were touchied.

CIHAPTER 6.
SPOOFED !

DWARD OSWALD HAXND.
FORTH started.
“Great Scott!” Le mut-
tered, aghast
dashed down the
and not until

Ancientg

he had

He
Housc

had

just
steps, y
reached the gravel did he observe the group

of girls near the gateway. It was impossible
to retreat now, for they had seen him, too,
and were waving.

But Handforth felt that he was hardly in a
presentable condition. Until this second he
had not considered the point, but when Irene
came into the picture his thoughts always flew

to lis personal appearance.
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Archio gave a vell of dismay as he sat down on the freshly-sprayed tar with an awful squelch.

Quits un-

conscioucly, the dumblonunded workman raised the sprayer, and a stream of the hot tar descended over Archie
in a black deluge !

And he was vaguely awarc of the fact that
he was not locking his best. s collar was
crumpled, kis trousers were dusty, his jacket
had an ugly rent at the elbow, two of his
waistcoat buttons were missing, and one of
his ecars was ved, puffy, and felt about as big
as a dinr‘.er—plnte.

Not that there was anvthing unusual in
Handforth's appecarance. Ide looked like this,
on and off, several tunes a weck—sometimes
twice a dayv. Nobody ever thought of ques-
tioning him; they simply knew that he had
been having a little argument 1 Stady D.
This particular argument had concerned
Harry Gresham. Mandforth wanted to invite
him to tea, and Church and MeClure pointed
out that Harry might not appreciate the
honour. This little discussion had led to
the change 1in Handforth’s appearance. How-
ever, he consoled himself with the thonght
that he was looking as spotless as a fashion-
plate compared to Church and McClure. He
had lelt them sorting themselves out on the
floor of Study D.

“Crumbs " muttered Handforth,
seen me, and I can’t get out of it.
I'd better go over?”

He was relieved to find that the girls re-
frained from commenting upon his appearance.
Possibly they accepted it in the natural order
of things.

“They’ve
I supposc

“Just in time, Ted,” said Trenc briskly.
“We're going to the \11]‘1g(‘ chopping, and
Alehm has consented to carry our parcels.
Won't you come along and help 7

“Rather!” said Handforth readilr. “Only
too jolly pleased. We'll pop in the confcc-
tioners, too, and have some ice-creans.

“Who said Ted hasn’t got brains?"”
umr]md Doris B-erLt‘-le'», admiringly.

“He's a genius ! declared Ircnc, laughing.

“I'd like to come, but it can’t be done,”
smiled Nipper. “Sorry, girls. Affairs of
State, you_know. I've {_{Gt to get busy on
Little Side with some of the lesser lights of
the Junior Eleven.’

“Oh, talking bnuf cricket reminds me,”
said IILndEorth with a start. “ You've met
C;rer ham, haven't you?”

“Cirosham 77 rppcated Mary
“Who's Gresham ?

“Why, Harry Gresham,” said Handflorth.

“ Never heard of him,” said Irene.

““Oh, that's too bad!” said Handforth.

“Gresham’s a new chap, but I thought :rou
had been introduced to him ages ago. TI'll
run along and fetch him He's a corklng
cricketer—absolutely as hot as mango chut-
;:py‘ A jollvy decent chap, too. You'll like
1m.”

Handforth hurried off, and Nipper glanced

re-

Summers.

after Inm with warm appreciation. It was
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just like Edward Oswald’s gencrous heart to
think of a stunning wheeze like that. If all
these grumbling juniors saw Harry on good
terms with the Moor View girls, they would
probably drop a lot of their uncalled-for
resentment. Not one of them had the
slightest cause to dislike Harry. Indeed, none
of them had failed to accept Gresham’s bounty
when it came to a matter of tuck. He had
gepent pounds on them.

“Who is this Harrv Gresham 7'’ asked Irene
interestedly. -

“You’ve heard of ¢ Hat Trick’ Gresham,
haven’t you ?”’ asked Nipper, 8

“Who hasn’t?” asked Doris, her dark eyes
sparkling with enthusiasm. “He’s Sir
Stewart Gresham, the Hampshire amateur.
Oh, is this boy his son ?”

“Yes,” replhied Nipper, smiling. “ And he’s
following in his father’s footsteps, as the old
song says. He’s simply a wonder on the
field.”

“We snall love to meet him,”” said Mary.

Handforth, having dashed into Study J,
glared aggressively at Alec Duncan, who was
repairing a tennis racquet.

““Where's Gresham ?”’ demanded Handforth.

“You needn’t bite me,” said Alee, “I
haven’t spirited him away!”

“1 want him—at once.”

“So do I. if it comes to that; but I can’t
find the bounder,” said the New Zealander
junior. “I expeect he’s about somewhere—in
the Common-room, perhaps.”

Handforth went out of the study as though
he had been swindled, his face aglow with
indignation. And his mood was in no way
brightened when he ran f{ull-tilt into his
minor. The cheery leader of the Third Form
was looking anxious, but he smiled all over
his face as he caught sight of his major,

“Just the man I wanted to see!” he said
crisply.

“Where's demanded Hand-
forth.

“1 don’t know, and although 1t may pain

Gresham 777

you, Ted, I don’t care,” replied Willy
smoothly. “ At the moment, I'm not in-
terested in Gresham. What I'm really

interested in is the five beb in your pocket.”

“Which five bob ?”

“The five bob you’re just going to hand
me,”” replied Willy blandly.

Edward Oswald took a deep breath,

“By George!” he panted. “ Are you start-
ing that five bob stunt again?”

“It’s nearly over!” said Willy. “You’ve
only got to hand it to me, and the episode’s
finished. [l pass out of your life until—?”’

“Clear off. you young ass!” said Handforth
surtly. “You won’t get five bob out of me.
There’s a limit to your demands. What
abont vour own pocket-money ?”’

“T've spent three-and-sixpence on a new
collar for Marmaduke,” said Willy. “And
Septimus nieeded——"’

“T don’t want to hear ahout your sill
pets!” interrupted Handforth hastily, ¥
haven't got time to bother with you at alll
I'm in a hurry !’

“AU right,” said Willy. “Give me five
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bob, and I'll let you gol”

“You’ll let me go?” gasped his major.

“Yes—for five bob,” nodded Willy. *“ We're
stoney 1n our study, and it’ll soon be tea-time.
You can’t expect me to starve, can you? Be
reasonable, Ted!”

Handforth fumed. He tried to dodge past.
but Willy was as quick as a cat, and barred
his way. And it was quite impossible for
Handforth to land out with his famaeus right,
for it was against all his rules to hit a fag.
He would pull their ears or slap their heads,
as befitting children, but he couldn’t possibly
slosh them.

“I’ve got nothing smaller than a ten-bob
note,” he said desperately.

“That’s all right,” saitd Willy. "“It'll save
me coming to you for five bob next time.”

“I—I believe I've got some silver, after
all,” said Handforth hastily as he felt in his
Epc!’cjet. “Yes, balf-a-crown and a two-shilling

1t.

“0Oh, well. I'll let you off the sixpence,”
said Willy generously,

“You—you——"

Willy deftly lifted the money out of Hand-
forth’s grip before the latter could be aware:
of it. He nodded his thanks, and went off,
whistling cheerily And Edward Oswald drew
a deep breath, and marched out into the
Triangle.

Owing to his unexpected interview with
fi]!v, he had quite forgotten his mission in-

oors.

The girls watched him coming, and could
see no trace of the promised Harry Gresham.
And Handforth gave Doris a cue by a
purely innocent remark as he came up.

“Well, here we are!” said Handforth
brightly.

“Oh, how do you do!” said Doris, as she
gravely shook hands with the air, and winked
to the other girls. “ We're awfully pleased to
meet you, Gresham.”

“Rather !” said Irecne, smiling sweetly at
nothing. “So you're the son of the famous
Hat Trick Gresham, eh? Don’t you feel very
proud of yourself #”

Handforth jumped and looked round.

“By George!” he gasped. “I—I forgot

3y

“Well, if you want us to, of course,” said
Doris shyly, as she continued to address her
remarks to the thin air. “But do you think
it right that we should call you Harry so
soon 7

Nipper chuckled as he slapped at nothing.

“That’s the way. Harry |” he said genially.
“We're not formal here, you know. This is
Irene—Irene Manners. And I'm sure you'll
like Doris——"

“But—but——" began Handforth, his eyes

2

bulging. *“T can't see him!” o
“Can’t see Harry?” asked Doris in sur-
prise. “But didn’t you bring him, Ted?

What’s the matter with your eyesight? He
can’t see you, Harry,” she added, turning to
the atmosphere again,

The expression on Handforth’s 1ace was
excruciating as he vainly z2ttempted to sce
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Harry Gresham by his side. He twirled
round, gasping, and when he looked again
the girls were crowding in 2 circle, as though
pressing round the imaginary Harry And
they were all talking at once

“You must come up to our school, Harry,”
AMary was saying.

“And don’t forget to bring Ted with you,”
added Ircne,.

“Do we often come ?” said Doris, as though
she were repeating a question. “Rather!
Now that you're here we’ll be dowr every
day. ['m sure Irene doesn’t want to see Ted
any more now.”

“What's all
Reggie Pitt,
strolled up.

“Handy’s just introduced them to Harry
Gresham,” said Nipper, winking.

“Oh, I see,” said Pitt, nonding. ‘“How do,
Harry? Eh? Yes, of course—just going over
to Little Side now.”

Handforth forced his way in among the

irls.
rr Where is he?” he panted. “I—I can’t see
him !

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Irene couldn’t keep it up any longer, and
she burst into a shout of laughter.

“Good old Handy—always ready for a leg
pull I chuckled Pitt.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth turned red.

“Why, Gresham isn't here at all!” he said
indignantly.

aslked
as he

this—a new game?”
of the West House,

—

CHAPTER 7.

MORE THAN HE BARGAINED
FOR!
ORRY ied, but we
@ k couldn't resist it!”
chuckled Dorts. “You
saild you were going to
fetch Har"y Gresham,
and when you came out and aald Here we

are!” we just had to spoof you.’

“I don’t mind a bit,” said Handforth
feebiy. “I love a little joke. But when you
all started talking to the thin air, I thought
I was going off my rocker!”

“I don’t wonder at it,” said Archie, chuck-
ling. “Why, dash it, for a minute 1 abso-
lutely thought the dear old lad was here. In
spirit, as it were. One of those bally spectre
things, don’t you know? I must say the girls
put it over somewhat pricelessly.”

“ After this, aren’t you afraid to come with
us?” asked Marjorie. .

“Good gad, no!” said Archie. “I have a
rightful sort of feeling that you’ll attempt
to I1{:}11]1 the good old Glenthorne leg, but we'll
risk it.”

“Wait a minute!” said Handforth, gradu-
ally recovering. “I’ll buzz in and fetch
Gresham, It was Willy’s fault, the young
bounder! Ie made me forget what T went

in for. If you'll wait five minutes I'll—"

Heo hurried off without finishing his
sentence, feeling that it was up to him to
fetch Harry in the solid flesh without delay.

“Now’s our chance,” said Doris crisply.
“If we wait for Ted to come out we shall be
here half the evening. And we’ve got to get
back fairly soon. You'll make our excuses
for us, Dick?”

“Leave it to me,” said Nipper, smiling.

The girls went on their way to the village,
carrying Archie Glenthorne ftriumphantly
with them.

“It’s too bad on Ted,” protested Irene
dubiously.

“Of course, you’re prejudiced,” smiled
Winnie Pitt. “We knew you'd say that,
Renie. But didn’t you notice Ted’s con-
dition ?”

“TI'm afraid he looked rather untidy,”
admitted Irene.

“0Odd wrecks and derelicts ejaculated
Archie Glenthorne. “Untidy, what? I
mean to say, the old lad was absolutely a
dashed scarcerow !”

So they went on their way, feeling that
Handforth’s exclusion from the party was all
to the good. They knew that Archie Glen-
thorne was very sensitive, and he would have
been exceedingly conspicuous against the
grubby Edward Oswald.

Archie was quite serene now. He wanted
to feel that he was doing this little favour
entirely on his own. It was an honour to
accompany the girls into the village, so that
he could carry their parcels back. Lots of the
fellows would have given much for the
privilege

And when Bellton was reached the noble
Archie waited serenely outside the milliner’s
—not knowing that Irene & Co. were pre-
paring a little fun at his expense. They had
had a very special reason for not desiring
Handforth’s company. In this particular
instance they wanted Archie entirely to them-
selves. The girls were apparently feeling in

a japing mocd this afternoon.

They emerged at last. Marjorie came first,
carrying a large cardboard hat-box.

“What-ho!” said Archie, leaping forward
and grasping it., “Kindly allow me, Mar]orle,
old carnation. Absolutely! Why, good gad,
the old box is chock full of nothingness! I
mean to say, it weighs about as much as a
dashed air balloon !”

“It's my necw hat.”

Marjorie.

Then Doris came with another box, and
Archie promptly seized it. Irene followed,
and then Winnie. Mary brought up the rear,
and she was just in time to see the unfortun-
ate Archie wrestling with the four hat-boxes.

““Oh, 1t’s too bad of us!” said Doris, with
twinkling eyes.

ll,

straw explained

“I'm afraid you'll think wus
a dreadful nuisance, Archie.”

‘““ Absolutely not!” said Archie stoutly.
“The more the merrier, what? The weight
is absolutely nothing. Everything, in fact, is

T.‘I‘J

:;H serene-o !
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“Sure you can manage them?”
Marjorie.

‘“Rather ! replied Archie, as Mary placed
her own hat-box on top of the pile. “ What-
ho! Let ’em all come, as it were! The old
vision is somewhat impaired, but I trust that
you will rally round and guide the good old
wandering footsteps}”’

Archie was not much of a lad for carrying
parcels. He had all the boxes in his arms,
right in front of him, so that they completely
obscured the view. It never oceurred to him
to carry them by the strings,

Marjorie, who had rather a parficular
liking for Archie, wanted to make the sug-
gestion, but the other girls nudged her into
silence. This was rather a good joke on the
elegant Removite.

“Now we'll get back home,” said Doris
briskly.

“Sure there aren’t a few more packages to
gather 1n?” asked Archie. “I mean, the old
pockets are still empty, dear old things. And
I dare say you could tie a few odds and ends
round my neck, what?”

“1 believe you're trying to be sarcastic,
Archie,” said Irene severely.

“Fh—I mean, what? Good gad, no!” pro-
tested Archie. “What } mean to say next.
Shall we proceed to stagger?”

They went down the High Street, and
Archie successfully concealed his econsterna-
tion. He had certainly not bargained for any
such affair as this. One parcel, yes—or even
two. For Marjorie he would have earried
three packages without a qualm. But when
five enormous hat-boxes were piled upon hmm
his usual equanimity vanished. He felt
conspicuous. He had an idea that everybody
was locking at him. But he had accepted the
commission, and politeness forbade him to
utter the faintest word of protest.

asked

CHAPTER 8.
: A STICEY BUSINESS,
“‘l_ W ORIS BERKELEY

denly came to a halt.

““Oh, we must get some
stamps }” she said, as she
glanced towards the post
office. “Shan’t be a2 minute, Archiec!”

“Carry on, dear girls—carry on as though
I were merely a good old beast of burden,”
caid Archic Glenthorne cheerily. “I mean to
say, take your time, and tarry here and tarry
there. Archie will be waiting.”

“Oh, don’t trouble—you stroll on,” said
Irene. “We'll soon catch you up. You're a
dear to help us like this, Archie.”

“ Absolutely !” agreed the Swell of the
Remaove.

Not only Doris entered the post office, but
all the other girls, too. And Archie was left
alone in the village street with those five
huge hal-boxes in his grasp. It did not
improve his feelings when several small

——

sud-

‘down the village street.

villagers gathered round him uttering com-
ments. Their ages ranged from about five to
seven, and their words had all the frankness
of extreme youth.

“Good gad!” murmured Archie in dismay.

“Hats, them are,” said one of the small
villagers. “ Poor chap, ’e can’t ’elp it,” said
one of the other children. ‘‘It’s them girls.
"B can’t see where ’e’s goin’, an’ ’¢’ll fall
over in a minute.” .

“Yes, an’ spoil all them nice clothes of
’1s,” saild another.

This sort of thing was too much for Archie
Glenthorne’s delicate structure. The very
thought of falling over gave him a pain.
And he was suddenly reminded of the fact
that he felt slightly unsteady. Not knowing
what lay immediately ahead of him, he had
the scnsations of a blindfolded person.

“Odds Iife! A slight move is indicated,”
murmured Archie. ‘ This sort of thing i1s apt
to .get on a chappie’s nerves, dash it!”

Archie believed in being on the safe side,
and he had had no intention of moving. But
the personal remarks of the young rustics
affected him so much that he decided to stroll
He had overlooked
a very vital point. .

Not twenty yards farther on, certain burly
gentlemen were engaged in the task of giving
the road a new coat. While a tar engine
moved slowly onwards, a man at the rear
operated a sprayer. Further valiants behind
then covered up the soaking tar with finely-
crushed granite.

Archie had given these worthies a wide
berth on the way down, for the thought of
getting a speck of tar on his immaculate
clothing made his heart almost miss a beat.
He had been careful, too, to protect the girls.

But in his present extremity he completely
forgot thesc tar fiends. He strolled on, hop-
ing to get away from the group of village
children, and it only confused him the more
when they persisted in keeping abreast.

““Better look out, mister,” said one of his
escorts. “You won’t ’arf be in a mess if
you walk there!”

“Hi!”’ came a shout.

“Mind where you’re
goin’, young gent!”

“Eh?” gasped Archic. “I mean, look
het}e! What’s all this dashed shouting
an o

““Stop, you young idiot!”’ came a violent
roar.

The unhappy Archie gave a leap, and had
visions of a motor-car, or a traction engine,
bearing down on him. He adopted a course
which seemed a sound sort of scheme at the
moment. He took a wild leap sideways.

And nothing could have been more utterly
disastrous.

After the fashion of these knights of the
road, they had been tarring the surface in
half-sections, and if Archie had walked
straight on, all would have been well. But
that sideways leap took him fairly and
squarely into the region of the {reshly tarred

')
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surface. It was there in all its wet, horrid
blackness.

And wet tar is not an
gripping.

The unfortunate Archie’s rubber heels
skidded from under him as though he had
been wearing roller skates. If the road had
been smothered with lubricating grease it
could not have been more slippery.

“l say! What the——  Great gad!”
howled Archie.

The five hatboxes went skywards like a
number of balloons. By chance they all fell
clear of the tar, and were rescued by the
interested village children. As for the hapless
Archie, Fate had dealt him a cruel blow.

Thud!

He sat down with a squelching, awful bump
in the thick of th freshly sprayed tar. And
his misfortunes were by no means over. They
were, in fact, only just beginning.

The gentleman who was operating the tar-
sprayer was, for the moment, confused. He
had taken a pride in that patch of road, for
it was quite spotless. And then Archie sat
in the middle of it and came slithering for-
ward like a human toboggan.

“Crikey!” ejaculated the workman.

Quite unconsciously he raised the sprayer,
and the man at the back of the engine
thoughtlessly kept on pumping. The full
discharge from the whirling spray descended
over Archie like a black deluge.

“'Tre, stop it!"” gasped the workman, turn-
ing to his mate. ‘This ’ere tar’s ’ot, an’ the
poor young gent——"

“Help!” howled Archie. “S5.0.5.!1 0Odds
tradgegies and disasters! I mean to say, good
gad!’

Fortunately the tar was not hot enough to
burn him. But his appearance was slightly
marred. From head to foot he was black.
Not ordinarily black, but horrifying, with
a sticky, shiny, dripping blackness,

He staggered to his feet, but his shocs
failed to hold, and after a number of extra-
ordinary evolutions he almost turned a com-
plete somersault, and landed flat on his face.

Two of the tar men came along to help
him. They didn't hold themselves to blame
in any way, and, in fact, they were rather
annoyed at this interruption of their labours.
It was just like these schoolboys to play
about.

“Out of it, young gent!” said one of the
men. ‘“Come on—this way!”

Archie was assisted to the untarred side
of the road. He was so dazed and bewildered
that he didn’t know whether he was on his
head or his heels.

“I know what’s the matter with you, young
gent,” said one of the men stoutly. “You're
in a mess—that’s what you are!”

“A nasty mess!” agreed the other, with
a critical inspection.

“Help!” moaned Archie feebly. *Kindly
dash off and fetch the good old ambulance!
Where, I mean, am I? That is, I ghould

ideal surface for

say, what? How about dashing for the.
family physician ?”

Just up the street, Irene & Co. had emerged
from the post office. Naturally, they expected
to find the elegant Removite still waiting
outside. Instead, they saw their hatboxes 'n
charge of a group of children, and they
saw Archie in the distance. At least, they
saw a black thing, which they dimly recog-
nised as Archie’s figure.

“QOh!” cried Marjorie. “Oh, look
Archie!”

If anything had been needed to electrify
the dazed junior into life, Marjorie had sup-
plied it. For Archie heard her voice floating
down the Iligh Street, and he knew that he
had been seen—he knew that it was impos-
sible to conceal this dreadful accident from
the Moor View girls.

“Something,” breathed Archie, “has got
to be done!”

Through a kind of haze he caught sight
of a shop almost opposite. The proximity
of that particular shop was next door to
providential—for it was the modest establish-
ment of the village tailor.

With one headlong dive Archie Glen-
thorne burst thrcugh the doorway, turned
round, and slammed the door after him.

at

CHAPTER 8.
ITARRY’S WEAENESS |

RCHIE clutched at the
counter and breathed a
sigh of relicf. At least, he
had escaped from the
public gaze. He was still

in a terrible plight, but at least he had found

shelter. And where better than this? The
tailor would probably be able to supply him
witilil a new rig-out, and all might yet bo
we

Hitherto Archie had regarded the village
tailor with a lofty disdain. This unfortunate

man was quite beneath the _contempt of a

schoolboy Beau Brummel, who patroniséd no

tailor whose establishment was not situated
in Savile Row. -

But Archie’s prejudices had vanished like
magic. The Bellton tailor was a man of
sound, solid worth. It was ridiculous to be-
little him just because his shop was modest,
and his wares shoddy and ill-cut.

“You can’t come in here, sir—you can’t
come in here!’” bleated the tailor, as he came
dashing out of his workshop. “ Good heavens!

FATAL

My shop! This tar ”

“Laddie, I’'m in!” quavered  ..rchie.
“Kindly refrain from uttering paltry remarks
concerning - your dashed shop! at, dash
it, about me?”

“You must get out, sir!” panted the

tailor. “ All this tar——7”

“Iisten to me, old cheviot!” said Archie
earnestly. “I’'m in a most frightful condish.
Kindly cast the eyesight over the general
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‘view, and take an opticful. 1 desire (a) a
frightfully good bath; (b) a complete, new,
dashed outfit, including overcoat as worn;
and (c) various accessories, such as boots,
hat, and so forth. Be good enough to rally
round a chappie in distress and do the
necessary.”’

“But, my dear young sir—"’

““Money,”” said Archie, ‘‘is no object.”

“ But—but my mat—my lino—my
counter 2

“You frightful blighter, I’ll buy you a new
shop!” shouted Archie. “Good gad, can’t
you realise that I’m in a most deuced predic?
Never, in the whole course of my life, have
I been in a posish so blue at the dashed
edges!”

He convinced the tailor at last, and he was
escorted somewhere in the rear. And in
the meantime, Irene & Co. had culled par-
ticulars of the affair from various eye-
witnesses.

“It’s all your fault
ing indignantly at her companions.
want to rag Archie like that o

“That’s right—blame us!’’ said Doris, with
a toss of her head. “How did we know that
he would take a tar bath?” |

“We expected him to stop outside,’”” put in

!1!

said Marjorie, look-
“T didn’t

Irene. “Poor old *Archie! We can’t go now,
girls. We’ve got to wait until he comes
cut.”

“Yes, rather—even if we get heavy lines,”’
said Marjorie. “We've got to explain to
Archie, and ask him to forgive us. Poor old
chap! What a shock it muet be to him!”’

They wandered about in the High Street,
waiting. They were quite patient, for they
guessed that Archie would be a long time—
and they were penitent, too. It was curious
that their hat-boxes should be almost an-
marred by the tar. Archie Glenthorne had
caught everything, and the boxes had escaped
all hut a few spots.

As a rule, there was nothing much going
on in Bellton High Street—nothing, that s,
that could be regarded in the light of entex-
tainment. The children, it i8 true, were
greatly interested 1n the tarring, but the
Moor View girls regarded these men with a
prejudiced eye. They kept well out of their
way

However, their attention was soon attracted
by a astranger—or, to be more exact, by the
stranger’s behaviour.

He was an itinerant tinker, apparently—a
man with a donkey-cart, the latter incarporat-
ing a grindstone, an emery-wheel, and all the
necessary tmplements of the tinkering trade.
A coke fire was glowing Merrily in a long
iron pail, which hung at the rear.

But these things in themselves did not catch
the keen eyes of the girls. They were watch-
ing the man himself—a skinny, unpleasant-
Imgking rascal. He was sitting forward in the
cart, urging his donkey on with uncoutn
gshouts, and accompanying these admonitions
with a lavish application of a heavy stick.

“Oh, the brute!’’ said Irene hotly.

“He ought to be locked up!”’ cried Doris.
*That poor donkey! A whip is bad enougn,

but it’s shameful to hit an animal with a
heavy stick !

“And look how tired the poor thing isl™
said Mary, with deep concern.

Although they were a good distance away,
‘they could see all this quite clearly in the
bright evening sunlight. The donkey was,
indeed, worn out after a long, patient day.
And this skinny brute, instead of helping the
poor animal by walking, was riding on the
little cart, and beating his. long-suffering
friend.

The giris were not only indignant, but
furious. They all made a move up the High
Street—instinetively hurrying to put a stop to
this crueltdy- But somebody else was of the
same mind. A sturdy figure came out of a
footpath, and ran up to the travelling tinker.

“Oh, splendid!”” said Irene. “It’s one of
the St. Frank’s chaps!”’

“Must be a new boy,” said Doris. “I
haven’t seen him before.”’
It was, in fact, Harry Gresham. His moody

wanderings had led him across the meadows,
through Bellton Wood, and then round by
the footpath into the village. A good deal of
nis depression had gone, for the green country-
side was looking delightful on this fresh
May evening. It was impossible for anybody
to walk through those meadows and remain
gloomy for long.

And the first thing Harry saw on entering
the village street was the tinker beating his
donkey.

“0Oh, you =ad!”’ muttered Harry fiercely.

He had a great fondness for animals, and a
single glance told him that this poor creature
was not stubborn, but genuinely tired. Tt
was the essence of brutality to beat him in
this callous fashion.

Harry strode into the road, and subcon-
sciously noticed that there was nobody about
in the immediate vicinity. The little street
appeared tc be quite deserted. Harry did net
see the girls, further up.

“Look here, my man, he
shouted hotly

The tinker stopped it, and turned an evii,
glowering face towards the schoolboy.

“Talkin’ to-me?’’ he asked bluntly.

“Yes, I am?’

“You’ve got a sauce, ain’t you?”’

“You’'re treating that donkey brutally, and
you’d better stop 1t!’’ retorted Harry. “You
ought to be ashamed of yourself, whacking
the poor thing unmercifully like that.”

“Lamme !’ shouted the man. “I can’t it
me own blinkin’ donkey without a blinkin’
schoolboy interferin’! ou mind your own
business, me lad, or vou’ll git into trouble.
An’ quick, too!”

He liftea his stick again, and brought it
down with cruel force on the donkey’s hind-
quarters. The unhappy little animal bucked
somewhat, but it was so worn out that it
could show very tlittle spirit. The animal
looked old too—utterly weary of life.

Whack! Whack! Whack!

“I’m master o’ this stubborn devii, an’ I’{l
it ’im as I like!’” snapped the man.

stop that!”

“You dangerous brutel” ehouted Harry
fiercely. “If you don’t stop that I’ll tell the
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““ We don’t want Gresham in the cricket team. He’s a disgrace to the lower school ! >’ roared Doyle acgrily.
“ Jf you don’t drop him, Nipper, we'll get & new captain | >’ Gresham stepped forward and faced the angry

juniors.

police! You ruffian, you ought to be prose-
cuted "’

The tinker leapt to the

“Ho, so that’a the tone, is it?”’ he shouted
coarsely. “A brute, am I? Tl show you
wot I do with saucy blokes like youl!”

He whipped off his coat, and advanced to-
wards Harry with a grim light in his eye—
with a dangerous doubling of his knuckles.

And Harry Gresham experienced a sudden,
devastating re-action.

A moment earlier he had been hot with :n-
dignation, his mind wholly occupied by this
question of cruelty to the donkey. But nofy,
unexpectedly, there was danger—the man wua
preparing to attack him!

And Harry Gresham’s fatal weakness swept
over him like some invisible flood. His bold
spirit went. His blood =cemed to turn to
water, and hia spine went limp.

“I—I—"" he began huskily.

“I'll show yer!’ rasped the tinker.

ground.

¢ T°11 settle it for once and all ! ’* he said grimly.

““ 1I’U resizn.”

He leapt forward, a dangerous bundle of
ener#y and sinew. In spite of his wizened
condition, he was evidently a man of not
temper and quick action. And Harry did
not wait to continue the altercation.

With a gasp, and with a wild light of
terror in his eyes, he turnced on his heel and
bolted.

= CIIAPTER 10.
)

| SERVE HIM RIGHT!
E’RENE MANNERS opened

her pretty eyes wider in

sheer amazement.
“Did — did

that v’

you  see
she asked breath-
lessly.

“Yes, he bolted!” said Dorie, with a flash
of scorn, *“Oh, the coward!”
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“What a funk!”’ breathed Marjorie.
“Any of the other fellows would have
knocked that man down!”’ said Mary hotly.

“And this—thie fellow simply ran for his |

life! And he looked such a decent sort, too.
Whoever can he be ?”’

“0Oh, they get all sorts,”” said Irene. *One
of the new boys, of course. I wish I knew
his name. I'd tell Ted about it.”

“What are we going to do if that man
starts beating the poor donkey again?’’ asked
Irene.

“I know what
promptly.

And down in that little footpath, Harry
Gresham had come to a halt—appalled by his
own frailty under stress. He knew that he
had failed again at the crucial moment. IHe
always told himself that “next time’’ ne
would be different. But when the next time
came, his courage failed him just the same
as 1t had always failed him in the past.

“QOh, you coward—youn funk!’ he muttered
bitterly. “Thank heaven nobody saw, that's
all! No wonder the fellows despise me! Na
wonder I’ve been chucked out of the cricket!
I’'m only a rotten worm!”’

Harry never stinted hia condemnation of
himself. He knew his own failings, and he
fiercely, angrily chastised himself. Unfor-
tunately, this never did any good, for there
was never any unprovement. Scourge himsedf
as he might, it was always the same.

Far a tense moment. he thought of turmng
back, and accepting the tinker’s challenge.
Then he groaned. What was the good. When
the moment came, he would only fail again,
and perhaps there were people in the High

we’ll do,” replied Doris

Street now. who would witness his con-
temptible behaviour.
“No, I’'m just an insect, that’s all!’’ mut-

tered Harry wretchedly. “I’ve got no more
pluck than a rabbit! Not half so much!”’

He was warried about the unfortunate
donkey. But his mind, at least, would have
been relieved on this score if he had taken
the trouble to reirace his steps. For Irene
and Co. were not the kind of girls to stand
by, inactive. while any glaring ‘cruelty was
being perpetrated. ;

The tinker had donned his coat again, and
wae once more mounted on the barrow. And
he proceeded to rehieve his temper on the
donkey. .

“Get up, vou .azy varmint!’ he snarled,
raising his stick. “Lumme, if you ain’t
enough to make a man cuss!”

Whacli! Whack! Whack!
With even more force than before, the
heavy stick descended. The little animai’s

flanks were puffy already, and these blows
stune ke hot trons.
and hee-hawed hoarsely and fcebly. Its ears
were back, and it was revealing every signal
of distress.

“That’s done it!”’
ferceiy. “‘The brute!
and he’ll get it!
me 77’

““What are you going to do?’ asked Mary
breathlessly.

said Doris Berkeley
He’s asked for trouble
Are you girls game to help

The donkey reared up, }

“We’ll drag that wretch off his cart and
punish him,” replied Doris.

‘“‘Rather! Let’s all join in

The Moor View girls were so indignant that
they were recady for any action. Since Harry
had failed, and there seemed nobody else to
cope with the situation, it was up to them
to act.

Irene & Co. were not just fluffy, helpless
girls, pretty to look at and helpless in an

IJ‘?

t emergency. They were pretty enough—but
' they were full of high spirits, teo—and full
| of anger. »

They swept down the High Strees at a run,
and wasted no time in remounstrating with the
vicious tinker. They ran up to the donkey-
cart, and seized the man strongly, and pulled
him to the ground with one united heave.
The fellow crashed in the roadway, amazed,
startled, and scared.

*"Kre!’” he gasped. “ What the o

““You cowardly brute!”’ cried Doris.

“I'll "ave the police on yer——"’

““I wish the policeman would comel!’’ inter.
rupted Irene, with flashing eyes. *‘'I’d charge
you with cruelty, and have you arrested! Buli
the policeman 1is never about when he’s
wanted.”

‘* Bother

the policeman!” said Doris
briskly. ‘“We’ll take the law into our own
hands. Come on—you two take his feet, and
we'll grab his arms. l.et’s frog’s-march him
down the High Street)”

““Oh, splendid !’ eried Mary.

These girls did not believe in half-measures.
When it came to a pinch they could be as
vigorous and determined as any of the St.
Frank’s fellows. And the contemptible tinker
had absolutely no chance with them. They
were strong and healthy—and knew quite a
lot about self-defence. The man was grasped,
turned face downwards, and lifted.

Then he was frog’s-marched down the High
Street, to the approval of many villagers—who
had witnessed the latier part of the tinker’s
brutality. >

“You young ‘ussies !’ he gasped frantically.
“Lemme go! T’ll ’ave the p’lice on yer for
this ”

‘““Be quiét!’ exclaimed Doris. *“Or we’ll
gag you!”

As a matter of fact, the man hardly had
sufficient strength to utter anything. He was
being jerked up and down, and nearly all 1the
breath was knocked out of his body. And
even if the other girls had no direct objective,
Doris Berkeley had. Her eyes were fixed
upon a new stretch of tarred surface which
had just been sprayed.

“If it’s good enough for Archie, it’s good
enough for this wretch!” she said firmly.
® Are you girls game to carry on?”’

“Oh, my hat! You mean te throw him
in the tar?’ exclaimed Mary.

“Well, doesn’t he deserve it?”’

““Yes, rather?’

“Then all together!’ cried Doris. ‘‘One--
two—three !” '

Howling with fear and alarm, the tinker
was heaved violently sideways by the deter-
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mined girls. He slithered on to the fresh
tar—much to the alarm and indignation of
the gentleman with the sprayer, whose work
had been marred twice in a single hour.
Plop|
The wretch rolled over, struggled, staggered
to his feet, and fell again.

“Spray him!”’ ordered Doris. ‘““Go on—
spray him! He's been brutally beating his
donkey, and if you don’t spray him, we willi’’

“'Tain't likely, missy!”’ protested the tar
man. ‘‘I might lose my job if I get playin’
any o’ them larks!”

‘““He’s quite right, Doris—and I think the
beast has had enough!”’ said Irene quickly.
““And here’s Sparrow coming!’’

“I’m not afraid of him!” said Doris scorn-
fully.

““No, but we can give this man in charge!”
explained Irene,

— e

CHAPTLER 11.
NOT EXACTLY SWAGGER!

A -C. SPARROW, the village
: constable, came bustling
up, agitated and alarmed.
Events of this sort seldom
came along to disturb the
rustic calm of his day. And when they d.d
come, he was unprepared for them.

“What’s all this, young ladies?’’ he asked
complainingly. ‘“What’s all this? You
mustn’t go chuckin’ people into that there
tar " ,

“We’ve done it, and he's lucky to escape
go lightly "’ said Doris boldly. ‘““And what’s
more, we give him in chargel”

“My heye!” said Sparrow. ““You gives 'im
in charge? What, has he been hinterferin’
with ye?”

*“He's been treating his donkey with awful
cruelty. and he ought to be prosecuted!”’ said
Irene quickly. **We don’t ask vou to believe
us, either. Go and look at the poor thing,
and you'li see the marks!”

“T’ll be a witness to that!”’ said Mr. Binks,
the confectioner, as he came bustling up.
“Thatfinan was ill-treating his donkey in the
most shameful manner, Sparrow. It’s your
duty to arrest him.”

The tinker came up, a fearful! spectacles.

““It’s all lies!”" he =aid hoarsely. ‘T wasn’t
hardly touchin’ the blamed donkey! If these
gals 'adn’t interfered &

“Now, then!” said the constable import-
antly. *‘That’s enough of that! You’'ll come
with me, my man, an’ I'll ’ave a look at the
hanimal! An’ keep your distance, too!l” he
added sternly. ‘‘If you touch me with that
tar, I'll run you in, anyhow!”’

Doris made a motion to the other girls.

“T think we can slip out of it now,”” zhe
caid. “We've done our bit. We can leave
the rest to old Sparrow and the shopkcepers

of the village. Miss Bond might get ratry
if we’re mixed up in a police case.”

Doris was undoubtedly right, but they were
all pleased, fAve minutes later, to see the
donkey and cart being taken into the yard of
the George Tavern. Mr. Binks came along,
looking indignant, but relieved.

““That was wonderful of you young ladiesi"’
he said appreciatively. “The fellow
thoroughly deserved it. I—er—I like to see
this spirit among the girls of to-day.
Splendid! Your schoolmistress should be very
proud of you.”

“We didn’t do anything, Mr. Binks!” said
Doris uncomfortably. **What about that
man? And how is the donkey?”

““I am rather afraid that the animal is in
a bad state,”” said Mr. Binks. ‘‘They are
going to get the vet. to have a look at him.
Anyhow, he will be well cared for now. That
wretched tinker has been taken to the lock-
up, and he will probably get a month’s hard
labour for his cruelty!”’

The confectioner bustled off to attend to
his deserted shop, and Irene & Co. felt rather
pleased with themselves. -Their efforts had
borne excellent fruit. And now their thoughts
reveried to Archie Glenthorne.

“Isn’t it about time Archie appeared?”’
asked Doris. “I1 say, what a sell if we’ve
been waiting here all this time for nothing!”’

““Ie hasn’t come out of the tailor’s,”’ said
Marjorie.

““‘He may have dodged out at the back,”
said Doris. *“*Just what he would do, when’
you come to think of it. lle wouldn’t dare
to face the public in those tarry clothes of
his. Still, we’ve used the time well, so we
needn’t worry.”’

As it happened, Archie Glenthorne was in
the tailor’s {itting-room at that moment, and
he was in a condition of acute distress. True,
he was clean, and most of the tar had been
successfully removed—only a vague, per-
sistent odour of it hovering about him.

It was the suit of clothes which filled him
with such horror. The tailor had supplied
him with one out of his stock—a brand-ncw,
readv-made suit. Unfortunately, it was the
only suit, which the tailor bad for sale, and
it was a tweed of a pronounced check pattern.
This was bad encugh, but worse had followed
when Archie tried it on. The abominaticn
waes about’ four sizes too large, and it hung
upon Archie’s elegant figzure in great folds.

“Samewhat imposs., what ?”’ he said feebly.

“My dear young sir, it is splendid!”’ de-
clared the tailor. *Cheap, too. Only three
guineas, and 2

““That, of course, explains ali!”’ said Archie,
with a shudder. ““l1 mean to say, three
guineas. Good gad! T pay three guineas for
a dashed waistcoat.

Earlier, he had viewed the suit with com-
plete pleasure. Anything had seemed good
to his eyes when he had been smothered in
tar. But now that he was feeling more like

| himself, he wanted to wait until complete
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darkness fell, so that he could steal up ta the
school like a thief in the night.

But the village tailor was a man who be-
lieved in the quality of his own wares.

“I can assure you, Master Glenthorne, that
the suit is most becoming,” he declared.
“You need have no fear that you will be
very conspicuous. The tweed 1is, perhaps,
somewhat too heavy for this May weather,
but that is only a trifle.””

“ Absolutely |” said Archie. “The good
old tweed is somewhat priceless, laddie. But
when it comes to the cut—absolutely not!
Odds nightmares and futuristic visions! The
chappie who cut this dashed suit is nothing
more nor less than a criminal. I mean to
say, the blighter couldn’t even cut & cab-
bage! Kindly observe the good old legs!”

The tailor was becoming rather impatient.

““The suit is quite good,” he said coldly.
“I will admit it is somewhat too large, but
1 have had no time to prepare for this
emergency. You have told me that you
only want to get to the school in it——"

‘“ Absolutely |

“'I'nen, my dear young sir, there is nothing
. whatever to worry about,” said the tailor.
“It is quite possible that you will mwcet no-
body at all—mobody, that is, of notz. Why
not take the chance?”

The tailor continued in this comforiing
strain, and at last Archie began to think
that his appearance was less poisonous than
he had supposed. His host had taken good
care to keep him well away from the mirrors.

And so, at last, Archie had plucked up his
courage, and passed out into the High
Street. He assumed an air of careless
Jeisureliness, but unfortunately he exag-
gerated it. It wad quite a good idea to
refrain from haste, as that would attract
attention. But, by adopting a walk that
amounted to a swagger, he unconsciously
made things infinitely worse.

“Quick!” breathed Irene, clutching at
Doris Berkeley’'s arm. “Can you see what
I can see?”

“0Oh, my goodness!” said Marjorie,
horror. “1It's Archiel”

The other girls nearly burst into a roar
of laughter, but Doris checked them.

“BDon’t!’”” she pleaded. ‘' It’s bad enough
for the poor old ehap as it isl”

Archie had not even looked in their direc-
tion, and they now had a full sight of his
rear view as he walked down the street. He
was 2 perfect secream. His jacket was so
long that it descended half-way to his knees,
and his trousers were gathered in huge folds
round his ankles. And that careless swag-
ger of his gave him an excruciating effect of
an imitation Charlie Chaplin.

Archie Glenthorne—the dandy of the Re-
move—the most exquisitely-dressed junior at
St. Frank’s—walking down Bellton High
Street tn this fantastic rig-out!

Irene and Co. were real heroines to sup-
press their mirth.

in

CHAPTER 12
THE WOES OF ARCHIE!

ERE we are, Archie!”
“1Xh? What? 1 mean,
what 7" ejaculated Archie

Glenthorne, splnning

round, aghast. “Why,
odds shocks and surprises! I thought you
priceless old things were——"

He broke off as he caught sight of their
hat-boxes.

“Don’t you bother about these, Archiq,”
said Marjorie quickly, as she caught sight of
Archie’s eye. ,"We'll carry them—you’ve
had enough trouble already. We’'re awfully
glad you managed to get rid of that tar.”

Archie felt a sense of relief stealing aver
him. Apparently, the girls hadn’t noticed
anything unusual in his appearance. He
thought i1t just as well, however, to make
sure.

“Oh, rather not!” he protested. “Kindly
allow me to grasp the good old headgear.
The hats, if you know what I mean. I
trust, dear souls, that this foul suit does
not offend too much?”

“What foul suit ?” asked Doris innocently.
“Oh, look, girls! Archie’s wearing another
sutt now}”

“Why, so he 1s!" said Irene.

attern !”

““It looks showy—bold and vigorous!” said
Mary, nodding. :

Archie beamed.

““Dear old damsels, you may not realise
it, but you’ve removed a frightful load from
the old mind,” he said happtly. “ Fright-
fully ridiec. of me and all that, but I ahso-
lutely thought that I was second cousin tfo
a. scarecrow. In fact, I had made up my
mind to write to my solicitors, and get them
on the track of the misecreant who out this .
suit. I mean to say, I was going to have
him shoved in gaol as a public menace!”

“1t’s not so bad as that!” said Marjorie
unguardedly.

“*T'hen—then it’s bad to a certain degree,
t what ?”’ asked Archie, in a hollow voice.

“Don’t be silly,” satd Doris hastily.
“Why, you ought to be only too pleased to
get a new suit in Bellton, Archie. Well.
come along! It's past tea-time, and we shall
get into trouble if we don’t hurry.”

The girls refrained from making any
further remarks about the clothing., and
Archie was so interested in their bright
chatter that he even suspected that he was
looking almost normal.

Phipps rather spoilt things. Phipps was
Archie’s valet, and it was one of his duties
in life to keep his young master in check.
Archie had an excellent eye for a cut, but
he was liable to run riot on patterns and
colours. It was Phipps’ duty to see that
Archie was always turned out to perfection.

So the unfortunate man’s agony can be
imagined when he turned a bend in the lane,

“1 like the

on his way to the village, and came face to

™
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fave with Archie without the slightest warn-
ing. [f Phipps had only seen his young
master from a distance, he might have
steeled himself. but as things were, he had
no chance.

He turned the bend, saw Archie, and the
cffect was significant. Phipps leapt a foot
into the air, as though some unscen enemy
had dug a pitchfork into him. Then he
recled and covered his eyes with his hand.

“l mean to say!” protested Archie.
“Phipps, old lad! I trust the old liver is
functioning breezily? Why, good gad!
What on earth ] mean, as it were——"’

He broke off, confused. For Phipps, avert-
ing his eyes. was staggering past like a man
in & trance. Ile knew that i1t was his duty
to seize Archie, and hide him under a hedge,
or cover him with a sack, but he was so
thunderstruck that all initiative had deserted
him. Hi% one desire was to get away from
this horror

“Well, that’s dashed funny !’ =aid Archie,
frowning. “1I mean to say, did you observe
the dear old soul? Absolutely white about
the gilis! ] mean, quivering like a dashed
jelly!  The chappie gave me one look and
wilted !

“I don’t think Phipps is well.” said Doris
gravely.

They managed to drag Archie on, and
were greatly relieved when the gateway of
St, Frank's loomed into sight. Here their
responsibility ended

And here, also, ended Archie’s peace of
mind,

T'he girls had rather delicate feelings, and
they had done their utmost to save the
grotesque Archie from any possible embar-
rassment. But the St. Frank’s fellows were
not troubled by any such qualms.

They caught sight of Archie; they rubbed

their eves. they looked again, and then
thev yelled,

The 'I'riangle echoed with uproarious
langhter,

By a mischance, which Archie later re-
garded as the eruellest blow Fate had ever
dealt him, the Triangle was crowded with
juniors. And at such an hour this sort of
thing was outrageous, since all the juniors
should have been in their studies, partaking
of tea. Archie didn’t know that a few indig-
nation meetings were going on. Not only
the Remove, but the Fourth had raised its
voice. and Harry Gresham was the root cause
of the trouble. Harry’s name was down on
the list of players for the match against
Bannington Grammar School, and the Junior
School didn’t seem to think much of it.

But Archie’s sudden appearance caused =
diversion,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Great Scott! What is it?”

*“QOh, my only hat!”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

Archie Glenthorne came to a frozen halt,
and noticed that Irene & Co. were looking
alarmed and confused. He groped for his
eyeglass. e

“Good gad!” he breathed huskily.

““What's the idea, Archie?” asked DBrent,
running up.

“Laddie, 1s there anything absolutely
wronz with the good o!ld appearance?” asked
Archie, clutching at his study-mate, * Alf,
old cauliflower, kindly tell me! Do 1 look
becoming? Am I, so tq speak, there?”

“You silly ass, you're a freak!” gasped

Alf DBrent,
“A  freak?” moaned Archie. “0Odds
horrors! I sce what you mean, Absolutely

a freak, what?”

“What on earth have you been doingi”
demanded DBrent. “ You—the looking-glass
of fashion—the mould of form! What's the
idea of coming here dressed like a comedian ?
Where did you get that suit of recach me-
downs from?”

* Reach-me-downs 7” gurgled Archie
feebly.

(1} Ha- ha' ha!JS

The crowds were collecting round, and

the unhappy Archie suddenly realised the
truth. The girls had kindly refrained from
letting himm know! Just like them, of course,
decent sportsmen and all that, but it rather
hit a chappie in the good o!d midriff when
the real truth oozed out.

He broke through the yeilinz throng, “and
raced for the Ancient House Now he undar-
stood Phipps’ averted gaze! Ile didn’t stop
running until he reached hir bed-room, and
then it tock him a solid half-hour to even
partially recover from the shock.

“ Absolutely one of those evenings!”’ he
murmured dismally. “0Odds gad, it'll take
me a month to get over thie poisonous
episode !"’

"In the meantime, the fellows had dispersed
to their studies for tea—Archie's arrival
having effectively broken up the numerous
meetings. Irene & Co. were about to con-
tinue their journey to their own school, when
Handforth spotted them.

“Just going, Ted,” said Irene, smiling.

“No fear!’ retorted Handforth firmly.
“Not unti! vou've been introduced to Harry
Gresham! He ig here now, and if you come
with me T'll do the honours.”

“0Oh, well > began Irene doubtfully.

“It wonr’t take us a minute,”” interrupted
Doris. “And that’ll be a lot quicker than
arguing with Ted. You know how he keeps
on if he’s thwarted.”

Handforth grinned.

“Yes, | stick at things,” he agreed.
“Either you come indoors now, or I won't
give you any peace. Harry’'s one of my
special pals, and vou’ll iitke him immensely."

They gave it up, and accompanied him ia-
Fdoors. And Edward Oswald flung open the
door of Study J. and Irene & Co. passed in.

“Harry. old son—meet the girls!” said
Handforth genially.

Harry Gresham roee to his feet, and turned.
Irene and her chums gave him one smile of
pclite greeting, and then their faces became
straight. There was a dead silence. They
looked at Iarry coldly.
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CHAPTER 13.
HANDY BLUNDERS AGAIN!

Er ARRY GRESHAM scented
B the sudden feeling of
iciness. Perhaps he waus
more -than usually sensi-
tive. But these girls had
never met him before,, that he knew of, and

he dimly wondered why they had so abruptly i

changed their exp ressions.

“I—DI'm glad to meet you!’ he stammered j

awkwardly.

“Hdw are you?”’ said Irene bowing stifly

“Hallo! What’s wrong 7"’ asked H"lndfoﬂf‘;
blundering into the situation with all his usual
lack of tact. *“What’s the matter? This is
Harry Gresham—my new pal. Xarry, this 1s
Irene Manners. Wh the dickens don’t you
shake hands, you awkward ass?”’

Harry turned red.

“I—1 Yes, of course,
helplessly.

It wasn’t his place to offer his hand until
Irene offered hers. He knew enough of
etiquette to be clear on that pommt. And
Irene had made no attempt to proffer her
dainty hand.

“I think,”” she said, “we’ve seen your
friend before, Ted.”

“I;]’h?” said Handforth. “I—I didn’t know

“It was in the village,”” said Doris coldly.

“QOh?!’ breathed Harry, his colour heighten-
ing.

“Yes, but—but there’s no need to be so
jolly stiff I’ buret out Handforth in astonish-
ment. “I’ve told Harry that you are the
nicest girls on record—without any silly
formalities, or anything! And now you spoil
everything by acting as though you’d all got
cramp!”’

The situation was becoming intensely em-
barrassing, and everybody noticed it except
H'lndfor%l Harry Gresham simply didn’t
know what to do He stood there looking
like a fool, and feeling like a fool.

And Doris felt just a little pang of remorse.

“If you are Ted’s friend, I am pleased tc
meet you,”” she said, looking at him curiously,
and extending her hand. “I think there muat
be some mistake somewhere. How do you
do?”’

Harry took her hand convulsively.

“Pleased—ta meet you!” he mumbled,
almost 1nconerently.

The other girls took their cue from Dorisg,
and shcok hands. This, at least, relaxed the
tension slightl But Irene & Co. could not
forget what had happened in the village.*
This was the boy who had run away like a
coward from the contemptible tinker!

“Well, we must be going,”” said Irene,
siyling in her most frigid way. “Good-bye!”’

They aill 1wodded, and passed out of the
etudy. Handforth was so startled by the
whole business that he stood there, gaping.
Harry sat down, guivering from head to
foat.
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Harry Gresham’s attention became fixed—ho
—bpaleful and unblinking. Then the aw§P1
its |

“What’s the giddy idea ?7”” demanded Hand-
forth amazedly.

Alec Duncan spoke for the first time.

“You're a wonderful chap, Handy, for
doing just the wrong thing!”’ he said grimly.

“The wrong thing?”’

“Couldn’t you see there was an awkward
situation?”’ demanded Alec. “Why the
dickens didn’t you make some off-handed
excuee, and take the girls away? My hat!
You’re the lmit!”’

“The—the |imit?’ gasped Handforth
blankly.

“Oh, don’t make a fuss, Alec!”” muttered
Harry, in misery.

“Yes, but what’s the matter?” shouted
Handforth. © Yhy did the girls go all stiff
and frozen?”’

“ Because—because ’ began Harry.

“Clear off, Handy!’ broke in Duncan
roughly. “You mean well, but you’re the
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two eves looking at him through the window
eaching out bat-like wings and scraping with

World’s Worst Blunderer! You can’t open
your mouth without putting your foot mto
1t !’

“Into my mouth 7’ said Handforth, staring.

“You—you hopeless idiot—"’

“I’m mnot a contortionist!”” roared Hand-
forth. “If you're trying to pull my leg, you
funny New Zealand fathead, I’ll biff you!
Who do you think you’re talking to, you—yon
slab of frozen. mutton ?”’

Alec Duncan grinned.

“We're not going to start a scrap, old
man,’’ he said good-temperedly. “As I said
before, you mean well, and so we’ll excuse
you. Hadn’t you better go out and escort
the girls to the gates? What’s become of
your wanderful manners?”

“Oh, crumbs!”’ gasped Handforth, with a
start.

He dashed out,

and found the passazge
deserted.

Irene & Co., as a matter of fact, were just
then crossing the Triangle, and they wers
locking very thoughtful and unhappy. They
were such nice girls that any kind of un-
pleasantness upset them.

“I can’t understand it,”’ said Irene, her
blue eyes filled with wonder. ‘Such a nice
looking boy, too! How can he possibly be
F such a ecoward ?”°
“I hate cowards!”’ said Mary simply.

“We can’t have made a mistake—I'd know

- | him anywhere,”” said Doris. ‘“And Ted, too!

He’s friendly with this new chap—and Ted
loathes funks like poison! What can it
mean ?*’

“It beats me!’’ said Marjorie.

“ All the same, I’'m glad I shook hands with
him,”” said Doris. “He’s Ted’s friend, and

3

“Yes, I was a iittle beast at first,”” confessed
Irene contritely. “I’m glad you egged us on,
Doris. But it was such a shock, you know—I
hardly knew what to do!”’

Handforth came tearing up.

“I say !’ he gasped. “Why the dickens did
you treat Harry like that?”’

“Is he really your friend, Ted ?”’ asked Irene
bluntly.

“QOf course he is!”’ .

“Do you know that he’s—well, a coward #”’

“Eh ?’ said Handforth, with a start. “I—

I—— Look here, how did you know? Who
told you?”’
“You admit he’s a coward, then?”’ ‘

“I’'m jiggered if I know whether he is ar
not!”” said the large-hearted Handy, in
distress. “The chap’s a mystery! Ordinarily,
he’s absolutely one of the best. He’s generous,
and he’s brainy, and as for his ericket, it
knocks spots off everything! But now and
again he goes al. sort of funny, and gets the
wind up over nothing.”

Irene briefly told him what had happened
in the village.

“And we can’t stick funks,”” she add-d
guietly.

“Just like him!”’ said Handforth miserably.
“Ie’s all right till it gets to the last pinca
—and then his nerve gives way. He was
decent enough to go for that brute bald-
headed, wasn’t he ?”’

“Well, ves,”” admitted Doris.

“His nerve only failed him when the man
started to attack,” continued Handforth. “ By
George! TI'll get to the bottom of it before
I’'m done! There’s something rummy about
the chap—something unnatural! He’s a good

sort—he’s true blue—or I'm a giddy Dutch-
man.’’

Irene looked at him warmly.

“You’re a good chap, Ted,”” she =said,
smiling at him rather affectionately. “ And
when you stand by anybody, you mean it,
don’t you? If we treated your friend badly,
we’ll all apologiee to him .ater on. He’s such
a nice boy that it’s dreadful to think of him
really being a <oward.”

‘The girls went at last, and IHandforth feit
slightly better. He stood at the gate unril
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Irene & Co. had turned the bend, and then
he came back towards the Ancient House
with a grim, set expression on his determined
face.

@ CHAPTER 14.
IN THE BLOOD]
HURCH looked out of

%ﬁﬁ@ Study D as he heard a
: familiar footstep in the pas-
sage.

“Oh, here you are, at
lagt!”” said Church tartly, as Handforth ap-
peared. “I suppose you know that Mac and
I have been waiting for over ten minutes?”’

“What have you been waiting for?’’ de-
manded Handforth.

“You, of course!”

“Me ?”

“Lsuw't it
Church. .

“Tea!” snorted Handforth, with dizdain.
“Don’t ta:k to me about teal There’s some-
thinng more important to be done. You chaps
can amuse vourscelves by swilling tea and
gorging buns if you like—but 1'tn busy.”

He laid his hand on the door-knob ef
Study J. '

“My hat!” said McClure, appearing. “ He's
still at it! Still pestering that poor chap,
Gresham.”’
~ “Give him a rest, Handy!” urged Church.

“Rats!”" said Handforth. *“If you start
interfering =

“QOh, have your own way!l” said Church.
“T.et’s begin, Mace.” _

- They retired, and shut the door. Hand-
forth rurned the handie of' Study J, and strode
forward. Unfortunately, the door was locked,
and tlandforth banged hig nose upon tae
upper panel with a dreadful thud.

“IL!"" he gasped. “What the— Who
locked this door? Hi. Gresham, you idiot!
Unlock this e¢iddy door!”

“0Oh, go away, Handy!”” came Duncan’s
impatient voice,

“I'll give you two seconds to unlock the
door!” roared Handforth. “1 want to have
a talk with Harry! Come on—lJook sharp!
You don’t want the lock busted in, [ supn-
pose ?7’

A key turned, and the door opened. Hand-
forth marched in, nearly knocking Alec
Duncan headiong.

“Now, my lad!"” said Handforth, gazing at

Harry. *“What’s all this I hear about the
village ?”

Harry looked at him dully.

*“Whatever you’ve heard, it’s true,”’ he said.
“1f it’s something about me being a rotten
funk, you can count on it as gospel I’

ANSWERg
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tea-time, you chump?’ said

Duncan closed the door, and grasped Hand-
forth’s arm.

“Handy, be a sport!” he said earnestly.
“This isn't the time for having a row, or
arguing. Harry 18 feeling just about
desperate, and you're not the kind of fellow
to comfort him.”

“You fathead. that’s just what I’ve come
for!"”’ roared Handlorth,

“Oh, my grodness!’’ breathed Alec. “Can’t
you be a real [riend, and leave him alone for
a bit?”’

It was !ike knocking one’s head against a
brick wall.

“If I ieft him alone, [ shouldn’t be a
friend,”’ retorted Handforth curtly. “1’ve just
heard that Harry acted like a coward in the
village. He didn’t see the girls, but the giris
saw him——"’ =

“I know it, old man,’”” interrupted Duncan,
“Harry’s just been telling me.”’

“Oh, he’s told you, has he?”

1 1."05.31

“He’s told you about that man and the
donkey 7"

“Yes, and he's feeling bad,”” said Alee.
“ And after the way the girls treated him, he's
more upset than ever.”

“The girls were quite right,” interrupted
Harry miserably “They saw me acting the
funk, and what else can I expect from them?
They iook <uch ripping grls that [ was
ashamed to raise my eyes to theirs! They
treated me a lot more kindly than 1
deserved.”

Handforth l0ooked at him queerly.

“I’m blessed if I can get to the bottom- of
you. Gresham,”” he said. “You’re too joly
deep for mel! Any other fellow would have
excused himselt, and would have tried to
make out a vort of case in hiz defence. DBat
you don’t!”’

“What's the good ot faking up a defence
when there isn’t one ?'’ asked Harry. “I acted

ike a coward, and there’s no getting away

from it. Two and two make four. They
always have done, and they always will do.
I’'m a rotter, and there’s an end of 1t!”’

““And that’s how he keeps on,”’ said Alec.
“You can’t argue with kim, of course. 1t’s
impossible to argue with a. chap who adm:ts
his faults before you can scrag him.”

“There’s trouble brewing,”” said Handforth
darkly. “A whole crowd of fatheads are
making a fuss over Saturday’s match. They’ro
giving Nipper no end of a twisting, [ hear.
What you've got to do, Harry, is to stand
up for your rights, and tell everybody to go
to the dickens' All the chaps know how
frank you are ibout your little failing, and
th’ey' ought to have the =zense to forgive
you."’

“They’re a mean, caddish lot!”’ said Aleg
hotly.

“Why can’t you explain things?’’ asked
Handforth, turning to Harry. “Why can’t
you pull yourself together, and fight down
this beastly funkiness? You've got it in
vou!”’

- “I haven’t—I haven’t!”
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“Rot!’ said Handforth. “Rubbish!
Piffle! A chap like you, with your shoulders,
and your straight eye Rot! You’ve only
got to brace ?Uumelf up, and you’ll forget
these silly i

“I’ve tried !’ interrupted Harry tensely. “I
tell you I’ve tried until I’'m sick of it! Ever
since I was a kid I’ve tried!”’

“Then you’ve got to try again—only try
harder!|”’ said Handforth flatly. .

“What’s the use?’”’ muttered Harry. “It’s
in the blood!”

“In the blood?*’
4r YBS !H
“What the dickens——"’

“I was born a funk, and it’s no good fight-
ing against a thing like that!’® eaid Harry
fiercely. “Some chaps are born with a mar-
vellous ear for music, aren’t they? Some are
born with a longing to travel. Well, I was
born with a lot of rags .instead of nerves!
Pm all right until it comes to a certain
point, and then I peter out.”

The other two juniors iooked at him wita
frank curiosity

“So you don’t fight?’ asked Handforth.

“Don’t fight!”’ echoed Harry bitterly. “On,
my goodness! Haven’t I been fighting and
fighting and fighting ever since I can remem-
ber? It’s all so hopeless, you fellows! Oh, 1
wish I could make you understand. But I
can’t—so what’s the good? I’ve tried to make
my pater understand, but he wouldn’t! No-
. body ean understand but me!”’

He turned aside, a great lump in his throat.

“You see?’ whispered Alec, looking at
Handforth.

“m jnggered if I do!”’ said Edward
Oswald. “I don’t believe a word of 1t!”’

“QOh, I say!”

“Pm not hinting that Gresham is trying to
fool us, but I’'m jolly certain that he’s fooled
himself "> continued Handforth. “It’s oniy
n guestion of determination. That’s all! De-
termination can do all sorts of marvellous
things, if only a chap will have enough—
enough determination!”’

“It sounds easy,”’” muttered Harry, looking
up again. “Perhaps you’re right, Handy—
and 1t just amounts to the fact that I haven’t
enough determination. That’s all there is in
it. I wish you’d give it a rest now, old man.
It’s decent of you to be so concerned abouat
me, but—but—— Well, ’'m rather fed up
with the subject of myself.”

Handforth looked at him strangely.

“You’re a rum chap!”’ he said, shaking ris
head. “We want to help you, but you won't
let us. But, by George, if there’s any troubie
to-night about your inclusion in the FEleven
PHE—rl—"

He didn’t finish his sentence, but stalked
eut of the room and made his way across to
Study D, where he proceeded to indignantly
accuse Church and McClure of faithlessness
because they had started tea without him.

CHAPTER 15.

.M;" %
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HARRY SETTLES IT!

HUMP!

Dick Hamilton looked up
from his prep. as a loud
bang announced the arrival
of a wvisitor at the door of

his study. A mumble of voices sounded, and
Sir Montie Tregellis-West placed his pen
down, and adjusted his pince-nez.

“Sounds like trouble, dear old boy,” he
murmured
_ ‘T‘,I,[’m ready for it!”’ replicd Nipper. “Come
in !

The door opened, and eight or nine juniors
piled into the study until it was practically
full up. The leaders appeared to be Timothy
Armstrong, of the East House, with a follow-
ing of Removites and Fourth-Formers iixe
Hubbard, Doyle, Marriott, and Griffith.

“Well, what can I. do for you?”’ asked
Nipper politely.

“We want to see you, Hamilton, ’said Arm- .
strong, with a glare. |

“Well, you can have a good look, if you

like,” said Nipper obligingly. “I'm on
view from five to seven daily. There’s no
charge for gazing your fill. Take a good .

l‘.‘)

eyeful

Armstrong frowned,

“We didn’t come here to listen to cheap
humour!” he said. ‘ You’re the captain of
Junior cricket. Nipper, and so we want to
have a thorough understanding with you!”

““Go ahead!” said Nipper ominously.

“It’s about Gresham,” put in Hubbard.

“Who’s doing the talking?”” roared Arm-
strong, turning on him.

“Well, get to the point,” saild Hubbard.

*“Oh, it’s about Gresham, is 1t?” said
Nipper. “Curiously enough, I had already
made that startling deduction. Well, 1
always thought you were a set of feather-
brained fathcads, but I never suspected you
of being cads.”

“(Cads!” roared Armstrong.

“Yes, if you’ve come here to demand
Gresham’s exclusien from the team.” said
Nipper. “Perhaps I’m misjudging you—if
so, I’ll apologise. Perhaps you’ve come here
to urge me to play Gresham permanently

““Rats!” interrupted Armstrong. ‘““We re-
present three-quarters of the I%emuve and
the Fourth, and we’ve come here to demand
that Gresham shall be excluded from the
Jumor cricket. The chap’s a cad and a
coward, and he’s a disgrace to the Junior
School 1

‘““Hear. hear
of the deputation.

“Go it, Armstrong!”

*“(Gresham’s not wanted!”

“ Rather not!”

“We bar funks!”

Nipper picked up his pen and smiled.

“Well, so long,” he said calmly. ‘See
vou later!”

1”7 said the other members
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mecan—see us later?”
**Aren’t you going to do

“What do you
roared Armstrong,
anything "

“Yes,” said -Nipper. *“As soon as you
chaps have gone, 1'll get on with my prep.”

" Aren’t you going to cut Gresham out
of the team?” yelled the deputation.

“1'm not!” snapped Nipper. * By Jove,
you fellows have plenty of nerve, haven’t
you?! Who are you. anywayv? Not one of
you has ever been worth his salt at cricket,
and you have the absolute nerve to come
here and dictate my job to me.”

*““You’re the Junior skipper
Armstrong hotly

*1 know 1 am,” interrupted Nipper.

*“Well, aren’t you going to act?”

“1t may be news to yvou, but at 8t. Frank’s
the cricket skippers have got a certain
amount of authority in choosing teams,”
said Nipper sarcastically. *“I'm using my
authority now. [larry Gresham’s name is
down on the list for Saturday’s match, and
Harry (iresham’s name stays down. ['ve
said this before, so it's stale news. DBut if
it'll please you, I'll repeat it to-morrow. and
again on Friday.” -

“Then you won’t take any notice of us?”
yelled Hubbard. *“ You’re going to play
that frightened kid in spite of our dis
approval #”

“(Gresham is one of the best cricketers the

17

began

HT.E}mm'e has ever known,” rapped out
Nipper. ‘““My job is to pick the best men

—and to leave personalities out of the
question altogether. Are you going to let
me get on.with my prep, or must I get up ?”

The deputation seethed.

““All right!” shouted Armstrong.
hear more about this!”

“And so will youl” snapped Nipper.
“I'm calling 8 Form meeting for half-past
seven, in the small lecture hall. Everybody
must turn up, or suffer the usual conse-
quences. This question about Gresham is
going to be settled to-night—once and for
all |

“A# right, we’ll leave it until the meet-

il Ynul 1]

ing,” said Armstrong, simmering down.
“But you needn’t think you’ll get a
majority of votes in your favour, Gresham

has got to go! And the sooner he leaves
St. Frank’s altogether, the better!”
*““Hear. hear|” said the others.
They filed out, and Sir Montie sighed.

“1t’s frightfully disturbin'. dear old boys,”
he said sadly. ‘They’re not bad chaps in
fhe main. but they’re a thoughtless, selfish

lot. 1t’s a dirty trick, having such a down
on the fellow. His cricket is good, any-
how |”

- "What are you going to do at the mecet-
ing?” asked Watson curiously.

“You'll sce,” replied Nipper.

[Long before seven-thirty, the Junior lecture
hall was almost full. Nipper had had a word
with Buster DBoots, the captain of the Fourth,
and the Fourth Form had arrived in full
strength, too.

As the half-hour chimed, Nipper strode
into the big room.

**Ah. everybody here?” he said cheerfully.
“Good!”

-
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“Yes, ecven Gresham’s here,” snecered
Bernard Forrest.

“Kick him out!”

“We don’t want him with us!” _

“Stop that!” shouted Nipper angrily.
“You all know that a Form meeting must
be attended by everybody without exception.
Only illness, or a master’s permit can excusc
a& chap from nissing a Form meecting. If
you start any row about Gresham being here,
vou’ll be worse cads than I first thought!l”

There was a silence. Dick was quite right,
and John DBusterfield Boots heartily sup-
ported him. A Form meeting was an im-
portant occasion, and everybody was sup-
posed to attend.

“We want votes taken!”
strong loudly.

“Hear, hear!l”

“All right!” sald Nipper. ‘“Hands up
cverybouy who has played cricket against
Bannington Grammar School!”

About twentyv-five hands went up,
Nipper nodded.

“Now. vou cricketers, how many of yoa
vote for (resham’s dismissal from Satur-
day’s team?”

About five nands went up, wavered, and
then went down again.

“Good!” said Nipper. “A unanimous
vole to keep Gresham in, That’s settled,
and the meeting’s over.”

A perfect vell of wrath went up from all
the others.

“What about us?” snorted Hubbard.
“We haven't voted yet!”

“And why should you vote?” asked Nip-
per. “Gresﬁam is a cricketer, and the whole
subilect is one of ericket e

But he wasn’t allowed to proceed. The
lecture hall became filled with angry shouts,
Fellows were thoroughly excited, and the
situation was beginning to look rather tense.

“1t doesn’t matter whether we’ve plaved
cricket or not !’ roared Doyle. *“ As a matter
of fact, ’'m in the team. We bar Gresham
on principle—he’s a disgrace to the Lower
School. and if you don’t give in, Nipper,
we'll get a new captain!t”

“ All right!” shouted Nipper
one!”

And then Harry Gresham stepped forward,
and faced the angry mob.

“TI'll settle it once and for alll” he said
grimly. “TIl resign!”

shouted Arm-

and

hotly. ‘' QGet

CHAPTER 16.
JUST NOBRODY |

HE uproar ceased as though

by magic.
“What’s that?”’ shouted
Armstrong, at last.

“You’ll resigni?”

“Yes,” replied Harry.

“Don’t you be an ass!” said Nipper. “I
want you for the team, Gresham. I’m hot
going to be dictated to by——"

“Jt’s not that,” interrupted Harry rather

shakily. “Everybody is against me—or
nearly everybody—and it’s not fair that you
should have to put up with this sort of thing
on my account. I want you to accept my
resignation {rom the Eleven. That ends the
whole argument, doesn’t it?”

“If you’ve made up your mind not te
play #”

“1 have!”

““Then there’s nothing more to be said,
of course,” replied Nipper. “I'm sorry
you've done this, Gresham, because I was
just beginning to enjoy myself, If these
idiots had wanted a new skipper, I was per-
fectly willing to stand down.”

“That’'s why I chipped in,” said Harry.
“Tt’s not fair that you should be forced oub
of the captaincy because of me. I'm nof
wotr@ it. So please count me completely
out.

[He turned on his heel and strode out of
the room, ‘

“By George!” said Handforth contemptu-

ously. “ You miserable rotters! I suppose
vou're feeling pretty pleased with your-
selves now ?”
Scmehow, there weren’t many exproessions
of triumph and satisfaction. Harry
Gresham’s resignation had taken the wind
out of their sails. and the rank and file was
beginning to feel a bit sorry for its wun-
ustified animosity towards the new Tellow,
They had never dreamed that he would re-
sign, and his action had cut the ground
from under their feect,.

The meeting broke up rather gloomily, the
malcontents feebly pretending to be satisfied.
Not one of them realiced exactly what that
little speech had eost Harry Gresham.

His heart and sou! was in cricket. and it
had been his dearest wish to play for his
school. His cup of jov had been filled to the
brim when he had lcarned that he would have
his chance so soon. His father had been par-
ticularly anxious for him to get on well at

ericket. Tt was a kind of family code it
thoe Greshams. d =
And now, of his own free will, he had

thrown away that chance. The Junior school
was against him, and all his former joy had
turned to hitterness. What satisfaction could
he get by plaving, when he knew that cighty
per cent of the juniors were hostile?

That eightv per cent felt—and looked—a
hit sick during the rest of the evening, Now
that they had got their way, they were find-
ing that the fruit was rather sour. They
felt mean. and one or two of them had the
decency to fee! ashamed of themselves.

However. Hdarry’s action had brought peace.
and that was a good result.

Nipper weat to Studv J almost :mmedi-
atcly after the mecting. He found Harry
preparing to get on with some work. His
face was rather pale, but he was quite calin
and sclf-possessed,

“Yon shouldn’t have done that, Gresham,”
said Nipper earnestly. “Of course, you took
the matter right out of my hands, TI'm cap-

tain, and I don’t allow any interference {rom



28

THE NELSON LEE LIERARY

these scnseless idiots who can’t even play
marbles!”

“But they were going to chuck you out of
the captaincy,” protested Harry.

“They could have chucked,” growled Nip-

per. “I’'m not scared by their paltry fool-
ishness. I was just in the mood for some
fighting.  It’s rotten, the way they’re treat-
ing you. [hey couldn’t act worse if you had

been found stealing rhings!”

“They’ve had plenty of cause to despise
me,” said Harry quietly “There’s nothing
unjust about it. [ can’t grumble——"

" But, my dear man this is purcly a matter
of criclket.” interrupted Nipper.

“I know it is, but they don’t sce it in that
light,” said Harry unhappily. “They know
I'm a funk, and they don’t like me. Well,
I suppose I shall have to carry on as best T
can. \Why worry about me, anyhow? I'm
nobody—nobody at all!”

Nipper shook his head.

“We haven't heard the last of this yet,” he
said grimly., “If there’s any way in which I
can help, Gresham——* d

“No thanks!” said Harry hastily.

“Too many helpers already, ch?” smiled
Nipper. “Yes, you’re quite right—you'll
probably be a lot happier if you're left alone.
But count on me if vou’re in any trouble, old
Iman,

“Thanks,” muttered Harry gratefully.

Nipper’s help was so diffevent to Hand-
forth’s, and Harry Gresham could not help
comparing the two. Handforth was full of
good intentions, and he was eager ecnough
to belp. But his attentions were far more
embarrassing than helpful. Nipper, on the
other hend, made Gresham realise that he
was a staunch friend—and Nipper had hardly
said a word,

That night Harry went to bed miserable,
and with a heaviness within him which
weighed him down like something solid. Alec
Duncan tried to cheer him up, but it was all
In vain,

The next day hardly anybody took any
rootice of the new fellow. He wasn’t actually
sent to Coventry, neither was he barred. His
treatrnent was far worse—for the majority of
the fellows just ignorcd him. They treated
him =2s though he didn’t exist.

Just ncbody! That was the position Harry
Gresham found himself in now  He wasn’t
peisecuted, but he had a clear, vivid under-
stasding that he was held in contempt.

And his depression was so obvious that even
Hanrlforth lost a good deai of his enthusiasm,
It wasn’t very easy to work up any kind of
liveliness with a fecllow who persisted in
maintaining a dogged gloom.

And so Saturday came—only to prove a
farce. It was raining in the morning, but it
cleared up just tefore the opening of the
match. Then more rain came and washed
out the whole fixture. After all the fuss

about thiz matech there was something rather
iranica! in thic hlow from the weather clerk. |

Naturally, the whole school was feeling dis-
spirited after that wash-out. The evening
had settled down with more rain, and a cold,
blustery wind was blowing. It felt more like
March than mid-May.

But if Harry had been dispirited before,
while the school was in the happiest of moods,
he was now the prey to every kind of gloom.
ITe went to bed that night with a curious feel-
ing of forcbodinz. Alece Duncan had very
little to say. Alec was tired, having been out
cycling most of the evening, and he soon fell
asleoep. But ITarry lay in his own bed, star-
ing uncasily into the darkness. Every rattle
of the window caused him to start up. He
was nervous, The darkness oppressed him.

CHAPTER 17.
THE HAUNTED BCHOOLBOY |

VERYTHING was wrong.
Harry Gresham's
thoughts were bitter in the
extreme. He was out of
_ the cricket now—definitely.
Most of his fellow juniors only just tolerated
him. And they made no pretence of hiding
their opinions.  And there was Mr. Addison.

too, Mr. Addison was another of Harry’s
Wworries.

Only that night Harry had been obliged to
part with five pounds—half of a tenner which
his pater had sent him a fow days carlier.
Sir Stewart Gresham was very anxious for his
son to be popular—knowing his peculiar weak-
ness—and he. thought that if Harry was sup-
plied with plenty of pocket-money, this factor
would® outweigh the other. But at St.
Frank’s a fellow was judged by his pluck, not
by his purse.

Mr. Hubert Addison was the headmaster’s
private sccretary—a temporary assistant,
really, because Dr. Stafford was not feeling
quite himself this term.

But Mr. Addison was a man of excellent
family—although this was no guarantee of
his honesty. He was, in point of fact, ex-
torting money from Harry Gresham, for he
apparently knew something to the discredit of
the Gresham family, At all events, he had
several times referred to the family skeleton,
and Harry was paying dearly so that the
secret should be kept.

What with everything combined, the un-
fortunate boy was feeling more than usually
wrought up to-night. The wildness of the
weather affected him, too. A pitch dark
night, and the wind moaning about the build-
ing, and the rain pattering against the win-
dow panes, had always had a big effect upon
him. At such times he was nervous, jumpy,
and sleepless And now he lay in his bed
with wide-open eyes, listening to Duncan’s
even breathing—Ilistening to the moaning of
the wind.

He was thinking, too. He was thinking of
Mr. Addison, of the farce of his present
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existence. Ie was thinking of those inci-
dents which had turned the fellows against
him. Was it right for him to grumble? He
had bjought everything on himself, and——

His thoughts jarred, for the wind sud-
denly thudded against the window, and then
went howling along the wall of the Ancient
House.  Harry caught his breath in, and
stared at the darkness across the room.

No, it wasn’t darkness. Outside, there
was a little moonlight. At intervals, the
moon wbuld come sailing out from between
the swiftly-moving clouds. And then the
West Square would be palely illuminated.

Some of the beams would come slanting into
Harry’s dormitory.

Somehow, he felt uneasy—much more un-

casy than usual.
tion,

Sleep was out of the ques-
If Alec Duncan had not been in the
room, he would have turned on the electric

light. Or, at least, he would have pulled
.the blind down. Ile always had a sort of
horror of seeing something at his bedroom
window, It was a childish fancy, of course,
and Harry despised himself for it.

That was why he never objected when Alec
pulled the blind up before lights-out. The
New Zealand junior was a great believer in
iresh air, and he always wanted the blinds
right up, and the window well open.

Scrape, scrape, scrape !

It was a new sound—one that had not
come to Harrv's ears before. It scemed

weird and uncanny mingled with the low
whining of the wind. It was like something
scratching against the window-pane.

Harry sat up. startled, his heart thumping
heavily against his ribs.

The school clock suddenly chimed the hour
of midnight. It was ap eerie hour, too!

“What—what was that?’ muttered Harry
feverishly,

Scrape, scrape, scrape!

It came again, and for a moment Harry
felt a wild desire to bury himself beneath the
sheets. But he fought against it. That was
what a child of five would do.

So he still sat there, tense and rigid.

He envied Alee Duncan, for the latter was

breathing regularly and evenly on the other

At full speed Nipper and his companions
dashed across the Triangle, and they
arrived just in time to see the mysterions
intruder scramble over the top of the
wall, What was hiz object in trying to
frighten Harry Gresham ? What was the
mystery surrounding the new boy P

side of the dormitory. The moon came out
from behind a cloud, and the whole window,
with its open lattices, was illuminated. It
stood out boldly from the surreunding black-
ness of the room.

Then, suddenly, Harry gave a jump.

"Oh!” he muttered. “Oh}”
beThere was a black shape at the foot of his

d!

It seemed to his startled mind that the
thing was moving—growing bigger—creeﬁing
over the bed preparatory to attacking himl
He could even distinguish a kind of hump on
the back—a grotesque——

“Go away!”’ shouted Harry hoarsely. “Oh

| —oh 1”’
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His nerve had deserted him, and ne
crouched back against his pillow, his face
deathly white. His eyes were staring—staring

fixedly. What was this monstrous thing
which crouched there?
Then a filmy cloud passed from the face of

the moon, and the light entered the dormitory
more brightly. At the very same moment
Alec Duncan roused himself up in bed, dia-
turbed, doubtless, by Harry’s anrse cry.

“Ha.!ﬁlgl” he mumbled sleepily. “ Anything
wrong ?

He caught sight of Harry's rigid figure.

“Great Scott!”’ he ejaculated. “What on
earth—-"’ .
_ “That—that shape!”’ gasped Harry, point-
ing.

Alec bent forward.

“That thing?”’ he asked.
jacket 2"’

“Your jacket!|” gasped Harry. .

“Of course it’s my jacket, you chumpl’
growled Alec. “I1 hung it there while 1 was
getting undressed. Why the dickers don’t

ou get to sleep? Full of fancies again, eh?

ou’re the limit!”’

He was very sleepy, and he snuggled down
again, and pulled the bedclothes over him.
Harry had lain back, teo. and he was filled
with utter contempt for himself. He was
trembling violently, and he felt like laughing
aloud 1n his relief. | - =

Alec Duncan’s jacket!

Just an ordmary article of ciothing, hung
on the bedpost—and he had mistaken it for
some shapeless horror of the night!

“Oh, you fool!’”” he muttered savagely.
“You pitiful idiot!”

All his former comdemnation”of himself re-
turned with treble force. Scared by a coat
on the bedrail! Who was he to grumbie
because the fellows ignored him? He was no
better than a frightened infant|

Scrape, scrape, scrapel _

Harry esat up in bed again, shaking, Where
did that sound come from? Common-sense
told him that it was just a caprice of the
wind—a twig of ivy, or—— No, that wasn’t
possible, because ﬁe had satisfied himse.f,
"more than once about the ivy. And there
were no loose twigs outside this window. At
home, once, he had been scared by a sprig
of loase creeper, and since then he had always
made sure that no such event could oceur
again.

Then what was this scrape? How had he
heard—

There it was again.

Alec was asleep again by now. Ile was a
healthy youngster, and it only took him a
moment or two to fall back into a condition
of peaccful slumber. His breathing was
regular and steady agan.

“QOh, it's omy my tancy!” muttered Harry
fiercely. “My gidd-ish, beastly fancy! What’s
the good of Alec telling me to fight against
a rotten blight- like this? I'm a funk—and
nothing can alter me!” '

Scrape, scrape, scrape!

That unaccountable sound was getting on
Harry’s nerves to such an extent that he feit

“You mean my

desperate. His nerves were on edge. He
only had to look round the room and he could
see fantastic shapes everywhere. lle knew
that they were merely the figments of his own
fevered imagination—but they, nevertheless,
seemed to have the power of scaring him.

Light! He needed .ight! Unless he had
light he would start screaming. It wou:id
only be necessary to get out of bed, and
turn the switch, and the room would be
flooded with light. Anything to get rid of
this awful pall of mystery— '

Again Harry’s thoughts were interrupted.
How could ne get out of bed? - He daren’t
even attempt it! Something might clutch
out at him from under the bed, and seize
his bare ankle! Reason told him that nothing
could possibly be under the bed, but reason
had fled. Terror had him in its grip. He
was haunted by a thousand different fears!

His attention became fixed on the window.

What was that?

Something was crouching there, on the
window-sill! It was moving! It was rising
slowly

“Fooll” panted Harry. “You’ll go crazy
if you don’t grip yourself!”

CHAPTER 18.
IN THE NIGHT!

X HERE was nothing at the
window, of course, Harry

told himself. He knew
there wasn’t. Only a
minute before, when tie

raoon had been fully out, he had scen the
square sharply outlined. It was a bit duil
now, and the wind was beating against the
lattice. The moon suddenly came out again,
and Harry gulped.

Was it his imagination? Was his mind
giving way, or wnat? DBut there was some-
thing on the window-sili—a black thing,
crouching there like a horrible spectre.

Yes, and it was moving, too! It was rear-
ing itself up, inch by inch, higher and highet!
Or was it only his fancy ? Was he looking at
something which didn’t actually exist?

Harry was in such a condition that he
couldn’t tell.

Often, he had scen awful things—only to
realise, a minute or two later, that his imag-
ination had played him false.

“I'm going mad!”’ he muttered. “I knew
I should, in the end! There’s nothing there
but a creature of my own crazy brain| I
can’t stand this. I’ve got to have a light in,
the room. I don’t care what Alec says. I
can’t stand—— Oh!” :

His attention became fixed—horrificd. There
were two eyes looking at him—two baleful,
unwinking eyes. They seem to be dead flat,
and he dimly remembered having seen them
at other times—once in the darkness beyond
Big Arch.

And that awfui thing was rearing itsclf up
now. It was spreading over the whole win-

dow, reaching out bat-like wings, and cluteca-
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‘“ HANDY GCURES
THE GOWARD!”

Good old Handy !

He wasn’t wrong about Harry
Gresham, after all !

Handy and Nipper and a few of
the others always did believe that
there was something mysterious
about the new boy, and that he
wasn’t a rotter at heart.

The mystery is solved in next
Wednesday’s absorbing long
story. It is a yarn which will
hold your interest all the way
through.

Also, next week we shall
announce the opening story of a
smashing new series. Order your
copy in advance.

Another thrill-packed
ment of

instal-

NEXT WEDNESDAY

“THE BURIED WORLD!"|

Keep up to date with the].
stirring events in this grand serial.

Things move with a swing in
next week’s rousing chapters I

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

ing at the frame. He could hear the scraping
of its claws on the glass.

Or was it only his fancy?

“Take it away!’ he screamed suddenly.

It was an entirely involuntary ecry. A
moment before he had resolved to hold him-
self in check, to refrain from any wild out-
cry. His own voice startied him—for a spl:t
second lie hardly knew that he had caused
that desperate sound.

And then he shouted again.

“I’'m going mad—mad!’ he panied
hoarsely.

To move was 1mpoesible. He dared not
get out of the bed, even. There was that
Thing there—spreading out over the window
like a fan—with those baleful eyes apparently
watching him, and gloaiing over his terror.

Was it imagination ?

Could this terrible apparition be a mere
creature of his brain?

And then the window was slowly, per-
sistently opened! That couldn’t be imagina-

tion! He could see it moving. - And the
E-_hing was creeping in—coming towards
im

“Help!"’ shrieked Hairy. “Help!”
He was filled with one desperate desire—to

iy

get away—to escape from this horritying
monster of the night. He leapt out of bed,
and his foot eaught in a twisted knot of
sheets. With a terrific thud he struck the
floor and rolled over, dazed.

Alec Duncan was siiting up in  bed,
thoroughly alarmed.
“What’s wrong?’’ he gasped. “Harry!

What the—"'

He dived out, and saw Harry Gresham’s
prostrate form on the floor. In a moment, ae
was on his knees, helping to lift Harry up.

“Take it away !’ breathed Harry fearfully.

“Itasy—easy !”” said Alec, alarmed. “There’s
nothing to be frightened of, you ass! Great
Scott!  All this shouting——"’

“The window!"’ croaked Harry.

Duncan stared round at the window, and
saw nothing to alarm him.

“There’s nothing there!”’
“My dear chap——"’

“ But—but $

“Of course there’s nothing.”

“It was coming at me—an awful thing like
a bat!” babbled Harry. ‘It wasn’t imagina
tion, Alec—TI tell you it waen’t imagination!
The eyes! Thoze horrible, flat, baleful eyes!”’

he said softly.
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“Hush!"” whispered the other junior.

“I saw the window opening, too!”’ mutterad
Harry, “That—that horrible Thing was
entering! It may be there now—perhaps it’s
in the room tomewhere Oh, vou can’t under
stand—"’

“Pull yourseit ogether, man, growied
Alec. “I tell you there’s absolutely nothing.
You must have dreamed it—you’ve had a
nightmare.” ‘

He jumped to his feet, and went to the
window.

The moon was shining clearly, and Weet
Square was looking serenely calm and peace-
fuc!. Not a iight was showing anywhere, and
there was scarcely a sound above the lulling
sigh of the wind.

M“Yes, yvou had a nightmare—~—"" began
Alec.

The door opened, and Nipper hurried in.

“Hallo! You fellows awake?’ he said
sharply. “Did that screaming come from
here ?”’ _

Alec Duncan drew a deep

““Oh. don’t make a fuss!”
had a nightmare. that’s all

Handforth came in, followed by Church
and McClure and Tommy Watson.

“Oh cheese it!” said Alec, irritated.
““ For goodness sake don’t pile in like this!
We shall have a master down on us, or a
prefect, and then there’ll, be lots of beastly
explanations, I tell you that Harry had a
nightmare.”

“Then it must bave been a pretty bad
one!” said Nipper grimly. “I’ve never
heard such an awful scream!”

“1 didn't hear it,” said Handforth. “ But
something woke me up, and then I heard a
“yellm—— Why the dickens can’t somebody
put the light on?”

A switch was turned. and the room became
flooded with electric light., Most of the
juniors svere rather dazzled, but Harry, at
least, felt a sense of security and comfort.

“Come along!” said Alec gently.

Harry was helped on to his bed. and it
was found that he had a nasty bruise on his
elbow. and a big bump on the side of his
head.

“You must have come an awful crop-
per!” said Handforth,

breath.
he said. ‘“Harry

122

“1—I don’t seem to remember,” muttered
Harry
“Of course you don't,” nodded Alec.

“You were asleep, and you had a night-
mare, and the fall woke you up. You fell
out of bed, that’s all. Nothing to be alarmed
about.”

“I thought somebody was being
dered !” said Church indignantly.
it's only this chap in a nightmare!”

*You sound as if you were disappointed.”
growled Alec. * Sorry you didn’t find Harry
murdering me, but perhaps he’ll do better
next time.”

Church coloured.

““1—1 didn’t mean ” he began,

“But if he has a few more nightmares like
that, he'll probably injure himself seriously,”
went on Duncan. “When | found him on

mur-

““And

the floor he was babbling about something
at the window—a great bat, with awful eyes,
or some such nonsense. [t’s marvellous what
you can see in a nightmare, Pull yourself
together Harry. old man!”

Harry Gresham hesitated. For a moment
he thought that it would be as well to let
the juniors labour under their delusion.
They couldn't blame him for having a night-
mare could they? But his innate sense of
honesty forbade him to take advantage of
this opening.

‘It wasn’t a nightmare,” he said shakily,
his eyes big and wild. *1 was awake all the
timo !”

“ Awake!” said Handforth, staring,

“Yes, awake!” muttered Harry. 1
haven't slept 2 wink since lights out. and 1
saw that Thing at the window—I1 didn’t

dream it! } tell vou I saw it—I saw 1t!”

CHAPTER 16.
THE MYSTERIOUS MARE |
' VERYBODY

bim.

“You saw it ?” repeated
Nipper sharply.

“Yes, I did!”

*Don’t believe him !’ interrupted Alee, in
a gruff voice. " [f he saw anything. it was
only in his imagination. Why, I was awake
a minute later, and there was nothing at
the window.”

“Did you po and look out?” asked Nipper.

*“Yes, of course.”

5 1)

“Immediately?

S Eh?” said Alee. “Well,
drately. } went to Harry first,
to get him up off the Hoor.”

“How long was it hefore you went to the
window 7"’ asked Nipper keenly.

**About a minute, | should think—perhaps
two.”

“I'wo  minutes,” muttered Nipper.
“Gresham, are you ahzolutely certain that
you saw something really there?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” replied Harry un-
steadily  *““I thought 1 knew just now. but
I'iIm beginning to wonder, If Alec went to
the window, and saw nothing, I must have
imaeined it.”

“Of course you did!”
severely, **Stands to reason. Nobody could
have got down from this window 1in that
time. It's a good bit from the ground, and
the ivy isn't strong enough for anybody to
climb up Besides, who'd elimb? It's after
midnight. and there wouldn’t be any japers
about now. Besides, you're too unpopular
to be japed.” 1

“1 wasn't thinking of that,” said Harry
quictly. -

“Don’t be such a tactless ass, Handy!”
growled Church in a whisper. ‘““Why do
you want to remind the chap of a thing like
that?”

“1h? I-—1 didn’t mean—"

stared at

not Iimme-
and tried

said Handforth
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“TFell us what you saw, Gresham,” said

Nipper.
“No; I don’t want to.”

“Why not?”
“You’ll only laugh.”

“No, we shan’t,” replied Nipper. “I've
secn fellows badly scared more than once,
but I’ve seldom seen one with such an awful
lock in his eyes as you had just now. You've
got a terrific imagination, Gresham, and if
you go on like this, you’ll have to seec a
doctor.”

“Or a brain specialist,” said Handforth
thoughtlessly.

“Can’t you
glaring.

“QOh, my hat!” murmured Handy. “I—I'd
forgotten !

“Well, I saw an awful Shape,” said
Harry. “I expect it was only my fancy,
raally. It must have been. Alec saw
nothing, and he was dwake almost at the
gsame time, It was a huge thing—hike a
human sort of bat, with outstretched wings.
I could see the ecars, too, and those eyes—
those terrible eyes!”

“ Nightmare!” said Handforth firmly.
“I tell you it wasn’t——"

““Rot! I've had nightmares, and I know
what they're like!” declared Handforth, in
a stubborn voice. *“I’ve never seen human
bats with funny ears, but tiis thing has all
the trade marks of a nightmare. What the
dickens did you eat before you came to bed |”

Harry was feeling stronger, now, and
his wild agitation had gone. In the presence
of all these fellows he was beginning to feel
ashamed of his weakness. The bright light.
too, had helped to steady him. He was
thankful that nobody else in the House had
been awakened.

Nipper strolled over to the window, and
stood looking out. West Square was as quiet
as ever. ''he moon was shining out of a
clear patch of sky, arid somewhere in the
distance a cock was growing—several hours
before its time. There was certainly nothing
of an alarming character here.

Nipper was aware that Handforth was put-
ting Gresham through a kind of cross-exam-
ination. It was quite impossible for Handy
to let an opportunity like this slip through
his fingers.

Then Nipper’s attention became fixed on

dry up?” hissed Church,

the stonework of the window-sill. He leaned
over. and pursed his lips.
“Rummy !” he  murmured, “Jolly

rummy !”’

His keen eyes had detected two marks on
the outer edge of the stonework. They were
so faint that no other junior would have
seen them. But Nipper had a special apti-
tude for seeing things.

He bent down closer, hoping that the other
juniors would not disturb him for a moment
A suspicion was in his mind, a rather grim
thought. Unless he was vastly mistaken.

those two marks had been caused by the top
end of a ladder!

“By Jovel” he
something behind
deep, too!”

His heart warmed towards Harry Gresham.
Perhaps everybody had been gravely mis-
judging the chap. He was even misjudging
himself, for he believed that lLe had
imagined that bat-like creature.

And Nipper felt sure that he hadn't!

Ladder marks! The imagination can do
a lot, but it cannot cause the marks of a
ladder to impress themselves on a stonc win-
dow sitl.

murmured. “There's
this—something pretty

“ Anything there?” came Tommy
Watson’s voice.

Nipper turned.

““No, it seems all quiet,” he said. *“We'd

better be getting back to bed, you fellows.”

“Blessed if I can make head or tail of
this funny chump,” said Handforth, in
rather an exasperated voice. “He reckons
that he fancied the whole thing. If so, it’s
a swindle. T thought we might get on the
track of something interesting.”

*“Cheese 1t, Handy!” growled Mc¢Clure.
““*You're always thinking about getiing on
the track. I thought you were giving vour
giddy detective powers a rest! Don't start
inflicting them on Gresham, unless you owe
him a grudge!”

““Look here, you ass

““Now then, Handy, no rows now, in the
middle of the night!” said Nipper scverely.
“We'll leave Gresham with vou. Duncan,
I'll come back in half a jiffy with a couple
of candles. You’d betler stick them on the
mantelpiece. and keep them burning It’s
too conspicuous to use the electrie light!”

“But why candles?” asked Handforth,
staring. “Great Scott! You don’t mean
to say that Gresham can’t go to sleen with-
out a licht 1in the room? What do you
think this dormitory is—a nursery ?”

Handforth was pushed out of the room
before he conld make any more disconcerting
remarks. The others followed, and & minute
later Nipper returned with the promised
candles. He lit them, and stuck them on the
mantelpiece. Harry Gresham gave him a
grateful look

“Thanks awfully,” he muttered.

“Rats!” laughed Nipper. “Take my advice,
old man, and try to get some sleep. Alec, he
a good pal, and keep awake for a bit. Aul
don’t talk. Don’t let him dwell on what has
just happened.”

Duncan looked at the Junior captain rather
curionsly. i

“Why, do you think——"" he began.

“Never mind what I think,”” whispered
Nipper, as he paseed him. “But there’s somu- -
thing fishy about this! Watch him., Duncan
—watch him! And try to make him sleep!”’
~ Nipper went out. leaving the New Zealand
junior completely mystified.

*»
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CHATPTER 20.
THE MIDNIGHT PROWLER!

OMMY WATSON shook his
head dubiously.
“There’s something
wrong with that chap,
Nipper,” he said., *“Ie’s

| |

il

not dotty, or anything like that, but he’s——

Well, he’s queer. I don’t think his people
oue:ht to have sent him to St. Frank’s at all.”

“I’m wondering if we guess the real truth
yet,”” said Nipper thouwhtfully

“What do you mean?” asked Watson.

“Well, I’m not so sure about this imagina-
tion stuff " replied Dick. “It looks squiffy
to me. Gresham may have some funny ways
about him, but there’s a limit to the imagina-
tive powers, after all.”’

The pair were back in their dormitory. S8ir
Montie Tregellis-West was fast asleep, having
been undisturbed. And his chums had no in-
tention of awakening him.

“l say, what's the 1dea?”’ asked Watson,
as he prepared to climb into bed. “What tke
dickens are you getting dressed for?”

“I’'m going to pop out,’” said Nipper
calmly. “

“Pop out!”’ repeated Watson, with a blank
stare.

“Yes, but you needn’t bother,”” said Nipper.
“I’m curious to have a look at the gravel
under’neath the window of Gresliam’s dormi-
tory.’

“You ass, leave it till to-morrow

“It may be too late, then,”” interrupted

Nipper. “There’s no time like the present,
my son. 1 ehall probably be back within te:
minutes.”’

“Rats! I'm coming with you,” said
Watson, hastily donning his own trousers.
“If you’re going out, I'm going out! But
I'm jtrrge,red if I can understand what the
dickens you’re driving at!”’

They quietly stole out of the dormitory,
and they prepared to break bounds. In a
way, it was quite a serious breach of the
rules, and it would lead to a heavy punish-
ment if discovered. But Nipper felt that the
circumstances justified the risk.

They had hardly moved six yards down the
corridor, however, before another dormitory
door scftlv opened and three other figures
stole out.

“Shush " “Not
sound, you chaps! If we’re collared, 11;’!
mean a swishing—— Hi! What the—

“It’s all right—only us!’” whispered Nipper.
“I wish you wouldn’t make such a noise,
Handy! Where are you fellows off to, any-
way ?”’

Handforth breathed with relief as he recog-
nised the voice.

“I thought we’d have a look round,” he
said cautmus]y “I’m not altogether sure that
Gresham imagined everything to-night. Some
fatheaded ass has been tr}rmg to jape him—
just out of ill-natured malice, I expect. DI’m
off to track him down!”’

hissed one of them.

LEE LIBRARY

“1 s=uppose you know who he is?”’ asked
Watson, with sarcasm.

“ Armetrong, of the East House,”
Hundforth prumptly

“How do you know ?”’ asked Nipper.

“Never mind how I Lnow '’ retorted Hand-
forth loftily. “It's my business to know
things! : —

“It’s only a guessl” said Church, exposing
the amateur sleuth as'a fraud. “That’s just
like 1landy’s marvellous deductions! He sud-
denly looks at Mac and me, and says: ‘I’
bet Armstrong did this!” And within two
minutes he’s made up hie mind that Arm-
strong is th{., nnly possible culprit!”’

“Tt's all rot!” said McClure.
imagined the whole thing.”

Nipper did esome quick thinking. At all
costs, the impuisive Handforth must be pre-
vented from raiding the East House, and
visiting his wrath upon the innocent head of
Timothy Armstrong. For Nipper, of course
knew perfectly well that Armstrong had ha
nothinf" to do with the affair. On the other

hand, Handforth would probably want to ac-
company Nipper on his own inquiry.

There 18 a wise old saying to the effect
that it is better to choose the lesser evil of
two. Nipper turned to Handforth, and took
his arm.

“Never mind about Armstrong,”” he said
softly. “You come with me, Handy. I
think I’'m on the track of something reaiiy
mysterious. This thing wasn’t a jape, but a
deliberate, malicious attempt to scare poor
Gresham almost out of his wits. I want to
see if I can find a clue.”’

“I'm your man!”’ said Handforth eageriy.

Church and McClure were rather relieved.
They had had no wish to be dragged into
an adventure which would inevitably lead to
a public flogging., But they could not have
left Handforth to go alone. With Nipper in
charge of the case, their qualms vanished.

They stole duwnstairs like shadows and
got out into the West Square by mecans of
the window in Study C. Nipper had en-
joined complete silence, and they crept along
to the spot which lay immediately below the
window of the dormitory occupied by
Gresham and Duncan.

Nipper pulled out a powerful electric torch,
and directed the beam of light close to the
ground. There were no footprints discernihie
on the hard-trodden gravel, but there were
two others marks which mstantly confirmed
Nipper’s earlier suspicions.

“By Jove!’ he breathed. “Look here!”

They peered down.

“Don’t you see?’’ asked Nipper. “Those
two little depressions! A ladder was standing

Gresham didn’t imagine
it}

here not long ago!

that fantastic figure—he actually saw
Ghosts don’t find it necessary to use ladders,
g0 it stands to reason that we're on the track
of something solid! There’s somebody work-
ing on the quiet—with the idea of putting
thoe breeze up Gresham. There s more in this
than meets the eye, my lads.”

(Conttnued on page 36.)

said

“Gresham
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Your are not tne only reader, Alan Thorpe, wilio
places Willinm Napoleon Browpe at the head of
the list as favourite character. Thanks muchly
for your information about Sydney, and if ever
J do decide t0 pay a trip to Australia, I shall
certainly let you know, and shall expect to find
you waiting for me, as you kindly suggest, at
the Orient Whart, Your mention of a vellow cab
remids me of America.

» * *®
Thornton.
A club
doing

Jolly good Iuck to your <¢lub, S. G,
You Australian fellows are prefty lively.
of 24 memoers i3 first-rate. You are
ependidly and all power to your eibow.

k3

»

1 say, Regmmald Lock, what’s the big idea?
You ask me to send you an autographed photo of
mysclf, but you bhave only sent me a visiting
eard, with a horrid, blurry-looking smudge on it,
alleged to be your thumb-print. Nothing doing
old son! [ don’t send my photograph in return
for thumb-prints. If you send me a proper photo-
graph cof yourseif—esen a snapshot will do—then
I will comply with your request. By this time
you ought to know 1 have offered to send my
autographed photo to everybody who sends me a
photo of himself or hcrsEIf. :

And that leads me to make a little diversion
kere. I have had one or two letters from girl

with your mater's permission.
% L

‘teturn—one that has
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readers, and they seem to imagine that it will
be useless for them to =end me their photos, as
1 should not regard them as eligible. Uf course,
that’s all tommy rot. A reader is a reader, and

I will cheerfully send my dial to anry reader,
whatever sex or age, who wants one—always
providing, as I have said. that 1 get a photo-

graph first in exchange.

» *

I am sorry that your mother is opposed (o yon
having your photograph taken, No, 1T won't
mention the name of this correspondent, in case

That’s fair, st it ?

L his friends c¢hip him about the matler. DBut the
reader himself will naturally know that 1 am
addressing Iyiu. And I cannob send you my

photograph unless you send me one of yonrs- as.
that would not be fair to all the other rcaders.
If I started doing that sort of thing, you might
spread it about, and then T should get all sorts
of other requests. Your only way is to get your
mother to raise her ban. Or why not get a
friend to take a snapshot of yeu? Of course,

®
With regard to that Sectional Map of St.
Frank’s and District, Ralph Sewell, I'm afraid

I haveu’t much cheering news for you. You may
remewmber that the Chief Officer mentioned, a
week or two ago, that there was no prospect of
the map coming along for some time. And this,
I'm afraid, is the truth. That map depends
entirely upon me, for I am the only one who can
get cut all the details. And I am so tremendously
busy that I cannot see any possible way of apply-
ing myself to this work for quite a long time to
¢ome. In the meantime, some of the enthusiastic
readers may take the C.0.'s advice, and get out
some maps of their owu. T should he quite
interested t« see some¢ of these efforis, by the
way. So if you, Ralph, or anybody else, zet out
a map, dom’t forget to put in every single
geographical detail that you can discover in fhe
stories. As for my age, you have eonly to send
me¢ your photograph, and I'll send you mine in
only jJust recently heen
taken. And then you'll be able to judge just
how old I am. '
£ L ] »

You certainiv do seem to be prejudiced against
your own sex Ethel Ormerod. At least, you're
prejudiced aga'nst 'rene & Co., in my stories.
But how can ¥ be an insuwlt to your sex when
I cause Winnie Pitt to ery because she has
quarrelled with Fullwood? Den’t girls c¢ry at

{Continuced on next page.)
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all nowadaysy Is the modern girl so hard that
she bas lost the power of sobbing when she is
unhappy? Personally, 1 think it Is guite natural
that a warm-hearted girl should ¢ry if she has
quarrelled with one of her best frienda. Your
reference to that Chriztmas story—where Irene
& Co. are prominently featured in a jape with
the St. Frank’s fellows—is not very HBatitering to

me. ‘“Pifle! That isn’t the word for it. Putrid
{s mearer the mark.” Thapnks very much, Miss
Omerod. I ask for plain criticism, don’t 1P

Auyhow, 1 don't bear you any malice for speak-
ing s?n bluntly. But was that story so bad as all
that

» ¥ ¥

it you don’t mind, S. H, Yeo, I am going to
print a few extracts from your letter to me. It
was a very good letter, and I should like some
maore of the same sort. So don’t *‘keep putting
it off,” as you say. Let me hear from jyou
again sooa, old man. Iun your letter, you say
this: “The Norbhestrian series was, I think. the
best I have ever read. All your storiea are good.
in fact, the best there are published in weekly
papers.” Vecy wuice. 1 had read as far as that,
and I was beginning to feel in a nice, warm
glow. Then I came upon the next bit: ]I think
the most ridiculous cricket story I ever read (I
hope you don’t mind me saying it) was * The Boy
From the Bush.” I suppose it is possible for a
fifteen-year-old schoolboy to score 161 in a Test
Matech, and ter the same boy to skittle the
Australiaa wickets. But, [ ask you, is it pro-
bable? In my opinion it i3 so improbable that
[ have termed * The Boy from the Bush’ as utter
bosh.” Aren't you a little bit rough on me, old
man? I am perfectly willing to agree with you

that the [dea of a fifteen-year-old schoolboy
scoring 161 in a Test Match is very, very unusual.
But how do you think the readers would like
it if I made this particular schoolboy an ordinary
average cricketer? Where would be the funm in
the story? In the past there have been young
cricketers of rteally amazing abilities—quite
capable of dolng the things that I described in
that story. DBut in real life such youngsters never
get the opportunity to show their prowess in a
Test Bateh But o a 3t. Frank’'s story I can
make it possible—and have done so. That, in
my opinion, i3 where the interest comes in. So
I am rather hoping that you will alter your
opinlon. At all events, I always try to avoid the
introduction of *“‘utter bosh ” into my stories.
Later on in your letter you say this: “Up to
now my letter las been very varied, containing,
I think chiefly criticisms. But, behind it all, I
want vou to realise that I regard you as the best
school story writer I know.” So what can I say
now? As a matter of fact, S. H. Yeo. that
letter of yours is a particularly good one—for
it contains kindly criticism and caustic eriticism.
In other words, you tell me exactly what you
like and say exactly what you don't like. That’s
what I want to know from all readers in general.

i

ifantinuedd from julae 34}

They stole quict:y out ot the Square, and
passed through West Arch. The Triangle lay
ahead, and as Nipper softly stepped out, he
caught his breath in.

“Quick!”” he whispered. “There’s
thing moving over there!”

For an instant they distinctly saw a black
shape near the main gates. Their hearts

some-

bounded. There was something grotesque
about that unknown marauder. _
not a second. At fuli

But Nipper waited
speed, he cﬁzshed across the Trangle, and the
others followed. They arrived just in time
to see the mysterious thing vanish over the
top of the wall. They were up in a second,
hot on the chase. But by the time they got
into the lane. the scene was deserted.

“It’'s no good!”” muttered Nipper. “He
must have dodged through the m{mr hedze,
whoever he i8. It’ll be like. looking for a
needle in a haystack. But we saw him—and
we know that he was no phantom!”

So they returned to the Ancient Iouse,
with positive proof that something very fisay

was afoot. And in future, they would keop
a keen eye on Harry Gresham! The un-
fortunate chap wasn’t to be blamed to the
extent that at first seemed warranted.
Nipper looked into Harry’s bed-room just
before returning to his own dormitory.
“Greshamn, old man,” he said, “you can
get to sleep without fear now. You didn't
imagine that awful Thing.”
“I did!?’ muttered Harry.
done!”’ :
“Outside, we found the marks of a ladder
—and we chased the beastly trickster him-
self,”” said Nipper. “Somebody’s having a
low-down game with you, Gresham; your
imagination isn’t so vivid as you believe|”
Harry sat up in bed, his eyes staring.
“Then—then it's not so bad as I thought?”’
he asked tensely. “Oh, but you must be mis-
taken! There’s nobody who would deliber-
ately frighten me like that—for nothing!”’
Nipper patted him on the shoulder. )
“ Anyvhow, you pgo to sleep,”” he advised.
“There’'s a mystery here, and we shan’t bo
satisfied until we've cleared it up.”

And five minutes later Harry Gresham
dropped cff into a peaceful sleep. Nipper’s
news had given him a real glecam of hope—
and, somehow, he was already fecling
strengthened and hopeful. '

THE END.

““] must have

(Who 13 this mysterious man, and what
does ke hope to gain by frightening Harry
Gresham?  Again, what 13 the secret of the
new boy's cowardice? Youw'll find every-
thing explained in the concluding story of
this grand series next weck. Don’t miss itl)



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

37

Doomed fo Die !

Our Wonderiul Adventure Serial!

Jim Maitland lives in a small shop in Slag
more. A mystérious man nawried Stanislaus
Cripps owes money to the shop, and Jim
determinzs to collect it. He climbs over the
wall of Widgery Dene--Cripps’ estale -and
drope iato the grounds, There he finds an
amacziayg machine which ts something belween
a submarine and an awrship. Mr Cripps is
on board and Jim asks him for the woney

The mar refuses to pay, and before Jim
realises i he finds the machine in the airl
It travels hall over the world. then dives

mio the ocean. It rcaches the batiom and
ther instecad of resting on the bed conlinues
going downwards! it is then floaling on the
surface of an underground river, and Mr
Cripps exptiins that there must be a sort of

teale in the ocean bed and they are being
sucked down to the cenlre of the earth  They
stop the m..liine and come on deck  But

ns they appear they arc capturcd by several

INTRODUCTION.

them from the
Jim escapcs and laler saves tie life of
a littie wmuan called Magsra. In return Masrn
and  hiz deughter Tinta (et him lLive with
thew  Jia  tinds himsclf among a colony of
dwar! men who are called the Kru people.
They are -t enmity with the Giants. Jim,
accompaied by Masra and Tinta,- rescue
Mr Cripp. To do this Masra has to desert
from the Kru people. The four set out on a
journey t« the Cuauve ot Fire, where dwells He-
Whose-Nam. Muay-Not-Be-Spoken, the mysteri.
ous personage who rules the Kru. After
completiag part of thke journeny., Cripps and
Jim go on alone and eventually find them-
selves in the presence of He-Whose-Nuine-
May-Not-Be-Spoken. The latter claims to he
10,006 years old, and tn order to prove his
;{mr’t:uﬂuus pouwers, he balhes in a column aof
ire!

aieazing gients who fail on
shore.

(Now read on.)
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Bathing in Fire:

- O0OKS to me, boy as il he's redhiarzing
him=e2lf like an aceumulator that’s run
down.” said Stanislaus Cripps. “ I must
have been wrvong in my hasty

diagnosis of that column of fire. [It’s ciectric—a

sort of St. E'mo’s light om a big scale. He

couldn’t monkey about like that in a real fAre—
unless, ol conrse, he’s got the receipt from
Shadrach. Meshach and Abednego.”

The column of flre was only a few feet from
the oper. end of the rocky cbamber in which
they were seated. and both Jim and Stanisiaus
Cripps realised that their original estimate of
its quality had been mistaken

It was not some volcanic emanation generated
ia the bathosphere, and forced through the rocky
floor of the tunnel. It was more like an electric
wave, and the zbarp crackling sounds that came
from the body of the column as HE laved his
body in that mysterious fire appeared to support
this theory

HE seem2d to be titerally soaking himsetf n
that mysterious light. They could see him draw
ing the air into his lungs in great gulps like
someone indulging in breathine exercises  And

| then the colump of fire had passed, and HE was

standing there, unscathed, unmarked. with a new
radiant effu’cence shiniog in his eyes and face!

Like a highlv-trained athlete who has fed and
rested, who feels all his energies remewed. HE
sprang at a bound up the steps and stood in
front of them. it may have been an hallucina-
tion, but it seemed to Jim that his beautifully
moulded flesh glowed and glittered and sparkled.

““That, O Shining One, is the Secret of Life!”
HE exclaimed, and his vibrant melodicus voice
was full pf a note of triumph.

‘“Very ‘nteresting my dear sir,” Stanislaus
Cripps exclaimed “Do you understand the
nature of -that column of 8re? [ am anxious
lo get atv the szeientific explanation of the
phenomena.™”

“1t 1s the sp.rit »f life!” HE answered.

Stanislaus Cripps made an impatient
with bis gauntletted hand.

“Come couwr my dcar slr,” he exclaimed.
‘You mistake your audience. I’'m not one of
the Kru peonie I am Stanislaus Cripps—a
scientist of some standing—and those sort of
bozyv explanations Jdon't cut any ice with me.”

HE treatea nim to a measuring stare.

acsture
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“You are " of pride and vanity, but what
Is your puny kpowledge worth when laid in the
balance of the unsolved mysteries of life? That
is the vital torce—the fire that renews, the secret
of everlasting existence!”

of charlatan talk,’

“I know .aat sort

Stanislaus Cripps growled. *“ You discovered this
column o. fire by chanece, and somehow or other
lighted upon its extraordinary properties. But
you can’t explain 1, and you hide your
lenorarce by using such nonsensical terms as
‘the spirit M Nfe,” and * the vital force.’
That’s the sort of bunk they chuck about in the
offices of a Bond Street palmist!”

Jim saw again that strange dimming of HE’s
eyes, by which alone he seemed to express the
buman emotion of anger.

“For c¢ountless ages 1 nave lived here, 0O
Shining One. Twice daily have I performed the
rite which you have just witnessed, renewing my
body and my strength without the need of food.
And youn dar to tell me that I do not under-
stand what I am talking about?”

“It’s quite ctear, sir. that you've made a dis-
covery of firstclass importance,” said Cripps.
“I'm not den-ag that [t would be foolish to
do so. What [ say is that you’ve wasted your
time shockingiv—that with all these opportunities
to observe and note and deduce, you've dis
covered absoiutely nothing about the nature of
this column of fire.”

Somehow Jim got the impression that Stanislaus
Cripps was no longer rerarding HE with scientific
detachment The vehemence of his tone
sugoested persornal rancour. HE dropped grace-
fully into hiz fantastic chair, and sat there with
his :.rms foldes

“] wait to oe instructed,” HE said at last.
with a wintrv smile. ** Doubtless you, who have
lived suen : short while, have much to tell me?”

“ A oreat deal. my dear sir. but as we should
have to begin with the very elements of science,
I'm afraid | iave neither the time nor the
Inclination even to commence the task. We
shonld be beter employed if you were to answer

the guestions 1 am about to put to youl”
C ‘““By a process of telepathy,
you have uvaturally developed to a very

high state during your prolonged existence, you
direct the domestic activities of the Kru—the
remnant of the people who were projected into
this underworld with you at the time of the
great catastrophe. That is quite understandable

“Freed from the necessity of eating any food,
you have developed your mental processes such
a high extent that you can see t-hinpis happen-
ing at some distance away., which would be cop-
cealed from ordinary eyes.

¢ For example. you saw the destruction of the
unfortunate Kru man by one of my oxygen
cartridzes though you were quite unable to
explain how It happened. There are some
obvious gaps tn this reasoning, but whem I get
down to the proper study of the matter, I have
no hesitation in saying that I shall be able to
fill them up”

Somehow, It seemed to Jim that Stanislans
Cripps was deliberately stripping HE of all his
supernatura: grandeur. He was reducing him t{o
an ordinary auman being. and that clouded
look on HE's face suggested that HE was far
from pleased

““ What opportunities do you think, O Shining
One, vou will have of studying these matters?
HE inqunired. . )

“As T intend to homour you with my presence
for some time—until I have arrived at the frue

“ You Shall Diel?”

RIPP3 cleared his throat like a public
lecturer.
which

|

scientific exp.anation of this phenomena—I shail
have plenty of opportunities. For example, I
have nalready solved ome matter which puzzled
me. You were able to project your voice into
the Hall of the People, which, at a rough
estimate, must be situated some nine or ten
miles above - this place. Rock, of course, is a
great conductor of sound. and with your body
highly charged with electricity, you are able to
broadeast your voice in the same way as the
Brilish Broadcasting Corporation distribute music
to listeners-in at very much greater distances.”

HE leaned forward with a little start of what
almost seemed like excitement.

““You say that you can speak across the void?
9] t%hining Onc vou are saying the thing that is
no .!l

Stanisiaus Cripps made an Impatient gesture
with his gauntletted hand.

“Done it for years, my dear sir! One of the
tovs of science! Even the boy here, with a few
scraps of wire, could make a wireless apparatus
quite as effective as yours., DBut we need nob
waste time with such wmatters. Naturally there
must be a limit to the period of my visit, and
there is mue information that I wish to
accumulate

“] understana that you exerted yourself to
save the remnant of your people who were hurled
into this buried world at the time of the great
catastrophe continued Cripps. “ Why did yom
permit the evolution of the Falta? They are
abnormalities that should have been wiped out.”

“ For the sake of the Kru themselves, 1 per-
mitted the Falta to live and develop. Combat
and fear arec necessary to the healthy growth of
people. The Eru would have become soft,
luxurious undisciplined, were not the shadow of
the Falta always at their door.”

Jim could hear Stanis!auz Cripps groan like
one who iistezs to sentiments which he regards
a3 harbarous and Iniquitous.

“Quite wroug, my dear sir—an exploded theory
that man must feel insecure if he is to survive!
And I suppose it i3 due to the same curious lack
of intelligen~: that you permit these outrageous
rites, with onz of which we had to interfere?
I refer to the attempted barbarous execution of
the very charming girl who accompanied us on
this journey.”

HE sprang to his feet. Jim turned away his
head, for the fires emanating from those eyes was
something he had never experienced before. It
shook him to the very foundations of his being.
[t seemed almost as if Stanislaus Cripps' wonder-
ful metal wer« not proof against that magnetic
influence.

0 Shining One, I have listened to you with
patience. No one has dared to speak {0 me as
you have spok%ern to me, to question my word and
mc'[V authority! Am I to debate with you the
administration of my law? You say you have
come here for knowledge. Perhaps you will
get the knowledge, but of what service
will it be to you, seeing that you can never pass
with it out of rere?”

“] ghall return cy the same way I came,”
Qtanislans Cripps replied. “In due course, whea
I have accumulated all the Information I require,
I 3hall return in my flying submarine to the
Outer World I am quite prepared to give you
a lift, my dear sir, If you would care to accom-

¥y me A change to our world might have a
very refreshin, effect upon your mind.”

HE pointel r finger that seemed to vibrate
with the terrific vital force with which he was
possessed

““You puny fool! You will never leave here!
Already the food you brought with you is nearly
exhausted. If you could make your way to the
gate, no Kru will open it for you, and the secret
is unknown to you. You will perish here miser-
ably. You caonot steal the flame of life, for to
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do so you must remove your shining covering and “ Yon shail sec my iustice that you scorn!”
then——" he cried. ““You sought fo stand between me

HE stared at Stanislaus Cripps with that | and her on whom I have passed judginent. You

wintry amile on his beautiful face that somechow
suggested incalculable age.

“We ghall be at your mercy,” Stanislaus Cripps
interrupted in a calm voice. “My dear sir, 1
quite appreciate that fact. But I have no
intention of doffing this diving-dress. As for
making our way out of this place, that remains
to be seen Now let us return to the subject
we were discussing. Before we part, my dear sir,
1 should like to impress upon you how barbarous
and unscieatific arc the methods by which you
seek to maintain order among the Kru!”

Cripps crossed one leg over the other, folding
his gauutletted bands over his knee.

“Just consider the perfectly absurd ecrime for
which you would have sacrificed that very charmn-
ing girl, Tinta. To prevent the Falta sacrificing
one of the Kru to their very unpleasant idel, you
promulgate a ban forbidding the Kru to leave
the Inper Cavern a few days before the rite is
due to be celebrated. The precaution, I admit,
is a reasonah.e one. It displays a human interest
in the welfare of the Kru, which does you credit.
But to make death the punishment for dis-
olbedience, when seven days’ imprisonment with,
or without, the option of a fine, would be more
thau]l_a suflicient penalty. is barbarous and
crue] ¥

The effect of his measured words on HE were
remarkable. HE raised his hauds above his head
as if calling down maledictions on Stanilaus
Cripps. A string of words in a language which
neither of them understood poured from his lips.
From between the open palms of his hands,
flashes passed backwards and forwards. An aura
23 of flame seemed to emanate from his body.
Then of a sudden he began to speak in the Kru
tongnue.

““You O BShining One, who have dared to tell
moe what 1 shall do and what I shall not do—you
shall see how 1 wvalue your advice! You shall
see it, befors you die miserably of starvation on
the path that leads to the closed gate. Is my
justice and my law to be set aside, to be held
as a subject of debate and discussion between
He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken, who is Lord
of the Living Flame, Master of the Under World,
and a puny mortal whose life is but a moment?”

The Summons !

oL HAT seems to have gobt him on the
raw, boy!” Stanislaus Cripps muttered
to Jim in an aside. “I thought, if
I tried long enough, I should find a
way of galling bhis ountrageous self-satisfaction.
Boy, he’s jusuy a prig with a secret that he
doesn’t even understand!”

It was clear that Stanislaus Cripps had taken
a violent disiike to HE. But Jim was not
ti:inking of these personal amimosities; in his ears
was the clang of the swinging slab of stone, as it
had closed behind them when they had seft out
on their jourasy to the Cave of the Fires; in his
mind was the thought of perishing, miserably
trapped in that underworld.

““Oh, Mr Cripps, don’t make him angry!” he
whispered “How shall we get out of here
again??

“There's more ways of killing a pig than by
cutting its throat, boy!” Stanislaus Cripps re-
torted. ‘“ Anyway, I'd sooner dic than give this
fellow the satisfaction of thinking he can get
across with ns cheap parlour magic!”

HE bhad turned away from them, and was
standing on the ed,%:; of the platform, his hands
still raised above his head, a glowing, radiant
figure,

shall see bow  He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken deals with her!”

He made a pass in the air with his hands.

““Yon who broke my Jlaw—you who were
rescued Tfrom the sacrificial stone by these
Shining Ones—come hither that the justice of
He-Wihose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken may be per-
formed on you!”

That meladinus, vibrant voice went. echoing
through the vaulted roof. Then his arms fell to
his side, and, with that wintry smile upon his
lips, he turne. and seated himself again on his
fantastic chair.

Jim could hear his hear{ pounding against his
ribs.  What was this terrible thing that was
about to happen? How could he forece Tinta to
come to that place? And if she came-—if, by
his strange power, ne could draw her there—
what was to he her fate? )

He forgot hi> own desperate situation—he forgot
everything in this thought of the girl whose
loyalty and commpapionzhip and friendship were
more to him than life itself.

“Mr. Cripps,” Jim staminered.

“Quiet hoy!” the otlwr retorted. ¢“The time
for talkingz 13 over. he is doing what he would
call a big magic, I suppose. This, he reckons, is
about the last round between us, and he thinks
he holds the winning punch. We'll see, boy.
Keep cool and don’t get excifed. I've still got
a few cards up my sleeve!”

STILLNESS as of death pervaded the
great cavern, and in ithat profound silence
second seemed a minute and every minute
an hour Hea-ier and heavier upon Jim's heart and
boding. Tinta was in danger, but the nature of
that danger and how it was to come upon her

Suddenly HE. stil with that wintry world-old
smile upon his lips, stirred {n his chair. He

“The boasting Shining One still comforts him-
self with the thought that he can perchance pit
you cal! boy—'s afraid. He knows that nothing
can withstand me. He fears the coming of my
show you your thoughis!”

He drew his hands apart, palm open, and
lieart of it there formed gradually a vision like
the picture on a cinema screen.

They both stared Into that strange picture.
There was Stanislaus Cripps himself, with HE
there was an expression of suhlime condescension.
The picture faded and another took its place—
passing throagh Stanislaus Cripps’ mind during
that long silence.
gre,}f—hair._ed_. grave-looking men, who were all
gazing with an air of reverence at a platform on
was in evening dress, with a somewhat flamboy-
ant flower in his buttonhole. One hand was
of infinite pity on his lips for the poor unfor-
tunate izporamuses 1o the body of the hall.

¢ Confound it all!l” he exclaimed. “This is oo
aiuch !

. More Magic !
the time passed so slowly that every
brain there weighed the gloom of a tragic fore-
was hidden from him!
glanced at Jim.
himself against my power; but the other—hMm
judgment! Took, O Shining Ones, amd I will
instantly that bd¥ of flame appeared, and in the
“ Look, O Boastful One!”
lying at his feet. On Stanislans Cripps’ face
a repregentation of the thoughts that had been
The scene was a big public hall, packed with
which stood the flgure of Stanislaus Cripps. He
stroking his red beard and there was a smile
Stanislaus Cripps half roge to his feet.
HE’S mocking voice answered him.
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¢ Dream your dreams, O Shining One! | May
they comfort yom in the hour that is coming,
when you will Enow what it Is to hunger and
thirst, and there Is oone to give you either food
or water!”

Jim heard Stanislaus Cripps sniff. Then, as If
ashamed of the excitement and interest he had
betrayed, he settled himself again on the edge of
the couch.
m‘;And, now, him you call boy—look!” went on

Out of the teart of the flaming ball appeared
the sweet face of Tinta, She was smiling—a
smile of infinite love and friendship. Jim’s own
igure appeared by her side. He was holding her
isand—eaying soething to her. And even as he
vas speaking, a great shining hand appeared and
wouched th girl wpon the forehead. Jim saw her
give a convulsive start; her features grew rigid,
and then. swiftly out of her face there passed
1l semblance of life!

“He knows—he fears—he understands!” came
he voice of HE “He has given his heart to
this girl who dared to disobey my law. You
shall see justice done!”

“Steady, boy,” came Stanislaus Cripps’ warn-
ing voice as J¥m, almost mad with despair, made
as if to spring at HE, ‘A lot can be done by
waiting.”

¢ Still dreaming of that which is impossible,
0 Shining One?” HE exclalmed mockingly. * But
the time of dreams draws to an end. Lo, even
now she on whom 1 must do Justice draws
near!”

Even as HE uttered the words, from down the
rocky corridor came the sound of metal-clad feet.
Instinctively both Jim and Cripps turned their
eyes in that direction.

There, coming towards them, but still half a
mile away, looking curiously small in perspective,
were Tinta «nd Masra. The girl was walking
with her figure abscolutely rigid, her eyes staring
straight in front of her, while behind her was
Masra [n pis shining armour.

“ Patience. O Shining Ones, amd you shall see!”
HE exclaimed. ‘““ Death is so near yourseclves
that you cannot mind to see another die!”

They sat spell-bound as slowly those two figures
approached the rocky chamber. HE had sunk
back in his chair with his hand half covering his
face. Nearer drew Tinta. Jim could see that
she was like on: walking in her sleep, her eyes
absolutely expressionless. Now she paused ate%he
foot of the rocky stairs.

“] am here, 0 He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken !”

Her voice was curiously monotonous. All trace
of her soft. nerry tones had vanished. Masra
had dropped on his knees, and had buried his
face in his hands :

HOE stirred llke one whose attention has been
drawn to some trifie of no particular importance.

“You are she they call Tinta! I have brought
you here, Tinta. that these Shining Ones may see
the justice that I meté out to those who disobey
my law Before the coming of the light. when
the Falta prepare their sacrifices, there was
issued a* my command a ban forbidding any

of the Kru to ieave the Inner Cavern. You
heard that ban, Tinta?"

“I heard it, O He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken !

“And you remalned in the Inner Cavern,
Tinta ?”

“No, O Lurd of the Spirit of Life. One they
call Krim~—who came from the world of the sun,
and was made blood brother with my father
according to our rites—had a message sent him
by the Thing-That-Makes-Light, telling him that
his friend had been taken prisoner by the Falta
and was about to be smcriflced. He went to aid
bim, and 1 went with him, my father also.”

“You speak truth, '[inta. Because he was

your father's blood brother and you loved him,
you left the Inner Cavern after the ban had been
announced.” IIE'S voice had grown suddenly
sweet and melodious. “For his sake you broke
the law!”

“It is even as He-Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-
Spoken has said.”

“ And what i3 the reward for them who break
the law?”

Tinta's frozen llps moved, but for a moment
no sound came from them. Then she uattered one
word in a volce so low that it was bhardly
audible,

“Death!”

“ True, Tinta. There Is no use trying to evade
the law Oome and recelive your punishment!”

Slowly the girl began to ascend the stone
steps. Now she had reached the floor level. At
that moment Masra, Is spite of the terrors which
rossessed him, jumped to his feet and, clearing
Eme stairs at a bound, caught Tinta In hils arms.

‘““ They shall not take you, Tinta, or if He-
Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken will show no
mercy, hie must take me too!”

Jim could see that Masra was stroggling with
all his etrength to lift Tinta In his arms and
force her back into the tunnel, but for some
mysterious reason he was unable to move her.

“Come!” exclalmed HE’S cold voice. *“Come!”
The Last of f* He "' |
3 HE uttered that command, the girl,

with supernatural strength, thrust her

father aside and began slowly to advance

towards the fantastic chair on which
thdt terrible being was seated.

Jim could no longer contain himself. He could
not sit there and wateh while thizs girl, who
meant so much to him, was stretched dead before
his very eyes.

But even az he meditated a violent assault
uapon HE, Stanislaus Cripps had sprung to his
feet. At one stride he had placed himself
between HE and Tinta.

‘““Now listen to me, my dear sir,” hizs volce
boomed. ““I can stand a lot, but there are
limits. T wish you po harm—in fact 1 imagine
that the information you have at your disposal
after such a prolonged existence might, if pro-
perly sifted and eollated, prove of some minor
benefit to the world at large—but the trifling
advantages that might accrue 1o himanity
would be quite outweighed by any violence done
to this child

““In short, my dear sir.,” added Cripps, “if you
intend to use any of your monkey {ricks—Iif you
are proposiny to pass some of the extremely
powerful currezt you generate in your own body
into the body of this child, thereby causing her
death—I may as well tell you at once that
there’s nothing dolng!™

HE sprang E{‘ his feet.

““And do you think you can withstand my
pewer, O Shining One? T grow impatient. Away—
my justice carLnot wait!” '

Tinta was still slowly moving towards the
chair. Now she was standing Immediately behind
Stanislaus Cripps. He turned swiftly and put his
metal arm about her walst as if to stay her
further pragress ,

“Cut It out, you lunatic,” he cried, “or, by
Heaven, T'll! put an end to your life!”

Ignoring this threat—obviously believing him-
self Immune from any danger from Stanislans—
HE slowly approached the girl, who was strug-
gling wildly and raised his hand.

“An inch further and I shoot!”
Cripps exclaimed.

He had drawn his revolver and was standing
there—a very squat, square-shouldered figure in
his shining armour, Ilooking Iindced like a

Stanislaua
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medigeval knight with Tinta in the réle of dis-
tressed maiden.

“0 Shininx One,” HE mocked, “do you think
your toys can frighten me who bave bathed in
the Fire of Life? I will do my justice while
she yeb remains in your arms!”

HE stretched out his hand swiftly., The tips
of those beautiful fingers had come within an
inch of Tinta's forehead, when there was an
ear-splitting veport. Jim staggered horrified to
his feet.

All about nhim there was firc and a !lght so
vivid that it almost blinded him. Lightning
flashed from floor to ceiling, and the crackling
of those giant sparks sounded like thunder. He
had a visioa of HE standing there one moment
and the next dissolved—there was hardly any
other word for it—into a myriad flashes of light!

He was vaguely conscious of Stanislaus Cripps,
still with the smoking revolver in his hand, fling-
ing Tinta on the ground, and lying on top of her,
as if shielding her with his body.

For soveral appalling seconds the electrical dis-
turbance was continued, Then abruptly it died
away, lecaving that rocky c¢hamber empty save for
the unconscious figure of Tinfa, and her father,
and Stanislaus Cripps and Jim. He-Whose-Nanie-
May-Not-Be-Spoken had vanished—vanished like a

piece of paper in a flame,

S smoking revolver in his hand—and then he
opened the breach and, taking out the

empty cartridge, let it drop with a rattle on the

floor. He gave a shake of lis shoulders.

“That's the end of that fool, boy!” he ex-
claimed. ‘' Homicide isn't much in my line. I
might have killed, even with satisfaction, some
nof those solicitors” clerks, process servers and
hailiffs who bothered me at Widgery Dene; but
this cold-blooded business is distinctly out of
mﬁ line. But he asked for it and he got it!”

e snilfed truculently.

“The pig-headed fool! I've always heard ilat
old men get cantankerous and self-opinionated,
and i a man lives as long as he did, the qualities
hecome abnormally exaggerated, I suppose. 1
gave him fair warning. but he just wouldn’t
listen. And 1ow we have lost, boy, entirely
through his o.7n fault, one of the most Interest-
ing specimens of mankind that the world has any
record of. And there were still a large number
of questions that 1 wanted to put to him.”

But Jim was not listening to this discourse. He
had dropped on Lis knces by Tinta’s side, calling
oub her name

For a while she lay there motionless, so that a
norror scized upon the boy that she was dead.
‘Then, quite suddenly, she apcned her eyes. For
a moment she stared dazedly up at his helmeted
figure, and then, perhaps, glimpsed bhis eyes
through therr lenses, for she suddenly smiled.

‘An Alarming Discovery !

TANISLAUS CRIPPS rose slowly to his fect.
For a moment he looked duly at the

“Krim. ol.. Krim—where am 1?7 And where is
Masra, my father?”
“You're nuite safe, Tinta,” Jim stammered.

the sudden relaxation of the {errible strain he

had been through rgndering his words almost
incoherent. * And Masra is here with you!”

# Hallo, little girl! Come round, have you?”
Stanislaus Cripps broke in. “XNone the worse, I
hope?”

Tinta rose to her feet. It was clear from the
look of amazement that crept into her face as
she glunced round that strange rocky chamber,
that she was unconscious of ever having seen it
before.

*“ Where .. this piace you have brought me
to?” she exclaimed, ‘“ and how did I come here?”

““Youa were brought here by the will of He-
Whose-Name- May-Not-Be-Spoken.”

A look ot horror leapt into Tinta’s eyes.

“I remember. I was sitting talking to Masra
wihen 1 heard his summons that none may dis-
obey. I ha* broken the ban-—-I was to die!”

“That’s ah off,” Stanislaus Cripps retorted in.
a cheerful robust voice,. “You see, my dear,
he brought you lLere in a state of hypnosis—but
there, you don't understand that word—youn were
asleep and yet you could walk—see? He was
coing to kill you. A horribly cold-blooded person
he was. So I had no alternative but to kill
him. He s decad. You have nothing to worry
about, Tinta.”

She looked ab him incredulously.

“Dead ?” she whispered.

“Quite dead!” Stanislaus Cripps boomed. “ His
passing was swift and, I trust, painless, It
created one of the most interesting electrical dis-
turbances T have ever witnessed. 1 was frightened
that you might be struck. So I did my best to
shelter you with my armour.”

He was inferrupted at that moment by some-
one clutching his feet. Looking down he saw
thrat Masra had crawled to the spot where he

was standing, and was abasing himself before
him.
“0Q Hairy One O Slayer-Of-He-Whosc-Name-

May-Not-Be-Spoken, what is there that I can do?
How can I show my gratitude to you? You have
given me back my little flower, you have plucked
her i;mm death at the hands of the Terrible
One !’

“That’s all right, Masra.
of service to you and Tinta.

Glad to have been
But don't crawl

about there man, like a worm. We're serious
human beings -who've got to think of our

future!”
He flung himsel! into the chair that had lately
enfolded the radiant form of HE.

“How much food is there left, Tinta?”
demanded

“Enough for one march!” she answered.

“HE was rizht then., Extraordinary gift that
of his, boy. Might bave leen turned to some
real use had he survived. We've got one day's
ration, and it’s the better part of four days’
journey to the gate! It’s going to be a problem
of endurance, boy. The longer we stay here the
hungrier we shall be, so we'd best be moving!”

he

ration for a four days® wmarch!
look bad for Lthe intrepid adven-
turers, even thcugh they are’ rid of HE. Next
weel’'s fine instaliment teems with thrills—don't
miss it on any account! Order your ncxt week’s
NIELSON LEN LIBRARY now!)

(One daiy s
Things still

Dont forget

“THE REMOVE IN THE WILD WEST!"

{B‘ get' ~—— A Splendid Volume of Schoolboy Adventure abroad.

mtroducing the Boys of St. Irank’s.

Now on sale in

THE MONSTER LIERARY No. 18.

Price One Shilling.

On Sale Every:uhere !
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 72.
READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

BEGTION I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THLE 81. FRANK'S LEAGUE
and to qualify for all euch benefits and privileges as are ollered to Memnbers |
o! the League. 1 hereby declare that [ have introduced “THE NKELSON |
LEE LIBRARY > and THE ST FRANK'S LEAGUE te one pew reader, whose
signature to certily this a2ppears on second form attached hercto. Will
you, therefore kindly forward me Certificate of Membership with the
Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER’S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I. Member No...... (give Membership No.), hereby declare that | have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this uppears
on second form attached nereto. 'This makes me ......... (3tate number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION - NEW READER'S DECLARATICN.

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)
BPRASEARF IR r DA AR NARFRARRERRERD PR ANGAEn IR ARRdEvaBEnby w t‘h—[ﬁ isa’ue 0: '. THE NELSUN LEE
LIBRARY.”

{FULL H j.‘.ME ).:...lo'nl-a.l-llll-.-..-ll!llltll..ﬂ.clililliolloolliilloiurnallllnii.l..ulllq--toniitlltttl!liltHI-l-llall-lnlltlll-g-mu‘..nuu-.'ttqgu
LA (&DD[{ESSJ"".I‘."'.HI-“"““-I“.“."..i-“'.‘..lliilm.iiibiill..l'll“a.‘- ARAENBIANERERTRIRLIERSR R IRANPRERRaR bt RR R AN Bsaat b iR bannREN

INSTRUCTIONS,

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Memner.
ghip: Cut out TWU complete Application Forwus
from Two copies of this week’s Issue ol
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY, Obp one of the forms
tili 1 Section A crossing out Sections B and .
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who Hlls in Section C, crosses ont
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chiet Officer,
The St Frank's League, c/o THE NELBON LEE
LIBRARY Gough House, Gough Square, London,
I£.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: [t
wiil be necessary for you to obtamn 3iX new
reaqers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms £l n
Qection B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and addrese at bottom of form
The other form 18 for your new reader, who lills
‘n Section C, crosses out Sections A and B. and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

the torm. Now pin both forms together and send
them fto the Chief Oificer, as above. One npew
reader will then be reg:!stered against your nae,
and when six pew readers bave been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank’'s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent .you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, provided that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or goid medals c¢an apply In the same
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B
Every introduction they make will be credited to
them, .s0 that when the leagus reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze meda: for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of Introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application Forms c¢an be posted for
¢d., providing the envelope is not sealed and no
letter Is enclosed.

You can write to fellow-members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire. .

Yon are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies,

II you want tc¢ form a sports or social
club, you can do so amongst local members
of the League.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are oflered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoting the growth o! the League.

If you want help or information on any
gubject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you.
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CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT.

At LELTERS mm rejerence o the League should be addressed to the Chuief Officer, L'he St frank .
Leagug,.m'o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.C.4
Enquiries which need an immediate answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelop:

A Successful Club.

ONGRATULATIONS must go to John
‘ Draycott Cope, 30, Main Street,
Stapenhill, Burton-on-Trent, for his

admirable St. Frank’s League Cricket,
Football, Swimming and Social Club. The
headquarters are in the basement of a house
lent by Mr. Richiardsoun. Mr. Cope iz secre-
tary, and i1s backed by a strong committee.
The subscription is within the means of any-
one. Non-swimmers .will get instruction by
an expert. Cycling jaunts will be arranged.
Cricket and football are in capable hands.
'bl‘he club 1s a model of what a club should
e.

Camping.

Judging fromm many letters to hand,
Leagueites contemplate some good camping
trips this summer. In reply to questions,
there is no difficulty in obtaining permission
to pitch a camp so long as the site is left
as found—without litter.

A Gadget from New Cross.

G. E. Relton, 62, Billington Road, New
Cross, sends me a specimen of his safety-pin

attachment for the League Badge. I am
bound to admit this notion is downright
smart.

The Humble Tanner.

A query reaches me from a ftrusty reader
in Birmingham concerning the meaning of
the word ‘““tanner.” We all of us know this
useful item. The term 1is traced to ‘the
Italian word ‘' denaro,” a small coin, and also
to ‘“tawno,” which i1s Romany {for “little
one.” But so long as there are lots of
tanners we won’t grouse!

For the Holidays.

E. T. 8. (Bristol) tells me that you can
travel between Penzance and London by bus.
Going north, it is possible to reach the town
of Berwick-upon-Tweed by the same useful
vehicle. This is not a bad way of seeing
the country.  The fares are comparatively
light, and these long-distance omnibuses are
most comfortable,

Those Agvertising Pictures.

Jimmy, of Stamford, is much taken by
poster art and the magazine sketches, and

as he has a rare taste for drawing, he wants
to get work of this sort. He may do so,
but he will have to reconcile himself to a
gruelling time of it mastering “line ” and
technique generally. The amusing sketches
on the hoardings may look as if they were
dashed off, but they mean a sight more
hard work than can be told about in a para-
graph here.

A Damaged Cricket Bat.

A reader in Hereford asks what he is to
do about his ericket bat, which has become
a bit cracked and bruised. He inquires if
he could have the blade planed at a sports
shop. The right operation to make the bat
thoroughly serviceable 1s called binding, and
a sports equipment establishment will do this
for him readily enough.

- -

( CEEESFCNLCENTS WANTED

Geo. W. Colling, 71, Peabody Estate,
Clerkenwell, London, E.C.1, wishes to hear
from readers interested in chemical experi-
ments; also wants to purchase a decent-
conditioned typewriter. preferably a Smith
Premier No. 10.

Ian C. Black, 4, Oakland Road, Waest
Jesmond, Newcastle-on-Tyne, wishes to corre-

spond with readers (especially Scouts)
interested in Pitman’s shorthand.
Charles John Mead, 18, Ambrose Road,

Clifton Wood, Clifton, Bristol, wishes to get
in touch with members in his district,

Harry Rhodes, 86, Tranmere Road, Earls-
field, London, S.W_18, is forming a club, and
would like to hear from readers interested, in
the Wandsworth. Tooting. and Earlsfield area.

HOW TO GET YOUR SILVER MEDAL.

All holders of BRONZE MEDALS who have
qualified for SILVER MEDALS (see instruc-
tions on Application Form opposite) and wish
to exchange their medals for the t'l:igher
award, shouid <end their bronze medals,
aceompanied by .. stamped addressed :nvelope.
to the Chief Officer the St. Frank's TLeague,
cio the NELSON LEE LIBRARY Go%%h
House, Gough Square, London E.C.4. e
SILVER MEDALS will ther be sent to them.
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