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Powerful Long Complete
School Yarn Featuring
the Cheery Chums of St.
FranR’s and their Gram-

marian Rivals. o
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’ CHAPTER 1.
Handforth Does Not Approve! I
66 VEN 1moaney in quide, 18
then?’ asked Capper
cenially, s
| *Done!”’ said Dernard = .
Forrest. “That’s a bet!” =72
A group of St. IFrank’s Re- — = =
movites was standing round the : = =

Ancient House steps, in the wel-
come warmth of the March sun-
light.  There were three very
clegant you.hs with them—three
members of the Bamungton
Grammar School Fourth.,

The St. Frank’s Junior X1 was
playing  the Grammarans ths
afternoon, and the Remove and
the Fourth, almost to a man, were
confidently expecting the Saints
to win, George Capper, and his two pals,
FFortescne "Ford and Clarence Vine, thought
differently—and they were willing to bet
on It. .

Bernard Forrest was pleased with Capper.
Capper was a newcomer to the Grammar
School, and, in Forrest’s opinion, a sports-
man. Foirtescue Ford and Clarence Vine were
old-timers, but hitherto Ferrest had paxd
little or no attention to them. 1t was George

Capper’s iniluence which had brought them
out.

“Well, don’t say that yon werven’t warned,”
remarked Forrest pleasantly. “My poor
“simpletonsz, your money-is gone already. St.
Frank’s simply can’t lose.”

“No?” drawled Capper. * Well, we shall
see, shan’t we ?”’ '

Capper was a slim, aristocratic youth; his
dark hair was ghisteming with burilliantine; his
supercihous face was permanently set m a
sneering smile. Capper, 1 his way, wae a ‘“ , ot Sl I
great practical joker. DBut not man?x" fellows ;. T)he){ I” lose one this afternonn,” retorted
at Bannmington Grammar School cared for )J}({’btt :anﬁy',,, R
his practical jokes. They were generally ill- - S‘-l 1;“‘) 1e 'Ul]hﬂ:lt.(lr)]t?, :ad - Ford.
natured.  Ford and Vine were more or less _ H o 0P ;1; ed hotter jeams than yours, and
nanentities; youths with expensive clothing, “quyg Wipe f’h,c,m up. T ,
and heaps of porket-money. but with a mini- hmio:‘)u‘um}ubtn th ,]udgel i‘),m,]bt’ ankﬁ
mum  amount of hram _In many respects, ;*emarkeld Vllyn:r rfwf{{?‘?q w:(}?]i;z]imtz}dy ie.en,
Capper & Co. were the prototypes of Forrest “Am T all _“] " S Ij T e group.
and Gulliver and Bell, of the 8t. Frank’s 3 ‘fe]]()\ijz.‘())":‘v( o cuter the disenssion, dear

l':e‘m()\'e. R332 2} - . . '

Cr ' . | Inese Grammartans have jnust het us even

You “asses ave chucking - your morcy money, in quids, that their tecm will win
aoway, o sard Fortescue Ford, with a grin. T this afternoon,” chuekled Foovest.

il

i

suppose you know, don’t you, that our Junior
XI1. hasn’t lost a mutch this season 7%



“A pity T wasu’t here earlier,” sighed
Travers.

“It’s not too late,” invited Capper.
you want a bet, too?”

“I'll spring a couple of quid,” said Travers
promptly, fully conscious of the glare which
was being bestowed upon him by a rugged-
faced junior, in footer attire, in the doorway.

C“Snits me,” said Capper. “Two quid,
then, even money.”

“Well, well " sighed Travers. “I’m fright-
fully atraid that I’ve put my foot in it. The
one and only Tlandy has overheard. He’s
cauginl me red-handed—caught me betting!

CAAAAALAAALAAAALAAALALALAAN

Capper Throws a Brick—
and it’s Handforth & Co.

who cop it in the neck!
VIV VVVVVVVVVVVVFY

Alas!  What
fellows we are!” .

Edward Oswald Handforth, in
the doorway, was apparently
fighting for breath, so great was
his fury.

“Our Elcven is hot stuff these
days,”” went on Travers.  ‘‘No
hot, in fact, that I'm left out of
it. I'm not good enough—and
vet I'm good. Nipper, ou:
worlhy skipper, has been bucking
up the Fourth until the Fourth
hardly knows itself. To-day’s
tcam contains three or four
TIFourth-Formers. My poor Gram-
marian duffers, you’ro going to
be skinned out.”

ITandfortl:, with ominous tread,
deecended the steps.

‘“What’s going on hecre?” he
demanded darkly.
““No business of yours,” replied Forrest.

“No business of mine 7'’ roared IIandfort-h_.
“What do you mean—no business of mine?
You’re making bets on the match! And I'm

the St. Frank’s goalie! No business of mine.
indeed I

“Well, dear old fellow, we’'re relying cn
you,” said Travers mildly. “We're betting
on you, in fact—because we’re so certain that
you won't let the Grammarians score. You
ought to be flattered.”

“Well, I'm not flattered,” retorted Hand-
forth. “And I think you’re a fathcaded

wicked, wicked

chuinp, Travers, for making bets.”

‘“‘Not bets, dear old fellow—only one bet.”
“I can understand these rotters plaving
the silly game; but you’re in a different
class, Travers,” said Handforth severely.
““I’'ve always regarded you as a decent chap.”

“And now you know me for what I really
am,”” said Travers tragically. *It is well said
that sooner or later our sins will find us out!
Not that I really regard taking a couple o!f
quid cff these Grammarians as a sin. It’s
money for nothing. You wouldn’t deprive
me- of a chance to get money for nothing,
would you, Handy ?"

““T.ook here, you funny ass

“Do you agrec that St. Frank’s is going
to give the Grammarians a good hidiug this
afternoon ?”’

“Of courso I agrec!” snorted Handforth,
“We’'ve going to wipe them up!”

3
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“Then what’s the argument about ?*’ asked
Travers. ‘I could understand. your getting
wild if we were betting against our own side
—but we’re betting for our own side. My
dear man, you haven’t a leg to stand on!”

Travers’ jocularity left Handforth cold. He
could see Forrest and Gulliver and Bell grin-
ning; and the three Grammarians were chuck-
ling, too. |

“I’m not grumbling so much at you chaps
as these Grammarians,” said Handforth
sternly. |

““Oh, we're in trouble now, are we?"’ asked
Capper.

“It was you who siarted this betting—I
heard you,” said Handforth. ‘“You ought
to have more sense. You’'re visitors, and
you’re taking advantage of our hospitality.”

“You’'re old-fashioned,’’ said Capper, with
a sneer. |

‘“Not only that, but the very fact of your
making bets is an insult to me,” continued
Harllgiforth indignantly. “I’m the St. Frank’s

oalie—"""

5 ‘““Cheese it, Handy,”” murmured Travers.
“Don’t make a fuss over nothing, dear old
fellcclnv. Hadn’t you better be getting on the
field 77

Handforth grunted, glared at Capper & Co.,
and shrugged his shoulders. ‘

“Well, they’re not worth sloshing, any-
how,” he said, with a sniff. “I'm an ass to
stand here talking to ’em.”

He walked off, and the rotters roared with

laughter. -
- Handforth might have allowed the matter
io drop completely, only a few minutes later
he happend to spot Capper & Co. making bets
with a number of foolish Third-Formers.
[Iandforth “saw red.” He dashed up, his fists
clenched.

““ Are you making bets with these Gram-

marian chaps, young Hobbs?” he asked
fiercely. ‘“And you, Button? And youy,
ITook ?”’ '

““Only—only a couple of bob each, Handy,”
said Tommy Hobbs, looking guilty.

“They asked us, and—and we didn’t like
to refuse,” piped Jimmy Hook.

“Oh, they asked you, did they?’’ growled
Handforth. “ You Grammarian cads! What
do you mean by inducing these fags to start
‘betting? I'm going to give you a good
hiding !”’

“You, and who else ?’’ asked Capper sourly.

““Nobody else!”’ roared Handforth. ‘I can
lick the three of you with one hand! Put ’em
up, Capper! You're the ringleader!”

Capper snecred.

“I’m not fighting, thanks,’”’ he said shortly.

“By George! You’re not?”’ bellowed
Handforth. ‘“Well, wec’ll soon see about
that!”’

Crash! '

His right, famous throughout the Lower
School at St. Frank’s, swung in and landed
upon George Capper’s elegant nose. Capper
went over in a glorious half-somersault, and
thudded to the ground with a loud ycll of
pain

“And you two!” shouted Handforth,
swinging on Fortescue Ford and Clarence
Vine. “You're nearly as bad! Take that ”
—crash |—*“and that ”—crash |—*‘‘and see
how you like ’em !’ -

Ford and Vine didn’t like them at all.
Ford reeled back with a howl, Handy’s left
having crashed into his eye. Vine sat down
with a bump, several of his front teeth
loosened.

“That’s what you get for making bets
with our fags,”” said Handforth severecly.
“Have you given them any money, you
fags §79 -.

“Not likely!” said Hobbs. *We—we only
made the bets. We're going to collect the
money after our chaps win.”

“Those bets are off—understand?’’ said
Handforth. “You silly young asses! Sup-
posing you lose ?”’ '

“You’re not saying that you’re going to
let those Grammarians get the ball past you,

are you, Handy 7"’ asked Hook.

“That’s not the point,’”’ retorted Handforth
hastily. “It’s the principle of the thing that
matters. Supposing you lose? How much
money have you got? About a couple of
bob each, eh? And you’ll be stony broke
until your next pocket-money comes round!
Gambling’s no game for kids!”

By this time Capper & Co. had risen to
their feet. Capper’s nose was bleeding pro-
fusely, Vine’s mouth was trickling blood, and
Ford’s eye was swelling visibly.

“You’ll pay for this!” snarled Capper.
“Come on, you chaps! Smash him! We’ll
teach him to—"’

““0Oh, you want some more, do you?” hroke
in Handforth promptly. ‘Good enough!”

Crash! Thud! Biff!

He let himself go, and the three Gram-
nmarian cads backed away, gasping and yell-
ing. The noise attracted Nipper and Reggie
Pitt and Buster Boots and two or three other
members of the Junior XI.

‘“‘No wonder we couldn’t find him!”’ said
Nipper, the popular skipper. ‘‘Here he i1s—
fighting! Fighting, just before the match!”

‘““He’ll fight on his wedding day, if he
rets the chance—and go to church with two
black eyes!” said Pitt, grinning. “Eagy,
Handy! What do you think you're doing?’’

‘““Smashing these rotters—that's what I'm
doing !’ said Handforth. ‘‘Hi! What the
~—— Leggo!”

““No fear!” said Nipper. ‘“Handy, old man,
have you forgotten yourself? Don’t you
realise that these chaps are Grammarians—
that they are visitors?”

“I can’t help that! They were making
bets with these fags——"

““More fools the fags for having anything
to do with bets,” interrupted Nipper. ‘' That
doesn’t alter the fact that you’re fighting
with visitors.” _

‘Rats! If these Grammarians don’t want
to be biffed, they shouldn’t abuse their privi-
leges as guests,” said Handforth, not withoub
logic. “Well, anyhow, I've smashed ’em up
a bit, and perhaps thev’ll learn their lesson.”
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He walked off, and as Travers and Potts
and one or two other non-players came up
just then, Nipper and his companions fol-
 Jowed him towards Little Side—but not beforo
Nipper had hinted to Travers that it would
be a good idea to escort the Grammarians
indoors, so that they could have a wash and
brush up. :

CHAPTER 2.
The Stolen Caps!

APPER & CO. were hurriedly escorted
indoors. They were in rather a bad
way.” Capper’s nose had swollen con-
siderably, totally depriving him of his

aristocratic appearance. Fortescue Ford’s eyo
was rapidly closing, and turning a queer,
greenish-black colour. Clarence Vine’s lower
lips was twice its normal size.

‘¢ Awfully sorry, and all that,’’ said Travers.
“But Handy is a bit of a firebrand, you
know.”

‘““He’s a dangerous lunatic,”’” said Capper.
“By gad! He ought to be kept under re-
straint!”’ '

They were led into a bath-room, and left
to themselves. The St. Frank’s fellows dis-
creetly retired, chuckling hugely to them-
selves as eoon as they were out of earshot.

“We ought to do something with that ugly
brute before we go,”” said. Vinoe maliciously.
“] mean, think of the humiliation! One St.
¥rank’s chap wiping up the three of us!”

““ Awful!”’ said Ford, as he tenderly dabbed
his eye. ¢

“We’ll get our own back—don’t fear!”
gaid Capper, 1n a vindictive voice.

By the time he and his pals bad finished
their cleaning up, they looked fairly present-
able. Even Capper’s nose was not unduly
prominent. They left the bath-room, and
found themselves alone 1in the corridor.
Evervbody had gone out on this spring-like
March afternoon. Besides, the match had
already started. |

“Fine lot of hosts, to leave us to find our
own way out!” said Capper unreasonably.
““They might have waited for us, anyhow!”

They caught a glimpse of a stoutish
feminine figure as it turned away from a cup-
board and disappeared round an angle of
the corridor. It was Mrs. Poulter, the
matron. As they were passing the cupboard
—which was crdinarily kept locked—Capper
paused.

“Look pretty, don’t they?” he said sncer-
ingly.

He indicated a big pile of red and blue
Ancient House caps. They were brand-new
caps—the House stock. Ford and Vine hardly
gave them a glance.

““Oh, let’s get outside,” said Fortescue
Ford. *“We want to see how the game’s
going. I'll bet our chaps have scored
already.” ~

They walked on, but suddenly Capper
halted. There was an eager ‘glitter in his

eyes.

“Wait a minute!” he whispered tensely.
“I’'ve thought of something.”

He looked back towards that open cup-
board.

“What are you getting at?”’ asked Vine,
staring.

“That old girl’s gone—it’s a chance in a
thounsand!” said Capper coolly. |

His pals were amazed to see him dodge
back to the cupboard, take three of the new
Ancient IIouso caps, and tuck them into his
overcoat pocket.

“What the dickens are you playirg at,
Capper ?”’ asked Ford, mystified, and rather
startled. *You’ll get into an awful row if

. somebody——"’

“Dry up—and follow me,”
briskly.

They went downstairs, and no more was
seen of Mrs. Poulter. Capper had obviously
acted on the spur of the moment; but the
idea which had come to him so suddenly was
now developing. Capper was rather good at
ideas—particularly if they wero unpleasant
ones; and he possessed a cunning brain.

“Listen to me, you chaps,” he said, as
they walked towards Little Side. “I've got
some Instructions for you.”

He gave them his instructions, whereat
Ford and Vine looked very astonished.

‘“But what on earth for?” demanded Fora.
““The man’s an absolute rotter! Why should
we—-"

“Never mind why—do as I say,” inter-
rupted Capper. ‘“Come on! Tho.game’s wel!
on the go, and we don’t want to waste time.”

‘““ And those caps——"

“We'll talk about the caps later,” said
Capper. ‘“In the meantime, forget ’em.
Understand? Torget ’em completely!”

His pals were baflled, and they knew better
than to disregard his instructions. They
were completely under his sway. So they
stationed themnselves behind the St. Frank’s
goal, and they began to take an active in-
terest in the game.

It wasn’t long before Handforlh becamc
awaro of Capper & Co.’s close proximity.
They were cheering and shouting, and en-
couraging their own players.

“Who brought those fatheads here?”
asked Handforth, apparently addressing the
cmpty air.  “By George! They'll put me
right off my game!”’

Yet this wasn’t true; for, a minute later,
ITandforth was called upon to make a bnl-
liant save. The Grammarian centre-forward,
running through and beating the St. Frank’s
backs, sent in a first-time S?]Ot which looked
a goal all the way. But the one and only
Handy was ready. He flung himself side-
ways and his clenched fists sent the ball spin-
ning back into play, where it was promptly
cleared by Church.

“Oh, well done, Handy!”

“Well saved!”

“Dash it, the man’s good!”’ came Capper's
enthusiastic voice. ‘“ A ripping save. by gad!
Well done, Handforth!”

“ Rather!” roared Ford and Vine,

said Capper

)



¢ “ RIVALS OF THE BLUE CRUSADERS ! ” By E. S. Brooks.

Handlorth ;
The play was being transferred into the
Grammarian half of the field, and Handforth
had plenty of time to take stock of his sur-
roundings. Tho encouraging comments from
Capper & Co. took him by surprise.

Capper waved as he saw Handforth staring
at him. . .

“Jolly good, Handy!” sang out Capper.
‘““That was a first-class save of yours!”

“What are you doing—pulling my leg1”
ansked Handforth suspiciously.

“That’s unkind,” replied Capper, in a hurt
voice. ‘““‘Dash it, I hope I can appreciate a

good goalic when I see him?”
*““Oh, well!” said Handforth awkwardly.

He turned back to his job, hardly knowing
what to think. In any case, he couldn’t
ponder much on the situation, for the Gram-
marian forwards were becoming aggressive
again. They had forced a corner, and when
the kick was taken Handforth had to display
more of his brilliance. Which he did, to the
delight of the St. IFrank’s spectators. A
grand ‘“‘header ”” was saved by Handy with
that contemptuous, boisterous indifference of
his which so took the heart out of opposing
forwards.

Soon afterwards a mighty roar went up as
Nipper scored the opening goal of the match.
The St. Frank’s junior skipper took advan-
tage of a neat pass from Bob Christine, and
like lightning the ball was at the back of the
net, the Grammarian goalie being beaten all
the way.

11 Goal P,

“Hurrah |”

The unbeaten Grammarians were startled;
they were put off their ordinary game. The
St. Frank’s forward line was virile, tricky,
enterprising. Nipper's XI, in fact, was at its
best. Only recently Nipper had made an
excursion into the Fourth, the Fourth then
being in the doldrums. With Nipper as
skipper, however, the Fourth had awakened,
and it was now a very different Form.

The Fourth was being freely discussed all
round the ropes, both by Removites and
Fourth-Formers, and Capper & Co. kept their
ears well open, They soon knew most of the
facts. Everybody was interested in this par-
ticular game, for the Illeven—hitherto com-
posed mostly of Removites—now contained
four Fourth-Formers, and they were fully
justifying their inclusion in the team.

By bhalf-time the score was unaltcred: one
—nill. The Grammarians had attacked des-
perately in an attempt to equalise, but a
sturdy defenco kept them at bay. Then in
the second half Church, one c¢f the St.
Frank’s backs, had the misfortune to handle
the ball within the penalty area. The referce
immediately awarded a penaity-kick, and the
St. Frank’s spectators were dismayed. Hand-
forth prepared himself for ihe ordeal, and
the Grammarian skipper took the kick.

Slam !

It was a hot one; it fairly sizzled wide of
the leaping goalie, travelling low and accu-
rate. Handforth dived. His fingers got to

glanced round in astonishment, .

the ball just as it was hissing into the net,
and he tipped it round the upright.

“ Hurrag 1

A crackling, excited cheer went up. Hand-
forth had saved! .

“Rats!” murmured Capper, with a
grimace. “There goes our money, my sons!
We shall never win after this!”

“Well, it was you who wanted to make the
bets,” growled Fortescue Ford. “Why didn’¢
somebody tell us that these Saints were so
beastly hot 7" = '

“They did tell us,” sighed Cappecr, ‘‘only,
we wouldn’t believe them. Still, don’t
worry! We'll have some fun out of our visit
to this giddy school. Trust me!l”

The corner-kick was taken, and Hand-
forth, having saved the penalty, was deter-
mined that %ﬁs citadel thould not fall now.
Out ho leapt, his fists thudding. The ball
fell clear of the group of excited players in
the goal-mouth. McClure, nipping down,
cleared cleverly, sending out a long, sweep-
ing pass to Reggie Pitt on the wing. Reggle
lvyas off in a flash, racing down the touch-
ine,

In football, the position can be quickly
reversed. The St. Frank’s goal had been
in danger a moment ago; now the Gram-
marian goal was menaced. Pitt centred, and
a howl of excitement went up as DBuster
Boots, at centre-half, dashed up and scnt in
a scorching first-timer.

The Grammarian goalie managed to save,
but the ball was slippery, and it slewed off
at a tangent, falling right at the feet of Pitt,
who had continued to run in. Pitt banged
the ball into the back of the net.

That was practically the end of the match.
The Grammarians, with most of the heart
taken out of them, concentrated upon
defence. Their attack became non-existent.
By scrambling and dashing about, they kept
the Saints at bay until the final whistle. But
the Saints were satisfied. A glorious win by
two clear goals.

Handforth, beaming upon all and sundry,
was the happiest fellow on the ground. For
once he had proved true to his word; he had
kept out the Grammarians,

CHAPTER 3,

Capper’s Mysterious Game!
“WELL played, old man! Congrat-
terst”
Handforth turned as George
Capper approached him, his face
aglow with enthusiasm. Fortescue Ford and
Clarence Vine wcere lookmg cvery bit as
cager,

But Handy, still suspicious, looked at the
Grammarian rotters in a doubtful way.

“You've changed your minds, haven’t
you ?”’ he asked bluntly.
“Have we?” countered Lapper. ‘ Why,

we've been enthusiastic about you ever since
the game started. Your play has been the
big fcature of the match.”



On Sale March 5th in BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY No. 277.

“Oh ! said Hand-
forth. who expanded
to flattery like a
sun-bathed flower.

“Rather!” sald
Clarence V 1 1n e.
“We've lost  our

bets, but that serves
us right!”

“You  shouldn’t
make bets,”  said
Handforth secverely.

“Well, we’ve had
a lessen this time,
old man,”’ said
Capper, with a
sigh. * But we don’t
mind paying. Your
game was worth
the money. 1 say,
1 hope you don't
bear us any grudge
for what happened
before the match 77

“Grudge?” re-
peated Handforth.

“Well, I mean,
we had a bit of un-
pleasantness,” sai1d
Capper. “Y o u
sloshed but I

us,

-1

Click ! The light was
suddenly switched on,
revealing Mr. Aling-
ton Wilkes. Hand-

j forth & Co. had been
caught breaking
bounds !

darc sayv woere

you

justified.”
““Oh, ict's forget

I

1t,”” said Handforth
grufily.

“If you'll accept
our apologles, old
man, we shall be
gratcful,” continued

X

ol

T,

Capper, 1n an
carnest voice. “I'd
hate to be on un-
friendly terms with

yvou. Can't we let
E}'g01ls?’ be by- % vo
ones ’

“Well, of course.”
sald Handforth, without hesitation. “Hang
1t, I'm not a chap to keep up a nasty spirit.
Put 1t there, Capper!”

He shook hands gladly, and Capper’s ener-
getic grip was genuine enough. Ford and
Vine shook hands, too, and after that Hand-
forth was beaming.

“Better come
Church Dbluntly.

He and McClure had been standing by,
and they were not so casily spoofed zs their
deador. They did not trust George Capper an
inch. Somehow they could not help suspect-
ing that Capper was insincere.

“Yes, you’d better o and change or vou’ll
catch cold,” said Capper. “Sce vou later,
eh?” - |

“Rather!” agreed Handforth,

He went off with Church and McClure,
glowing. It was tho casicst matter in the

world to pull his leg—and it had been pulled
now very considerably.,

b

and get changed,” said

“Well, I'm
to get away from those Grammarian roteers,”
said Church gruffly, when they weie in the
dressing-room.

glad vou had the good sen:e

“Wo were mistaken about them,” said
Handforth. ‘“They’re not such rotters, after
all. No chap's a rotter when he admits hin:-
seif in the wrong as handsomely as Capper
did. He made a mistake, and he acknow-
ledged 1t. That’s good enough for me.”

“But not for us,” said Mac. *Why, vou
ass, they were only kidding yon!”
“Rot! 'They apologized.”

“Well, you'd better keep your eve:
skinned,” said the Scottish junior warningly.
“That fellow, Capper, 15 up to something.
I would’t trust him further than T could
sec him. He’s a tricky bounder; you can
sce it in his face.”

“They’re tryving i{o pnt something over on
vou, Handy.,’” urged Church. “Why don’t
you listen to Mac and me ?”
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‘““‘Because you’re a couple of suspicious fat-
heads—that’s why,” replicd Handforth coldly.
“I’m surprised at you! Here are these Gram-
marian chaps, openly apologising, and saying
that they have been fools, and you suspect
them of trickery! You ought to ﬂe ashamed
of yourselves! Give the chaps a chance!”

“Yes, but they’ve an axe of their own to
grind, you dense lubber!’” said Chuich, ex-
asperated.

“Did you call me a lubber?” demanded
Handforth, glaring.

““Oh, never mind that!’® snapped Church.
““Capper’s out for revenge—and so are his
pals. Why can’t you see it, Handy? What
have you got in your head instead of a brain
—a chunk of putty?”

Handforth flared up.

“So I'm a lubber, and m
of putty?” he roared. “For two pmms, Ill
wipe up the pair of you! Mind your own
giddy business! I hope I'll never be as sus-
picious-minded as you cuckoocs! You make
me tired!”’

Handforth continued his dressing in a huff,
refusing to speak with his chums any more.
He was finished before them, and he went
out without recognising their existence.

brain is a chunk

“What’s the matter with you Study D

cl}?p's?” asked Fullwood curiously. “Had a
tiff 27
“It’s Handy,”’ growled McClure. ‘‘Capper

and those other two Grammarian rotters have
been pulling his leg—apologising to him, and
pretending that they’re keen on Bemg
friendly.”

‘““Perhaps they are,” said Fullwood good-
naturedly.

‘“‘Rats! The change was too sudden,” said
Church. “Those rotters have something up
their sleeves—and it means trouble for
Handy, or I'm a knock-kneed at!l”’

“That may be so,” agreed Fullwood.

l‘Eh?” .

“You said it yourself, old man,”’ grinned
IFullwood. ‘I wouldn’t call you a knock-
]};need goat, of course, but you ought to know

est!”

“I didn’t mean that!” snorted Church.
“Blow you—and blow Handy, tool If he
gets himself into a mess, it'll serve him

right1”’

Handforth, meanwhile, had run into CaF-
per & Co. in the Triangle. They promptly
invited him into the school shop, and before
long they were sitting at one of the little
tables, indulging in tea and cakes.

“Glad we're having this opportunity of a
chat before we go,” said Capper amiably.
“By gad, Handforth, you plaved a marvel-
lous game this afternoon! Didn’t he, you
chaps 1’ . .

“Never saw anything like it!’’ vowed Ford
promptly.

‘““He’ll play for England one day,” pro-
phesied Vine.

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Handforth, ex-
panding visibly. ,

“There’s no doubt about it, the real back-
bone of the St. Frank’s Junior XI. is in

- keen rivals again?

can use it as

b

the Remove,’”’ said Capper. ‘“You Remove
fellows are the brains of the tcam. The
chap: out of the Fourth don’t amount to
much.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Handforth again.
““The Fourth has come on a lot lately, you
know. I daresay you’ve heard?”

““We’ve heard a good bit,” admitted Cap-
per, pleased at his adroitness in bringing the
discussion round to this subject. ‘I under-
stand that the Remove and the Fourth are

Not only in :sport, but
in japes and everything else?’” . -

““Yes, rather,”’ replied Handforth. - ¢ Buster
Boots, the captain of the Fourth, is making
things hum.”

““I hear that you fellows owe the Fourth-
Formers a jape ?’* .asked Capper.

‘“Yes, the bounders,”” nodded Handforth,
as he bit into a doughnut. ‘‘They dished
us properly last week.” .

“You ought to get your own back, then,”
said Capper. ‘“By gad! I’ll tell you what!

I can give you a tip, if you like. A first--
class jape—one that was played at the
Grammar School some weeks ago. No necd

to tell anybody I told you, of course—you
your own. It’s a scream.” ’
Handforth looked doubtful. o
_ “Well, I mean, we gcnerally get our own.
japes up,”: he said. “Thanks all the same,

“Yes, but wait,”’ said Capper. ‘“Don’t be
in such a giddy hurry. This jape will be
entirely new to St. Frank’s—and I can assure
you 1t’s something special.” He bent nearer.
““Three chaps could work it entirely on
their own,” he went on confidentially.
“You’re not above breaking bounds after
lxg}lits out, are you?”’ ;

andforth shook his head.

‘““We don’t play these silly games here,”’ he
replied, with an inward start—wondering if
Church and McClure had been right in their
warning.

‘““Dash it, it’s nothing,” urged Capper.
“I’m only suggesting that you and your two
chums should creep into the Modern IIouse
after lights out.”

‘““Oh! That’s different,”” said Handforth,
his confidence restored. ‘“We don’t call that
breaking bounds, actually. I thought you
meant eomething else.”

“This particular jape must be after lights.
out, or not at all,” said Capper, grinning.
“Listen. All you have to do 1s to creep into

‘the Fourth dormitory.”

‘““It isn’t one dormitory at St. Frank’s,”
sald Handforth. “This is a real school. We
have separate bed-rooms—two or three fcl-

lows in each.”

“ Well, that doesn’t make any difference,”.
replied Capper. “You can visit two or
three bed-rooms in turn. All you have to
do is partially to cut through the stitchings
of the Fourth-Formers’ suits,”

“Do what 7’ asked Handforth, staring.

“That’s why the job must be done after
lights-out—while the chaps are asleep, and
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while their suits are available,” said Capper,
grinning, “See "

“I'm jiggered if I can see,” said Hand-
forth, *“*What the dickens 1s the good of
mutilating their suits? I don’t think much
of your jape, Capper! It seems a dirty sort
of trick——"’ |

“But you don't understand,” interrupted
Capper earnestly, “I tell you, it’s a scream.
The Grammar School howled over it when
some of our chaps worked it. You sce, the
victims will guess nothing in tho morning
when they put their swits on; and under
?o%‘(x]na-l conditions, the stitchings will still
101d.”’

“And what then?”

‘““Well, as soon as Boots and his pals comeo
down, you'll bo waiting 1 tho Triangle,”
sald Capper. ‘You can be doing anything
boisterous—having a kick-about with a foot-
ball, for example. All you’ve got to do 1is
to induce them into it—and then wateh theo
results! If you don’t howl yourselves
hoarse, I shall be surprised!”

“By George!” said Handforth, his eyes
glecaming. “ You—you mecan——-"

“Their clothes will begin to fall of,”
chuckled Capper. “First, their jackets will
burst at the seams, and then their waist-
coats, and perhaps their bags! I tell you,
1t’s worth quids to see them with their
clobber falling away, bit by bit! You
needn’t tell tgo other Romove chaps, and
they’ll be as surprised as the victims them-
selves. And what a jape on the Fourth!
You’ll score a terrific triumph, Handy.”

“It doesn’t seem so bad,” admitted Hand-
forth. “In fact, it’'s jolly good.”

““Well, you can have the benefit of the
nheeze, if you like,” said Capper generously.
“We can’t work it at the Grammar School

again, bccausc 1t’s been done. Don't say I
told you, of course.”
“Good egg!”’ grinned Handforth.

'*Thanks, Capper! I'll try 1t out—to-night.
[t certainly ought to be funnyv.”

George Capper glanced at his pals.
Edward Oswald Handforth had ““caught on.”

hnand U D

CHAPTER 4.
Capper’s Cunning!

XACTLY ten minutes later, George

Capper scized an opportunity to have

a word in private with John Buster-

field Boots, the burly, red-headed
skipper of the Fourth.

Capper was such a clever fellow in the
art of making himself agreeable that ho
soon had Bools smiling with friendliness.
Capper had an cxcellent chance of becoming
an expert coafidence man when ho grew up.
Ho had all the qualifications. His charm of

inanner and his apparent sincerity wero both
disarming.
‘““Nothing to do with me, of course, but

I thought I'd give you the tip,” he said
confidentially. *You're the skipper ¢f the
Yourth here, aremn’'t you?”

“Yes,” admitted Boots.

“Perhaps I'm wrong in saying anything
at all,” said Capper rather hesitantly, “but
when I was in the Ancient House just now
I couldn't help hearing some whispers that
certain Removites are planning a japo on
you for to-night.”

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Boots.
‘“So you heard that, did you? Who are the
chapa?”

“I say, you don’t expect me to tell you,
do you?” asked Capper. ‘‘Dash it, I'm not
going to mention any names. That wouldn’t
be playing the game.”

““Perhaps you're right,” said Boots.
“But there’s a jape being planned, is there?
Know what 1t 15?7

“Haven’'t the faintest 1idea,” replied
Capper ghbly, “Perhaps I'm all wrong—
there may be nothing in 1t at all, But in case
you are raided, I might be able to givo you
a tip.”

“What do you mean—a tip?”’

‘“‘Something like this happened over at the
Grammar School a week or two ago,’”’ said
Capper smoothly. “We kept a watch out
for the raiders, and as soon as t-hey started
their games we collared them. It’s rather
a difficult job to deal with would-be japers
successfully after lights-out—too much risk
of things ieing heard—so we locked them in
a cupboard until two o’clock in the morn-
ing. By gad! That cooled them down!
They couldn’t hammer to get out becauso
they were afraid of attracting attention.”

“It's a good stunt—thanks for the tip,
Capper,”’ said Boots. “We’ll be on our
guard to-night; and if there are any raiders,
we'll try your dodge. There’s a nice handy
cupboard in our corridor, and we’ll lock ’em
in it uantil two a.m.”

Capper nodded with satisfaction. A gleam
of vindictive trinmph showed in his eyes, un-
noticed by Boots. A few minutes later
Capper & Co. took their departure.

The second move in Capper’s game of
revenge against Handforth had been made—
successfully !

supporters left St. Frank’s soon after-
wards. Capper & Co. found places 1
the big motor-coach with the team.
Capper said nothing to his pals until they
reached their own echool. Ford and Vine
were completely beiwildered by Capper’s
recent activities. They could not make head
or tail of his cunningly devised plans.

“Well, my sons, the stage is all set,” said
Capper, at last, when they were in the
privacy of their own study at the Grammar

Scllflool. ““I rather think I've excelled my-
sclf.”’

“You’ve been acting the giddy ox, if you
ask me,” said Fortescue Ford, with a sniff.
‘“What was the idea of making us spoof that
ugly brute, Handforth, that we were pally
with him "

THE Grammarian footballers and their
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““And why spin him that yarn about raid-
ing the Modern House and the Fourth-
Formers ?”’ demanded Clarence Vine. ‘You
know dashed well that we’ve never had a jape
like that here.”

Capper dropped into a chair and stretched
himself out luxuriously.

“Your brains, my lads, are feeble,” he said
coolly. “Can’t you see that I've arranged
everything so that it will work up to a cer-
tain point? You'll be telling me, next, that
we've ncver locked any of our chaps in a
cupboard.”

‘We haven't, cither.”

“Does that matter ?” said Capper. “Boots
distinctly said that if any Remove chaps
raid the Modern House, he’ll lock them 1n
a cupboard until two a.m. And that’s the
keynote of the whole situation.”

““What situation 7’ asked Vine, staring.

“The situation I'm going to wangle.”

“1 didn’t even know you were going to
wangle a situation,” sald Ford gruffly. “In

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

fact, I don’t know what the dickens you’re
talking about. It’s all double Dutch!”

A vindictive look came into Capper’s eyes,

“T'll soon show you whether it’s double
Dutch or not,” he said, almost fiercely.
“Are we going to let that fool, Handiorth,
get away with what he did to us this after-
noon? Look at my nose! Look at your
eye, Ford—and your mouth, Vinel”

“I'm glad you've remembered,” said Vine
sourly. ‘“You were so pally with Handforth
that T thought—-"

“Pally with him be hanged!” enapped
Capper. “I mean to get my revenge on him
—and it’s going to be a good one, too! Tl
teach him to punch me on the nose! By
gad! If he escapes from this mix-up without
being sacked from the school, he’ll be
lucky!”

Ford and Vine began to look alarmed.

“I say, you know, you can’t do anything
like that!” protested Ford. ‘‘The chap
deserves something pretty hot, but getting
him the sack is too steep.”
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“If T can gct him sacked, without suffer-
ing mysclf, I'll cheerfully see him go,” re-
torted Capper savagely. “Look here! I've
thought 1t all out. We'll not only work
this dodge on that St. Frank’s ape, but we
can do ourselves a good turn at the same
time.”

“You're a bit too tricky for us, Capper,”
sald Clarence Vinoe uneasily, “You haven’t
been at the Grammar School long or you'd
know that 1it’s a dangerous business to try
any dodges on those St. Frauk’'s chaps. 1
tell you, they're hot.”

“Don’t worry—therce's not a chance in a
thousand that we shall get into any trouble,”
replied Capper coolly. ‘“Have you {for-
gotten these?”

He pulled three objects from his pocket
—the three brand-new blue-and-red Ancient
House caps.

“That’s another thing,’
¥ord, staring. “What was the 1idea ot
boning those caps, Capper. They’'re jusc

ebout as useful to us as a tennis-shirt i1s at
the North Pole!”

“That’s just where youw’ro wrong, my
sons,”” replied Capper slowly. * You haven’t
forgotten, by any chance, that there’s going
to %e a big fancy dress dance and carnival
at the Waterfront Pavilion in Caistowe this
evening ?”’

“Yes; but—" .

“It continues until 1 a.m.—and it's a rip-
ping affair,” said Capper. “Wo even went
so far as to get our costumes—to order them
last week. They’re here—the Thrce Mus-
keteers, all completo!”

“But yvou’re dotty!” expostulated Fortes-
cuc Ford. “You know jolly well that we
can’t usc those costumes. Have you forgot-
ten what happened at the half-crown hop
three nights ago?”

“Hang the half-crown hop!” sneered Cap-
per. *“This carnival is a seven-and-six touch

—a real slap-up posh affair.”

““What difference does it make?’’ said
Vine. “The vory last time we were there
old Pinder, the manager, buttonholed us,
and asked us what we were doing there. We

had to admit that we¢ were breaking
bounds.” |

*Well 2”7

“You know jolly well that he barred us
from the place in future,” said Vine. * He
said he wasn’t going to takc any risks with
our Head. He wasn't having any schoolboys
in there who were playing truant—as he
called 1t.”

George Capper nodded.

“Exactly,” he agreed. ‘Pinder’s a fool.
At the time, wo were a bit wild about 1t—
cspecially as we had already bought our
seven-and-six  tickets. We thought we'd
have to wasto 'em. But we’re nct going to.
We shall Le at that carnival to-night, my
sons, and wec shall thoroughly enjoy our-
sclves.”

“But I don't understand »

"My dear Clarence, you never do under-
~stand,” 1interrupted Capper, getting briskly
to his feet. “But I haven't forgotien what

b/

said Feortescue
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that fool, Pinder, said to us. He insulted us
right and left. Well, I'm going to kill two
birds with one stone. I'm going to get cven
with Handforth, and even with Pinder, both
at the same time. And, what’s mcre, we'll
have a fine old spree, free of all risk, as
a bit of make-wcight. How’s that for a
brilliant wheeze?”

His chumns stared fascinatedly.

“My word, you are a caution, Capper!”
sald Ford breathlessly. ‘“Do you really
think 1t can be done—safely?”

“As casy as falling off a form,” laughed
Capper. “ You hopeless asses, don’t you sec
that we shall be O.K.? 1It's a masked carni-
val, and i our Three Musketeers costumes
nobody will recogmise us. Pinder won’t,
certainly.”

“By gad!l”

‘“It’s the usual thing, of course, to unmask
at a certain time, but it’s not a law,” said
Capper. ‘“\We can kecep our masks on all
the time if we want to—and wo shall want
to. In fact, we shall have to. But that’s
nothing. You leave it to me!”

CHAPTER b.
Handforth Trips Upl

¢ UT the stitches 2 asked Church won-
deringly.
‘“*Not all of them, of course,”
murmured Handforth. “Only a few
here and there. I've thought it all out,
my sons, and 1t’s a great wh8cze. You
take my word for 1it.”

Handforth & Co., in their dormitory, were
not asleep. It was after lights out, and
Church and McClure had been rather asto-
nished to find that Handforth was ecager and
alert. Usually, he spent such a strenuous
day that he was only too ready to get into
bed and fall aslecp. ) |

During the evening, they had felt re-
assured. Handforth had not reforred to
Capper agawn, and 1t seemed to his chums
that the whole affair was over.

Handforth was explaining the proposed
jape on the Fourth—convenicntly forgetting
to mention that the idea had been presented
to him by George Capper. He was taking

Capper at his word. He was trotting out
the wheeze as his own.

“It might work—although it’s risky,” said
Church dubiously, after a while. *It’ll cer-
tainly be funny, in the morning, to see those
Fourth-Formers kicking a footer about, and
bursting at tlie seams everywhere,” -

“It'll be a scream!” said Handforth.
¢ And think cf the laugh we shall have over
them—particularly when they know that it’s
our jape.” |

“That’s all very  well, Handy, but what
about doing the job?”’ asked MecClure. “It’s
not goirng to be half as easy as you mako

ut.”
“What i1s thero diffienlt in it?” asked
Handforth. “We've only got to supply our-

selves with some sharp scissors or pocket-
1 4 J

knives—""
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‘“Cutting the stitchings will be simple
enough—but I didn’t mean that,’”’ said Maec.
‘““ How about stealing into their dormitories?
And what about lLight? \We can’t cut the
stitches without lights—we should make an
awful hash of 1t. And if we have any lights,
we shall wake the chaps up. How are you
going to get over those difficulties?”

“We'll manage all right,” scoffed Hand-
forth, with his usual optimism. *“The main
thing is to get over there. We'll give ’em
until about eleven o’clock, and they’ll be fast
aslcep by then. We can take some electric
torches with us, and we can nip out into the
corridor with the clothes as soon as we've
bagged them. We'll get the whole job over
in half an hour.”

““And supposing they collar us?” asked
Church -practically. “Then the jape will
go the wrong way, won’t it 1” .

Handforth sighed with exasperation.

“You're a couple of pains 1n the neck, I
must say!” he said tartly. ‘‘Always making
nountains out of molehills. Blow you! If
you don't want to help, you needn’t! I'm
dashed if I won’t work the jape on my own!'!
You can go and eat coke, both of you!”

But when eleven o’clock came, Church and
McClure slipped into thcir clothes at the
same time as Handforth. They weren’t go-
ing to let him venture forth alone! The
only chanco of the jape succeeding would
have vanished if Handy had gone iy him-
sclf. There was just a chance that his chums
might be able to keep him in check.

The house was silent as they crept down-
stairs. In Study D, they paused to arm
themselves with electric torches, and imple-
ments with which to cut the stitches. Then,
like shadows, they slipped out of the win-
dow, and crept across West Square.

One or two windows were still lighted ; for
not all the masters were in bed yet. How-
ever, there was very little chance of the
raiders being spotted, for the night was dark
and a strong wind was blowing. Any little
sounds they might make would be very effec-
tually droxvne£

‘“Well, what now?” whispered Mac as
they paused in the blackness of East Arch.
“How. are we going to get into the Modern
House? I suppose you've thought of that,
Handy 1” ,

“Yes, rather!”

“You have?” | -

- ‘““What do you take me for?” demanded

Handforth. *‘“When I plan a jape, I plan
it thoroughly.”

Hae crept into East Square, and led the
way towards Study No. 10—which, as
Church and McClure knew, was an empty
study, a spare one. To their surprise, when
Handforth pressed on the window, it gently
opened. |

“T came over here just before bed-time,”
whispered Handforth triumphantly. *“It
didn’t take me long to nip in here and
loosecn the window-catch, leaving 1t so that
1t looked fastened. The chief thing in a jape
—or 1in any picce of strategy—is careful
preparation.”

Rib-tickling Long School Yarn Featuring Harry Wharton & Co.

“Go up one, Handy,” grinned Church,
“We didn’t give you credit for such fore«
thought.”

Silently they slipped into the empty study.,
Church gently closed the window. They got
out into the passage, crept along, and
mounted the stairs. Everything was just as
quiet here as in the Ancient House. Having
reached the landing, Handforth led the way,
into the Fourth Form dormitory passage,
Suddenly he tripped.

“What’s that?” he gasped, drawing back.

‘““Sounded like a dust-bin lid falling,” mur-
mured Church. “It’s nothing, I suppose—
only the wind.”

“1 don’t- mean that !” breathed Handforth,,
‘“Something touchle'_d_'my ankle !”’

“What !” -
“Like—like a ghostly hand!” panted
Handforth, “I’'ve never felt anything so

queer—— By George! There it i5 again ™
It was certainly startling. Handforth had
moved forward, and again he tripped.
Curiously enough, that distant mufled sound
which resembled the rattling of a dust-bin lid
was repeated.
The three juniors stood there breathing

rapidly.

Thud! Thud!

Handforth & Co. were now freshly startled
to hear a number of mysterious thudding
sounds. They were repeated, each one
becoming more and more vague.

“What—what was that noise?” breathed
McClure.

““Never mind the noise—I’m going to see
what’s holding on to my leg,” said Hand-
forth tensely. *Oh, my hat! I’ve never felt
anything——>

He had switched on his electric torch as
he spoke, and his words trailed away. There
was nothing gripping his foot. His ankle
was pressing hard against a thin string which
was stretched right across the passage, four
inches above the floor.

“Well, I'm jiggered!”
““What's the idea of this?”

““Cave !” hissed Church. ‘They must have
been expecting us! Don’t you. understand,
Handy? Look! That string goes under the
door of Boots’ dormitory |”’

Before Handforth could say anything, five
or six dormitory doors opened at once. The
concentrated flashes from a number of
electric torches gleamed upon the intruders.
They were surrounded. Figures advanced
upon them from all sides.

‘““Well, I'm dashdd !”’ said Boots.
& Co.!
goods |
~John Busterfield Boots felt pleased with
himself. He had been rather doubtful about
that tip of Capper’s, and he had scen no
reason wky he should lose any sleep because
of it. So he had fixed up that string to his
bed-rail with a few tin cans dangling on the
end. Any touch of the string would mean
{.ll}at the cans would rattle, thus awakening

im.

he muttered.

. ‘“Handy
Then that tip I got was the rcal
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The ruvu.th-Formers waved their fists indignantly at Handforth & Co.

‘“ Yah !

Sneaks ! Send ’em to Coveltry!”

Quito an ingenious little i1dea—simple and
effective. Boots had also previously arranged
with a number of other fellows that he would
thumnp on the wall if anvthing happened,
and they were to thump in turn.

As a result, Handforth & Co. were trapped,
with Fourth-IFormers to the right of them,
Fourth-Formers to the left of themm—in fact,
¥ourth-Formers all round them,

“You—you rotters!” gaspoed IIandforth
indignantly. ‘ How~how did you know we
were coming ?”’

*“My poor old Handy, this is distressing,”
said Boots swectly. ¢ Caught red-handed,
eh? So vou pitiful Removites thought that
you could jape the Fourth? Well, well! I'm
afraid this 1s going to be a messy sort of
business.”

““Here, steady!” warned Church. “You
can't smash us, Bools! You’'ll make too
much noise!”’

Church and DMecClure were thoroughly
disgusted. They assumed—and their past
experience of Handforth justified them in
the assumption—that Handy had been talk-

ing to somebody clse about his jape. He
never could keep anything to himself. He
must have lect something slip, and the

I'ourth-1'ormers had thus been warned.

So neither Boots nor Handforth, nor any
of the other fellows, had any real idea, at
this stage of affairs, how George Capper, of

tho Banninglon Grammar School, was
involved in all tius business.

‘“We're going to teach you a lesson, my
sons !”” went on Boots blandly. ‘A pity wo
can't slaughter you—but, as you say. that
would bo too noisy. And we’ve got our own
skins to think of, as well as yours. Bring
'em along, you chaps!”

Ilandforth & Co. were grabbed. They had
more scuse than te resist. The consequences
for them, if found in the Modern House,
would be serious indced. A -flogging would
bo their rewaid.

They were taken to the end of the passage,
and Bob Christine obligingly opened the big
door of a cupboard. It was a fairly narrow
cupboard, with just standing room for three.

“What's the 1dea?” asked Handforth,
mystified.

“Walk into my parlour, said the spider
to the f{ly,”” murmured Boots. ‘““Crampeod
quarters, you chaps, but it's the best that we
can oifer you.”

“You—you silly ass!” ejaculated Hand-

forth. “We're not going into this cup-
board !
“That’s just your mistake—you are!”

rephed Boots kindly. ‘“We must punish you

somchow, and this 1s easy. Why should we

go without any sleep? Walk 1n, please!

Or, if you don’t please, you’ll be shoved in!”
“ But—but—"’
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“I'm gommg to set my alarm clock for
two a.m.,’”” continued Boots genially. I
shan’t fail to wake—don't worry. About
thrce hours in this cupboard ought to cool
you off—or warm you up, as the case may
be. And 1t will give you time to think over
the awful, dismal failure of your raid.”

Handforth & Co. were startled.

“You can’t do this!” said Handforth in
alarm. “If you do, we shan't get any sleep
until about three o’clock——"

“That’s your. own fault—for breaking
bounds after lights-out,’” said Bob Christine
severely. “Oh, and there’s something else!
You can hammer on the door if you want to
—but I don’t think it would be advisable. A
prefect might come along.”

‘““‘He would let you out, of course,” added
Boots. *“Thecre would be that advantage in
hammering on the door. But the subsequent
interview with Mr. Wilkes might be most
painful and harrowing. Good-night, you
chaps! See you again at two a.m.!”

Handforth & Co., with feelings too decp
for words, were bundled into the ecupboard,
and the door was closed. They heard the kcy
locked upon them.

As a jape, Handforth’s wheeze was not
exactly successful; but, as a part of George
Capper’s cunning plot, it was a complete

uccess.

apeesn cssusld

CHAPTER 6.
The Impostors!

HHE Fancy Dress Carnival Dance at the

u Waterfront Pavilion, Caistowe, was 1n

full swing. _

The pavilion was thronged, and the
masked dancers, all in fancy costume, were
picturesque in the extreme as they floated
round the great hall to the accompaniment
of tho very excellent dance band. The place
was gay with carnival lamps, and coloured
spotlights were constantly playing upon the
gay throng. ‘

Capper & Co. were having a ripping time.
Dressed as the Three Musketcers, their own
identities were effectually hidden. Their
masks were rather larger than the normal
carmival mask. It was difficult to judge their
rcal age, and Capper and Ford and Vine
wero in no danger of being recognised and
cjected by the management.

There were any amount of girls present,
and Capper & Co., who could dance quite
well, were nevcr at a loss for partners. A
fox-trot was on the go now, and Capper,
dancing with a dainty little pierrette, was
becoming confidential.

“So you think the costume 1is pretty
good 7’ he asked genially.
‘“It’s splendid!” replied his partner.

‘““You're one of the Three Musketcers, aren’t
you? I’'ve seen the other two.”

“I’'m Porthos,”” replied Capper easily.
“In other words, Handforth. That’s my recal
name, yor. know—Handforth. I'm a St.
Frank’s chap.”
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“Oh! I thought you were older.”

“I'm old enough to enjoy myself,” grinned
Capper. ‘“We St. Frank’s chaps, you know,
often get out like this. Aramis and Athos
are my two pals—Church and McClure.
We’ro generally about together.”

“I should think it's frightfully risky for
vou to come here like this,” said the girl,
“I’ve always understood that you St. Frank’s
boys were compelled to be indoors fairly
carly in the evening. You're breaking
bounds, aren’t you "

“Who cares?” laughed Capper. ‘‘We're _
safe enough—and if we don’t sake a chance
now and again, we never see life.”

Ho was telling exactly the same con-
fidential yarn to other partners. Fortescue
Ford and Clarence Vine were carrying on
the good work. They wero spreading it,
everywhere, that their names wer., nd-
forth and Church and McClure of St.
Frank’s. Just another little step in George
Capper’s ingenious plot.

There was not only the fun of using these
false i1dentitics, but the fun of the carnival
itself. Capper & Co. were in high glee. For-
bidden fruit, it is said, is always the sweetest,
The three Grammarians had been for-
bidden this carnival—yet they were here,
and they had the satisfaction of knowing
that 1f there were any inquiries afterwards,
their own names would rover be mentioned.
They were as safe as a rock.

But the real business of the cvening was
vet to comel

The carnival ended in a grand display of
coloured lights, and with a lively dance in
which everybody let themselves go. Capper
and Ford and Vine, with the others, went
prﬁwding to the cloak-rooms, laughing and
jolly.

“Don’t forget, now,” murmured Capper.
“Wait until you get the signal from me—and
then get busy.”

They secured their overcoats, donned them
then they pulled the three St. Frank’s caps
from their pockets and placed them on their
heads. The caps stood out prominently, more
particularly as the three boys wcre still
masked.

“Better buck up!” sang out Capper
loudly. ‘‘My hat! We shan’t get back to
St. Frank’s until the morning!”

“Well, mind what you're doing, Handy,"
said Ford. ‘‘Don’t push me!”

“TI'll push you as much as I like!” roared
Capper.

Ho pushed as he spoke, and there was a
bit of a commotion. They were in the big
lobby of the pavilion, which was thronged
with people. There were some smiles, for
it was thought that this little schoolboy
argument was of no consequence.

But a moment later Capper & Co. were
apparently mixed up in a desperate fight.
In the course of it, Capper took care to
shove violently against one or two people,
and nearly to knock them over. Then Ford
and Vine dashed for the exit, and Capper
let out a bellow.
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vou hoys!”’ exclaimed one

“Stcady on,
“Can’t you behave your-

man sternly.
sclves 7

“Young hooligans!” cried a lady,

Capper pulled something from his pocket
as his companions were disappearing—a half
brick. He flung it with all his strength, and
1t struck an enormous ornamental mirror on
the side of the lobby wall. The mirror shat-
tered to fragments with a devastating crash,
Then Capper bolted.

The whole incident had happened within
a few hectic seconds, and Capper was so
slippery that nobobdy had the chance of
stopping him. His vindictive spirit was
satisfied. Mr. Pinder, the pavilion manager,
was paid out for having refused Capper &
Co. admission. Furthermore, Handforth &
Co. were now nicely in the soup!

There was a tremendous commotion as
Capper fled. Shrieks arose frdm many of
the ladies, shouts went up from the men.
QOutside, Capper ran like a hare. He camo
up with Ford and Vine in a side street, just
beyond the big building. Ford and Vine
were mounted on' bicycles, and were holding
Capper’'s machine handy.

Capper leapt on as he ran, and a sccond

later tho three of them were off. The hue
and cry 1in the rear was becoming
tumultuous.

“0O.K.!” gasped Capper. “It went off a
treat!”

Ho swept into an alley, pedalling hard.
Then round into another quiet side street,
down another alley, twisting and turning. .

Before cntering the Pavilion, Capper &
Co. had thoroughly explored these alleys,
and they knew exactly whero to go. It
was a cunning plan, for if people in motor-
cars attempted to follow, they were baffled.
For no car could drive down these narrow
alleys.

As a conscquence, Capper & Co. wero on
tho Bannington road, we[l)l clear of all pur-
suit, within five minutes, There wasn’t a
chance in a thousand that they would be
overtaken. In any cacse, the pursuit would
unquestionably take the road to Bellton—
which led to St. Frank’s, Thus the
Grammarians would escape with ease.

They did.

They reached the Grammar School by a
roundabout route, not venturing to cycle
through Bannington itself. They hid their
bicycles, crept through a window they had
left unlatched, and t%;ey were soon in their
study, undressing by the screened light of
an electric torch, .

“We'll bung these costumes in the cup-
board for now,’”” whispered Capper. ‘“We've
got our pyjamas handy: it’ll only take us
a tick to creep upstairs into the dormitory.
My sons, we’ve had a fine old time to-night !’

“You took an awful risk with that half
brick, Capper,” =aid Ford nervously.

“Rot! I was outside within a sccond,”
grinncd Capper. “What a lark! We've
done old Pinder in the eye—and those St.
Frank’s bounders will cop out for it!”
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But Capper had not finished yet. There
was the final touch; the final touch which
wa: to be the vital part of the whole
elaborate schernc. | .

naving donned their pyjamas, slippers anc
dressing-gowns, the three Grammarians
slipped along to the cmpty prefects’ room.
Here Capper went to the telephone. The
time, he noted, was just 1.35.

“Bannington 7—3,"” he said, in a gruff,
disguised voice, when the exchange answered.
*““Ring hard, please!”

Capper was a very thorough youth. Whilo
at St. Frank’s, he had ascertained that Ban-
nington 73 was Mr. Alington Wilkes' per-
sonal telephone number—and Mr., Wilkes
had an extension in his bed-room.

“Hallo!” came a sleepy voice, after a
long pause. “Yes? Who is it?” X

“Am I speaking to St. Frank's?’ de-
manded Capper, in a tone thick with fury.
“I want St. Frank's!”

““This 1s St. Frank's,” came the reply.
“You are speaking to Mr. Wilkes, the Housc-
master of the Ancient House—"

““Good—good | fumed Capper. ‘“Tho very
man! Are you aware, sir, that three ot
your boys arc breaking bounds—that they
have attended a carnival dance at the Water-
front Pavilion, in Caistowe?”’

“l think you must be mistaken, sir,”
came Mr, Wilkes’ reply. ‘I do not think
that any of my boys—’

“lT am not mistaken!” stormed Capper.
“I am a respectable, responsible Caistowc
townsman. These boys of yours have been
acting like young hooligans, and goodncss
knows what further damago they have done
——" He deliberately put his finger on tho
receiver hook, cutting himself off from Mr,
Wilkes. Then he released it.  “ Hallo!
Hallo!” ho went on impatiently. “ Are they
cutting us off ? I warn vou, Mr., Wilkes—"

This time, he hung the receiver up com-
pletely—leaving Mr. Wilkes with the impres-
sion that the conversation had cen
accidentally interrupted. @ This had the
advantage of leaving Mr. Wilkes in ignor-
ance as to tho identity of the caller.

‘““Well, that’s that!” murmured George
Capper, yawning. “To bed, my sons! 1
think wo can leave the rest to work itsclf
out without our kindly assistance,”

’

WO a.m. _ |
The alarm clock under Buster Boots’
pillow went off suddenly, sending a

drumming buzz into Boots' ear. 1t
was a good idea, putting the clock under
his pillow, for the sound was muffled and
only Boots himself could hear it.

He sat up, blinking, and then remembered.
Bray and Denny, who shared the dormitory
with him, were sound aslecp, and Boots saw
no reason to awaken them. He got out of
bed, slipped on his dressing-gown and crept
out. ' |

Yawning, he put the key in the cupboard
door and unlocked it. It scemed to DBoots,
somehow, that this joke wasn't particularly
funny now. And when he looked at Hand-
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forth & Co. he was almost sorry for them.
The three Remove japers looked startled and
dazed and bewildered in the flash of Boots’
clectrio torch. |

“Time to go to bed, my poor chum?s,”
said Boots kindly. “1 hopce you’re feeling
du}lf sorry for yourselves.”

andforth & Co. looked it. They stag-

gered out of the cupboard, cramped and
wrathful., More than once, during that im-
prisonment, Handforth had vowed that he
would burst the door down; but he had been
restrained by Church and McClure. They
urged him to realise that they were whacked
—s0 why not take their medicine gamely?
No sense in making a hullabaloo in the
middle of the night, and involving Boots &
Co. in the consequent inquiry,

“You—you rotter!” panted Handforth

thickly. ‘“You wait! The Remove will pay
you back for this!”

‘‘Haven’t you learned, by this time, that -

it’'s a risky business to try japes on the
Fourth?’ asked Boots. *Cut off, you asses!
And don’t make a noise—or you’ll be heard
by somebody.”

Handforth breathed fire, and Buster Boots
ceased to feel sorry for him., After all, this
kind of treatment was the very best thing
for an ass hike Handy. How the Fourth
would laugh to-morrow! How the Fourth
would crow at the Remove’s expense!

‘Handforth & Co. crept downstairs silently,
and made their way out into the Triangle.
They were tired, stiff; they badly wanted
to get to sleep. They had dozed a bit in
that cupboard, but sleeping whilst leaning
against the wall and standing up was far
from comfortable. Their necks were cricked,
and they were altogether depressed.

One by one, they got through the window
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Handforth looked at Church and McClure,
and Church and McClure looked at Hand-
forth. It was a case of three minds with but
a single thought. They could not possibly
sneak on Boots & Co.! They could not
breathe a word of the real truth; for, if they
did so, the Fourth-Formers would be in-
volved and punished. ~Besides, they—Hand-
forth & Co.—had started this jape, and 1t
was up to them to take their medicine.

“Well 7’ asked Mr. Wilkes ominously.
am waiting.”

““We—we only just I mecan, we went
out, sir,” said Handforth stubbornly.
“We've just got back!” |

“Come, Handforth, that won’t do,” said
Mr. Wilkes, his voice becoming sharp, “I
know very well that you have been our,
and that you bhave just come back. But
where have you been, and what have you
been doing 77

He was more pained than he could ex-
press. He had not believed that telephone

C(I

. message—he had thought it to be an ill-

of Study D. Then they stole down the

passage, arrived in the lobby, and com-
menced mounting the stairs.

Click !
The lobby became flooded with electric
light, and Handforth & Co. jumped, gasp-
ing. Standing at the top of the stairs,
attired in a faded dressing-gown, was the
figure of Mr. Alington Wilkes!

“Oh, my only sainted aunt!” breathed
Handforth, aghast.

He and his chums stood at the bottom of
the stgirs, their hearts thudding wildly. Mr.
Wilkes descended. As he dig so he gavo
the three boys a quick, close scrutiny. Their
appearance was significant. They looked
considerably dishevelled, and very tired.

““The time,” said Mr. Wilkes quietly, ‘“is
just six minutes past two. What have you
boys to say for yourselves? How 1s it that
I find you creeping into your House in
the small hours of the morning? I rather
think, don’t you, that an explanation is
necessary 1”’

“I—I1 We—we——"

Handforth paused, incoherent.

“You are all fully dressed—you have been
out—breaking bounds,” said Mr. Wilkes,
pained. ‘‘Come, come, boys. If you have
& reasonable explanation I will listen to it.”

4

humoured practical joke, just to get him out
of bed. A quict round of the dormitories
had revealed the startling fact that Hand-
forth and Church and McClure were missing.

And now, only a few minutes after Mr.
Wilkes had completed his search, the thres
boys had returned—and they would give no
explanation !

‘I’'m sorry, sir,” saild Handforth stub-
bornly. *“We’'ve nothing to say.”

‘“And you two boys?’”’ asked Mr., Wilkes.
“You will not say where you have been?”

““No, sir,” said Church and McClure, in
onc voice.

“Very welll 1 cannot force you to speak,
of course,” said Mr., Wilkes regret?:lly.
‘“But this is a very serious offence, and
you must realise that I cannot let it end
here. You will go to bed at once, and I
will see you again in the morning.”

““Yes, sir,” said the culprits miserably.

Mr. Wilkes escorted them to bed, his face
oxpressive of his sorrow. He had always re-
garded these three boys as honourable,
decent fellows. It was almost unbelievable
that they could break bounds, and go to a
fancy-dress carnival and make trouble there.
But here they were, just returned! How
could Mr. Wilkes doubt the authenticity of
that telephone message?

Handforth & Co. went to sleep unhappily
—but they hittle drocamed of the actual storm
which was brewing !

L~ ]

CHAPTER 1.
On the Carpet!

R. WILKES looked at Mr. Pinder ex-
pectantly. It was quite early in
the morning, and Mr. Pinder had
practically routed the Housemaster

out of bed, demanding an immediate 1nter-
view. Mr. Wilkes, coming downstairs, found
the visitor waiting, pacing lmpatiently up
and down the study.
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“You aroc Mr. Wilkes, the Housemaster of
this House, sir?” demanded Mr. Pinder.

“I am.”

“Well, my name is Pinder, and I am tho
manager of the Waterfront Pavilion, 1n
Caistowe,” said the visitor. “I am here to
claim fifty pounds damages for a big mirror
which was deliberately broken by three of
your boys ”

“Not so fast, Mr. Pinder,” expostulated
0Old Wilkey.
at mqg

“A man who is furious, Mr. Wilkes, can-
roarcd

““Is it really necessary to shout

?!,

not be blamed for shouting!” Mr,

The sight of Capper made
Handforth see red—and
Capper himself saw black
as Handy rammed his
nose in the ink-well!

“H'm' I will admit, Mr. Pinder, that
your charge 1s a serious one,” said DMr.
Wilkes. “Can you identify theso boys?
You’. have told me that they were mas{:cd

-
CEEERE——

““What difference does that make?”
snorted Mr. Pinder. *“Tho young fools told
dozens of pcople who they recally were. 1
can give yvou their names—Handforth and
Church and McClure. In addition, they
went away wearing their own school caps—
red-and-blue caps.’

The evidence seemed absolutely complete.
aund DMr. Wilkes compressed his lips and

nodded.

“The guilt of
these boys seems un-
questionable,” ho
sald quietly. ‘“You
may take it from
me, Mr., Pinder,

that I shall i1nquire
very deeply into the
matter, and report
1t to the headmaster.
We cannot have this

sort of conduct com-

mitted by our boys.

As for the damages,
they wi1ill be

scttled.”

““Those three boys of yours
Do you hear me?”

Pinder, glaring.
arec young hooligans!

‘I should 1maginoe that the wnole IHousc
i1s hearing you.” - .
“Thev came to the ecarnival last night—au

sclect, thoroughly high-class dance,” fumed
Mr. Pinder. “Iy would hke you to know,
sir, that no schoolboys are permitted to enter
my cstablishment; but these boys took
advantage of their fancy costumes——"’

And Mr. Pinder proceeded to relate the
details, growing more and more angry as
he did so. |

“The smashing of that mirror was mali-
cious—decliberate,” he ended up. “It i1s a
mercy that nobody was cut by flying glass.
I am not covered by insurance, since the
damage was caused deliberately.”

ﬁ Mr. Pinder,

greatly mnolhified,

apologised for his

I excitement an d
violence.

“Do you intend (o
takoe any action
now, sir?”’ he asked.

“At once,” re-
plied Mr. Wilkes.
“I will communi-
cate with you again,
Mr. Pinder. Be as-
sured that this un-
fortunate matter
will be sifted to tho
very bottom.

Mr. Pinder took
his departure in a
relieved framc of
mind. And when
Handforth & Co.

came downstairs shortly afterwards, a prefect
buttonholed them and marshalled them into
Mr. Wilkes’ study. They did not protest—
they had been expecting it.

“"Well, boys, I want you to tell me, in
yvour own words, exactly what you did last
night,” said Mr. Wilkes gently.

“We can’t say anything, sir,” growled
Handforth, with defiance. *‘ We don’t carc
how much you question us—we’'re not going
to say a word.”

“That will be unfortunate—for you,” said
Mr. Wilkes, his usually kindly marner con-
spicuons by its absence. *‘‘Come, Handforth,
this matter is altogether too serious for any
beating about the bush. I'm ashamecd of you
threce bovs. Your bchaviour last night was
disgraccful !

’
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“What do you mean
forth, faintly surprised
anger. |

“I can hardly believe, Handforth, that
you were capable of deliberately throwing a
half-brick at an expensive mirror —"

““Throw a half-brick at a mirror, sir!”
gasped Handforth. *‘ But—but you’ve got it
all wrong, sir!”

sir ?”’ asked Hand-
f)y the Housemaster’s

‘“Are you denying that you went to the
Waterfront Pavilion, 1in Caistowe, last
night?”’

Handforth & Co. looked so amazed that
Old Wilkey eyed them narrowly—with rising
hopes. ,

‘“ We—we don’t know what you’re talking
about, sir!’”’ burst out McClure. “We didn’t
even leave St. Frank’s last night! We never
went to Caistowe !”’

“Of course not, sir!” ecchocd Handforth
and Church. .

“You deny it, then—absolutely?”’ asked
Mr. Wilkes. ‘“You deny attending this fancy
dress carnival attired as tho 'Three
Musketcers? You deny smashing a valuable
mirror? That you gave your names to
various people?”

““Why, it’s—it’s ridiculous, sir!” exclaimed
Handforth excitedly.

““In that case, perhaps you will tell me
exactly what you were doing?” said Mr,
Wilkes gently. -

‘“We—we can’t do that,
Handforth.

‘““That’s a pity, because your very silence
is tantamount to a confession,”” said tho
Housemaster. ‘““You had better realise, my
boys, that I shall have no alternative but to
report this entire matter to the Headmaster,
and that will mean expulsion beyond all
question.”

Handforth, his face flushed with excitement
and alarm, turned to his chums.

“We've got to explain!” he panted.
“ Dash 1it, Boots would want us tol This :s
altogether too serious for us to keep quiet!”

“That’ll be sncaking——" began Church

sir,”” faltered

uncasily.
‘“Sneaking be blowed!” shouted IHand-
forth. ‘‘Boots wouldn’t stand by and see us

sacked, you ass! He'’d be the first to tell
the truth!” He turned to Mr. Wilkes.
““ Look here, sir, we didn’t leave the school
premiscs last night. We only went to the
Modern House to play a jape on the
Fourth.” :

“Ob, I see!” said Mr. Wilkes. Is there
anybociy' who can corroborate this?”
‘“Why, half the Fourth, sir!” replied

Handforth quickly. . “Boots and a lot ot
other Fourth-Formers grabbed us as soon as
we entored, and they locked us in a cupboard
until two o’clock in the morning as a sort of
punishment. How could we have been at
Caistowe, sir, when wo wera locked in a
Modern House cupboard from eleven o’clock
-t1ll two o’clock ?1”’

Mr. Wilkes thought rapidly. -

““Wait here, my boys.” he said, rising to
his feet. ‘“Wait herv unti: I come back.

Thrills in the Air: * DESPOT OF THE WORLD ! ”

You promise me that you will not leave this
room or communicate with anybody ?”’

““Yes, of course, sir!” said Handforth &
Co. 1n one voice. "

Mr. Wilkes went. He was 1ntenscly
relieved. Perhaps, after all, there was some
preposterous mistake. Handforth & Co.’s
denials had the ring of truth in them.

Mr. Wilkes believed in striking while the
iron was hot. He had purposely had Hand-
forth & Co. brought to his study the very
instant they came down. They had had no
time to discuss things with any of ths other
boys. Now he  meant to question Boots &
Co. before they could hear any rumours. If
Handforth’s story was the truth, Mr. Wilkes
would soon know. For it was impossible that
they could have been in collusion with Hand-
forth and his chums. .

In the Modern House, Mr., Wilkes went
straight to Study No. 6. He was fortunato
in finding John Busterfield Boots, Percy
Bray and Walter Denny at home. Bob
Christine and Roddy Yorke and Charley
Talmadge were there, too; and Mr. Wilkes
found them all chuckling hugely. As a
matter of fact, they had been discussing the
events of the night.

““1 am sorry to butt in like this, boys, but
tho matter is rather important,” said Mr.
Wilkes apologetically. ‘I want to have a
word with you, Boots, if I may.”

‘““With pleasure, sir,’”’ said Boots promptly.

‘“We’ll be clearing out,” murmured Bob
Christine. . .

““No, don’t go,” said Mr. Wilkes. ‘ You
may bc able to help me, too. Do you know
1f any of my boys came over to this House
to perpetrate a—er—jape last night?”

The Fourth-Formers looked at one another
blankly; and Mr. Wilkes,  watching them,
could not quite determine whether their
blankness was due to consternation or
mystification.

‘“ Ancient House fellows, sir—over here for
a jape—last night?”’ said Boots, puzzled.

‘‘ Handforth and Church and McClure, to
be exact,” said Mr. Wilkes.

“Did they come over here, sir?”

‘““I am asking you, Boots.”

“How should I know, sir?” replied Boots
promptly. ‘I went to bed at the usual hour.
Nobody from the Ancient House played a
%aﬁe on us last night, sir,”” he added truth-
ully.

““That’s right, sir!” chorused the others,
catching on to the wheeze.

““Then you can tell me definitely that
Handforth and Church and McClure did not
come here at all last night ?”’

‘“ How can we tcll you that definitely, sir 7*
asked Boots, his mind working rapidly. “I
nlllean?, they might have come, mghtn’t
t ey } }

“I’m afraid you’re quibbling, Boots,” said
Mr. Wilkes sternly. ‘‘Did you sce Hand-
forth and Church and McClure last night in
this House ?” '

Boots and the others were silent.
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“I particularly want you to tell me,
because a very scrious charge is hanging over
these boys,” said Mr. Wilkes. “They claim
that they were over in your Housc—that, 1n
fact, you locked them in a cupboard until
two a.m. It is very important that I should
know the absolute truth of this.”

Boots and the other Fourth-Fpormers again
exchanged glances—this time, indignant,
angry glances. So Handforth & Co. had
snecaked! It was such a shock that the
Fourth-Formers werc bewildered. They had
thought Handforth was the very last fellow
in the school to sneak. |

“Well 7’ asked Mr. Wilkes, after a pause.

““You say there’s a serious charge against
them, sir?” asked Bob Christine. “But it's
not very serious getting into another House
to play a jape, 1s it?”

““That is not the charge, Christine—that is
Handforth’s defence,” replied Mr. Wilkes.
“1t is Handforth’s alibi; ho doclares that
he was here, and that you can prove it.”

¢Oh, well, in that case, you chaps, we'd
better be frank,’’ said Boots, looking round.
““Yes, sir, Handforth was here last night,

and Church and McClure, too.”

““Yet, not a minute ago, you said that they
weren’t here, Boots.”

“No, I didn't, sir!” protested Boots. “I
was only trying to put you off—I didn’t tell
any lies. I asked you how we should know
whether they were here or not. Don’t you
remember, you accused me of quibbling?”

““What is your story now?” asked Mr.
Wilkes grimly.

“Well, there’s no story to speak of,”
replied Boots, with an awkward air. “ Hand-
forth and Church and McClure came over
here to work a jape on us at about eleven
o’clock. We heard them, and stopped their
game. We locked them in a cupboard up in
the corridor, and left them there until two
a.m. Then we let them out.”

‘““ And that 18 all?”

“That’s all, sir,”” chorused the TIourth-
Formers. |

“T see,” said Mr. Wilkes slowly. “All
right, boys, you may hear more of this.”

““We shall only get a swishing, shan’t we,
sir 7” asked Bray, with some anxiety. ‘‘After
all, we didn't do much. We didn’t brecak
bounds, or—"’

“] may have to report to Mr. Stockdale—1I
don't know yet,” interrupted Mr. Wilkes.

“Tor the moment we will leave the matter
as it stands.”

He went out without another word. He
was troubled. He regretted now that he
had made any mention of the more serious
charge which hung over Handforth & Co.
For he realised that by so doing he had

rompted the Fourth-Formers to tell lics.

hat was the obvious conclusion.

Until they had heard of that serious
charge, they had denied all knowledge of
Handforth & Co. being in the Modern House.
Then they had altered their tone—they had
admitted that IHandforth & ¢o. had been
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there. Why? Clearly, they had lied in
order to shield the three Removites.

Handforth & Co. had told that story, and
without knowing any of the whys or where-
fores Boots & Co. had supported it. It was a
case of loyalty amongst friends—even at the
cost of lying. Thus thought Mr. Wilkes.

Ho went back to the Ancient House, more
gravely troubled than ever.

CHAPTER 8.
Faced With Expulsion!

ANDFORTH and his chums looked at
Mr. Wilkes eagerly as the House-
master re-entered his study. They
~had a pretty shrewd idea where he
had been.

“I always held a high opinion of you
boys,’”” said Mr. Wilkes quietly. “If you
have acted foolishly and in an ungentlemanly
way, I should like you openly to confess it.
No good can come of stubborn denials.”

“IJ—I don’t know what you mean, sir,”
said Handforth huskily.

“You three boys were at
night, were you not ?”

“No, sir!” they exclaimed, in one voice.

“Do you tell me that honestly, with a full
realisation of the gravity of the position ?”

“Yes, sir!” replied Handforth, his face
glowing. “We were never in Caistowo last
night, sir! Ask Boots! Haven’'t ygou asked
him already, sir? Hasn’t Boots told vou
that we were over in the Modern House last
night ?”’

Ir. Wilkes sat down at his desk, stroking
his untidy moustache.

“Yes, Boots has agreced with your own
story,” he said slowly.

“Woell, then, sir——

“] am reluctant to discredit Boots’ cor-
roboration—but I cannot help feeling that
those Fourth Form boys lied to mo 1n
order to shield you,” said Mr. Wilkes bluntly.
“Come, come, boys, be frank. If you were
not the three who went to Caistowe, who
are they? I have made inquiries, Last
night I went from dormitory to dormitory.
and you were the only three boys out of
your beds. And three Ancient House boys
wero seen I1n (Calstowe—not by one person,
but by dozens. You three were out—and 1
caught you red-handed as you came back.
Cannot you see, young ’uns, that I find it
almost impossible to accept your explanation
—or to accept Boots' statements, either?”

“But Boots wouldn’t tell lies lhke that,
sir,”’ protested Handforth,

‘““Boots is a friend of yours, and he knows
that you are in trouble,” replied Mr. Wilkes.
“I am very sorry, but I cannot possibly
accept this very thin explanation you have
to offer—and which Boots has corroborated.
I want you to tell me the truth.”

““Weo have told you the truth, sir!”

“Then who were the three boys who were
ceen 1n Caistowe 1"

Caistowe last

"
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“ How should we know, sir ” asked Hand-
forth helplessly.

Mr. Wilkes pointed to the door,

“You may go now,” he said, to the sur-
prise of the three Removites. “Think this

over. I will give you just one hour to make
up your minds.”
They went, rather dazed. They knew only

too well that Mr. Wilkes was giving them an
hour in which to make a full confession, The
pained look on his facc told them that he was
almost convineced of their guilt. DBut, before
taking any action, he wanted them to
confess.

When they got outside, they were im-
mcdiately surrounded by a noisy angry mob
of Fourth-Formers. They had had no oppor-
tunity of discussing the awkward precﬁ

ment. o
“You snealis!” saild Bob Christine
angrily. “You rotten Remove sneaks!”

“Ith 7” gasped Handforth.

“0Oh, you needn’t deny it,”’ put in Boots.
“0Old Wilkes came over and saw us. Ho
told us that you had pcached on us,’
‘“Yah! Rotters!”

“They ought to be bumped!”

‘““Send ’em to Coventry!”

All sorts of shouts were going up, and
Handforth & Co. were pushed about roughly.
Handforth, after the first flush, was now
looking grimly stubborn.

“Wait a bit, you chaps!” he said coldly.
“We did sneak—we admit it.”
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‘‘What!”

“We told Old Wilkey where we were last
night—locked in a cupboard in the Modern
House,”” continued Handforth defiantly.
“And why? Because we had to! We were
accused of going to a fancy-dress carmival
at Caistowe, and smashing valuable mirrors,
and acting like young hooligans. Do you
think we could let that charge stand over
us? I tell you, we had to say where we
really were. And I know jolly well that you,
Boots, would have been the first to go to
Mr. Wilkes with the truth.”

Buster Boots glared round.

“Wait a bit, you ohaps!” he shouted.
‘“Handy’s right! It wasn’t sneaking! The
only pity is we didn’t know this %efore—-
or we should have been frank with Old
Wikkey at the start. But as it 1s he doesn’t
know whether to believe us or not.”

“That's the trouble,” said Handforth
anxiously. ‘‘He thinks you were lying to
shield us.”

When the Fourth-Formers thoroughly
understood the position, there were no more
shouts of “Sneak.” It was realised that

Handforth & Co. had been fully justified in
telling the truth. But the position did not
seem to be in any way improved.

Nipper, the Remove skipper, was looking
very grave,

“What’s this yarn about Caistowe?” he
asked. ‘*What makess Wilkey think thag
you were in Caistowe last night?”
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“Goodness only knows!” groaned Hand-
forth. “But three chaps, wearing Ancient
House caps, were at a fancy-dress carnival—
they acted like hoolizans—and they smashed
a mirror, or something.  And they made out
that they were us. Who can blame Wilkey
for believing the worst? Didn’'t he collar
us at two o'clock, as wo sneaked in?”

“I wish to goodness I'd ncver

. taken
Capper’s advice!” grunted Boots.

“Capper’s advice?” repeated Handforth,
with a violent start.
‘CYOS.’)

“You mean that Grammar School cad?”
asked Church excitedly.

“Of course,” said Boots, ‘It was Capper
who gave me the tip about you chaps coming
over Into our House—and he advised me to
lock you up in a cupboard until two o’clock
in the morning. He said that it had been
done over in the Grammar School, and that
1t was a good wheeze.”

Handforth fought for breath.

“Wait a minute!” ho gasped. “There’s
—there’s something fishy about this! Capper
zave you the tip that we were coming?”

“Ho said that he'd heard something by
accident—" -

““The liar!” roared Handforth. “The
awful, scheming liar! Why, it was Capper
who put us up to the jape!”

“What!”

“At least, he told me about it,” amended
Handforth. ‘“He suggested that Churchy
aend Mac and I should go over to your House
after lights-out, and cut the stitches of your
clothes—"

‘‘Here, wait a minute!” put in McClure
‘grimly. ‘I thought you said that was your
idea, Handy ?”’

“0Oh, what does that matter ?”’ said Hand-
forth impatiently. “Can’t you-see, as plain
as daylight, that Capper has been playing
some sort of rotten game?”

“Capper advised you to go to the Modern
House—and then Capper gave Boots the tip
that you were coming,’” said Nipper. “Of

course, it was a plant. But what was his
object 17

“Why, it was Capper and those two pals
of his who went over to Caistowe and acted

liko hooligans!” gasped Handforth. “Don’t
you see? Why, it's becoming as clear as

anything "
“Handy’s right,” said Boots, with a
whistle.  ““Don’t you remember how Handy

smashed Capper & Co. yesterday ?”

“Yes, and how Handy was fooled by
Capper’s soft soap,” said Church tartly.
““Mac and I warned him not to take any
notice of Capper—but Handy ignored us. It
was just a part of Capper’s rotten plot to get
us into trouble.” '

“It’s certainly beginning to look like it,”
said Nipper, shaking his head. “But we'd
better tako this calmly, you chaps. No sense
in getting excited. The more we look into
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it, the clearer i1t becomes that the thing
was a frame-up.”

‘“ Everything’s ail right, then,” said Hand-
forth, with relief. “We've only got to tell
VV;lkes about Capper’s trickiness and we'ro
safe.” '

“Don’t you believe it,” said Nipper
sharply. “Don’t have any such hopes,
Handy.”

“Why not?”

‘““Because you can be certain that Capper
has done this thing thoroughly,” replied the
Remove skipper. “The plot is a cunning one
from beginning to «nd—and Capper won’t let
himself %)e tripped up very easily., He and
his pals will swear that they never stirred
out all night. And who's to prove that they
were out ?”

‘“We can prove it!” replied Handforth. .

“Can we? How?’ asked Nipper. “We
can say that Capper put the idea of japing
the Fourth into your head, and that ne told
the Fourth-Formers how to deal with you
when you arrived. But what does that
prove?  Mecrely that Capper was having a
joke at—-our expensc.”

““Caistowe doesn’t come into it at all,”
said Boots. ‘“And if Capper and Ford and
Vine lie—as they will lie—how can it ever
be established that they were the rotters who
went to the carnival and acted like
hooligans ?”

‘“Wo seem to be in a pretty nasty pickle,”
sald Church dismally.

“Nasty isn’t the word—it's worse than
that,” said McClure. ‘“We don’t get any-
where by telling the truth—and these Fourth-
Formers can’t help us either. It’s the sack
for the three of us, Handy.”

The bell for breakfast rang just then, and
the fellows began to drift indoors. Much as
they wanted to help Handy and his chums,
the call for breakfast was more i1mportant.
Handforth & Co. found themselves alone 1in
the Triangle. |

““Well, it’s no good sticking here, IHandy,”
said C;‘}lurch, with a sigh. ‘“We'd better go
in—-—

“You're right,” interrupted Handforth,
his eyes agleam. “It’s no good :sticking
here. There’s only one thing for us to do—
get out and get evidence of our innocence.
If necessary we'll drag Capper and his pa's
out of their own school and make them come
hero and confess! Come on! We’re going
on the warpath, my sons!”

Handforth meant it He got out his Morris
Minor. Breakfast was of no importance.

Instead of driving straight to Bannington,
however, Handforth took the Caistowe road.
He wanted to find out the full truth of what
had happened at the Waterfront Pavilion.

As luck would have it, Mr Pinder himself
was in the lobby of the pavilion when Hand-
forth & Co. arrived. He was inspecting the
damaged mirror—making arrangements, 1n
fact, for the fragments to be removed, and
for a new mirror to be fitted.
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““\We want to see tho man-

ager,”’ said  Handforth
breathlessly. .

“ \‘gell, you're seeing
him,” said Mr. Pinder,

staring. ¢ St. Frank’s boys,
eh? Hallo! 1 seem to re-
cognise——"’

“ Look hecre, sir, you’vo
got to exoncrate us!” 1n-
terrupted Handforth.
“We're accused of coming
here last night and causing
trouble. Well, you know
jolly well that we were never
here.”

“By heaven!” shouted
AMr. Pinder furiously. ¢ Of
all the infernal impudence'!
So vou’ve got the ncrve to
2ome here.”’

“]3(111, I sav, look hereo

“You are the three
boys!” thundered Mr. Pin-
der. ““I recognise you!”

“Wh-a-at!” pgurgled
Il1andforth, staggered.

“Your name 1s
forth,” said Mr.
accusingly.

“Yes, I know it 1s, but

»

Hand-
I’inder

““ You admit it, then?”’ de-
manded the other. “You
admnit that you are lland-
forth and Church and
McClure. Yes, there 1s no
mistaking that tuft of hair
sticking out from under your
cap, andforth. If you
have come to me, expecting
to square me, you are Inis-
taiken. I have reported to

vour schoolmaster, and he
3

‘“ But—but we’re not the
three!”” panted Handforth
desperately. ‘““You're all
wrong! We didn’t come
Lhere last mght—"

“Oh, come
Handy !”  said
“It’s no good!”

They went out, dismayed.

“Capper’s hair is the same

colour as yours, Handy,” said McClure
grimly. “My hat! What a cunning rotter!
Ho must have deliberately brushed his hair
forward into a tuft so tﬁat it looked like
vours. The masks and the St. Frank’s caps
did the rest. It looks to me as if we're
properly sunk!”

““Tho deeper we go, the more involved wo
get,”” moaned Church. ‘‘These Grammarian
chaps have cooked our goose l”

“ITave they?” snapped Handforth, as ho
climbed into the Minor. “Come on! Get in,
Fou chaps! I'll show you whether our gooso

away
Church:
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1s cooked !. By George!
now, and something’s going to happen!”

I’'m on the warpath

W )

CHAPTER 9.
On the Warpath!

ESSONS at Bannington Grammar
School started a little earlier than at

St. IFFrank’s, and the Fourth Form
had hardly got settlad down when
tho door burst open and threo execited

figures came in. Mr. Bull, the I'orm-master,
started round 1in amazement.
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Handforth flung himsell at the ball
and saved the penalty in brilliant

style. ‘¢ Well saved, Handforth ! *’
yelled Capper & Co.

““There they are!” shouted the burliest of
the intruders.

The three figures ran in, and Handforth
rushed up to where Capper was sitting in the
front row of desks, with Fortescue Ford and
Clarence Vine on either side of him.

Sight of Capper made Handforth sce red—
and Capper himseclf saw black! For the St.
I'rank’s junior grabbed hold of the
Grammarian cad and rammed his nosc in
the ink-well.

““Good gracious! What is the meaning of
this outragecous conduct?” thundcred Mr.

Bull angrily, and he strode
forward and jerked Hand-
forth away from the groan-
ing, spluttering Capper.
‘““ How dare you treat Capper
in such an abominable
fashion! @ Who are you
boys? And what do you
mean by bursting into my
class-room like this?”’

“Sorry, sir —we're St.
Frank’s chaps,’” said Hand-
forth breathlessly. “We've
come after these thrce chaps

—Capper and Vine and
Ford.”
“QOh, you've come after

them, have you?’ said the
Form-master sarcastically,
“Well, I am very sorry, but
you cannot have them. They
are re(}uired in this room for
work.’

“But you don’t under-
stand, sir,”’ said Handforth.
“We’'re accused of bemng in
Caistowe last night, at a
carnival dance, and it. was
Capper and Ford and Vine
who were there.”

““Indeed ?”’ said Mr. Bull
incredulously.

“They’re mad, sir,” said
Capper, as he gently dabbed
at his inky pose with a
handkerchief. “They don’t
know what they’re talking about. And I
hope, sir, that you will punish this hooligan
for grossly assaulting me—"

Handforth spun round on him.

“You rotter!” he roared. ‘Wheedling
round me yesterday and making out that you
were my pal, when all the time you were
plottgpg against me! By George, I'll smash
you |

“You won’t do any smashing here, young
man,”’ interrupted Mr. Bull angrily, as he
caught Handforth by the shoulder. ‘ You
have already assaulted Capper, and I've had
enough of this unseemly disturbance. Leave
this room at once. If you have any quarrel
with Capper and these other boys, you had
better scttle it some other time.”

“But you don’t understand, sir,” put in
Church carnestly. ‘“Don’t take any notice of
Handforth—he’s excited. We're in danger of
being expclled from St. Frank’s, sir, and
we've only got an hour to prove our
innocence. We're sure that Capper can help
us.”

And Church quickly explained how serious
tho situation was. Mr. Bull listencd with
growing impatience.

“You are quité wrong in assuming that
Capper knows anything about the matter,”
he said at length. “1I can prove that Cappor
was here in this school at half-past twelve
last might.”

“You can prove it, sir?”’ asked Handforth
blankly.
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fQuite easily, ' replied the Form-master
“Thanks awfuly, sir,” said Capper. *“I
was just going to remind you of that—but I
see that it isn't necessary. As I was here at
hali-past twelve, 1 couldn’t very well be at
ihg?’ Waterfront Pavilion in Caistowe, could
‘“But he wasn't here, sir!” urged Hand-
forth frantically. ¢ He couldn’t havo been!”
‘“Yet, half an hour after midnight, Capper
came to mo with a raging toothacho,” said
Mr. Bull. ‘“He asked me for some drops,
which I gave him. You have evidently mado
an absurd mistake, and you had better go.”

Handforth & Co. went out, dazed, fully
aware ol the fact that Capper & Co. were
looking after them with triumphant glances.

“This has done it—absolutely !”’ muttered
Handforth huskily. “If Capper & Co.
weren’t out last night, who were tho thrce
chaps?” -

They walked across the quad towards the
gates, slowly and miserably. Their investiga-
tions had come to nothing. Capper’s ahn
was cast tron. With a master to support him,
what hogc was there of forcing him to tell
the truth? Indced, it really seemed that
Capper & Co were completely innocent, and
it was this fact which had struck Handforth
like a blow between tho eyes.

‘““Wait a minute! ’ said McClure shrewdly.
“By Jove! I wonder!”

“You wonder what?”

“That mastar said that the time was half
an hour after midniilt by his clock,” said
Mao. “‘Not his watch, romember His bed-
room olock.”

“What difforence does that make 7

*“Well, that alibi might be no alibi at all,”
replied the Scottish junior. “Don’t you
sc8? Thero’s no hmit to Capper’s cunning.”

‘1 don’t sce what you're getting at,” said
Handforth, staring.

““Well, supposing Capper and his pals got
back here at half-past one?” asked McClure.
‘‘What was to prevent Capper creeping into
the master’s bed-room, putting tho clock
back an hour, and then waking the master
saying that he had a raging toothachc?”

‘“By George, you've hit it!” said Hand-
forth' excitedly. ‘‘Let’s go back and—"

“My dear ass, what’s the good!” intcr-
rupted Chliurch. ““Mac’s 1dca 135 only a
theory—it’s not proof.”

“Oh, crumbs!” said Handforth, rcalising
the force of tho argument.

They were up against another snag But
Handforth was not going to give in as
tamely as this. He braced himseclf, he set
his jaw, and he turned towards the school
buildings. An eager look had come into
his eyes.

“By George, why didn’t we think of it
before?’” he said tensely. “Now’'s our
chance! Capper and those other cads arec
bottled up 1in the class-room. We can go
to his study and search it. You never know—
we may find something. A prcaramme of
that carnival, perhaps—or something elso
that ll prove they were there last might.”
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But his hopes were soon dashed to the
ground. Having learned the whereabouts of
Capper’s study from one of the servants,
they ransacked tho place from end to end.
Ruthlessly they turned out the drawers, the
cupboards. They looked under the table, in
the fireplace, behind the books on the shelves.
But there was nothing. Not a tiny item of
incriminating evidenco. They were baffled,

“It’s no good, Handy,” said Church, with

a sigh. ‘“We're finished.”
Even Handforth had to admit it. There
was no hope now. -Handy was almost

frightenod when he thought of the chain of
circumstantial evidenco which had been
built u% against himself and his chums.

Mr. Pinder was willing to swear that he
—Handforth—was one of the boys; Capper
had even been careful to imrtate Handforth's
famous tuft of hair. Capper’s alibi was
sound, in spitc of the fact that McClure
had suggested a possible flaw in it.

And then, at that moment, Handforth
spotted something which sent his hopes soar-
ing again. Ile was passing a side-table, in
the hall, and almost unconsciously he glanced
at some letters and a parcel that weroe ready
for the post. Then he uttered a startled
gasp.

He indicated the parcel. It was bulky
and soft, and it was addressed to a famous
London firm of fancy-dress ccstumiers!

¢¢Stillson & Co. aro the bi
—wao’'ve had fancy carnival costumes from
them ourselves!” exclaimed Handforth.
“Don’t you understand? What’s this parcel
doing herc? Capper & Co. were wearing
fancy costumes last night—the Threc
Musketeers! And here, on this table, is a
parcel—-"

He broko off. Further words seemed
pointless. Without compunction, heo jerked
at the string and broke it. With trembling
fingors, he tore open the parcel—and re-

vealed fancy-dress costumes of the Three
Muskcteers !

costunie pcople
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CHAPTER 10.
Exposed!

¢ E'VE got them!” said Handforth
breathlessly. *“Wo've got them

where wo want them—and all be-

cause Capper was fool evough to
leave this parcel here instead of posting it
himself !”’

“Do you think this proof’ll be enough?”
asked Church excitedly.

“Do I think? I know!” laughed Hand.
forth. “Look here! Here’s a letter—signed
by Capper himself! He thanks the firm for
the costumes, and says——"

‘“Hallo! What's this?”

McClure suddenly. .
o had caught sight of something peeping

interrupted

out of one of the pockets. He pulled it
ouat and %sped. A brand-new blue-and-red
"Ancient House cap!

“That clinches 1t!” yelled Handforth,



Ask for SCHOOLBOYS’ OWN 4d. LIBRARY No. 144—on Sale March 5th,

A hasty search followed, and the other two
caps came to light. This was a big over-
sight of Capber’s. In their hurry during the
nmght, the Grammarian cads had stuffed the
St. Frank’s caps into their costume pockets,
and had forgotten all about them. Capper,
when wrapping ug the parcel this morning,
had never thought to search the pockets.
Thus those incriminating caps had now
come to light.

“What’s your little game, young men?”
asked a stern voice.

Handforth & Co. spun round. They found
@ Grammarian senior advancing upon them

—a fellow of about eighteen; a prefect,
apparently.

Briskly, concisely, Handforth gave the
facts. Edward Oswald was cool now. The
finding of this parcel had dissipated all the
troubles. Hcre was the convincing evidence.

The prefect listened, and he became more
and more grave.

‘““That’s the lot,” said Handforth, at last.
“We know jolly well that Capper was in
Caistowe last night, in spite of his alibi.
The§? costumes prove it, and the caps, too

“I think I know something about this,
young ’'uns,” said the prefect, nodding.
“Come with me."”

Heo led them straight to the Fourth Form
class-room, and Mr. Bull was exasperated at
this further interruption.

“I think there’s something here, sir, that
has to be investigated,’”” said the prefect
quietly. “Capper, Ford and Vine broke
bounds last night and attended a carnival
at Caistowe.”

‘““Nonsense!”” said Mr. Bull sharply. *“ You
are all wrong, Colmore. Capper came to my
bed-room last night, at half-past twelve,
with a raging toothache.” *

“At what time, sir?” asked Colmore,
staring.

‘“ Half-past twelve.”

“Well, I'd just like you to know, sir,

that I heard somcbody go to your.bed-room
last night,” said the prefect. ‘““ And it wasn’t
at half-past twelve—but at ten minutes to
two.”

“That’s a lie!” shouted Capper, leaping
up. ‘‘It was half-past twelve, sir!] You
saw the time on the clock!”

‘““Silence, Capper!” ordered Mr. Bull.

“Thero are three costumes here, sir—the
Three Musketeers,” went on Colmore. ‘“In
the pockets these boys found three St.
Frank’s caps.”

“Indeed!”

“They didn’t know I was watching, sir,
or that I was listening,” continued the pre-
fect. ‘It appears that these St. Frank’s boys
are accused of hooliganism in Caistowe. But
the fact that these costumes are found here
1s significant cnough. Look at this letter,
Slr,

Mr, Bull looked at it, and read it. Then
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he turned to Capper & Co., who were palo
and shaky with -apprehension.

“Did you hire these fancy costumes,
Capper ?” demanded Mr. Bull grimly.

‘““No, sir! I—I mean—*’ .
“This letter is in your handwriting,
Capper, and it i1s signed by you,” interrupted

Mr. Bull. ‘““Denial is useless. You did hiro
these costumes.” , -

And then Capper broke down. He could
seo that the game was up. He confessed
everything. :

When Mr. Bull had heard, he turned to
Handforth & Co.

““You boys had better go back to your own
school,” he said quietly. “I will attend to
Capper and Ford and Vine. I’m sorry I was
so sharp with you a little while ago. I can

see, now, that your suspicions were more
than justified.”

Frank’s with light hearts. Hand-

forth’s only regret was that he had

had no opportunity of smashing
George Capper as George Capper deserved.

When the Study D trio arrived back at
St. Frank’s, they found Mr. Wilkes on the
Ancient House steps.

“I may as well tell you at once that I
have just received a telephone call from tho
headmaster of the Bannington Grammar
School,” said Mr, Wilkes, without beating
about the bush., “Capper has confcssed
everything, and he 1s to be expelled.”

“Oh!” ejaculated Handforth & Co.

“He thoroughly deserves expulsion,” went
on Mr. Wilkes quietly. ‘“Ford and Vine,
being mere tools, are to be flogged. I am
very glad indeed, boys, that you are thus
clea,reg.”

“Thanks awfully, sir.”

“At the same time, you are guilty of
breaking bounds and ecntering the Modern
House after lights-out,” said Mr. Wilkes,
changing his tone. ‘I shall have to punish
you for that. I am very much afraid—er—
that it will mean a swishing.”

“Go ahead, sir,” grinned Handiorth,
““Who cares?”

A swishing it was—but then, after all, Mr.
Wilkes was not much of a hand at swishing.
Handforth & Co. hardly smarted after they
had had their medicine. And Mr. Wilkes
forgot to report Boots & Co. to Mr. Stock-
dale, the Housecmaster of the Modern House,
so the Fourth-Formers heard nothing more of

the matter whatever. Which was just as it
should be.

HANDFORTH & Co. went back to St.

]

THE END,

(Look out next Wednesday for a grand
long complete story of breathless schoolboy
mystery and adventure featuring the
Chums of St. Frank’s. Entitled: ‘' The
Mystery of the Monastery Ruins!’? Ordew
your copy in advance, lads.)
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week to the sender of the best joke ; bumper books,
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HECTIC.

It was a ona-horse village, and the
traveller who had just missed the last train
to town was looking around for some way
of killing time.

‘ Any picture show in this place ? >’ he
asked a village yokel. ¢‘ Or a billiard-hall
or library ? **

‘“ Eh—no,’’> was the reply. °*‘ There’s
nothing like that ’ers.’””

‘“ Well, how do you spend your evene
ings ? ** asked the traveller.

‘* Oh,”” was the roply, ‘‘ we go down
to the store—they’ve just got a new
bacon-slicer."”’

(Robert S. Smith, 6, Smithy Lane,
IWWalton, Liverpool, has bLcen awarded o

Mudford Rovers had discovered that pocket wvallet.)

scveral of their supporters were gaining
admission into the ground cwithou! paying.
The secretary considered the matter, then
pasted up the following notice in a promi-
nent position ;

‘“ There are two kick-offs—one can be
seen and the other felt. To sce one and
avoid the other, please
pay as you enter.”’

(R. Avis, 105, Beech Hall
Road, Highams Park, E.4,
has been awarded a pen-
Knife.) |

A GOOD START.

Uncle (to small nephew)*
“ Well, Johnny, .how are you
getting on at school t ”’

Johnny : * To-day I was

Ca\e

THIS'LL MAKE YOU LAUCH !

ECONOMY.

Lady (to chauffeur) : * Do you know you took
that corner on two wheels ?

Chauffeur : ¢ Yea, madam. I thought it would
save the tyres.”

(R. Qoddard, Loseneath, Clarence Road, Flect,
Hants, has beein awarded a
penknife.)

HIGH FINANCE,

Buicher (to small boy) :
‘“ Well, what do you want,
sonny ? **

Small Boy: °‘“Nine
penn’orth of steak and threa-
pence change. Father will
bring the shilling in the
morning.”’

the only boy who could
answer @ question.”

Unole: * What was the
question ? "

Johnny: “Who

(B. Mitchell, 34, Pine
derfield Road, Wal:efield,

Ivas been awarded a
bool:.)

put the ink in the
teacher’s hat.”
(@. France, 4, Olive

Terrace, Marsden,

near Huddersfield, has
been awarded a pocket
wallet.)

HIS AMBITION.
‘“ You will never

BAD RECEPTION.
The clectrician, called in o rcpair tie

eoireless, found scvcral cough-lozenges in
the loudspeaker.

* 1 put them in there,’”’ confessed litlle
Tommy. *‘1 was listening-in, and the

man speaking sounded so hoarse."

(N. C. Langdon, 20, Apsley Road, Southsea,
has been awarded a handsome wateh,)

SOMETHING
ABOUT NOTHING.

Teacher: ‘ Now,
Tommy, can you
give me a definition
of ‘ nothing’ ? ™

Tommy: “ Yes,
sir: a toy balloon
without & covering
on it.”’

get anywhere unless

you have higher jdeas than this,’* sald the

woman at whose door the tramp had applied for

assistance. *‘ Are you really content to spend

your life walking around the country begging? "’
‘‘ No, lady,”’ answered Weary Willie. *‘ Many’s

the time I’ve wished I had a motor.”

(R. Wilson, 25, Liddal Lane, Ialifaxr, has
been awarded a penknife.)

BILL'S BLUNDER.

Teacher (to new pupil) : *“ Now, what is your
nameo ?

New Boy : ‘ William Brown.”

Teacher : *“ When you speak to a master you
must always add ‘sir.' Now once again:
What is your name ¢

New Boy : * S8ir William Brown,”

(Yurie Taji, 1 of 11 Chome, Kojimachi, Yotsuys
aku, T'okyo, has been awarded a book.)

- (E. Bourncr, Back
Cottage, Cross QOaks, Shcenley, Ierts, hces been
awarded a pockel wallet.)

‘“SLANGY ! ”

Willy (reading): *‘‘Ths sandy covos of
Cornwall are very beautiful.” *’

Teacher : * Willy, what is a sandy cove ? *°

Willy : £ A bioke with red halr, miss.”

(M. Goldfarb, 21, Vega Street, Cheethan,
Manchestcr, has been awarded a bool,.)

CHAMPION.

Local: * There our light-weight
champion.”
Stranger : *“ Boxer ? "’

- Loeal : ** No—butchor.”

(A. Cryer, 34, Heeley Grecin, Sheffield, has been
awarded a pocket waliet.)
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The Night Hawk, Implacable, Ruthless, Wages War Against—

The RADIUM

Long Complele Story of
Thrills and Adventure

By
JOHN
BREARLEY,

CAALAAAAAAALAAAAAL

The Night Hawk’s
‘“present’” to a
scoundrel — a bomb
and two, gronades!
VY VVVVVVIYVIVvY

CHAPTER 1.
A Man Drops Dead!

b Y jove, guv'nor,
B that was good!”
Thurston Kyle,
an immaculate
fisure in opera hat and
overcoat, smiled gravely
down at the glowing,
freckled face of lius young
assistant, Snub Hawkins,
“Yes, 1t was a fine play.
Glad you enjoyved it, my boy !”
The famous scientist and Snub stood out
on the brilliantly lighted pavement before
the Paladrome Theatre., filled by a gaily
dressed throng of thcatre-goers paticently
waiting for cars and taxis The two had
been on one of their rare visits to tho
theatre, in honour of Snub’s birthday.

All around themn sounded the bustle of
the “{hecatre rush ’’; the purr of moctor-cars,
a pleasant  babel of talk, laughter and
cood-byes as the crowd began to break up.
Thurston Kyle smiled aga:n quictly and
looked around.

“Quite a crush!” he murmured. *““We'll
have to wait some minutes for a taxi, I

foar—="'
He had

But Snub
turned away his  hand,

listenine.
and

was not
slightly,

descending on the scientist’'s arm with an

cager clutch, made his master break off
and look down quickly.
“Great Scott, sir, look at this chap!”

whispered the boy.

In mild surprise, Thurston Kyle followed
the youngster’s frowning stare, and after a
bricf glance his own eyes narrowed keenly.

On the edee of the throng, only three
vards away, stood a climly-built man,
huddled in scedy overcoat and bowler hat,
and watching the smiling, chattering crowd
with Dburning eves. No otheis among the
carcirce pleasure-seckers appeared to have
noticed him; he scemed just an ordinary
passcr-by attracted for a few moments by
the bright, gay scene. But the terrible.
strained expression on the man’s face had
caught Snub’s roving, observant glance 1n-
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stantly, and through the gaps in the thin-
ning crowd the lad and Thurston Kyle
watched quietly.

Something was plainly very wrong with
the man. His bowler hat, pushed 1im-
paticntly back on his hecad, disclosed tiny
beads of swecat glistening on the puckered
forehcad, and his face in the glare of lights
from the vestibule was haggard and
desperate.

From the twitching of his shoulders, he
was in the grip of some feverish excitement
almost beyond control. His weak mouth
was pinched into a light, bloodless gash of
determination, while the hectic flushes on
cach thin cheekbone stood out in startling
contrast to the rest of his chalk-white com-
plexton. He had the air of a man who was
seething inwardly, and had screwed up his
nerve and courage to the point of despera-
tion.

Heedless of the people around them,
Thurston Kyle and Snub studied the
stranger, curiosity and instinct alike aroused
by his manner. Even as they watched,
they saw the drawn featurcs grow bleaker
still; the man’s right arm, hand buried
in his overcoat pocket, stiffened, while the
sunken eyes grew suddenly alert, blazing
with hate and fury.

With an odd little thrill in s hecart,
Snub turned quickly on his master. To his
surprise, he found Thurston Kyle’s eyes
secarching the crowd also, and wonderingly
the boy whispered again:

“Anythin’ wrong, sir? That chap’s
waitin’ for someone, sure, and precious
ugly he looks about it Oh, my giddy
aunt |” ‘

Quick as a flash, the boy left his master’s
side, covering the intervening three yards

29

in a single whirlwind leap. A tigerish snarl
had abruptly twisted ti:c man’s features,
and his right hand jerked savagely from
his pocket. But before he could make
another movement Snub’s sturdy weigiht had
landed full on his shoulder.

Immediately from the throng came cries
of astomishment and alarm as the stranger
and Snub writhed in a fierce struggle that
lasted a few brief scconds. Men shouted
and women scrcamed, Then Snub, sticking
to his man like a leech, jerked his own
right arm up and down rapidly, and on to
the pavement at his feet dropped somcthing
that hit the flags with a clatter.

Crack! It was a stubby, blue-nosed auto-
madtie.
“Good hecavens! Look out, there!

Police !”

At sight of that ugly weapon bheside the
struggling pair a fresh outery burst from
the crowd. A burly policeman. {ollowed by
a commissionaire, came pushing through to
scize the man before he could escape. What
followed then was swift and tragic.

With a hoarse scream and a burst of
maniacal strength, the man wrenched him-
self away from Snub, hurled the boy to
the ground and turned to run. He had not
taken two steps, however, beforo another
cry was torn from him—a choking, terrified
groan. And, clutching madly at his_heart,
he tottered forward like one in mortal
agony.

The onlookers stood as though rooted to
the ground, while, just for one instinctive
second, both the constable and com-
missionaire halted dcad. Thurston Kyle

was the one person to move, and he came
running forward, hands outstretched.
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pened ! he said praintively. Thurston Kyle
broko into a quiet laugh, and nodded.

“Right, I will. As I say, I saw the man
who is dead glaring at Sir Franklyn Mosse,
and at the same moment, tho specialist
caught sight of his threatening opponent,
and froze 1n his tracks. He had just lighted
a cigar, but as soon as he saw the man
before him, he threw it away—a perfectly
natural action in one confronted by an
cnemy he knew. Then you tackled the man
with the gun, and 1 still watched Sir
Eranklvn. And what he did then was not
natural, by any means!

“The instant you grasped his encmy, he
took out another cigar and placed it care-
fullv between his lips. But ”’—the Night
Hawk’s wvoico hardened—‘ hc did not take
the second cigar from his case but from his
outside overcoat pocket—a remarkably queer
place in which to keep excellent Coronas.
Neither did he lightit. "Instead, ho pointed
the end straight at the man with whom you
were struggling=—and waited!”

“Gummy!”

‘““And the split second you wero thrown
down, Snub, and your opponent turned to
run, Sir Franklyn blew hard through his
cigar. It was then I realised that murder
had been committed while I stood foolichly
watching !’

Thurston Kyle’s deep eycs glowod sombrely
at the memory.

‘¢ However, for that foolishness I have
made some amends. There is somothing big
behind this murder to-night. I shall not restc
until I have found out what it 18.” ‘

Snub nodded, but his face was still puzzled.

‘““And do you mean Sir Franklyn fired this
thorn—through a cigar, sir? That’'d be
difficult to prove, I guess!”

““On the contrary, Snub, it will bo quite
easy |”’ drawled Thurston Kyle with a cold
smile, ‘““Because when Sir  Franklyn
hurried forward to cover his tracks by
romoving the poison dart and giving a false
diagnosis of heart-failure, I took the libert
of picking his pocket. It was undigniﬁedy:
but necessairy. Look!”

Again he held out something that fetched a
fresh gasp of amazement from his assistant.
For in Thurston Kyle’s hand this time lay a
large, expensive and unlighted cigar:

““This 1s the second one!” he said simply.

With a sharp penknife he deliberately
sliced the Corona 1n two halves and opencd
it wide. A faint sardonic smile appeared
on his lips as he studied the debris briefly.
Then he pushed it across to Snub, who, after
one look, gave a sharp cry. Down the
centre of one of the halves, embedded in a
special groove, lay a slender, hollow tube of
silver, A solemn hush followed the
discovery.

‘“A very ingenious blow-pipe!” smiled
Thurston Kyle at last. *‘ And this thorn was
tho ¢bullet,” stecped in virulent poison
which I must analyse. Swift. sure and very
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silent. That is how Sir Franklyn Mosse killed
his eneiny before a crowd of people!”

Snub rolled the tube back with a little
frown of disgust.

‘““What are you going to do to the blighter,
sir ?”’ he growled.

‘““Find out more about Lhim first,” returncd
the Night Hawl, coolly lighting a cigarette.
“We know he is a killer who went about
armed with a deadly weapon which he used
ruthlessly when the time arrived. But apart
from that there were other strange points
to-night which interest me greatly.” Blow-

- ing out a cloud of smoke, he gazed at it with

dreamy eyes.

‘““For 1nstance, why should a starving
chemistry expert hate a famous specialist so
bitterly as to try and shoot him in public?
That man certainly intended murder, and
Sir Franklyn was just as certainly prepared
for him. What was the connection betweeu
the two?

‘“ Again, why was Sir Franklyn so terribly
anxious to throw doubt on my statement
that the man had handled radium in large
quantities? He laughed and shrugged about
it later, true, but there was something very
like stark terror in his eyes when I first
mentioned the fact. To make matters worse,
he followed up by saying cmphatically that
he knew nothing about radium—surely a
strange confession from a medical man of
his fame, eh? And then, the moment Super-
intendant Frazer seized on the subject sc
cagerly, Sir Franklyn left the scene as
quickly as he could. YWhy? Do these
questions convey anything to you, Snub?”

‘““You bet !” The shrewd lad smiled keenly.
“It scems to me to be radium, radium,
radium all the way through. And the con-
nection between Sir Franklyn and the dead
bloke hinges on that somewhere, guv’'nor.”

‘“Exactly!” The Night Hawk nodded
approvingly. ‘“My theory may ke wrong,
but I do not think so. I fcel certain that
what happened to-night may form a strong
clue in the villainous chain of radium
robberies that have taken place during the
last few months. As you know, St. Peter’s
Hospital, the National Laboratory and the
East London Institute have been robbed of
their entire supplies, amounting to something
like ninety thousand pounds in value. And
the crimes are still unsolved.” He com-
pressed his lips grimly.

“I myself have tried to solve those
robberies—without success so far. But I
intend to do so, and heaven help the thieves
if T catch them! Radium is toco wonderfu!l
to be tangled up with crime. It is rare and
precious; 1t saves the lives of hundreds
yearly, and relieves intolerable pain. Once
a supply is lost, it takes some time for more
to be procured, and invalids die in the mean-
time. Therefore, criminals who steal radium
in preference to money or goms arc
practically murderers, too, and should be
punished mercilesslv. You follow ?”

Snub nodded tensely as the Night Hawk's
deep voice went on:
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$As I said,
incadent may prove a clue. In any case, I
shall follow 1t up. Superintendant Frazer
thought so, too, I could sec, although not
having secen what I did, he cannot connect
Sir FFranklyn Mosse with the dead chemist as
we can. Well. that 1s unfortunate for him,
as I shall work alone as uswal. And I intend
to begin now !”’

““You mecan we’ll put Sir Franklyn on our
radio first, sir?” queried Snub cagerly.

“I do.” The Night Hawk rose to his fecct
with a whimsical smile. “As unofficial
cnemies of erime, my boy, we must act. I
want you to look up Sir Franklyn’s address
in the ’phone book, get out my wings, and
prepare a set of microphones.’” He laughed
keenly, for there was work to be done.
“Yes, we must cortainly add Sir Franklyn
Mosso to our ¢ sceret serviee ’ list, my lad !”’

“You bet!” jerked Snuh. And was off in
a {lash to obey orders, while Thurston Kyle
changed anickly inte his flying castumo-

to-night’s
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Flattening himself
against the bridge, the
burdened Night Hawk
missed death by inches
as the tug passed
underneath.

CHAPTER 3.
Snatched from Deathl

WEETLY and smoothly, a few minutes
S later, Thurston Kyle sailed out into
the cool night air on his pecnliar
mission, his great wings bearing him
aloft at easy speed. In his hand he carried
a canvas folder containing the set of delicato
microphones for his amazing ‘‘radio,” the
secret of which he had never divulged even
to his tried ally, Nelson Lee, the head-
master-detective of St. Frank’s.

Gone now was the handsome, immaculately-
dressed man of an hour ago. He had
become the Night Hawk once more, silent
as a phantom, swift and resolute in action—
an cnemy of crime. Below him, as he sped
high above London, were the still twinkling
lights of the West End, surrounded by tho
darker masses of the suburbs. The freshness
of the air and the stimulus of action madoe
him chuckle softly.

But his thoughts were grim and busy. As
a result of the radium robberies, as they
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were called, three great institutions had lost
their supplies of that wonderful healer. To
replace them took time and huge sums of
moncy. But worse than that the work of
curing suffercrs had been checked. All the
scientist in Thurston Kyle grew bitter at the
knowlcdge, Whoever he found was bebind
theso robberies, Sir Franklyn Mcsse or any-
one elso, they would pay a swift and final
penalty.

He realised fully that his suspicions con-
ccrning the specialist were based purely on
theories. Yet some uncanny instinct
whispered that he was on the right track.
In any case, Sir Franklyn was a cold-blooded
killer, and as such alono merited the Night
Hawk’s deadly vigilance.

The mission on which he was bound was
tho first step, although there was little
prospect of a thrill 1n 1t. Winging his silent
way eventually above a quiet backwater
behind the Embankment Gardens, he counted
tho tall old houses carefully, flying low under
cover of darkness until he found thie ono in
which Sir Franklyn had chambers.

On outstretched wings he whcecled, and
landed softly among the sloping caves; and
for tho next few minutes he was busy there.
When he had finished his tiny apparatus was
sccurely fixed into position bencath a
loosened tile, and ho smiled in grim content.
I'rom now on every word uttercd in the
famous specialist’s rooms would bo carried
through the ether, to be picked up in the
Hampstead laboratory by the ever-vigilant
Snub. 8ir Franklyn Mosse was on the Night
Hawk’s “‘secret service ' list.

Laughing quietly, Thurston Kyle flung
himself aloft onco more, hovering for a
moment to glance 1dly down at the great city
below him. He was not in the mood to
return home at once; the short flight from
Hampstcad through the starry night bad
whetted his appetite for more, and he fell
tok pondering which dircction he should
take.

To his left the strects behind the Strand
were quict and almost deserted; the Thames,
flowing blackly beyond the Embankment,
scemed to promise better things. Often the
down-river haunts, the lonely wharfs and
warehouses, the narrow streeots, had proved
rich hunting-grounds for the thrill-loving
Night Hawk, for lifo moves swiftly there at
times whon the day is young. Throwing back
his goggles, ho sct his wings rippling for a
leisurely cruise east—a  watchful, in-
defatigable figure embarked on his favourite
hohbv—seeking adventure !

Whereupon adventure came {o him swiftly,
as it does to those who search.

Fifty feect above the dark bosom of the
river he was flying, the massive bulk of
Waterloo Bridge looming up before him,
very quiet and desolate at this carly Lour.
The day trafflic had ceased loung since; the
market carte had rot yet come in. Save
for a solitary taxi coasting along the gutter,
the wide thoroughfare was cmpty.

A Splendid Tale of Robin Hood and His Merry Men : ¢“ SHERWOOD GOLD ! *

And then, from one of the deep embrasures
on the bridge, where homeless wanderers try
vainly to slecp the might away, hurtled the
dark figure of a man. On the brink of the
parapet he clawed fecebly for an instant as
though doubt had seizedy him, only to slip
further, and afterwards plunge horribly
downwards to where the dark, choppy river
flowed beneath. A shrill, high scrcam
reached the Night Hawk’s ears, even as lLis
l(-i:gen glance caught that scrambling, lurching

ive.

In a second he was streaking down to the
rescue, arms outstretched, knige-cdgcd wings
cutting tho air at a breathless swoop. Faster
than the falling man he flashed, vanishing
into the gloomy shadow of the bridge. The
man’s coat had opened in his fall. The faint
glimmer of something white bencath it was
all that guided his winged deliverer. But
that was sufficient.

Like lightning the Night Hawk swerved
dizzily upon him, eating up the space
between. A hcavy splash broke the Dblack
surfaco of the river as the man’s legs hit the
water, but before he could go right under,
through tho rising spray crashed tho rescuer
at terrific speed, two strong arms gripped
him accurately about the shoulders and
hauled him bhack forcibly from that cold and
watery grave. 8Skimming flat above the
waves, unable to check his burdened rush
towards a mighty stone picr, Thurston Kyle
saved himself'%y another dazzling swerve and
plunged headlong into the echoing depths of
the bridge’s centre-span.

h.And there Dcath rushed thunderously upon
im.

Unnoticed in the heat of rapid action, a
sturdy tug, heading upstream for home, had
plunged into the arch from the other side.
Blocking the way, it bore down on the racing
Night Hawk like some snorting monster of
the deep.

By inches only did the iron-nerved flyer
wrench himself and his limp passenger alnft
then, scraping past the rush of tho tug’s
blunt bows, flattening himself tensely as the
bridge and smoke-stack glided just below
him. The man at the wheel, catching sight
of the weird figure a few feet above him as
the glow of lights lit up the arch, let out
a cry of astonishment and fear. Tho tug
surged onwards, and the Night Hawk, on
struggling pinions, fought his way out of that
(fxulti:-er death trap into which he had so nearly
allen.

Soaring high into the air once more, heo
looked down at his captive, now completely
unconscious in his arms. DBut the darkness
above tho river was too great to sce his
features properly, and hoisting himm in a
firmer grip, Thurston Kyle glided away
towards the north bank. where the massive
buildings and flat rocfs of Somecerset House
would tform a welcome parch.

In the centre of the great mass he found a
sintable spot. and, lasing the man down at
last so that his heary head was supported by



On Sale this Week in BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY NO, 280.

a stone parapet, ho pulled out his slender
electric torch.

““Some poor beggar tired of struggles and
hardship, I suppose,”’ the Night Hawk mused
sadly, as he thought of the many who had
preferred the Thames to the cold streets of
aight. As 1f to confirm his remarks the
guarded beam of white light shot out then to
reveal soaked and shabby garments, and a
white, thin face disfigured by a stubby beard
days old. For the sccond time that night
Thurston Kyle had cncountered one of the
City’s down-and-outers; although this one
seemed in poorer straits even than the seedy
ex-chemist who had died outside the
Paladrome.

He was clad in coat, trousers and gaping
boots only, with a ragged muffler tied round
his throat to try to lnde the fact that he
posscssed no shirt or vest. Very gently the
Night Hawk turned out the tattered pockets,
without revealing anything except a small
round tin, strangely and tightly bound with
copper wire. Laying this aside, he pulled
the man’s coat further away from his bare
chest to listen to his heart.

And instantly his sharp eycs saw a sight
t%}at narrowed them down to mere glecaming
vli1ts.

““Good heavens!”

He drew in his breath with a peculiar littlo
hiss of excitement. The man was wounded—
stabbed. Just inside his left collar-bone was
a small but jagged wound that Thurston
Kyle’s experience told him at once was deep
and dangerous. The lips of the cut were
curiously puckered inwards, with only a tiny
splash of blood to mark the place. Yet the
wound was fresh.

‘““Stabbed! Knifed from above with a
triple-cdged dagger, which mecans he’s bleed-
img nwardly. By all that’s devilish |”’

It was a startling discovery, and changcd
the situation completely. Instead of rescuing
a would-be suicide as he had thought, he had
snatched up a dangecrously wounded man who
must have been stabbed in that embrasure
on Waterloo Bridge and rolled over the
parapet in a second. That scream he had
heard, allowing for distance, had been one
of pain, not despair.

Rapidly Thurston Kyle pulled the shabby
clothes aside still - more, searching for
further wounds, There were none. But sud-
denly, as he looked, his torch fell upon the
man’s hands. And for all the Night Hawk’s

cool impassiveness, he could not restrain a

harsh cry of amazement. _
They were lean, firm hands, but acid-
scarred and stained from fingers to wrists—
the hands of an expert chemist. And like
that other chemist who had been killed by
Sir Franklyn Mosse, his hands were ravaged
by the shiny sores of radium-rays!
"The astounding coincidence, the sharpest of
his career, hit Thurston Kyle like a blow.
He sat back on his heels, staring at those tell-
tale hands as though unable to believe his
eyes. Then, as a whole flood of thoughts
began to race through his mind, he stopped,

35
and without a word gathered the limp figure
in his arms, hurled himself from the roof

into space, and went shooting across London
as fast as his wings could fly.

-

CHAPTER 4.
The Second Chemist!

ACK in the great laboratory, Snub
Hawkins, too keen to go to bed until
his master returned, was sitting before
the radio cabinet with the hig ear-

phones about his head. He turned as the
trench-window opened and the Night Hawk
strode in; and one glance at the burden his
master carried sent him flying to clear a
work-bench of its apparatus.

‘““Good boy !” murmured Thurston Kyle,
hurrying across. ‘“Now help me lay him out
flat. Gently, lad; he’s badly hurt!”

‘““Who 1s he, sir?” |

In answer to the ecager words the scientist
pointed eloquently to the man’s scarred
hands, and Snub uttered a whistle of amaze-
ment. The Night Hawk was already busy
with medicine-glass and phials.

Breathlessly the boy waited until a tiny
measure of golden liquid had been forced
between the wounded man’s clenched tecth,
and the heavy head allowed to drop back on
a hastily fetched cushion. A long silence fell -
while the two watohed a faint tinge of colour
appear slowly in the pallid cheeks as the
powerful stimulant did its work. A faint
moan showed presently that conscilousness
was creeping back to their stranger-guest,
and a moment later heavy eyelids fluttered
drowsily, closed again, and finally opened
wide. A pair of pain-drawn eyes gradually
brightened into life, and at last came to rest
on Thurston Kyle, who was quietly
unbuckling his wings.

“Oh!” It was a startled groan, a mixture
of agony and fear. Before the man could
move or cry out again, however, the
scientist’s strong, cool hand was laid on his
forehead, and its magnetic touch was firm
but soothing. |

“Lie still. You are in no danger here.
Do not worry.” , |

The calm words had the desired effect,
for the terror on the bearded face faded a
little. Dazedly the man’s eyes left Thurston
Kyle and travelled round the large, strange
room, a look of almost humorous wonder
dawning in their depths. To the watchers’
surprise a little smile, painful and 1ironie,
curled the stranger’s lips, and he began to
murmur to himself in a quiet, educated voice.

“My aunt—I'm in a lab. again! I'm dyin’
in a lab. What a jest!” A soit, grim
chuckle shook him so that he winced in agony
and coughed. His wide stare settled on
Thurston Kyle once more. “I am dying,
aren’t 1?” he whispered.

The scientist bent over him.

“I am afraid you are, my friend,” he said
gently. “You’ve been stabbed by a triple-
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cdged blade, you seo. It has missed tho heart
by a little, I think, but & wound from such a
knife bleeds inwardly and cannot be plugged.
I am sorry!”

Again the ironic smile crept over the
other's face.

“You wouldn't be if you knew the circs.,”
ho murmured. *“A triple-edged blade, eh?
Then I know who got me all right. But how
did I get hero?”

“Never mind that. Try and tell me what
happened.”

“Ol, just what I'd been cxpectin’ for
days!” was tho feeble but carcless answer.
“l was sleepin’—in an embrasurc on Watcr-
loo Bridge. The next I knew was somcono
bendin’ over me, the stab of a Lknifc, and
over the top I went! That’s all.”

“But who killed you?! You say you
knowt”

“I guess I know ail right. But T'll keep
mum. Honour among thieves, you know.
Gang law an’ all that.” And with that sur-
prising reply, the drowsy eyes closed wearily.

Thurston Kyle bent closer still. This man
was dying, and two murdered radium
chemists in one night, both poverty stricken
at that, was a coincidence far too strong to
be wasted. Fate had thrown theso men in
tho scientist’s path—of that he was convinecd,
This second onc must be wade to tulk before
it was too late.

~ “Was it Sir Franklyn Mosso, the special-
15t 2”7 he asked softly, and Snub’s heart leapt
at the effect of the qucstion. It was elce-
trical.

A shudder twitched the stianger's bLody
from head to toe; his eyes snappcd open at
once. There was no weariness 1n them now;
they were fixed and hard with frightened
suspicion,

“Why—why d'vou ask that? Who are
you, any way {” he panted,

The Night Hawk fneiww up

“Neover mind that, either.
was it he who killed you

“I—I Find out!”

“l mean to. 1 sce you have been a
chemistry expcrt, accustomed -to handling
radium, Don’t deny it! Your hands give
you away. Well, are you aware that Sir
Franklyn Mosse killed another of your pro-
fessxgn tonight, in cold blood, outside the

“Shut up; shut up!” Unablo to endure
the remorseless probing, the dying man
croaked hoarsely. “So you know that, too,
ch? I wish I knew who you were—hcro in
this splendid lab! Reminds me of my own—
once |”’

He began to ramble incolicrently. Thur-
ston Kyle, all his will-power concentrated on
the task, brought him gack to earth.

“Did Sir Franklyn attempt to kill you,
too? I want to know—I wmust know. And
if so, why ?”

The cold, insistent wvoice cut mcrcilessly
through thc mists gathering :n the man's
mind. His eycs opened once more. And
this time thcy wero filled . with a blaze of
hatred and revenge, reminding Thurston

a stern hand.
Answer me—-

- way we'd go to gaol, too.

Kyle of the eyves of that other man who waa

already dead.

“All right. T’ll tell you—I'll tell you. I
meant to get even with that skunk, anyway.
Give me—a drink!”

With a fresh dosc of Kyle’s stimulant cours-
ing like fire through his wveins, tho cx-
chemist’s tones grew stronger. His eyes still

burned with that unearthly light,

It wasn’t Mosze who got me. It was
Tony, his Italian valet, I guess. DBut it's all
tho same. Mosse meant to kill me, samoe as
he killed Harris earlier on. We were marked
down. On the spot, as the Americans say,
what 77’

In jerky gasps, he began a tale that kept
his listencrs tense and silent.

6 EARD of tho radium robberies, aa
the newspapers dubbed ’em? Yes?
Well, Mosse is behind them—in
England, He visited the hospitals
as a doctor—spied out the land. Then Tony
and another cracksman did the rest.

‘““Harris and I—Graham’s my name—were
in it, too. As you've spotted, Mr. Whoever-
you-are, we were chemists—once. Special-
i1sts in radium., Only we made a—slip, let’s
call it. Got struck off the Association. Oh,
rats! What’s it wmatter? We were right
up against it, anyway, and when Mosso came
to us with his proposition we joined him—
the rat!

“He’s working with a foreign gang.
They’re planning to clean out all the hos-
pita?; that possess radiutn, and sell it to
some American concern. The Americans
want it for commercial purposes, and they
can’t got enough honestly because most of tho
radium supply has to go to hospitals and
institutes by law. So they’re paying Mosse
big money to get it for 'em. Seo?”

Thurston Kyle nodded bitterly. He saw.

¢“Well, Mosse and Ton{ %th all the stuft
over here. Harris and andled it. Weo
changed the quantities and resealed 1it. for
smuggling into the States. Ticklish job
with radium, eh? And as soon as that job
was over and tho money paid, Mosze doublo-
crossed us!

“He just kicked us out. He’s a devil,
without fear. We threatened to give him
away. He laughed, and told us to try it—
with a man of his reputation. Looking it
over, we found we coufdn’t do 1it, and any-
So we tried to
get our shares peaceably,

‘“ But we failed. And we wero ncarly broke,
too. At last Mosse said if we pestered him
again he’d put us ‘on the spot.” We knew
he would, too. He was out East as a young
man, and we'd heard some ugly tales about
him, So we¢ sold all we could, and bought
weapons to protect ourselves.

“Harris bought a gun. I bought some
‘ dope,’ and nade a !i’l bomb from a tin box
and copper wire. I'd get him if he got me
all right. Of course, that left us broke flat,
and we were soon starving, and had onl
our top clothes left, But we felt better wit
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the wecapons on us, and we stuck

to Mosse for our money. _
“To-day énded it. We hadn’t

caten for three days. We
tackled him this evening, in his
chambers. Told lhim wo were

armed, in case he got rough.
That changed his tone.

‘“He was just off to the
theatre, asked us {o como again
in the morning, and he'd put
things right. We told him we
were staying right there—till he
returned.  He¢  shrugged—told
Tony, s man, to give us someo
food and coffee, and went out.
And agam ho was double-cross-
g us!

“Tony brought us the {food
and drink, but the coffece was
doped. That’s whero he made
a mistake, eh? Giving doped
coffece to two chemical experts,
the fool! We spotted it the very
first sip—tasted and smelt it.
That scttled it!

““I laid Tony out right then,
with a decanter. IKnocked him
silly. "And after we’d nosed
round a bit we left. Harris was
boiling with fury—said he was
going to shoot Mosse outside the
theatre.

‘“Well, ho tried, and I watched
Mosse kill him. He'd threatencd
us with that cigar trick before—
always carried it. I could lLave
slung my bomb at him from
where I stood, but it meant kill-
ing other folks, too. There was
a botter way to get even, I knew.
So I slunk off, to wait for him
later on Waterloo Bridge!”

““Why there?” broke in Thurs-
ton Kyle. ‘At one o’clock in
the morning ?”

A twisted smile of malice
wrinkled Graham’s face.

‘““Because he’'ll be crossing
about two-thirty, I ‘guess. and I
wanted to be in time. I know
his car —big grey Minerva.
He'll bo driving himself, and I
was going to throw him my little
present as he passed. But Tony—must have
recovered and—trailed me—somehow !”’

““Where 1s Mosse going ?” snapped Thurs-
ton Kylo as the ex-chemist’s head dropped.

“To the coast!” he mumbled. “We found
letters in his study—after we’d downed
Tony. Gave the game away. It was from
his pals—in France. Coded, o’ course, but
we knew the code!

“They’re pullin’ off their biggest haul to-
night—in Paris, Makin’ a clean sweep of all
the radium stored in the institute there.
Biggest supply in the world—worth a quarter
of a million, I guess. ‘The robbery’s prob-
ably done by now. They’re clever!

¥The stuff’s bein’ raced to the Trench
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Down flashed the Night
Hawk from the skies,
to snatch the precious
radium from the
scoundrel’s nerveless

coast, where a fishiy’ boat’ll row it out a
mile and hand i1t on—to a submarine—waiting

there. The sub.’s going to smuggle it across
the Channel. Mosse is to be on the beach
about four, thrce miles below Hythe—it's
pretty lonely there—and wait for the sub.’s
signal.

“Then he's sailin’ for America first boat
Tired by his story, Graham was sinking fast.
His voice became a drawling mumble. *“Don’
wan’ Harris 'n me no more—seen us han’le
the stuff—¢’'n do it himself now. No one
s’spect such highly respec’able  British
specialist as Sir—Sir—that dirty dog!”

The mumble ccased. Thurston Kjyle
rlanced at his watch sharply; it said ten past
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two. In twenty minutes Sir IFranklyn Mosse
was due to start for tho coast to fetch the
stolen radium.

He snapped out an order to Snub that sent
him flying to the radio, and turned to find
Graham’s eyes staring glassily at him again.

“Wha’ you goin’ to do—get Mosso?”’ he
asked thickly. “Pay him out for poor Harris
an’ me? We—we've been fools, I know—
and worse than fools. But—but—"

A terrible cough choked him; he struggled
fml']a, moinent, and then fell back, limp and
still.

The Night Hawk soberly covered him with
a large cloth, His handsome face was dark
and savage. .

“Yes, you’vo been a  criminal  fool,
Graham!” he said slowly. ‘““And paid for
1t with your life. But you’ve tnade amends
at last, don’t worry. Sir Franklyn Mosse is
going to pay the same price, tco!”

CHAPTER 5.
The Night Hawk Flies Again!

OR the second time that night, tho
Night Hawk strcaked out into the siar-
lit darkness above sleeping London.
Mecreiless as Doom itself, he hurled

himself faster and faster across the City, to
be on hand when Sir IFranklyn started for the
coast. '

He had one small errand to do first—to

pick up something he had left on the roof
of Somerset House That done, he swung
into full speed again. He arrived above the
Embankment backwater where the specialist
lived just In time to see a big car come
purring forth,
- From the shape of its bonnet and its crest
as 1t passed a gleaming street-lamp, he saw
it was a Minerva. 'Fhe laugh that burst from
him was almost & snarl.

Speedily they travelled, motorist and flyer,
plunging decper into the dark country until
a faint briny. tang mingled with the breeze,
and from the height he was cruising Thur-
ston Kyle got his first sight of the heaving
Channel, with the lights of two passing ships
far out from land. The scenc of action was
drawing necar.

Ten minutes later, somewhat to his sur-
prise, Sir IFranklyn slowed his car down in a
narrow lane a good half-nile from the shore,
and, running 1t into *he hedge, parked it
without lights beneath an overhanging elm.
After that he got out briskly, vaulted a low
stile farther down with the air of a man who
knows his way well, and went prowling
cautiously along a narrow footpath leading
towards the sea. The murmur of waves grow
louder as the Night IHawk followed, and
he saw, nestling darkly among some trees,
the huddled cottages of a little fishing village,

Skirting the small buildings without chal-
lenge, tho London specialist crept down to
the beach, a solitaty figure in tho gloom.
The reason he had come there was soon
plain, for the mament his feet touched the
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sand hce headed unerringly for a group of
fishermen’s dinghies, hauled up above Yxi h
water. He searched among them until he
had founded the sturdiest.

Pushing it gently down to the water, with
only the faint hiss of the kecel on the soft
beach to mark its passing, he launched the
craft and piled in over the stern. For fif-
teecn minutes he rowed parallel with tho
beach, until he camo to an ancient and
battered groyne jutting into tho waves. He
headed promptly for the lee-side and stopped
pulling. |

A glance at his iHluminated wrist-watch told
the Night Hawk that there would not be long
to wait for the coming of the submarine from
France; 1t wanted but a minute to four
o’clock now. He loosened his guns carcfully
in their holsters, and fclt for the grenades in
the small of his back. He was ready. Ho
had hardly finished these preparations when,
from tho blurred moving waters before him,
camo a dull, long splash, and a flicker of dim
foam in the starlight caught his eyes. He
swung up his glasses swiftly.

A hundred yards away, swaying to the
movement of the rollers, he saw a squat
conning-tower rise darkly above the surface.
A tiny stab of light—the merest flicker—
darted towards tho shore.

The Radium Robbers’ submarine had
arrived, daringly nosed her way to the edgeo
of the shelving beach, safe in the knowledge
of a lonely shore and darkness. Switching
his glasses to the dinghy below, the Night
Hawk saw that Sir Franklyn had caught the
signal, too, and was pulling stealthily away
from the groyne. In three or four silent
strokes of his wings, the hovering avenger
covered the distance to the submarine and
sank lower, thumbs hooked in his belt.

Through the little stecep waves siruggled
Sir Fraonklyn, himself and the boat just a
blur against the writhing scas. As though
suspended " by an invisible rope, Thurston
Kyle dropped slowly from the skies until
the conning-tower rocked but a fow yards
beneath him. A man in oilskins lcaned
rigidly over the rail, «straining his eyes to
]f30110w the course of the oncoming rowing-
oat.

With a last few digs of las oars, the leader
of the Radium Robbers canio alongside; a
boat-hook darted down from ihe man on tho
conning-tower, caught the dinghy’s bow,
and eased her off until she scraped broadside
against the submarine’s half-submerged hull.

Teeth flashing In a triumphant smile, the
man on the submarine bent and took a flat
metal box from the well of the conning-
tower bchind him. Carcfully he held it out
to Sir I'ranklyn, who stretched forth an eager
hand to grasp it. But the motion of the
dinghy baulked him at first. He staggered,
grabbed wildly, and missed.

“Thanks!” drawled a cold, contemptuous
voice.

Before the scoundrel could rvoach out a
second time, a great winged figure slid
silently between the two men, a long litho
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arm flicked down and twitched the precious
box of radiym tubes from the Frenchman’s
nerveless clutch,

Then terror and shirlwind action broko
out off tho Hythe foreshore,

CHAPTER 6.
Sir Franklyn Pays His Price!

¢4 ACRE dicu!”
A piercing scream of terror ripped
from the ¥Frenchman next instant.

His hand twitched spasmodically
towards a shoulder holster inside his coat.
Firing savagely with his left-hand gun, the
Night Hawk dropped him at point-blank
range, The man threw up his arms feobly,
crumpled, and fell across the rail of the
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conning-tower. Sir Franklyn Mos:o collapsed
heavily to the bottom of his dinghy.

Whercupon Thurston Kyle fell to work at
ruthless speed. He thrust the box of
radium tubes inside the breast of his flying-
suit, and lcapt down with a swirl of wings
upon Sir Franklyn. The harsh shout for help
the man gave was strangled at birth by the
steel fingers that gripped his throat cruelly,
and, struggling but helpless, lLe was hauled
up and pinned across tﬁ)lf} body of his dcad
accomplice on the submarineo.

Holding him so with one hand in an
agonising grip, the Night Hawk pulled
something from his pouch and held 1t up
before the man’s bulging eyes. It was a little
round tin, bound with copper wire.

(Continued on page 43.)
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Danny’s Peril!
6 VOLCANIC fire! Extraordinarily
ingenious. This pyramid is built,

obviously, over the main shaft of

the volcano. The geyeers, of course,
act as vents, keeping the pressure within
ordinary limits of safety.”

Though he must havo known what {ate
awaited him, the professor’s 1nsatiablo
curiosity roze superior to the terrors of death.
Twrning his head, Eric eaw that his uncle

‘The VALLEY of

HOT

SPRINGS!

FVVVVYVYVVVYVVVVVV VN

THE PIT OF FIRE!

Eric Denning and his treasure-
seeking companions doomed

to a fiery grave!
VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVY

was looking round as if
determined not to miss
a single 1tem of the pro-
Tramme.

““Now he's caying that
the sacrifice 1s about to
be made,” the profeszor
commented calmly. “I'm
afraid, my boy, this 1s
the end of us. For myv-
self T do nol care, but 1

recret that I have
brought syou to such u

4N -l "’
)tls-\'o

e cleared his throat.

“Danny — Danny, my
old fricnd—1'd hke you
to know that I don’t wish
yvou to pay any attention
to that notice T gave you
in a moment of irritation
— perhaps sardonuble
irritation.”

Danny made no reply.
Three guards had moved
forward and now stood
at attention. each by the
side of one of the prisoners. The Angckok
raised his hands slowly. Instanily the guard
standing by Danny’s side canght him by the
shoulders, with the ohvious intention of pro-
pelling him forward and pushing hun mto
the fiery pit.

But as his hands touched Danny’s shoulders,
the old pugiliet swung round. kEric saw his
deep-set blue eyes aglare, his 1nassive jaw
tight sct. He glimpsed a lightning left
uppercut, and then, with a clash of mail, the
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guard had dropped senseless on the pave-
ment,

Before either of the other two guards could
recover from their astonishment, Danny’s
fists had felled them to the ground.

“For the love of Mike, guv’nor, keep still,

can’t youl’’
- He was behind the professor, slashing
frenziedly with a knife at the leather thongs
which bound him. Even as he did so the
other guards, recovering from the surprise
that had momentarily paralysed them, came
charging across the floor, spears upraised to
strike.

But the professor’s arms were free now, and
Danny began to attack Eric’s bonds. Glanc-
ing over his shoulder, the boy saw that their
“hances were hopeless. Close on three hun-
dred men, roused to fury by what they must
have regarded as an act of sacrilege, were
bearing down on them,

_ “It’s no good, Danny,” he cried despair-
ingly as at last he felt his arms freed.

‘“We're for it!”

“Well, if I’ve got to go down into this
here burning pit, there’s somebody goes
along of me!”” Danny retorted.

As he spoke the soldiers were almost on
him. With the open knife still in his hand,
he took a run, leapt clean through that tongue
nf flame, and landed at the other side imme-
diately in front of the Angekok. His inten-
tion was obvious. Through the hall rang a
cry of horror. A spear hurtled through the
air, missing his shoulder by the fraction of an
inch. Danny’s arms went out as if to en-

circle the body of the Angekok.

- And then . strange thing happened. The
Angekok never moved, but suddenly Danny
became as if turned to stone, his body still
crouched, his arms still extended. To his
horror, Eric saw that he was beginning to
move backwards, as if urged by some unseen,
iflresistible force—backwards to the edge of
the pit.

“Danny!” he cried, and, following the
other’s example, sprang across the opening
in. the floor.

- Catching Danny by the collar, he strove
to drag him back. %ut Danny, In spite of
all the boy’s efforts, never ceased his slow,
backward movement. Clasping his arms
about him, Eric tried with all his strength

The horn arrives, but not Peters.
scoundrels, the leader of which is

owing to the activities of

on the horn, and he and Eric and Danny
of Hot Springs.

them that they are to be sacrificed! They
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to pull him to the ground. Still Danny
moved backwards, inch by inch, with an odd
shuffling movement. Now he was only s
foot from the edge, and in another moment
he would have stepped into that subterranean
furnace.

Frantic with despair, Eric had given up all
ho%)e when, amidst that babel, a shot rang
out.

Instantly, it seemed, the strange spell which
had held the old pugilist in a trance, relaxed.
He stumbled forward on the top of Eric, so
that both of them came. to the floor. As he
fell, Eric saw the Angekok’s tall figure, with
an odd round mark on his forehead, from
which the blood was pouring, sag and topple!

A Game of Bluff!

OT one of the People of the Valley
assembled in that vast hall had ever
before heard the discharge of fire-
arms. The sound of the revolver

shot, therefore, which echoed and echoed
through the great vaulted dome of the hall,
and the sudden and mysterious behaviour of
the Angekok—the Priest and King of the
Valley—produced a startling effect upon that
concourse of people. -
The guards halted in their forward rush
to surround the sacrificial victims who had
been dedicated to Tormansuk. The spec-
tators stood as if turned to stone. There was
that ominous pause which might end in paniec,
or might break into a furious onslaught, in
which the white men would be torn to
pieces. Any incident, however slight, might
be sufficient to weight the scales one way or
another. . . -

““Gosh, but his nibs has taken- the eount
all right!” Danny, his voice very hoarse and
a Jlittle tremulous, resting on hands and
knees, was staring at that prone, resplendent
figure. - “Jackson!” he gasped. ‘It musb
have been Jackson.” o -

Eric, in the act of scrambling to his feet,
with a vague notion of rushing to his uncle’s
succour, paused in amazement. Coming
across the hall, his white face looking
morc than ever like that of a monk i1n the
frame of his fur hood, "was Jackson, His
right hand was at ‘his hip, gripping a re-
volver. His body was curiously crouched.
His little eyes were as hard as steel. There

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

ERIC DENNING, a cheery, adventure-loving youngster, lives with his uncle,

PROFESSOR DENNING. The professor, absent-minded and interested in nothing save his studies,
is expecting a visit from John Peters, an Arctic explorer who has discovered a narwhal's
horn, on which (s written in Runic writing the key to tremendous treasure, in Greenland.

For Peters is dead—murdered by one of a gang of

BOSS MAUNSELL, Maunsell attempts to capture the narwhal’s horn, dut is frustrated, largely

DANNY, the professor’'s man-of-all-work and an ex-pugilist.
travel to Greenland, and start out for the Valley
They capture Maunsell, who has been trailing them,; he gives his name as
Jackson. Passing through a tunnel in the glaciers, they arrive at the mysterious valley. The
Angekok, or ruler of this wonder world, receives them as friends at first—and then tells
are taken to the great assembly hall, where a

portion of the stone floor moves—revealing below a pit ef firel
(Now read on.)

The professor deciphers the Wwriting
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was somecthing almost demoniac in  his
features, The faco was that of a killer.

There wero flecks of foam upon his lips,
and he pushed among the guards with the
indifference of a man cibowing his way iIn
a crowded railway station towards a booking-
oflice. Nobody stirred; nobody tried to stay
him. As he came level with that open pit,
the leaping volcanic flames tuined his face
to 2 lurid, uncarthly hue. Swiftly he gained
the side of the dead Angekok.

Eric and Danny, who were now ercct,
watched him open-mouthed, With an almost
brutal callousness, he stooped over the dead
man and tore the golden helmet, with its
mysterious symbols, from his hcad. Eric
awoke from his trance of astonishment to sco
that his uncle had come round the pit un-
hindered, and was standing there by Jack-
son’s side,

“Spill  something to ’em, professor!”
snapped Jackson. “Tell ’em I’m the big
noise now. Put it good and strong! Some-
thing about this god of theirs. Having given
this guy the once over for not doing his
job properly, I've been chosen to do it
instead. Step on it, or it won’t hold them.”
He motioned to Eric end Danny, who came
forward. “ Strip him-—quick!” ordered Jack-
son, indicating the Angekok. “I want his
duds to dress the part.”

The professor, after ono long stare at
Jackson, took a survey of tho hall. Then,
convulsively clutching his beard, he began
to speak in his booming voice. What he said,
Tovic had not the slightest idea. The boy’s
wholo attention was concentrated upon strip-
ping the body of the dead Angekok, taking
off the coat of golden mail and the chain
belt, until nothing was left of his splendour,
and he lay there clad only in furs.

“Get to the coronation piece, professor!”
Jackson snapped. “We want to finish this,
quick T don’t know what you're saying,
but it seems the goods.. The danger is that
this push won’t stand for too much of it.”

With a low obeisanoo the professor took the
helmet, with its strange symbols, from Jack-
son, and then, going behind him, held 1t sus-
pended above the other’s head for some
moments, while his booming voice awoke the
echoes of the vast chamber. Slowly, with an
air of great reverence, he placed the head-
plece in position.

“Im blowed if ho don’t look the real,
proper pantomime guy !’ Danny muttered, in
a tone of genuine admiration. “ But what's
the great idea, Mr. Eric?”

Dimly Eric was beginning to realiso the
audacious plan this strange companion of
theirs had conceived. He was assuming thc
symbols of authority of the dead Angekok !

But before the voungster could even hint
to Danny what was afoot, Jackson was snap-
ping out further orders.

“Shift that stuff, boys, and chuck him into
the pit. Say a piece, profeszor, about this
god of theirs having got the sacrifice he's
looking for. Piteh it to ’em good and strong.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRALRY

And look here! Any of you savvy the trick
of this revolving stonc? Wc've got to close
it after we’'ve parted with this lot.”

Fric glanced down at the ground. He
could sce the very spct where the Angekok
had taken up his station. It was distin-
guished from tho rest of the floor by being
made of gold instead of stone. Immediately
in frout of this golden slab the end of =
metal bar projected abovo the level. One
swift glance showed him that the bar was
pivoted, and that the opposite end was a
corrcsponding distance beneath the level of
the pavement, in which a lonz niche had.
bcen cut to rcceive it,

“That’s how 1it's worked, I think,” the
boy whispered. “He must have pressed ou
that end with that stick of his, and if vou
reverse the process by pushing on the other
end, that’ll probably close ihe stone.”

Jackson let his eves wander for a moment
to the ground. '

“Right!” he mutteved. “I'll chance it.
Pick up that guy and stand ready to twnble
himn into the hole as soon as the professor
bogins to talk. Now then, professor, let them
have 1it!”

The profeszor ““let them have 1t in long,
sonorous sontences, gesticulating grandly the
while with his arms. Picking up the lifeless
body of the Angckok, Eric and Danny
brought it slowly towards the edge of tho
pit of fire. Not a living soul in the hall
moved. Tho mailed guards stood there like
statues, offering no resistance.

“Now then, Mr. Erie, give him a heave,”
Danny muttered. “I'm getting toasted.”

With one final swing, they hurled tho body
into tho mouth of the pit. As it vanished,
tho subterranean fires scemed to take on
new life. The tongues of flame 10se higher
into the air, lighting up luridly the massive
roof of the hall

“That’s that! And nobody can’t say ho
didn’t descrve it for his treachory,” Dauny
cxclaimed In an undertone. “Tho question
i1s, Mr. Eric, will Jackson get away with it 7"

The professor was werking up to a climax.
And then, as his voice rose to an even moro
passionatc declamation, the great stono at
their fcet began to move. Slowly and pon-

derously 1t revolved. From beneath tho
pavement came a rumbling sound. That

sword-like flame vanished. Tor a moment
the air about them was filled with sulphurous
fumes, and then, with a faint click, the great
stone was in position again.

So far, Jackson had carricd out his plan
with startling effectiveness. Heo stood there.
dressed in the symbols of the Angckok’s
office. In the face of several hundreds of
armed men, he had carried out an amazing
bluff, and rescued the party from a dread-
ful death. But what was to happen now?

(Many perils and exciting adventures
arait Ervic and his companions in the Valley
of Hot Springs. Den’t miss reading next
week’s vivid instalment of this enthralling
serial.)

’
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THE : ADiUM KCBB RS!
(Contunued from puge 39.)

“A present trom Graham, ,cdar murdered

dupe!” he gritted. ' Now, take it with you
where you're going, you nospital-robbing
cur !’ -

Flinging the last "words full 1in the

specialist’s teeth, the pitiless flyer stowed the
bomb- mmto the man's pocket, and, with a
deft movement, aaucd {wo more ot s own
grenades—pins out! Then he flew aloft, and
allowed his captive to drop

At whirlwinda specd wne nght Hawk flung
himself away trom the doomed vessel beneath
him, ghding c.ose to the waves before the
cxplosion came., It came—a rending crash,
a smashing upheaval of waters and a grind-
ing, shuddering lurch as the submarine
turned on its side and rolled sluggishly
beneath the waves.

High and saie above the shore agam, the
Night Hawk looked down, a sombre smile
in his dark ecyes.

“You've got your revenge, Graham and
Harris!” he murmured. “I don’t know what
that bomb contained, but from its effect it
was worthy of an expert. So ends the
radium robberics!”?

Buttoning the precious metal box safely
into his pauch, he turned on graceful tilted
wings and. swung contentedly away for
[.ondon and home,

HAT evening a small package arrived

-at Scotland Yard, addressed to Super-
intendent Frazer and posted from the
Strand P.0O. Inside it, when opencd
carefully, that astourrded official found the
box of radium tubes stolen from the Radium
Institute 1in Paris, news of which cruel and

The tubes were intact and uniouched. A
typewritten note accompanied the box, giving
a curt account, with full names, of the activi
tisec of the Radium Robbers. And Frazer,
like an intelligont man, acted ~wiltly.

Tony, Sir Franklyn’s valet, was arrested
at Dover as he wus stepping on to a Channel
packet, ¢n route for the Continent and as a
result of his confession further hghtning
arrests were made in France, and, later, in
Anmerica, where certain tough business mag-
nates in the o1l industry suffered for their
cupidity. The shattered submarine. hauled
ashore on the Kentish roast, was examined.
But the details were never published Nor
was any official mention ever wmade of a
dead chemist named Graham, found appar-
ently asleep by the canal in Regeut’s PPark.

One other mystery Superintendent Frazer
failed to settle in this startling case—the
identity of the man who Lad recovered the
radium and prepared the way for the general
‘“clcan up.” Not by 0 much as a finger-print
on the box was there any clue. - That item,
at least, went down eventually as “un-
solved.” :

But a few nights later a tall figure, borne
by wonderful wings, floated vhrough the
darkness to the roof of a house near the
Thames Embankment, prised up a loosencd

“tile, and wrapped g stt of tiny microphones

in a canvas folder. . .
Sir Franklyn Mosse, the lcader of the

Radium Robbers, was off the Night Hawk’s
“sceret serviee ” list at last—peérmancntly.
THE END.

(Kyle's Kittens play a fighting part in’
nex! week’s exciting Night HRHawh yarn,.

darihg robbery had reached Encland some whieh is entitled ‘¢ Kittens’ Prey! - On~
hours before. : tong thrill throughout.)
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