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Nelson Lee was astonished by the [vision of two Remove juniors charging
into his study like bulls into a china shop.
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X' | A Splendid Long Complete Story of School Life and Detective
§ | Adventure at St. Frank’s College, introducing NELSON LEE,

§ | NIPPER, and the Boys of St. Frank’s, By the Author of ‘‘ The

| | Lost Schoolboys,” " “The New Page Boy,” ‘The Fooling of
| ‘Archie,”” and many other Stirring Tales.

THE STn RY RELATED THROUGH'OUT BY NIPPER

CHAPTER 1.
_ STARTLING NEWS!

o | A\DFOR'IHb pater"’
B “ Missing!” .
_ Y What ro"" '

E»ever..tl ‘juniors gathered round Reginald Pitt in the lobby |
Ancient House at St. Frank’s. Pitt had a newspaper in his hand, and f‘-lleofrb;(:[-.:(;
‘fellows were. eagerly trying to catch a glipse of it. -

They were the first members of the Remove {o be down. For it was early
morning, . and the majority of the fellows had '
not vet appeared. The April day was solne-
what dull, but quite mild.

The juniors had been.diecussing tite coming
Easter holidays—which would soon be at
hand.. And then Reginald Pitt had come
along with an issue of that day’s paper. He
‘had obtdmed it from old Josh Cuttle, the
school porter. Pitt didn't usually read tie
Nnewspapers, - -

“It's true!” he exclaimed intently. -*“ Just
“look here—in whacking big type! This looks
pretty rotten, you know !’ -

“ Let's have a squint, you ass!”

. “There must be some mistake—it can't be
Handforth's pater!” ,

*“ Of course it can't!”’

Pitt had got the mewspaper turned back
:1b the {-enbre page, where- the most 1im-
portant items of the day were dlsplmed
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And he pointed to the big lettering at the
top of one column,

“Don’t get excited!” he said. * It looks
pretty rotten, I know—hut there may be
some mistake about it, after all. But Hand-
forth'’s father lIs certainly involved. Look
here—' Sir Edward Handforth Missing!” And
then, just lower down—' Grave Rumours
Concerning The Central and West London
Bank.” And then it says that a crash is
feared—although it adﬂsea people to keep
their heads.”

‘* My only hat!”

“ But what's Handforth's g0¥¥ to
do with that bank?”

**He's the managing director!” edid Pitt.

** Oh, my goodness!”

““ This’ll be a hlt of a shock for Ha udy,
said De Valerie. *“ 1 can't quite bhelieve it,
yvou know! And I'm jolly certain I don't
believe that Sir Edward Handforth
wrong ‘un!’’

. The junicrs were excited
concerned. And they were not the only
fellows who had seen the report. Bad news
generally travels fast, and seniors and juniors
in all parts of St. Frank’s had managed to
vet hold of newspapers, and were reading tlhie
report.

‘Those fellows who were inclined
nasty-minded, did not hesitate to put the
very worst construction upon the news. And,
without a doubt, the whole affair was very
ssenificant.

The papers were very meagre in their re-
ports, They merely stated that some start-
ling rumours had been current in the City,
and in financial circeles generally, late ‘the
previous afterncon.

All these rumours concerued the Central
and West London Bank. The managing
director was Sir Edward Handforth, and the
inost sensational aspeet of the whole case was
that Sir Edward was missing. There had
béen ugly hints that Sir Edward had bolted.

It was certainly very strange that he was
not to be found. And a run on the bank v.as
almost inevitable. The fears of a crash were
fully justitfied. The bank was not a member
of a great organisation, but an independent
concern—although hitherto it had heen re-
garded as perfectly sound.

“I expect it's only a scare!'” exclaimed
Pitt. *“ I've seen things like this before—
and they’ve all come to nothing. The worst
part of the whole thing is that Handforth’s
pater is not to be found.”

““Is there anything queer ahout him9"”
asked Armectrong,

" Well, it’s queer in a way,” said Pitt.
“ By what I can make out, he left his
London house very hurriedly, }E’Sterd“iy morn-
ing, with the intention of going to his oflice.
But he never turuved up. And he hasn’t been
seen since. And he had with him some of
thhe most vital books concerning the bank.”
h';l?hew " whistled Willard. ‘' That looks
a 1

“ Rotten!"” said Huabbard,

pater

is a

0 he

and considerably

L

.Montie Tregellis-West.

I
marked Gulliver, with a sneer.

big financier chapb are the same. Great ,meg
until they're found out! And then the
come toppling down from their Dbig

should think!" re-
““ All these

“Pretty obvious,

pedestals!”

“ That's it!” agreed Fullwood. “ They'll
probably collar old Handforth, and give him
five or ten years' pehal servitude !”

““ Shut, up, you cad!” =said De Valerie hotiy.

“Well, I've got a right to my opinion!”
said Fullwood. ‘' It'll be a nice thing if
Handforth’s pater turns out to be a swindler!
We can’'t stick a eriminal’s son in the school.
Handy'll get kicked out!”

““It's a pity you're not kicked out!” said
Fitt. *‘ Even if Handforth's father turns out
wrong, it won't be Handy's faulf. He's
decent right through, in spite of his funny
ways. Handy's one of the best!”

* Rather!” said the others. _

‘““ As for Fullwood, he deserves to be kicked
out on his own merits!” went on Pitt;
‘“‘ although, if it comes to that, he hasn’t
got any! He's a cad to the backbone, and
always will be!”

Raltph Leslie Fullwood, with a jeering smile,
had walked off in the middle of this little
storm. He had a feeling that the lccality
might become somewhat unhealthy for him
if he remained. His two study, chums, Gul-
liver and Bell, accompanied him.

“ Dash it all, it's a bit thick!” said Bell.

‘1 don’t think you need have said that,
Fully!™

“Why not?” demanded Fullwood. ' The
thing's.as c¢lear as daylight! Handy's pater

has absconded with the bank’s money, and
when he’s collared he'll -be shoved in-chokey!
I say! Let's buzz upstairs, and be the first
tu break the news to Handy!” -

*Bit too risky!”" said Gulliver.
nnght go for us!”

** e

* Rot ! He’ll be too bowled over!’ said
Fullwood. “ Besides, he couldn’t do any-
thing acgainst the three of us! Come on!

This is a ripping chance—we’ll pile it on
pretty thick, and make the rotter squirm!”

Fullwood and Co. didn’'t hesitate any
longer, hut hurried off upstairs so that they
could be the very first to break the un-
pleasant news. They always took particular
delight in doing anything caddish.

They entered the Remove dormitory, and
found quite a number of fellows still there.
Handforth was talking with Church and
McClure, and they had just finished dressihg,
They had also finished an argument. -

I was looking out of the window with" Sir
We were, in fact,
waiting for Tommy Watson, who had taken
an unearthly time to dress this morning,

‘* Heard the news, Handy?' asked Full-
wood pleasantly,

““ What news?’ said Handforth., ¢ 1If
you're trying to catch me, you rotter——"

““Not at all!” said Fullwood. ‘' About
your pater, I mean.”
““My pater?” repeated Handforth. *‘Look.
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here, you can’t spoof me! That game was
tried on me on April Fool's Day, and I'm
not having any more of it. So you'd better
dry up, unless you're asking for a punch on 1
the nose!”’

‘““My dear chap. you don't wunderstand,”
said Fullwood. ‘1 think your father’'s name
is Sir Edward Handforth, isn't it?"”’

‘““You jolly well know it is!"

““And he’s the managing director
bank, isn’t he?” ‘o 1

“Of course he is!"” said Handforth.” “ My
pater’s a terrific man in the City. He's all
sorts of other things besides a banker. But
what the dickens are you getting at?”

*Oh, nothing!”" said Fullwood carelessly.
‘“But your pater is mentioned in the news-
papers this morning. He's missing!"

“ Missing!”" said Handforth, staring. !

All the other fellows were listening now,
including myself. _ 4

‘“ Exactly!” eaid Fullwood. * Mijssing, vou |
know. And the Central and West London
Bank i3 totterin'—just on the verge of
collapse. It seems that a fearful smash up
1S goin’ to happen It looks very muech as
though your pater has done a guy with the
funds!" :

Crash!

In one leap, Handforth crossed the space
which separated him from Fullwood. That
mighty bound was so unexpected that Full-
wood, although ready to dodge, really had no
time. Handforth’s fist caught him fairly and
squarely on the nose. He crashed over back-
wards into a writhing heap.

** Yow-yarooooh!™ he howled violently.

Biff! Slosh!
~Quick as lightning, Handforth swiped Gul-
liver and Bell. They hadn't said anything,
but the very expressions on their faces—the
sneering look of triumph—had been enough.

“ Yow-ow!"” yelled Gulliver wildly.

“ Gug-gug-gugh!” mumbled Bell,
agony. ,

All his front teeth were jarred, and he had

bitten his tongue. He sprawled on the floor
with Gulliver and Fullwood. The three cads,
in fact, were in a heap, and they made no
attempt to rise.
- "“They asked for it, and they got it!” 1
said. ‘*Good for you, Handy! I've a good
mind to kick the three of 'em out of the
dormitory!"” - = % |
- “TI'll do that!” roared Handforth furiouesly.
“ By George! The insulting cads! The
miserable worms! I've seen better things
than Fullwood craw!l out of the ground after
a shower!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”-

. Pitt appeared in the doorway, looking very
grave.

“I thought as much!” he said grimly.
““As soon as I noticed that those rotters
had slipped off, 1 guessed they’d come up
here! Have they been saying anything about
your pater, Handy?" :

““They told a lot of rotten lies!” =aid
Handforth fiercely. ‘

of a

in dire

S el

“1t's the truth!"™ snarled Fullwood, sit-
ting up. ** Ask Pitt! He knows! Ie's got
the paper in his hand! Keep back, you fool!
Don't you touch me——"' .

He leapt to his feet with a gasp of fright,
and boited like a rabbit. Handforth was
about to charge after him, but Pitt pulled
him up.

‘““Hold on, Handy--there's something
what Fullwood said—"'

**Great pip!"” gasped Handforth, ‘ Do you
want to be slaughtered?”

‘“Don’'t get excited—keep calm!”’ said
Pitt quietly. '' I've got some pretty rotten
news for you, old man. It's up to yomn to
take it pluckily.”

Handforth was struck by Pitt's tone.

‘““What's the idea?"” he demanded, ‘* What
are you getting at?”

Pitt made no reply, but handed the news-
paper to Edward Oswald. He took it, stared
at it, and then suddenly became rigid. A
complete silence feil in the dormitory. Some-
how, we all felt that there was something
pretty serious in this,

“Good heavens!” muttered Handforth
huskily. * It—it can't be true!”

**What's wrong, Handy?” asked Church,
with conceri.

‘“ My pater, you know!’ said Handforth
dazedly. ‘' Oh, it's rot{ It's nothing but
absolute madness. The—the dear old dad!
There—there must be sonre 'ghaetly blunder
about it!"”

Handforth had gone as white as a sheet,

n

and I could see that he trembled as he
?]t%od. I had never seen him quite so shaken
efore.

‘* What's up, Handy?"
‘““Don't look like that!”

Handforth stared at me almost unseeingly.

‘It can’t be true!” he repeated, in a thick
volce.  *“I simply won't believe it! 1 don't
care if a hundred newspapers say a hun-
dred different-things every day for a year—
even then I won’'t believe anything against
my pater!” _

“ But what's wrong, anyhow?" I asked.
‘““Don’'t take any notice of Fullwood and
those other cads. You can rely on us, Handy.
We won't believe anything rotten. We're

your pals!”

‘“ Begad! Rather!” said Sir Montie 'I're-
gellis-West. '* Buck up, dear old boy. We're
with you—we are, really!” -

Handforth looked round as though he
didn’t hear us. He still clutched the news-
paper, and then went over to the window,
and read the report all over again. We
looked at Reginald Pitt inquiringly.

‘““ What's the trouble?” I asked,
voice.

“It seems to be pretty bad!’ murmured
Pitt. ~ * There's something in the paper
about Sir Edward Handforth being missing.
He's the managing director of the Central
and West London Bank—and the bank is a
bit rocky, I think. There's some talk of a

I asked quietly.

in a Tow

L run on it, and all sorts of scares. And



they're hinting that Handy's pater is on the)

hunk!”’

*“ Phew!” whistled  Tommy
‘* Seooted, you mean?”

‘“ Something like that,” eaid Pitt. * Of
course, I don't helieve a word of it—I've
cseen Sir Edward, and he’s the very spit of
cld Handy. Big, blustering, pig-headed, but
absolutely honest and straightforward.”

“That'es my opinion,” 1 agreed. “ At the
same time, there must be some foundation
for these rumours, or they wouldn't be in
the papers. The most feasible explanat:on
in my opinion, is that some of Sir Edward’s
enemies are trying to injure his credit.”

“ Credit?” said Watson.
can pay for things?”

“*You ass!"” exclaimed Pitt. “ Nipper
means the word in a financial sense—you've
always got to have credit, and that kind of
thing—especially with a bank. The whole
thing's pretty be.-astly for Handy, anyhow. All
the cads here wili be making rotten insinua-
tions. Some chaps cimply delight to make
a mountain out of a molehill—especially it
it’'s something unpleasant.”

“But Handy's pater wouldn’t have any
eremies!” said Watson.

“Dozens!” T declared. * Every big City
man has enemies. To be succeseful in finance
a man has got to fight all sorts of money
sharks, and c¢rooks of that kind. It’ s no light
job beinz a financier, or a hanker.”

I left the group and went over to Hand-

forth.

“Cheer up, o!'d son!” I zaid briskly. ‘' No
need to take it like this. I expect it's all a
lot of exaggerated nonsense &

“ But—but the pater’s missing!” muttered
Handforth. **He left home to go to the
bank yesterday morning, and hasn’t been
geen  since! And he had balance sheets,
and bank-books with him, too; important
tll:in;:s that make the whole thing look horri-
ble!™

““Te your father
habits?”

“Rezular!”™ repeated Handforth dully.
‘““He's like a blessed cloek! Never goes too
fast, and never goes ton slow! He hasn’t
miseed a day from business for years, ex-
cept when he's on holiday. And he always
leaves promptly to the minute, and gets
home at the exaet time.”

‘““ Has he ever rushed away on a bhusiness-
trip without leaving wora?”

““ Never in his life!”

“ Well, there must be
cxplanation——-"’

“*Of course there must!” eaid Handforth
irritably. ** But that doesn't make any dif-
ference to the fact that the pater’s missing,
does it? Oh, my only hat! What the
dickens will the mater be thinking?  She’l:
simply be dotty with worry!”

I nodded slowly.

“* Well, old son,
“We'll stand by you—right through.

Watson.

cenerally regular in his

some reasonable

you can trust us,”” I said.
But

‘““ But surely he |

In the cveninge

don't make t0o0 much of it.
papers you'll probably read that your father
has come bhack, and that everything is all

serene. Buf, whatever happeus, rely cn us!”
“Thanks ! said Handforth simply. * It's

jolly decent of you. But—but what can |
do? What the thunder can I do?”

“ Simply sit tight, and wait for further
news,”” I replied.

Handforth paced up ‘and down, and gripped
his fistg,

“I -canit!n
babbling fatheads!
How ecan I wait?

he roared s:nddenly. ““Yon
How can 1 eit tight?
It’s impossible—1 must

know something—I must find out the
truth!"

'* Steady, Handy—-" .

“I'm not going to stick down here
suspense!” said Handlorth fiercely. “ Not
likely! YT'm goinz up to Londen by the
first train!”

CHAPTER II.
‘PHONING UP THE MATER!
HURCH grabbed Haud-
forth by the arm.
““ Look here, old
chap, wyou ecan't do
that!”’ he =aid. * You
can't rush up to London
just as you like. 1 don’t sup-
K pose you could obtain per-
mission, in any cage. It wouldn't be al-
lmled-——”

* Permission!"” interrupted Handforth.
“Who cares about getting permission?
What does it matter in a case like this? IT
I can't get a pass to go to Londom, I’

jolly well take French leme' But I must
go to the mater, and find out the absolute
truth. It's—it’s awful, learning about it
first-hand from a rotten newspaper!”
Handforth marched awayv, and strode ou'.

of the dormitory. He was mnearly beside
himself with worry and anxiety. He still
clutched the newspaper. Church and Me-

Clure hurried after him. and found him de-

scending the stairs. A crowd of juniors were
collected in the lobby, all talking in low
voices. They looked at Handforth queerly
as he came down.

**Talking about me, I suppose?” shouted
Handforth hotly. “That's right—zo on!
Jaw away! I expect you're saying all sorts
of beastly things about my pater! Do you
think I ecare? Do you think 1 mind tup-
pence-ha’penny whether you goszsip or not?
You can alt go and eat coke!”’

““ Here, I say, go easy, Handy!” said De
Valerie. ‘““ We were just gaying how rotten
it "is for yon, and. we're sorry. We know
jolly well that ){}ur pater is as frue as a
dle-—-—

‘* Rather!” smd Jack Grey.
“ As straight as a string!” put in Singla

 fom.

** Hear, hear!”



THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY {7

t

Handforth melted eomewhat.

“Oh! I—I didn't know that!" he growled.
“T1 thought you were gloating, and all that
kind of fchmg1r Thanks! Jolly decent of you
to back me up. But you needn’'t worry—
£he pater will shove all theze
body’'s throat when he gets back!”

Handforth marched away down the corri-
dor, and fairly flung himseli into Study D.
He wanted to be alone. The very presence
of other fellows irritated him. And there
he sat, deep in the easy chair, reading and
re-reading the newspaper report.

Church and MecClure came into the study
very gingerly. They closed the door, and
advanced into the little apartment.

Handferth suddenly looked up, and glared.

“Clear ocut!” he said curtly.

*“ Look here, Handy——"'

“ (Clear out!" roared Handforth.
want you!"’

“1 don't

“ But——"’
“I1f vou start arguing, I'll punch your
_nose, Arnold McClure!” snapped Handforth.

* Haven't you got any feelings? Can’t you
leave a chap alene when he's worried nearly

cut of his mind?”
“ Dash it all, Handy, we’'ve hardly had a
word with you yet!” said Church. " We

want to have a jaw. about it, and tell you
what we think. Personally, I reckon it's
all rot to suggest that your pater is deliber-
ately keeping away. I think he must have
met with an aceident. "

“0Of course!" gaid McClure quickly.
“That’s obvious. It's the only explana-
ticn. Perhaps he was run over, or some-
taing .

‘“ Are you ftrying to cheer me up?”’ de-
manded Handforth flercely. ‘

“* I—I didn’t mean that your pater Iis
badly hurt!”" said McClure. ** Perhaps he

was only just knocked down, and taken to
hozpital. Lots of e¢haps are bowled over by
motor-cars, or ‘'buses, without being hurt
much. When he recovers himself, he'll re-
veal his identity. And then there won't l;e
any more mystery about his disappearance.”

Handforth glared.

“ Don't talk rot!” he 'said Dbluntly.
‘““ Haven't you ‘got any more brains than
that? Do you think my pater goes about
without his card-case, or pocket-book? And
what about the books and papers belonging
to the bank? ‘
established by them as eusy as winking. No,

there's something = else—something  more
dramatic. I'm worried off my head about
it.”

e

“ 0Of course you are, old €on,”” said Church
softly. * McClure and I understand. We'tl
like to do something if we could, but we're
all so jolly helplo% m a - case of this kind.
But do keep smiling!"”

Handforth rose to his feet.

““1 am sorry I was rotten ]uat now!" he
muttered. “ You chaps are true blue. I
know it! You'll stand by me whatever the
other chaps sav, won't yvou?"

liecs down some- |

His identity could have been-:

1

““ Rather!" said Church.
through, Handy!"”’

The leader of Study D paced up and down
for a few moments, and then glanced at
his watch.

“It'll be breakfast-time soon!” he said.
“ My hat! And I was feeling so great this
morning, tco And now this rotten business
has come along to mess up everything. It's
the disgrace of it all that makes me limp—
the disgrace hovering over the family name!
The pater may be as honest as the day,
but there are always a lot of rotters who
will try and make things out to look black.
['ve got to do something! I must!”

“ My detlr chap, you can only wait

o Wdlt' interrupted Handforth.
for what? I'm mot going to, by George 1
can't stick this indecisicn any longer—this
suspense! I'm geing to rush strajght to Mr.
Lee and put the whole thing hcfﬂre him.
Then I'll cateh the morning train to Lon-
don.”

** But lock here——"

“It’s no good, I've made up my mind!”

‘““ Mr. Lee won't—— Oh, the ass!”

Church broke off as Handforth vanished
through the doorway. There was a grim
lcok on his somewhat aggressive face, and
he strode straight down the corridor, and
then went on until he came to Nelson Lee's

““ All the way

“ Wait

study. He didn't hesitate. He rapped on
the door with tirm knuckles. |
“Come in!" came Nelson Lee's voiee.

Handforth cntered, and found the House-
master of the Ancient House seated at his
desk, reading the morning newspaper. Nel-
son Lee placed it aside at onece. He nodded
to Handforth.

“1 was half expecting you, my boy,” he
said. ** No doubt you have come to me
with reference to the report in the paper
this mornm""”

LR

*“Yes, sir,” said Handforth. “It's all
rot!"’

Neleon Lee smiled.

““That's right, IHandforth!" he said
cheerfully. **Of course it is! That’s just

the epirit to have. I have met your father,
and I'm quite convinced that the suspicions
are unfounded and ridiculous.,”

“Thanks awfully, sir!™ said Handforth.
“1 don't know why the palter is missing,
but there must be something badly wrong

e

—_————

‘“ Not necessaniy, interrupted Nelson Lee.
““ There may be a hundred and one reaeons
why your fatHer failed to turn up at his
office yesterday. The rumours comcerning
the bank may be merely an echo of some
idle talk put into circulation by your
father’s enemies; for it is quite certain that
he must have a number. Every successful
business man is surrounded by others who
are jealous, enﬂﬂh. and ever ready to do
him a bad turn.’

“ That's it, sir/
it's rotten, isn't

= But
And

said Handforth.,

it? I mean, for me,
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I'm anxious, too.

detailg——=""

“ That, my decar Handlorth, is only
natural,” said Nelson Lee. *' But you will
know all the details in good time., You
must not become impatient. Try to go

about in just the same mmanner as usual—-"
**Oh, but that’s impossible, eir!” put In
Handforth. 1 want to go to London!”
“* Geood gracious!”
“T've come here {o azk your permission,
sirt”
** Indeed!”
“You won't objeet, will you—'
* Most certainly 1 shall, Handforth!' said
Nelson Lee firnily.
“But look here,
“ My dear boy, your request is quite ridic-

r

4

sir———:

uldus!”’ said lee. * What on earth could
you de if you did go to London? You 3urely
do mnot suppose that you could find your
father? You do not imagine that
you could improve the position in any
11.;.-*:13.'? You must try to he reasonable, my
Oy-"

Handforth looked rather blank.

“ But—but I must go, sir!"” he exclaimed.
“ It's terribly important, you know! I can’'t
rest at St. Irank’s while this herrible cicud
is hovering over the family! I've got to go
and see the mater! She must be in a terri-
ble way, and it’s up to me to comfort
her!”

Nelson Lec¢
ditliculty.

“1 bhardly think, Handiorth, that your
mother will require you for that vurpose,”
he eaid gravely. *' At a time like this, you
must realise that you would peally be more
worry than help,”

** Never, sir!”

“In any case, Handforth, it iz quite out
of the question,”” went on Lee. '*Now, I
don't want you to think that I am hard,
or heartless, because that 13 certainly not
the case. If I could see any real redason for
your journeying to London, I would give
yvou my permission at once. But the situa-
tion does not warrant anything so drastie.
Even if you went, you could do absolutely
nothing, 1t is far better for you to wait
heve,”’

Handforth looked grim.

““ All right, sir!” he said.
then!”

*“There is no immediate hurry

**If you wou't give me pernussion to buzz
up to London, there's no sense in my bother-
ing you, sir!” said Handforth. I don't
want to make myself a nuisance! 1'll elear
out at once!”

Nelson Lee
straightly,

“ Just one moment, my boy!"’ he said.
“You have given yourself away, I imagine.”

“ Given myself away, sir?”

“I have no doubt that you are contem-
plating the very foolish policy of leaving
the school without permission,” went on

kept his face straight with

“1'd better go,

looked at Handforth 7rather

I want to know all the,

]

r
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Nelson Lee. **I observe, Handforth, that
vou have given a guilty start,”

Handforth was very red.

“ Nun-nothing of the sort, sir!”™ he ~tut-
tered. ** I—I waen't thinking about--1 mean,
you—you——-"

“It would be most unwize for jycu to
teke French leave,” said Nelzon Lee * You
weuld merely get youseelf into trouble Lere,

and no doubt gebt yoursell into further
trouble in London. Before you go out of

this room, Handforth, you must give me
your word of honour that you will make 1o
attempt to run off to London!”

_ Handforth gave a kind of culp.

‘““ A1l right, sir!”? he said quickly.
give you my word of honour that |
try to run off to London!”

** Now, now, Handiorth!”" said Nelson Lee
reprovingly. ** You mustn't try snv quibbles
of that sort!”

** Quibbles, sir?"

** That is what 1 said,”” replicd Nelson Lee. .
“*You agreed rather too promptly. You must
not run off to London, or 2o by train, or hy
any other means! In plain words, Hand-
forth, you must give me your word that you
will remain at St. Frank's!"”

Handforth was done.

“ But—but I must go!” he =zaid lamely.

“You muet do nothing of the sort!” esud
Lee. ** And now, about that little promise.
Come along, you must give it, Handforth.”

“I—1 don’t see why I should, sir!™ said
Handforth rehelliously, " If youn don't give
me permission to go, I'll jolly well bunk— —
I--I mean—that is to =ay, I—I a

* U'nder any ordinary circumstances, Hande
forth, I should punish you for speaking in
that way,” broke in Nelson Lee. ** But now
I will overlook it. 1If you are o very apxious

* ST
WOl 't

to talk with your mother, I suggest that
veu speak to her on the tclephone. That
would cave all the trouble of going to
London.”

*“ The—Lhe telephone, =iri"’ zuid Handlorth
eagerly.

** Certainly!”

“May—may [ use it, ir?

“1 would not have suggested it il the idea
did not meet with wmy approvail,’ said
Nelson Lee. It is quite a simple matter
to put through a trunk call fo London, amd
vou will be able to learn all Lhe details yon
wisli. For you to travel up to town would
he most unnecessary.”

““ Now that vyou put it like that, sir. 1T
believe you're right!” said Handforth. ™ Aud
I give vou my word that I won't buzz ol
I'll stiek at St. Frank's. May [ use the
telephone now, sir?"”

‘““ Perhaps it is rather too early yet,” said
Neleon Lee. ' Your mother may 2ot e pre-

ol 4

pared to receive telephone calls, Hauande-
forth!"

“ Why, it's past nine, sir!" said Handl-
forth., ' The mater’s always up im good

time—she can't jolly well sleep atter seven!



You know what
And shes bound to be on

Riheumatism, or something!
maters are, sir!
tie go this morning, looking for news!”
““In that case, Handforth, you had better
cet connected at once—the line will prob-
ably be clear at this early hour,” said Neison

Lee. ““You may use this imstrument here.”
“ You're a brick, sir!” said Handforth.
“Why, it's quite likely that the pater’s

home by this time. Perhaps he’s tumned up,
and everyvthing is all serene!”

““ Let us hope so, my bov."”

““ Rather, sir!”" said Handforth. ‘I know
the telephone number of our house, and 1'll
get busy at once.”

“ By all means do so, Handforth,” said
Nelson Lee. *I will leave you im private,
aad return in about twenty minutes.”-

“Thanks, awfully, sir.”

dandforth appreciated the thoughtfulness
of Nelson Lee in thus leaving him alone to
talk with his mother. Lee, as a matter of
fact, had been thinking more about Sir
Edward Handforth than the leader of
Study D imagined.

dLu:i tie detectne did mot like the look of

things,

He had mo actual suspicions about Sir
Fdward, but he was certainly of the opinion
tinat the banker's disappearance was not

miereiy a simple matter tlmt could be lightly
-e\pmmed

There was something more in it.

Aud Lee had an idea that there would be
some rather dramatic developments in the
very mear future.

Hamdforth sat down at the schoolinaster-
“detective's desk, pulied the telephone instru-

Juent towards him and applied for the num-|

ber-lie required.” And in a surprisingly short
space of time he found himself connected.
The trunk lines were comparatively clear—
for the big business of the day had not yet
comimenced. Hamdforth recognised the voice
i his father's buatler, and he knew that he
Tiad got the right number. -

“Why, i3 that Master Edward?” asl-.ed
the voice, after Handforthh had stated his
ideutit;f.

pre

said Hamdforth.
'phone? 1 can
I want to speuk

‘* Yes, of course it is!
““ What's the matter with the
hudh hear a giddy word!
to the mater.”

“I will bring her ladyship at once, Master |

Edward.’

Huandforth waited, somewhat irritable be-
cause the telephone sounded buzzy and the
voice at the other end of the wire was
fFaimt. Practically the whole of Haundforth's
telephoning experience concerned local calis
m Bannington—iaa which cases, of course, the
line was short and hearing gund This was

‘the first time he had talked over a really
long distance. »

‘“ Hallo!™" he shouted. ‘ Hallo! Anybody
there? 1 say—— Oh is that you, mater?
Hallo!"”

* Why, it's Edward!” ecame a feminine

voice over the ‘phome. ** Wlhere

speaking from, Edward?"”

are you

| said Lady

J =4
I 2

!
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“If you don’'t give
me permission to
go,”” said Handforth
rebelliously, ‘'l
jolly well bunk. —I1
mean "

“St. Frank's, of course!” said Handforth.
“I simply had to do something, mater!
I'm so jolly worried! I've been reading the
report in the newspaper this morning. 1Is it
all wrong, or what?- Is the pater there?”

““ Something terrible has  happened,
Edward,” came Lady Handforth's voice in
agitated tones. *I'm sure I don't know
what to think! I'm worried almost to the
point of distraction! Your father is not
here, Edward, aad I haven’t scen him or
heard from him since vesterday morning!” .

- *“ Great pip!” said Handforth. * Then it's
true?” -

**{t is quite true that your father is miss-
ing. I don't know what to do, Edward.. I'm
nearly almost off my head with grief. 1'm
sure that something dreadful has happened

to him! And we get mo news—no word
whatever!” . _
“I say, that's awful!” said Handfortu.

“Haven't you done anything, mater?”

“What can I do, Edward?" asked his
mother. ‘I omly know that your father leit
home in the usual way to go to his office.
But -he didn't arrive, un{l nobody seems to
know .m)thm:z >

** Haven't you told the police?”

“Oh, my boy! Of course I have. I've
been to Scotland Yard, and I've done every-
thing that I possibly could. Your father has
mever done anything of this nature im all his
life, and I know that there must have been
some terrible accident. And, on the top of
all this worry, there are these dreadiul
rumours that all is not well with the bank.”

““ But they are not true, mater!”

“1 trust with all my heart they are not!”
Hamdforth., ‘I have been con-
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stamily in communication with your father's)

secretary and the manager of the bank,
They know even less than I do. But it is
really very serious about the banpk.”

“There won't be any trouble, will there,
mater?"”

““I don't know, Edward—I hardly dare to
think about it,” c¢ame the agitated voice.
** But your father's secretary is very strange
in his manner towards me. He will give no
definite answers.” ‘

‘““Perhaps he is up to some rotten game,
mum!” said Haudforth suspiciously. ** Per-
haps he's done something to the pater—"

“Don’t be o ridiculous, Edward!"’ iater-
Tupted his mother. ** Mr. Whittaker is as
honest as the day. The reason he doesn’t
Jike to answer me i3 because lie wishes to
spare me from further worry. That is why
I fear the worst. 1 believe the bamk will
meet with =shocking disaster unless your
father returns at once.”

““You—you mean there'll he a smash?”

““The very thought appals me, but I can-
not help thinking that it will happen!’ said
Lady Handforth tearfully. *‘ Oh, Edward!
How terrible that would be! I simply
counldn't live in England after that! I
should mever lift up my head again! And—
and your father! He doesn’'t come—he
doesn’t write—and he doesn’t send any word
at all! I don’t know what I shall do!”

Handforth looked rather scared.

““That’s all right, mater—don't
worry ! he said briskly.

**Oh, my dear boy, how can I help worry-
ing?"” asked Lady Handforth. ‘I could
never have dreamed that so much could hap-
pen within twenty-four hours. I've had more
worry in this little period that I can ever
vemember. Jt isn't as though your father
was in the habit of going off without leaving
a word behind. He has never done such a
thing. 1t's too terrible, Edward!”-

“ But mater! You don't think—— You—
vou don't believe—""

“That your father has run away?" asked
Handy’s mother. *‘‘No, no! Never! It
isn’t true, Edward—it couldn’t be true! All
these rumours are lies—terrible, terrible lies!
Your father has been worried recently about
cne or two business matters, but his position
15 sound. And even if such was not the case,
he would mever run off in this way. Your
father is not a coward—he has always faced
his troubles like a man—and overcome
them!"”

‘““Dear old pater!” said Handforth fer-
vently. * Rather! He's met with an acci-
dent, or something. Oh, I don’t know! But
it'll all come right before long, mater—you
mark my words! How would it be if 1T came
up to London? If you say you want me, I
might get permission—-"'

““ No, no, ,
“Much as I love you, dear, you couldn’t
improve matters by coming here. You are
out of everything at St. Frank's. Amd it is
better that way. Stay where you are, my

you

o e e

Edward!” said Lady Handforth. ]

boy, and wait for further mews. XNever lose
your trust in your father!” _
“You can leave that to me, matfer!"” said
Handforth. “ I know dad's all right, and
I'll stick up for him agaimst a thousand!
But if you want me at any time, just ring
up St. Frank’s, and I'll buzz along!”’ :
There was very little more to say, and
soon afterwards Hamdforth badg his motiher
good-hye, and hung up the réteiver. And
his worst fears were confirmed. Theg mews-
paper report was true—in all details. .
Sir Edward Handforth had mysteriously
disappeared, and there was no trace of him.
And valuable and vital balance-sheets and
books, belonging to the Central and West
Londom Bank, had disappeared at the same
time. The facts were siguificant, and, in-
deed, scemed to poiut to ouly one conciu-
sion.
The bhank was rocky, and Sir Edward had
bolted.

This was the obvious explamation—but
Handiorth cast aside the mere thought as
being ridiculous and impossible. As his

mother had said, Sir Edward was the Kind

of man to face trouble boldiy. He was not

a quitter. ‘
And, upon the whole, Handy [eit a little

better. And when Nelson Lee came back bhe
reported practically all that he had said
over the telephone, Nelson Lee listened

grﬁvely. o _ | o

Your mother h:l-jgncu YOu some excei-
lent advice, my boy,” he said. 'Il‘t;y kto go
and take uo

on just the same as nsual,

notice of ill-matured boys who speer at you.

Your father will refute these c¢vil sug-

gestions sooner or later.” o
““You believe in him, don't you, sir?™

asked Handforth quickly. )

“ Implicitly, my boy,” replied Nelson Lee.
“1 have every faith in Sir Edward. He is
the last man im the world who would run
away from trouble. Not that I helieve any
trouble to exist. A scare has been caused,
and if your father’s bamk gets into difficul-
ties it will be solely because of this mysteri.
ous occurrence. (nce a panic sets in it is a
terribly difficult matter to deal with it.”’

Handforth did not receive much comiort
from this—but it was the truth. Aund there
was no sense whatever in putting it aside.

How was this strange matter to emd?

CHAPTER 11I.
WAITING FOR NEWS,

R. CROWELL adjusied
his glasses and glanced
round.
“*H'm! Haundforth ap-

pears to be absent!” he said,
‘““1 think he’s out in the
Triangle,”” said Hubbard.
Moming lessons were just about to com-
mence. The Remove had gathered together
in the Form room in the usual manner. But
there was oune absentee—Edward Oswald
Haudforth, '
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e in to breakfast, In the;

had come
dining-hall, but had eatem practically noth-

ing. And there had been something missing
at the Remove table. As a general rule all
sorts of arguments and squabbles went on at
Hamdforth’s corner of the table. Now and
again a nose would be punched. But this
morning all had been quiet. Handy had sat
there like an image, hardly saying a word,
" and looking unutterably miserable. Church
and McClure had caught the complaimt from
him, and their own faces were as long as
fiddles.

After breakfast Handforth had marched
up and down the passages; he had gone into
the Triamgle, round the playing-fields—and,
in fact, had kept on the move the whole
time. Church and McClure had followed him
about at a distance—full of sympathy, and
anxious to do anything to cheer him up.

Mr. Crowell removed his glasses

polished them.
** So Handforth is fn the Triangle?’ he |
*What is he doing there? Sureiy he

and

gaid.
must have heard the bell?”

“Oh, he’s just moomingz about, sir.”” said
Owen major. *‘His pater seems to be in
trouble, or something."” ’

“Ah, pyes, to be sure!™ said the Form
master. *“I read the report in the news-
paper this morning. Most unfortunate. I
am quite sorry for Handforth. But there is
no reason why he should mope about. That
will enly make matters worse. He had far
better confine himself to work and do his
best to forget his troubles. They will prob-
ably blow over very ¢uickly.”

“Hamdforth seems to bhe bowled right over,
sir,”” said Church.

“I am quite surprised,” said Mr. Crowell
“I always regarded Handforth as a particu- |
larly strong-minded boy. 1 imagined that
he would be almest indifferent to This
father's worries.” !

“T don't think you understand him yet,
sir,”” [ said. *“ Handforth is a bit of a
blusterer, but at heart he’s as tender as a
girl. If anything goes wrong he's soft in a
minute. Haadforth is one of the best, sir.”

‘“ Hear, hear!’’ echoed several juniors. '

“That is all very well, Nipper,” said Mr.
Crowell, * but I cannot allow Handforth to
neglect his work. You will please go out
into the Triangle and tell him to come in at |
once. Under the circumstances 1 shall not
punish him for beiag late.”

I went out and hurried along the passage |
natil I reached the lobby. I could see Hand-
forth pacing up and down outside, with his
hands thrust deep into his trousers pockets.

I went up to him and tapped him on the
back.

““ Heard Handiorth
eagerly.

“*Sorry, old man, T haveu't,” I replied.
¢ Lessons, you know."

“‘ Lessons ?"’

* Yes. OIr. Crowell wants you to come in,”
I said. *“ He says it won't do you any good
to mope about out here—="" L

anything?”  aszked

said Handforth
All

en!”
““I couldn’t stand it, Nipper! A
the chaps staring at me—just as though I'd

“I—1 can't come
huskily.

done somelhing wrong. And what would be
the good? I coulda’t work—I can't think of
anything! Ali T want is to hear some f1ews
about the pater.” |

““0f course,” I said. “T quite understand
that. But, after all, you can't chuck up
lessens and do exactly as you like. Better
coimne in, old son.” .

“1 won't!"” declared Handforth. ** Never!
I'm not coming—and I don’'t care what the
consequences are! Teill old Crowell to go -
and cat coke! I can’t rest until I hear
something more about my father!”

“Oh, all right,” I said. * Just as you
like. But I advise you to come in, Handy.”

** Thanks all the same, but I'm staving out
here,” said Handforth. * Do you think
there’ll be any evening papers down yet?"

1 grinned.

* Hardly !™
tem."”

I left him there, knowing that it would be
a hopeless task to persuade Limm to come in.
Oace Handforth had made up his mind, wild
horses wouldn't drag him from his decision.

Mr. Crowell looked rather garim at first
when I told bim. But themwr he nodded to
himself, and told me to go to my place. He
made no reference to the matter, and we
proceeded with morning lessons,

When we were dismissed, the general con-
versaticn naturally turned upon Handforth
and his father. And most of the fellows
were anxious to find out wihat Handy had

I =atd. * It's not much after

{ been doing all the mornine.

At first there was no sign of him. and a
search was made. He was nowhere in the
echool.

‘““The silly fathead must have hunked!”
said Church, in alarm. ** He's gone up to
London, after all! He must have taken the
11.19 train!”

““ Impossible!” declared MeClure. * He
told us that he had promizeid Mr. Lee that he
wouldn't do anything of that sort. And
Handy wouldn't break hiz werd--—  Why,
there he is! Just coming in!”’

They hurried across the Triangle to the
aateway. Handforth had just ridden in on
his bicycle. The very expression on his face
was enough to tell his chums that he had

{ nothing good to report,

The sun was shining now, and the morning
was quite glorious—but Handforth was de-
pressed in the most marked manpner. e
looked at his chums glumly as they came up
to him.

‘““ Nothing!” he said dismaiiv. ** Not
word! No papers—no news of any =oré!
feeling rotten!”

“ Where have you been to?" asked Cluurch.

“ Bannington.”

“You'll get into a row about thiz., Handy,”
gaid McClure. * Missing lessons altogether!
l‘ﬁir. I(,'rmyell'ﬁ bound to report you to the

eqd-—-"" *

a
'm
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* Do you think I care?” demanded Hand-
ferth fierceiy. * Let him report me! What
does it matter? Y've a jolly good mind to
go straight to the Head, and ask him if |
can ¢ to London! I'm mnearly dotty with
suepense!  I've bought half-a-dozen mnews-
papers, but there's nothing in 'em! Oh, it's
awful!” s
- Church and MeClure didn't say anythingz.
They could have told Handy before he lcft
that his search for news would have been
barren. It wasn’'t likely that any further
newspapers would be out in a sleepy plac
like Bannington until the evening. .

Handforth left his bicycle with Chureh—
fairly pushed it into the latter's hands—and
then strode on towards Study D. He was
zoing down the passage when he came face
to face with Archie Glenthorne, the genial
ass of the Remove. Archic was attired with
all his usual splendour.
encased in a well-cut lounge suit of grey
worsted. His silken sccks were of gay
colours, and he wore glittering brown shoes,
He was spick and span from top to tce. A
monocle finished him off.

‘““What ho!”" he observed genially. *'1
mean to say, yards of sorrow, and so forth!
Pray accept the old sympathy, dear lad!”

““That's all right, Archie!” growled Hand-
forth.

I underztand that the poeish is somewhat
foul?” went on Archie. * That is to say,
{arge supplies of trouble, and what not? In
other words, old top, I have heard certain
frightful rumours to the effect that the dear
old pater has, as it were, done the oid
vanishing stunt.”

** He's missing!”’ said Handforth, *“ I don't
know what to think, Archie—"

1 mean to c=ay, keep the old spirits up,
and all that,” interrupted Archie. *" My
dear ¢ld sporteman, there's no need to con-
vert the old frontispicce into an imitation
of a fog! Glcom, in fact, is not required.
Totally unnece:s, if you know what 1 mean.
The dear old dad will turn up again. Bright
and smiling, like the summer’s morn, he l
trickle into the landscape, and proceed to
astonish the lads of the village.”

“1 hope so!” said Handforth. * I'm
frichtfully worried, Archie.”
“* Alzolutd8y!” agreed Archie. ‘‘Iu the

same. cires., laddie, I should probably be just
about fit for the loony house by this timec.
The old bean isn't made for hard work, you
know. Built for comfort before speed, and
ail that sort of rot! That is to say, the old
works in the top storey are decidedly rusty.
and only get busy at intervals; and the
siightest jar shoves them all out of gear.”

‘““ Are you talking about your brains?”
asked Handforth. : |

" Absolutely!™ replied ‘Archie. '* Every
t!me, old chappie! 4 mean to say, I'm wor-
ried. I'm positively becoming thin, don’t
vou know! The old suit is flapping about in
the mcat frightful manner. I can’'t bear to
se¢ one of the dear lads surrounded by

His neat floure wasx |

3

several tons of anxicty. Makes me go com-
pletely off my stroke, you know. In fact,
I'm feeling positively pipped!”

‘“On my account?’”’ .

‘“ Exactly—that is to say, yes!‘f said
Archie. * In other words, absolutely! 1 feel
for you, old tulip! The old heart thumps
away, and bleeds, and all that sort of stufi!
[ want to do something=—1 want to make
things hum. and so forth! Anything to bring
back the jolly old smile!™

Handforth responded with a weak grin. It
was the first -time he had smiled during the
whole morning, and Archie felt rewarded.
He was the only fellow who had brought 2
smile to Hundforth's face since he had heard
the news,

Handforth felt warmed towards the genial
Archie. ‘He was many kinds of an ase, ana
was considered to he comewhat brainless by
most of the Remove fellows. But there was
not the slightest dcubt about Archie’s atti-

tude. He was full of deep concern for Hand-
forth.
He put his words into peculiar phrases,

and expressed himsclf somewhat remarkably;
but the fceling was there, and Handforth
knew that Archie was sincere. 'There was
not an ounce cof falseness in his whole com-

pesiticn.  He was as simple a3 he was
anusing. _ _
“ You're decent, Archie—jolly dccent!”

caid Handforth. * Thanks awtully for your
tip. You've bucked me up a lot, and 11l
try and do a bit of smiling. But you dou’t
know how worried I am!”’

Archie beamed,

“I mean to say, rather!” he observed.
“ The fact is, laddie, I'm so concerned that
I've caught the bally compilaint myself! I'm
worrying in the most dashed way! 1 posi-
tively exvect to find grey hairs spcuting
hefore long! 1 can’t bear to see a chappie
wallowing in trouble!” |

** Let’s hope it'll be all right soon!"" said
Handforth.

lie passed on before Archie could say any-
thing further, went into Study D, and sat
down. And Archie stoed out in the passage,
shook his head, and sighed. -

“ Something, as it were, must be done!’
he murmured. ** This, in fact, is absclutely
the time when Phipps is required. The walk-
ing brain has got to gct busy. Phipps, the
unfailing, must exercise the oid attic!”

And Archie lounged along to his own study,
languidly stroiled in, and pushed the electric

hell. Then hLie reclined hack in an easy-chair
and waited. He ncarly dozed off, and lay

tiiere with closed eyes.

“ You rang,.sir?’”

““ What ho! What ho!"" ¢xclaimed Archie,
sitting up. ‘- The old genie has staggered
in! The fact ix, Phinps, ycu're a bit of a
marvel! You simply appear, as it were! One
mament you aren't, and the next momenp
you are! Most extraordinary! Never knew
anybody like you, old lad!’

** Thank you, sir,”
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“Not at all!” said Archie. *“ That is to
say, not at all! In fact, ahsolutely not!
Thanks utterly unnecessary, Phipps. Simply
a  plain statement of the good old facts!
And now, and all that, what about it?”

“ What about what, sir?"

”Tha ideu, Phlpps——the stunt—the brain

*“I fail to understand, eir.”

Archie screwed his monocle more firmly
Aome.

““Dash it all!” he protested. *‘‘1 mean to
say, dash it all. What's the matter, Phipps? 1
What's wrong with the old gear-box? Hardly
seems to be oiled this morning. Running

deucedly sluggish, and all that- kind of rot!”

“I hardly think so, sir.” said Phipps.
“ But you have failed to explain the nature
of the idea you require me to suggest.”

“Gadzooks!" exclaimed Archie. * How
dashed ridic! Godzooks twice! I mean to
say, the old memory slipped a cog, as you
might put it. Quite right, Phipps-—quite,
as it were, right! The idea? Absolutely!”

“You desire me to assist you in some
little difficulty, eir?”

“* You've hit it, Phipps—you've coshe?

fairly on the old head!" said Archie, nnd-.
ding. " ** Zing! Positively got it! A diffi-
culty, what? Abeolutely a teaser! One of

the one-and-only ones! It concerns the dear
chappie with the voice that reminds you of

the pater's yacht!"” 7

“1 beg your pardon, sir.”’

“.!*‘og-lmms_. and . all that!"” explained
Archie. ‘
.‘;You evident!y mean Master Handforth,
sir?”

~ " He, so to speak, is the very lad!"” agreed
Archie, *' Handforth! The poor old tulip is
in the most foul kind of trouble. The whole
position is not only rotten, but decaved.
-And something's ot to be done Phipps!"

Phipps shook his head.

** I scarcely think this is an cceasion where
we could be of any assistance, sir!™” he said.

**I do, sir.”

“But, I mean to say, not really?”
Archie. *" Not really, dear lad?
can do something? Something,
to relieve the situash.?
his pater. Or, to be more exact, his pater
has lost himself! Something like that.
What we've got to do is to find him!"’

“I'm afraid it is out of the question, sir,”’
sal.i Phipps.

Archie frowned. Phipps was his man—his
valet—and he always rélied upon Phipps to |
stupply the most direct way out of any diffi- |

asked
Surely, we
g, as it were,
Handforth has lost

culty. It was only by a concession on the
part of the school authorities that Archie
was' allowed tp have his man there. And

Phipps had plenty to do.

“0Out of the question, what?'' said Archie,
“But, I mean, this is dashed surprising!
You're not sugpgesting,
supply had rtun out? You don’t mean that

| forth.

Phipps, that the old |

the scheme factory has closed dowr?”
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“Not at all, sir.”

““Then what, may I ask, is the troub.?”

“It is hardly a trouble, sir,”" said Phipps.
““I am merely suggesting that this case 14

not one where we could be of service. The
London police, 1 believe, have the case
| thoroughly in hand, and are doing their
| utmost to locate Sir Edward Handferth. It
| is hardly fitting for us to interfere.”

“ Well, that's putrid!” said Archie. 1
mean to say, a rotten disappointment,
Phipps! I was hoping to help the poor old
chap! I wanted to buek him up, and all
that kind of rot. DBut you think theres

nothing doing?"

= do. s

““We can't rally round?”

“ Not at the moment, sir.”

“I'm cut up, Phipps—I'm wounded!” said
Archie sadly. ‘““Just as I was hoping such
deucedly big things, too! It seems that we
can't shove out the glad hand, and stuff of
that description?”

‘“ At present, sir, the plan is impossible,”
said Phipps firmly.

‘“Then the only thinz is to carey o in tho
csame old way,”” said Archie. * You'd better
roll forth, Phipps, and attend to the daily
duties." |

““There’s nothinz you require, sir?"

‘“ Absolutely not!” said Archie. ** Nothing,
that is, except a small quantity of good old
dreamless! Kindly give me the dig in the
rib department when the gong pea's forth!”

““Yes, sir.”

And Phipps withdrew,
trusively.

And while Phipps was stealing down the
passage—this, by the way, was quite his
natural method of walking—Church was
hurrying to Study D. He burst in guickly.
and fmmd Handforth stil! gitting in the

easy-chair. %

1 say,

“0h,

silently and unobh-

Handy——""

don’t bother!™ growled Handforcth,

“You think nots" | lodking round.
’ 1

*“But it's important——"

‘“ Nothing's important now!"
** Nothing matters!
sake Jleave me alone!
Church, and buzz oflt!
I'm dotty!”

“0Of course 1 do!”’ said Church promptly.
Handforth glared.-

“* Dotty with worry, I mean, you fathead!'"”
he snorted. ** Don't try any of your rot
now, because I don't feel like it! Just one
word, my scn, and your mose will be Hat-
tened into your blessed face! 1 oniy need
starting off, and then I'll make things hum!”

McClure arrived, and Handforth groaued.

“You, too!" he said, between his tecth.
“Clear out! Do you hear? Go away! I
don’t like the look of you! 1 want -to bs
alone!"’

Handforth was repeating somie of his old
characteristics, and Church and MeClure
were rather disappointed. They had beeg

said” Hand-

Aud for goodness
Be a good <hap,
You know jolly well



things would be

thinking that, for a spell,
somewhat easier for themn.

“ What's the trouble?” azked McClure.
‘““ Are we barred out of our own study now?
Can't we be in here if we like?’

“*No, you can't!” roared Handforth,

“*Hold on a minute!” said Church,
vot something to tell you "

1 don’'t want to’hear it!™

* Something important!” went on Church,
“ Joily important, in fact! 1t might inean
all the difference to vou, Handy. Just listen
t'},,P]e for a tick, and I'll explain all about
it

“1 don't want to listen!

" V've

snapped Hand-

forth. ** Clear!” -
“ Well, look at this——"
“And 1 won't look at; un‘,tlm] either!™
“ But it's a letter—
“* A what?” yelled Handforth, jumping up

excitedly.
‘**My hat!” gasped Churech,
at me like that!”
" Did you say a letter?”

“Don’t jump

‘roared Handforth.

“Yes, 1 did——"
““ Where is it, you babbling idiot?" asked
Handy. * Keeping me waiting like this!”

Why the dickens couldn't yon teli me——"

“Haven't 1 been trying to tell you all the
time?"" snorted Church, somewhat irritated.
“You wouldun't let me speak——-"

““Where's the letter?” bawled Hdandforth.

““1 found it in the rack—it must have come
by the "‘second post!”” said Church. 1 ex-
pect it's been in there for hours. 1 only hap-
pened to spot it by accident., Didn't you look
in the rack this morning?”’

“0Of course I didn't!” said Handforth.
b ‘.’s'(, hardly ever get letters by the second
~post, and it never struck me. Besides, 1 was
in Bannington! Lemme see it! Give it over
Lere, you exasperating fathead!”

Church pulled a somewhat crumpled letter
out of his pocket, and before he could even
hand it across the table, Handforth grabbed
it with_one swoop, He glanced at it, jumped
nearly a yard into the air, and yelled.

*“Great, Scott!” wasped MeClure. ‘' He's
yone mad!”
“Don’t yon understand?’” roared Hand-}
forth excitedly, ¢ It's—it’s from the pater!” |}
CUAPTER 1V! .
DLCIDEDLY STARTLING!
. HURCH and McCiure
lcoked at Handiorth
m in a rather startled
A way. Handiorth him-
{ self was gazing at the letter

with blazing eyves.

*It’s from the pater!” he
repeated, in a strange voice.
'* Look, you chaps! And—and it was posted
last night, too; hours and hours after he
hdad disappeared! News at last! Hurrah!”

Handforth danced up and down madly.

l

L him,

‘“Steady on, you ass!” said Church, grab-
hine him. **Don't go off like that! You

[ don't suppose

ntay liave made a bloomer!
1t might be

it's from your father at all!l
something else——" "'i

“You fathead! Do you think I don't know
my pater’s fist?” demanded Handforth.
“Great pip! And I've been worrying like
the dickens, too! I might have known that
everything would he all right!”

“ But you don’t know it!" put in McClure.
“.Everything may be all wrong!”

IHandforth forced himself to be calm, and
examined the letters more c¢losely. He could
see that the envelope had been scrawled very
hurriedly, and another fact which struck him
as being very-peculiar was that the writing
was done in pencil—just ordinary blac¢k-lead
penceil.

“Jolly queer!” said Handforth.
never known the dad to write in
hefore—he always uses a pen!”

“*My hat! What does that matter?” said
Church impatiently, *' I thought you wanted
tosshear things from your father? And all
you can do is to mess about, looking at your
OWN name on the envelope'“

"I'm  examining it thoroughly!” said
Handforth., ** But I suppcse 1'd better open
it at once.”

As a matter of fact, Handforth was ratlier
afraid to open it. He hoped against hope
that it would contain good news. but he had
a peculiar fecling tlluu such would not he
the case,

And, at last, he inscrted his thumb under
the flap, and tore it open. He withdrew a

]'!'!

* Ve
pencll

small, jagged-cdged piece oif notepaper. It
was the quarter of an ordinary sheet, and

on one side of it was some writing in ink.
On the other side were several lines of pen-
cilling—the latter obviously being the mes-
gage, The ink writing was a mere scrap,
without beginning or ending. It was thus
nuite clear that l‘~1r Edward had written to
his son very hurriedly, using a scrap of au
01{,1 letter.

““What the dickens is it?"”
curiously.

But Handforth was reading,

asked Church

and the letter

| was shaking in his hand., When, at last,
| Handy Jooked up, there was an  almost
dazed expression in his eyes. He suddenly

sat down in the easy chair, going limp.

* Well, I'm jiggered!” he muttered
huskily.

“ What is it, you ass?”’

“* Tell ve, Handy!”

Handforth still looked blank. Then he
gazed at his two chums, and his eyes
gleamed with sudden excitement,

“T knew ittt he hissed. **I knew it!”

“ Knew what?”’

“1 was sure of it from the start!” went
on Handforth. ' The pater’s met with foul
play. He's in the hands of crooks! Amnd it's
all lies about him running away because the
bank is in Queer Street! It’s a plot against
a rotten, villainous plot!l”



Cliurch and MecClure regarded their leader
auxiously,

" Do be sensible, Handy!" urged Church.
“You—you don't look very well, you know!
All this excitement is teco much for you—-""

““In  the hands of villuins!" repeated
Handforth, My only aunt!”

Church and MceClure were geiting  im-
patient, and they were quite excited, too.
The totally unexpected arrival of this letter
had been drastie enough, but to hear Hand-
forth going on it seemed that something of
;1:1 exceedingly strange nature had taken
place.

“What does the letter say?" asked Church
grimly. ** We don't want to pry into your
aftairs, Handy, but I think we have a right
to Know something about this!”

““ Rather!”" agreed MeClure.

Handforth stood wup, practically himsclf
again.
“I'll tell you!" he said grimly. “* My

pater had been kidnapped by a gang ol
ruflians, and is being kept a prisener some-
where, he doesn’t know where it is!"”

“* Then how did he post the letter?” asked
Church.

‘““He didn't post it!"" said Handforth.
““ He waungled it by somebody else, just like
him! As cute a3 a giddy fox! "The pater’s
all there, I can tell you! What we've got
to do iz to get on the scent, and rescue
him!"”

** But where is he!”" yelled Church.

“* He doesn’t know!”

“ You—you hopeless ass!”’ said Church des-
perately. *'If he doesn’t know where he is,
how could he tell you anything about it?
You'd better not take any notice of that
letter, llaundy, some cad is trying to fool
vou! I shouldn’t be surprised if Fullwood
nas done it as one ol his special practical
jokes!"’

Handforth looked at Chureh pityingly.

“You funny fathead!” he said, with
withering scori. “You slab-sided lunatic! |
Do vou think I don’t know the pater’s hand-
writing by mow? And do you think Full-
wood eould spoof me? Read the thing, and
then you'll understand!™

Handforth dropped the letter on the table,
and Church and MceClure seized it. They
had been waiting for this opportunity all the
time., and now that they had got tle letter
they read it throuzh with great interest.

3

It was certainly startling, It was not
particnlarly legible, having been scrawled

at o great rate, and there was little of it.

But the words it did contain were to the
point.

It ran in this way:

“ Dear Edward,

““Show this to Mr., Nelson Lee. T want
him to help me. Have been Kkidnapped by
Howard Riddeil and John Westlake--ene-
mwics. Don't koow where 1 am. Brougint

here bhlndfolded by car.

#Somewhere in Londen, Car drove straight p

e e a2 T
‘“Don’t you under-
stand ?7'' roared
Handforth excited-
ly. *“ It's—it's from
the pater!”

in garage adjoining house. Smelt frezh paint.
Gate was emashed in entering. House on
hill. 'Bus service passes. 'Buses appear to
2o uphill enly—none going other way.
Attempt to smash me and bring ruin.

“Don't know whether can post this. Will
try to get it out somehow. Get Mr. Lee
to investigate. Any fee. Urgent.

** Your father.

“P.5. Mr. Lee will tell district by post-

mark. Urge him to search until he loca——"

The postseript broke off in the middle of
a word. This made it fairly clear that Sir
Edward had found great difficulty in writ-
ing the note at all. And he had been com-
pelled to abundon it just at the finish.. But
he had succeeded in his main object, he had
managed to get the ietter posted.

And it contained a surprising amount of
information.

* Great Scott!” said MceClure. *° This, this
can’'t be true, surely? There must he some-
thing wrong about it! 1t sovnds like one
of those bits from a giddy story! It can't
be right, Handy——"
oIt s oright—I know it!"" said Handforth.
“The pater's been kidnapped, and he's held
a priscner. That's the very idea! They'ra
olding him until the bank goes smash!
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aud discredited! The rot-
‘'ent something !
Mr., Lee at

Tntil he's ruined
ters—the villainsg! I'l show
A You'd better take this to
once ! sald MeClure exceitedly.
* Rather? agreed Handforth.

what I'm going to do!”

“1I don't believe Mr. Lee will take it in!”
aid Church. * It’s a bit teo tall, you know.
Why, it seems that your father was kid-
napped in a motor-car by two men, and
tuken, blindfolded, to a house somewhere in
London. Of course, he couldn’t know exactly
where the house was, as he couldn’t eee.”

“Exactly!”  said  Handforth, ** That's

“That's

just 16! But Le was cute enough to notice
that the garage had been freshly painted,
and that provides a good clue. Then--

then there's the smashed gate.”

"Yes, and the honse is on a hill,” put in
MeceCiure. ** That bit about the ‘buses ought
1o be another good clue, too. By the way,
what's the post-mark? That's jolly im-
portant!™

Handforth started.

I elieked the envelope in the fire!”
he gagped.

" Fathead! There isn't any fire!” said
('Linreh.

He dived into the grate, and rescued the

envelope from the fireplace. Smoothing it
ont, he examined the post-inark.

t Streathamn!” he cried. ** There you are,
as clear as anything!”

" Good egg!”  exclaimed Handforth.
“ sStreatham! That's where this house is,
with the "buses going past it only one way!
1 say, the pater was pretty smart, eh? He
hadn't got the faintest idea where he was,
but he's practically told us! It ought to
be dead easy to Joeate a house on a hill
with a smazhed cate, and a freshly-painted
garage!™ |
“Well, T shoulidn’t think it will take long,”
S«id  Church. * Although, of course, in a
place like Streatham, 1here are bound to
be tons of "bius routes, and plenty of hills,
100, There might be hundreds of houses with
freshly-painted carages. These things aren't
A easy as they seem. Desides, why did your
;-tuttr write to you instead of the police?”

“ Beeause My, Lee’s here!” said McClure.
*Rat:!” put in Handforth. ** He did it
hecause he knows I'm jelly keen on anything
iike this. He can t»runt me! 'I‘he pl)llfi,
waotlld only make

*“It's all very uell to th like that,
l;au]\ but it won't do,”! said Church,
*Why, if he wrote this last night, and ad-
dressed it to Scotland Yard, it would have
arrived early this morning. Why did he
send it right down here, into the country?
That's what I can't undeﬁtand o
Handforth looked tlxoughtfnl

“1t does seein a bit rummy!" he admitted.

" But still, I expect the pater had a gooa
rcasost, or he would't have dome it, And
that’s not nn[mrtdrt anyhow. We can wait

till we hear all the facts. The main thing
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i$ that the letter is here, and that we knew
the truth. We'll soon get him out of the
clutehes of this rotten gang!”

“ We will?”” repeated MecClure.

“1 don't mean you!” esaid Handiorth,
‘““ Mr. Nelson Lee and me! We'll do it!
We'll buzz off at once, directly after 1've
shown, him the letter. I'll go straight to
Mr. Lee's study now——"’

Handforth broke off suddenly, and {hen
looked excited.

“No, I won't!” he added.

“Won't what?”

“Go to Mr. Lee!" said Handforth., * 1'll

iolly well rescue the pater on my own! I
don’'t see why I should bring Mr. Lee into
it, he’ll only ecollar all the credit, and 1
sha'n’t even get mentioned! Yes, hy George!

I'l do it m:,'eelt" ?
"“Go to London and rescue your pater:”
gasped Church,
‘Yes!”’
“You—you hr_;pcless ass!”  said McClure

You can't do that, Handy!
It’s 1mp0~..lb'e————-—
iy (.‘un t do It

" Why not¥”

“Course you can't!”

“What's to prevent me?” went on Handy,
waxing enthusiastiie. “I've always been
keen on detective work, and here's a real
chance! A chance that only comes onee in a
lifetime! I'll rescue the pater, and show
everybody what I'm made of! I can easily
follow up these clues, and do the whole
trick!™

His chums regarded him dazedly.
“You—yon dom't mean it!" panted Churd.

L l \_]U‘,'
** But—you ecan't!”” shouted MeClure. ** It
You'll make a hopeless muddle of

interrupted Handforth.

mad!
it, Handy! Supposing anything goes wrong?
Tt needs an experienced detective for a job
like this! And what are you going to do
even iIf you do locate the housze. How are
you geing to rescue your father?”

1 shail go in and smasgh those two 1ot-
rers to pulp!” said Handforth, ”
Chureh and MeClure felt ratller faint.
They knew Handforth well, and they could
tell by his tone now that he was in earn-
est. And 1t was alarming. For Handforth
to imagine that he eould do this job on his
owll was too ridiculous for words.

He would simply mess up everything from

1A

start to finish.

“ Look here, Handy, you can't do it!"”
gasped Chureh. *You can't, vou know!'
Your pater particularly urges you to tell
Mr. Lee, that's the very reason he wroice
to St. Imnhwl It would be ghastly to lJet
-him down——"'

** Who's talking. about letting him down?"
demanded Handforth. * It's all rot! I know
what 1I'm doing, and you chaps bave got to

keep mum! Understand? You mustan't
hreathe a word!”
“But—but Mr. Lee must know!"” insisted

Churel, Il be too awful i you try this
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single-handed. Do be sensible.
Handy! It's no good playing about! Mr,
Jee will know  exuetly what ought to bhe
ldune, and he'll do it properly, too. Take the
etbe -

“1It's no good talking!” interrupted Hand-
forth, * My mind's mq ade up!”

It was, too. Church and McClure knew
it. le}' were quite appalled at the pros-
peet.  Handforth had always faneied himself
as a detective;
hopeless dufler at the game one could pesai-

game  on

bly imagine. If he went off to his futher’s
assistance alone, it was safe to bet that he
would make a terrible hash of the whole
husiness. Anrd, instead c¢f rescuing  his
father, he would prebably succeed in get-
tine himself into worse trouble.

Church locked at MceClure, and MeClure
at Church. They couldn't iet thneir hot-
headed leader proceed with his pian. 1t was
obviously out of the question. It was up to
them, therefore, to step in and do :eme-
thing. But Huandforth was a duiticult fellew
to handle.

“You've made up your mind?"  asked
Church.

“Yes, I have!"

“ Didn’'t ycu promise Mr. Lee thiat you
wouldn't bunk off?”

Handiorth started.

S Oh, tlri.s i€ ditferent!” he said, after a
moment. *The circumstances thumwhh

justify me in going, 1 told Mr. Lee
wouldn't bolt up to London just cn tie off-
chance of finding out unything. But this is

ana I've

a direct appeal ifrom the pater,
act to answer it!"”
“It’s an appeal to Mr, Lee, not to you!”

gaid Chureh bluntly.

“I don't care about that!" replied Huand-
forth. “ I'm jolly determined to carry the
thing through off my own bat. It's no good
talking—it's no good argumng!

my mind!"”’

“* But, Handy, listen!" pleaded MeClure.
“ Just think! Isn’t it better to be on the
giafe <ide? Isn't it only right that you
should do the very best you can for Sir
Edward? Supposing you go off, and there’s
a hitech? Who will there be to carry on?”

“If I'm on the job, there won’t be any
hiteh!”

“It won't be anything else bhut hitches!”
snapped Church, “You're mad, you're
absolutely dotty! It's your plain duty to
take that letter to Mr. Lee?”

“I'm not going to!”

‘“Is that final?"”

— - e —
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hut he was about the most

ih.lt 1!

I've made up.

|
I

i
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“ Abzolutely!"” said Handforth.
* All right, T'Il take it myself!” roared

Church desperately. 1 don't care what
you do afterwards!”

With cne ewiit grab he seized the letter
out of Handforth's fingers, and then he
bolted for the door. Hamdforth gave one
beliow, turned the table over with a ecrash,
and rushed after his chum., But MeClure
pushed out his foot, and Handforth crashed
over.

Chureh sped into the passage.

“ Come baek, you—you rotter!”
Huandforth wildly. ** You, wait! 1'll
you into bits! You rotter, you traitor!
you don't stop I'll slaughter you!”

He had picked himself up by this time,
and was dashing away in pursuit. McClure
brought up the rear, excited and full of ad-
miraticn for Chureh’s lightning-like move,
It had been the cnly course to adopt.

Churehh had  scized his opportunity, per-
haps the only opportunity that would come,
By livok or by erook, he meant to place
that letter in Nelsen Lee's hands. Left to
Handforth, the whole thing would fizzle out.
1t was vitally necsssary that Nelson Lee
should kinow the truth, and that he should
see Sir Kdward’s letter as well.

Church went like the wind,

Juniors got in the way here and there,
but he dodged them all. And Handforth
came charging after him like an enraged
bull,

** Hallo!
as he stood
than I expected.

“Stop him!”
perately.

But Church was not to be stopped. He
came near to disaster, however, at the bend
of the passage. He ran full tilt into Tubbs,
the pageboy. Tubbs went flving over back-
wards, and Church came an awful eropper.

Still clutehing the letter, he regained his
feet and dashed <n. But even this slight
delay had given Handforth the opportunity

howled
break
If

Same old Hondy!" grinned Pitt,
back. *“ He's recovered sooner
Go it, Church, you’ll win!”

roared Hardferth  des-

of overtaking him. And just &s Church ar-
rived at thp woor of Nelzon Lee's study,
Handforth's fingers closed over the fll"ltl\’e*-.
shounlder,

In the nick of time Church sucreeded in
turning the handle and flinging the dcor

open. KEven as he did so the awful thought
came to him that Nelson Lee might not be
in the study. 7T1f this was the cace it would

1be all up—for Hamdforth would recover the
| letter, and there would be ao further chance

of regaining it.

But Nelson Lee was there.

Starting up, he was astonished by the
vision of two Remove juniors chdrgmg into
his study like bulls into a china shop.
Church tripped on the mat and sprawled on
the carpet. And Haadforth fell on the top
of him ia a heap.

To say the least this was a most unvspal
manner for juniors to arrive. .



CHAPTER V.
OFF 70 LONDON.

ELSON LEE started
up, Vvery angry.
“Good gracious!”
he exlcaimed hotly.
is the meaning of
this? Handforth — Church!
How dare vou charge into
my study in this disgraceful fashion? Stand
up at ouce!”

-The two jumiors, scared by Nelson Lee's
tone, scrambled to their feet, and stood at
attention. Handforth was glowering, but
thurch, in spite of his dusty, dishevelled
appearance, had a trinmphant expression on
his hot and perspiring face. Handforth
isbbed him in the back.

- Ginune that letter!™ he hissed fiercely.

“What did you say, Handforth¢” de-
maaded Nelson Lee.

“ Noa—aicthing, sir!” gasped Handforth.
** T—1 mean—only—ouly 2

*Come, come!”’ said Lee sharply. *‘ That
won't do! You can each write e five hun-
dred lines for this disgraceful behaviour.
Yon are lucky to escape so lightly-—"

“ But—but you don't understand, sir!"
put in Church guickly. ' It’s most im-
portant, sir—amd I only came in like that
because Hamdforth was tryiag to stop e,
There's something here that you've got io
see. sir!”

Church held out the rumpled letter.

“That's - mine, sir!” satd Harpdforth
quickly.

“ What is it that you have got, Churen?”
asked Nelson Lee,
4t A letter, siv ;

“It's my letter!” shouted Handforih,
“ That rotter has no right to show it to
vou, Sir ’
© *Is that letter Handforth's, Church?®”

““*Yes, sir!”

“ What

'

“Then give it to him ai énce!” said
Nelson - Lee.

““There you are!” sald  Jlandforth
trinmphantly. *“I'll show you——-"

“* But—hut you've got to read it, sir!"
gasped Church in desperation. ** Yon don’t
understand!  The letter belcngs to Haad-

forth, but it’s from his pater, and it con-
taing startiing news, sir!”

. ** Whatever it _contains, Church, if the let-
ter belongs to Handforth lhe has a perfect
right to retain it!” said Nelson Lee. “1f
you do not give it to him at once——"

Church sbot his last holt,

“You must read it, sir—everything
depends om it!"’" he said eammestly. * The
fetter was written by Sir Edward, amd it
was addressed to Handy. But Sir Edward
particularly asks Handforth to show the
letter to you, becanse he wants help. Hand-
forth wasn't going to do it, so that's why
I rushed here with it!” i

Nelson Lee regarded {he
closely,

“ That »f course. alters the watter eon-

two juniors

siderably,”” he said. * You had better give
the letter to me, Church.”

““ It’s private, sir, and it’s mine!’ shouted.
Handforth.

“Is it from your father?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Does he request you ito show me this

‘letter?”

“In—in. a way, sir!" replied Handforth.
“I wamted to go to the rescue on my owa,
and it’s all through Chureh that this hap-
pened. It's not necessary for you to come
into the thing at all!”

““We wiil see about that!”
Lee quietly.

He [elt perfectly justified in reading the
letter after what he had heard—and of
course, he was justified in every way. Ile
took the letter, glanced through it rapidly,
aud then frowned. Handforth was expecting
him to show signs of excitemeant, but Nelson
Lee remained disappointingly calim.

* Close the door, Church,” he said, lookizg
up.
Church did =o,

““Now, Handforth, this seems to he very
peculiar,” went ou Nelson Lee. * Is this
letter really from your father?’”

B - A

““There is no practical joke ahout it?”

“Of course pot, sir—it's ahsolulely
genuine !

“You are positive of the handwriting?”

“ Positive, sir!"’

““ Where is the envelope?”

“I've got it, sir—it's here,”” said Hand-
forth produciag, it.

Nelson Lee took it, glanced at the post-
mark, and then regarded the two juniors
once more.

“* This letter appears to be one of the very
highest impostance,”” he said. * It is, indeed,
vital. Do I understand, Hamdforth that voa
intended going to London alone—without
comsulting me?”

Handforth looked uncomfortable.

“I—I wanted to rescue the pater on my
own, &ir,”" he said. *J could do it easilv,
and then everybody would be ready to admit
that I'm a jollv good deteective! It'z a
chance im a millien!”’

Nelson Lee shock his head.

‘““ A very foolhardy idea, Handforth,” lie
said. *“JI can quite understand vour atti-
tude, but your cwn common sense ought to
have told you that this is ot a matter for
a scnooiboy to deal with. Chuarch did quite
right in bringing the letter to me, and I
cancel the punishment.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Church.

“J—] dida’t mean any disrespecet to youn,
sir,”” said Handforth sheepishly. *‘ But—bhut
you know what I mean. Think how ripping
it would he if I rescued the pater all on my
own—-"" ‘

‘“ Quite so0,"” Interrupted Lee. * But there
is another side to the question, Handforth.
Think how disastrous it wounld be for your
father if you failed—as you most probahly

(Continued orn page 25.)

said Nelson

y
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DON'T Lno wot makes Susan always |
in such a awful hurry bout the males ;
won would think she'd dye if she don’t

cet her letters inside of 5 minnits after the
male comes in.

T’ve got to leve off my game of marbles
or wotever I'm about, an’ go rite off to the
post-offis—if she’s zpoiled one game for me
she has 3 hundrad.

Ime sick of post-offises.
sent me like I always have to go.
a arate hurry.

I had agreed to mest Tommy Tilden be-
hind his father's barn to buy his new jack-
nifo, wot his Uncle Ben give him when he
went away, an’ I was afrade he'd sell it to
snme other boy.

So thare was just 1 letter for Sue, wich
didn’t seme of much consekwence, a little
pink thing, so 1 thought Ide read it, and
if it didn’t amount to nothin’ Ide thro’ it
away an’ not bother to go back home
with it.

The postmaster an’ some other fellers
laufed wen they soce me tare it open. You
never see such a letter; the paige was
simall Fut writ all over, an’ then over back-

) wards an’ round the

[? { ' egges.
i 7 I I couldn’t stop to

read such stuff. 1 gave
YN

it back 1o the post-
b o
Ilﬁ’dﬂ.‘ﬁ:

So to-day she
I wasin

it, an’ now thare’s no
end of a fuss.

As useyal Ime the
culprit. Just because
the postmaster he has a
sister wich is a very old

| for Miss Hornblower ? 7’

master to kepe till some
I got the pye an’
sliped out.
e e e S e,

of the folks come after
-

made, an’ she bhad the

curosty to read Sue's letter, an’ the girl wot
wrote it to her ast for fun, * Are those
bottles o’ hare-die coming threw the male yet
That’s his sister.

She got mad as a hornet, an’ let out she
read the letter, and now you never secen
such a skrape. She is mad at Susaun,
Susan is mad at hor, they are both mad at
me.

Girls i3 always ecross bout something.
I’'m most discurridged about hean a good
boy. I shall be awful glad wen I'm grone
up.

I don’t think T'Il ever marry, thogh,
Boys wot has sisters knos too much. Them
girls when they come down-stares late in
the afternoon am’t the same I see up-stares
cuttin’ round in their rappers with a little
nob of hair on the back of their heads an’
their crimpin’-pins a sticking out like horus,
a washing their faces in butter-milk, an’ a
asting me to bring ’em up the mornin
paper. -

wonder wot they do with all thoze
morning papeis ? Maybe they’re makin’ a
serap-book. [I’'ve got one—it’s nicer than
a diry, full of funny things.

I cut the pictures out of papa’s books in
the library to paste in. He does not know
it yet, It makes my scrap-book awful
nice.

You'd laugh to see one I got out of a
paper yesterday. It was a boy under #
table. He'd bin pinchin’ his sister’s bow’s
leg under it with the suggar-tongs, Every-
buddy was jumping up—such a sell,

I'll do it too. Mister Prim is comin’
hero to dinner to-morrow. 1 heard papa
tell mamma he was goin’ to try to get hiin
to buy that house an’ lot on Smith street.
He's such a stick—ijust the ore to try it on,



Cook was drediul crost 'cause she hadsto
got up & nice dinner. She wouldn't make
mo a turn-over, nor let me in the kitchen
wen the things was round.

That made me mad. Sez I. I'll be even
with you, you crost old thing. I said 1
was gmn over to Johnny's, but I didn’t, I
hided in the pantry hind the door.

Purty soon she comes in with one o
them Washington pies, which is so delishus
won they're just made, all jelly inside, an’
layers of cake frosted on to the top, an’ she
‘513111“: it down, and mutters to herself :

l ** There, I hope thai’ll suit Mrz. Peticker-
er!”

Then she went out.
raouse till she was gone. There is a window
in our pantry. I put the pyve under it on
tlm shelf, climbed on the shelf, got the pye,
an’ sh e-d down an’ out.

i | lud it m the wood-shed, went an’ got
Johnny, an’ I tell you we had n good- timo.
'\Vhen 1t was all gone I wiped my mouth
an’ went into the parlor whave they ware.

““ (eorgie,’’ sez mamma, sweet as sugar,

vou may go an’ play with Johnny till
we've had our dinner, ¥’

‘ Agreed,” sez L.

But I had other plans.
table in the dining-room ; the cloth come
down all around ; I had the suggar-tongs,
an’ a fork, an’ a bunch of white grapes wich
I took of the top of the apurn, an’ 1 fixed
myself cumfurtable.

They come out an’ took
Mister Prim he said grace ; he wore shoes,
so I iabbed him in the ankul softly, just
enuff to make him think a spider bit him.

" Mr. Prim is a dredful polite man; he
wouldn’t reche down to find wot it was for
the wurld, an' I tickled him like it was a
insect cmwlmg up an’ down ; he’'d move his
foot an’ jerk like he had St. Vitus’' danse,
but he didn’t let on.

Dinner lasted a awful long time. but I
didn’'t care, 1 wasnt hungrv I'd et too
much pye, en’
whisprin to mama, who sez :

“I’'m awful mortified, the cat has et the
dessert. You'll hmﬂ to make out,
Prim, on iskreme, an’ frute, an’ coughy.”

So pa and Mr, Prin they talked about

I kep’

I got under the

the property.
price. While they was a talking.

“ Do you l{eep dogs ? " sez the visitur.

* Nary a dog,” sez pa.

““ I thought there mite be one under the
table,” 502 he.

“0 no,” sez pa.

pe Vull you have caliy o lay?”
mama, *‘ or calf y nowar b

¢ Calfy nowar 7’ sez Prim,

SeZ

still as a |

their setes. |

then I herd the girls a

Mr.

Hoe said he’ d take it at that

| took his hat and loft.
| lost the sail, and I'm to blame, as ever.

He'zs  frightiully
fashionable. Just
then I cot him by
the caff of the leg
with the pincers,
an’ I give 'ein a
good scjueeze.

“Ouw — wow —

wow ! " sez he- a
jumpin’ up.

The cup went
smash inter the

glass pickel dish,

the coughy spilt on}| ¢ Ouw — wow —
to ithe table-cloth,] wow!1?' sex Wnr,
the cup and sawcer| Prim, a-jumpin’
an’ dish wur broke— up.

such a time! 1

know I turned pail. I hadn’t meant to

pinch so hard, but the mischief was done!

“I1'lIl have hidrafobia, I kno I will!"™
velled Mr. Prim. °° Confound your dog!
Send for the doctor fur to eut it out. 1've
allus had a pursentment I'd die of hidra-
fobia, an’ now I'm bhit—I'm bit !

“ 0O lord, my leg. Send fur the dockter
quick, or it 1I1 be to late. O, how horrible
it will be to die of that dred disese hidra-
fobia! O.ow!”

'I‘he airls they all jumped up on chares
an' skremed, I “L‘:h&d the floor weould
open and let me drop into the seller, but it
didn’t.

Pa opened the door to drive the mad
dog out, cot up a chair an’ poked, an’
poked, an' cried  git out!” till he was
tired.

All of & sudden a thot seemed to come
into his mind—he stooped down, raised the
table-cloth, and looked.

“It's only that confounded boy !
Georgie come out here ! What possest you
to do a thing like that, you littlexmp ! I'm
very angry with you. Come out here !
Go to your room, sir, and remain until I
have timo to attend to your case. You
shall be severely punished, sir.

“ Well, well, friend Prum. better to have
a trick played off on you by a bad little
boy, than to have hidrafobia, eh ? Sit
down, sit down. Get off those chares, girls.
Wife, pore another cup o’ coughy for our

eqt "
2 But that ole stick was mad as hops, an’
They say papa's

Wot nnuld vou do if you was such a
{boy ? I got a awful licking, too. I felﬂ
very lo-spirited to-nite, dear diry. Evry-

budclv is down on a fellor if he does the lesta

Y thing. You'd

think bhe’'d commitfad
ymurder,
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SCHOOLBOY HOWLERS

® Elementary French.

In a few of the
London Board
schools, elementary
French is taken as &
specific subject. It
is acl«.nowledged by
masters to be one of
the hardest subjects
to teach.

One day, a local manager visited a school
where French was taken, and, by permis-
sion of the master, he put a few questions
to the lads to see how they were progress-
ng. ' :

After
asked—

“ What is the ¥rench word or term for
“home’ 7 7’

““ Please, sir,’’

thPy aln’t got none ;
shay more.”

“ Quite right,” said the manager;

‘“ and now, the next boy tell me, what is
the French for ‘king’?”

“ Why, sir,”” answered the urchin—who,
though smart, had been irregular in his
attendance, ‘‘ they ain't got a word for
that neither ! 7

some preliminary remarks, he

responded one of the lads,
t-hey have to say

“ Indeed,” said the manager, “° why
not ? '
‘“‘Because,” answered the lad, ’cutely,

“ because the French don’t have no kings !”

All That King Aifred Had to Leasrn.

The master of a Lancashire school was
giving hig lads a lesson from English
history dealing with the early life of King
A]fzed He related to them how the little
prince’s teacher or governess was his own
Royal mother, and Thow the lady used to
read or recount the history of those who
had gone before him. The master further
- informed the lads that Alfred was a diligent
and persevering pupil, and carried away
the price offered by the lady to that one
of her sons who should first be able to read
a certz/ay book or scroll of history.

“ Now, my lads,”” concluded the doininie,

“ surely thkis should prove an incentive t0

Being a series of humorous stories about scholars
of various schools throughout the country.

you ; for remember that the young prince
had nothing like the advantages that you
now possess—printed books, numerous
pictures, pens and paper, and every facility
possible or necessary.”

“ Yes, sir,”” ventured to put in one of the
lads, as he pointed clown to the first half-"
dozen pages of his book, '* but look what a
wee bit o’ history there was for Alfred to
learn ! *Just nowt but the Druids, the
Romans, and the comin’ o’ Christianity !’

Doncaster and Butterscotch.

The following incident took place in @
British school at Doncaster. The master
'was taking a third standard class in the
geography of England. As there was a
manager present—a local manufacturer
who was much respected in the place—the
schoolmaster dir ccted most of his questions
to the 3ub300t of “ towns and their in-
dustries.’

** What is the chief industry of Lecds ? "
 he asked. | :
“* Cloth,” answered one of the lads.

“ And Sheffield ?

" Knives and forks.”

- ““ And our own town—Donﬂaster 7%

** Butter-scotch, sir.’

# Now, a.lthous:h the master expected

“the Racecourse ”’ for answer, he could
| not but confess with a smile that the Royal
Doncaster butter-scotch had cevtainly o
more than local celebrity. As for tho
manager (who happened to be the butter-
scotch manufacturer), e was so taken
with the lad’s answer, that he promptly
drew a half-crown from his pocket mld
made him a present of it.

— ———— —

A schoolmaster  was taking some of l:is
pupils round the Zoo. He asked'one ho:,
which of the animals he liked best.

““ Weil, sir, I liked the elephants, the
Langamm but, hLest 01’ all, the -dan-
geroos ’!"

The master could not under-,tcmd what the
boy meant, and asked him to show where
these new animals were kept. The boy then
led the master to a cage, and pointed fo a
notice displayed thereon:- A 'IIIEQE

ANIMALS ARE DANGEROUS!™
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HOW TO

BE HAPPY THOUGH

MISERABLE.

By JOSH CUTTLE.

. W

HERY wae Limes
when things was
quiet, There

was nothm’ doin’,
You woke up of n
mornin® and the
weather was neither
hot nor cold. Why
was 1t neither hot
nor cold 7 Ask me!
Becoz 1t were one
of tho=ze lukewarm
kinder days with the

air all muggy and
damp, wid nothin’
seerns o “appen.

Then we was 1user-
able,

Everyone ’as Qot the 'Ump.

We was miserable hecoz there was
nothin’ out of the eordinary to rouse
our spirits. Life was nmonctonous. Every-
one ’as got the ’ump. # We goes on with
our work jist the cajme as usuval, wishin’
it was arternoon when it was mornin’
and evenin® when it was artermoon,

When There’s Nothin’ to Liven You Up.

On them dreary sorter days the noos-
papers was allus gloomy. There was no
murders, no fires, no-railway axidents to
liven yer up; on'y ciety weddin’s, pro-
seshuns, and sich-like. 'Oo wants to read
about weddin’s and proseshuns when we
was down in the dumps?' A<k me!
Why, on’y them people with no sense of
feelin’ 1.

Wot the Public Wants.

I meant no ’arm against the ncospapers
with wot I said jist now, for it ain't
their fault if noos is scarce. When there
was a tragedy, the papers was full of it.
Why was they full of it.? Ask me ! Becoz
they know wot the .publick wants, If
folk took no pleasure. in readin’ inurder
cases, great wars, earthquakes, thé papers
would never publish them tit-hits.

How Some People Was Born to be
Miserable.
There was people as had everything

money could buy ‘oo was allus iserable,

1

]
|

and there was poor people as was sur.,
rounded with misertes and was allus
‘appy. Why was this ? Ask me! Becoz
the man born with the silver spoon in ’is
mouth ’ad no vissitoodes, no ups and
downs in hife, hke the man ‘oo ’as to earn
‘is living by the sweat of ’is brow,

A Cure for Low Spirits.

When you feel run-down in ’ealth,
wot you really want is something that’ll
make your flesh creep. For hinstance,
go to the nearest ’orvspital and acgk to see
an acqueaintance of yours in the axident
ward as was run over and ’ad ’is face
bashed in. I ’ad some oxperience of an’
axident ward myself. Got knocked down
by a tram in London. I was ’arf-way
acrost the road, when I sees a fat old
party come to grief in front of a motor-
'bus. 1 sez to myself, “ "Ere’s something
worth watching.” As Iuck would ’ave it,
the 'bus swerved and never touched the
old lady. ‘Vhile I was standing gazing
at ‘er, disappointed-like, a tramn coming
the other way caught me in the back,
and I was taken on a stretcher to the
General *Orspital, '

Where Everyone Was Cheerful.

T was not wmauch ’urt, but thom three
days in the ’orspital was a treat I never
expected. I could ’ave stayed there a
month, Every quarter of an hour somcone
as ’ad just heen run over was brought in
to keep me company. Screaming and
howling went on all night ; it was "eavenly !
I noticed.that the doctors and the nurses
was cheerful, like myself. Why was they
cheerful ? Ask me! They allus ‘ad
some¢thing appening. They was in the
centre of things. No need for themn to
push their way in a crowrl to sec a street
axident, as I ave 'done many a time.
I don’t mind saying as I felt likke asking
the doctor wot tended me if there was
any likelihood of a vacancy as door-
keeper at that “orspital.

How to Get 'Appiness. .

But I ain’t grumbling with my jobh at
St. IFrank’s. Wherever there was bhoys
there was trouble. Take my trp and look
for trouble, end you will allus get appiness.
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THE GREAT FIRE.

By Cecill De Valerie. -

“TYXPERIENCE
teaches us,”
said Timothy

Tucker, “ that pre-
vention s better than
cure,  Therefore I °
fail to wunderstand
vour objections to
the installation of an
brganised fire: bri-
pade.”

Most of the chaps
didn’t mind, but it
was rather a surprise
to them to find that Mr, 'Crowell took it
up- enthusiastically, He even offered to
be captain,

Handiorth wanted to he cantain, too.
McClure suggested he sghould challenge
Mr. Crowell to fight for the captaincy, but
Handforth said the master was not up
to his weight. _

A few days afier the suggestion had
been taken up, the Ancient House section
of the St. Frank’s fire bricade turned cut
for practice. We had a long length of
hese fixed on a small manual engine. We
had half-a-dozen canvas shute: to fix
to the landing windows on each floor,
and we found an old disuzed dinner-bell
which we temporarily placed in a woeden
hex near tho steps.

‘“* Now, the first thine, bovs.” saiud
Mr. Crowell, when we lined up in the
Triangle, ' iz organisation. KFach of you
must have a particular jobh, a particular
post to take up, and en the sound of
the bell you must immediately take up
your positions,”’

“ Right-o, sir !’ said Handforth. “ 1’1l
take the hose, I'll fix it to the hydrant ;
then I'll ring the bell. and aiter that
1’1l help the chaps to slide down the shute.
When that’s over, 1’'l-——"’

“ You'll allow me to continue, perhaps,™
went on Mr. Crowell mildly. * We have
here the canvas shutes. We will take
them up to the landing windows and
have a—ahem—rel:earsal. Then we
will unwind the hose and affix it to the
hydrant, The water is not on, but it will
be good practice, Now then, my boys,
come along !

e

Mr, Crowell led the way into the Ancient
House, and very soon we had the shutoes
fixed up. Everyone wanted to be the
first to descend, except Montie.

“It would spoil my trousers utterly,
begad ! >’ he protested. It would, really !
If you don’t mind, sir, T think I'd like
to wait for the fire! ™’

“If no one will risk it, T don’t mind
going !’ shouted Handforth, above the
laughter that followed Sir Montie's
remark. ‘I don’t want to boast, but
it’s quite easy to me! Look out. you
asses ! ”’

Handforth pushed his
shute and climbed on to it.

“It’'s as ecasy,”” he =aid, as he began
to slide down, ‘' as falling off a—my hat !
Ow! Wow!” .

At about six feet from the ground there
came a ripping noise, and the canvasg
split. Handiorth reached the gravel with
& bump; then he sat up and rubbed
himself.

“You—you clumsy—someone
have let go! Oh, my arm !>’

“Dear me, I h{){)e the boy i3 not hurt ! 7 -
said Mr. Crowell, from the window.
“But he should have been more careful
with his feet. He must have hobnails
in his boots ! ™’

Handforth was not anxious to have
another try, and, after most of the others
had descended in safety, Mr. Crowell
Jed the way to the hydrant.

The hose was unwound, and Handforth
grasped the nozz!e,

“You needn’t examine it so closely.
Handforth,” said Mr., Crowell. ** Aim it
at the Goodness graciousg ! ”’

As Handforth grabbed it, a stream of
icy water jetted out, Someone must have
turned it on at the main. The gush of
water took Handforth under the chin,
and he did a graceful somersault on to
his baclk. .

** Qoosh ! ooosh ' he remarked several

way to the

must

times. “* Oshee-oshee-shee ! *’
““ My dear sir,” said Timothy Tucker,
who had bheen standing just behind

Handforth, and was nearly sent flying,
“don’t leave hold of the hose, or we



- Lecture Hall.

¢hall all he drowned!
say ! Hold——"

It is impossible to say whether Handy
heard. At any rate, he did not heed
Tucker’s good adviece, He dropped the
nozzle as though it was red-hot. Tucker,
in trying to spring out of the way, caught
his feot in the hose-pipe.

The result of this unexpected imove on
his part was that he overbalanced and
fell flat on his face, while the nozzle was

gpray Church and McClure,

“There was water and there 1vas
trouble !’ interrupted a wvoice. ‘‘ And
why was there water ? Ask me!™

Josh Cuttle had just appeared, and at |

sight of so much confusion his face almost
wore a smile, He alimost grinned the next
moment. He pointed towards the Ancient
Housge windows,

“There was water,”
‘““and there was five !
heart good ! ™
- And looking in the dirvection of the
study windows, everybody saw a thin
column of smoke coming forth,

¥ My—my hat!” shouted Handforth.
“Tt’s Study D! Come on to the rescue!”’

He darted off, followed by several
other chaps, whilst Mr. Cuttle picked
up the hose and squirted a jet of water
at the study window. The window was
onen, and the stream of water gushed on
to Fullwood, who was in the act of lighting
A cigarette,

** Oh, my—o0000zh !ooosh ! "' he gurgled ;
and then the force of the water knocked
him to the flocr. _

Gulliver sprang {o chut the window, but
he was not quick enough. He joined
FFullwood. It was at that moment that
Handforth rushed in.

*“Just in time!” he roared.

In a few seconds the struggling nuts
wero picked up and carried to the landing
windows. ‘I'hen, one by one, they were
pushed down the canvas shute,

That is the last that has been heard of
the five brigade, but I'ullwood and Co.
are very careful to keep the window shut
when they want a quiet cigarette,

he econtinued,
And fire do a man’'s

1

ANNOUNCEMENT.

Timothy Tucker has requested us to state |

that he

. will give a lecture on Thursday
cvening

next, at 8§ o’clock sharp, in the
~The subject will be: ‘' Why
the Anthropoid Ape is More Advanced than
Man.” We advise evervhody interested in
this subject to attend. Ye will report the
lecture next week.

Don’t drop 1t, 1)

prp—]

———

e ok

THE GENIAL ASS!

By BOB CHRISTINE.

e

Artchie, the knut, the priceless old hean,
At St. Frank’s has arrived—absolutely

He’s a sport if you know what 1 mean,
And he’s planned things deucedly cutely

- —

LR

jerked from the ground and began to [He 3 come to the school with a chappie

8=

To attend to his wants, don’t you know
He’s certainly frightfully happy,

' And he reckons St. Frank's a great show,

The name of this man, to be quite exact,
Is a short one, you know—simply Phipps,

A chap with brains, unlimited tact,
Though he’s probably partial to tips!

' Neow, Archie is perfectly priceless ; -
Quite one of the ones—oh, well, rather !

He’s dapper and glitters with brightiess—
Just the op. to his pepp’y father !

| His study is rich and quite topping.
A dream of delight, and all that rot !
Soft lounges, and so forth, to flop in,
And carpets for the old pedals, what ?

Of course, as it were,- he’s short of brains
He admits it hinself, and all thav!

But he’s a sport and never complains,
And to Archie we raise the old hat !

THE EDITOR’S DEN

IMPORTANT! — Correspondence to the
Editor of this Magazine should be addressed
to the Editor, The Nelson Lee Librarw The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.CA. Editorial Office,

Study C, Ancient House,

MY DEAR CHUMS, - St. Frank’s.
Next week the Bad Boy will give an excep-
tionally amusing account from his Diary of
his experiences as an amateur conjuror,
Most of you have watched with admiration
the wonderful gentleman who can produce
such things as rabbits, scores of silk hand-
kerchiefs, ete., from an apparently empty hat.

It was just such a performance which the

Bad Boy went to see with his father, with
the result that he determined to amuse his

f friends by a similar performance in the hack

parlour. As to how far the Bad Boy suc-
ceeded in imitating the nimble conjuror at
‘the show you will read under the title of
'"““ THE LITTLE CONJUROR."” . )

The cover sketch will be a special drawing
of Fatty Little for the Easter Holiday
Number. ‘

Handforth is writing another Trackett Grim
story, ecalled ‘' The Case of the Pincihed
Painting!”

With best wishes for a Happy Easter,

\ NTPPER (The Editor),



A ST I R TSP . S (TR 1T,

JAMES LITTLE.—The son of Mr,
Henry Little, a man of iirnmense bulk, and
“Fatty,” as ho is known to the boys of
St. Franol's, is simply a =inaller edition.
Like bis fathor, Fatty abounds with
abundant good-natur and no reallv
decent follow can haln liking him. In
appearance, he is the opposite of his study-
mates, the Trotwood twins. Jimmy Little
has a large, round, smooth, pink face
which never fatls to wear a jolly expression.
I'atty’s eyes are small, but twinkle
merrily ; his Eton suit is tho largest ever
made for a boy. Jimmy’s figure closely
resombles a barrel, and his arms are quite
as fat as an ordmary fellow’s thigh ; his
collar is a seventecen, and his neck “fills it.
Although he weighs fourteen and a half
stone, he is barely five feet in height. In
spite of such elephantine proportlons,
however, Little is always astonishingly
active, and can be as nimble on his pins
as a kitten when he chooses. On the other
hand, his immense bulk comes in very
useful now and again, for it renders himn
impervious to all injuries from the ordinary

S A
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junior’s fists.  Fatty is quite good at
fisticuffs, and is fairly well up n the world
of footer and cricket. . He has tried his
hand at goal-keeping. but withcut any
great success. All his other characteristics
are In some way or another cornected with
food, for Fatty simply lives to eat. He has
an appetite many times larger than that
of the ordinary junior of his age, and
though he is allowed thirty cahlllmg~ 3
week, it ravely ever lasts him more than
five minutes, and is invariably expended
on provendpr Little is naturail‘, serupu-
lously honest m all things appertaining to
money or personal property, but when it
comes to eatables, he is not so particular,
James Little has been known before now.
to gink all his principles for the sake of a
jolty good feed. James Little first srrived
at bt Frank’s in No. 228 of the Neclecn
Lee Library, entitled “The TIat Boyv
of St. Frenk’s.”” He also appeared pro-
minently in the mnext story, entitled
“ Back to the Old Home,” No. 229; and
ater on 1In “The New Year }I'eroes,'
“8St. Frank’s at ’Appy Amp tead,” and
“ Fatty Little’s Hunger Strike.”

#E N
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'ONE DAY of FATTY LITTLE’S DIARY.

AS IMAGINED BY HAROLD DOYLE,

MONDAY.—-Got up feeling fit and hungry.
A bit of a keen wind in the air--probably
the reason for me having more appetite
than usual. Got down in good time, and
popped into Mre. Hake's shop for a snack.
ifad half a dozen buns, a few jam tarts,
several doughnuts, and an assortment of
cakes. Cash ran out, so I had to wait for
brekker., Nearly starving!

Had a miserable breakfast,
eat except bread-and-butter,
ridge, some biscuits, and cheese. Nick
Trotwood not quite well, co he let me have
his grub. Finished Armstron{.,t too, and
had a few biscuits and three slices of hread-
and-butter from Watson. - Felt rotten after-
wards. Empty as anything. , Morning
lessons a slavery. Almost “collapsed.

Dinner pretty decent. Trotty still unwell
—iriliousness, 1 believe.

Nothing to
sardines, por-

I got him to keep |

muin.

His dinner was served with the rest,
and T managed to transfer it tc my pldte

Only just a bit peckish afterwards.

Got through afternoon lessons somehow.
Mr. Crowell didn’t see the biscuits I was
eating. Tea was rotten. No cash, so T went
into btudy C. Nipper and his crowd let me
stay. Only had eggs, a loaf, three cakes,
and some teacakes, So I went into Pitt's
study. Managed to finish up all right mt‘l
»fﬂmou, hlppf_}l\, and tinned beef. Only one
loaf left, so I was a bit short.

Supper ghastly. Nothing to eat except the
ordinary stutf. Trobtty recmered and scofled
all he could get. Wanted some of mine—

to pay for the dinner! Not likely! Told
him to eat coke.
Went to bed feeling half-starved. They

never give us enough Lere!
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would fail. Tt iz very foolish to take any

chances in such a matfer as this. This
letter is  evidently quite genuine.  Sir
Edward’s disappearance i3 explained. und

there i3 not a single moment to he lost.”

“What are yau going to do, sir?"

“1 am going up to London by the after-
noon train,” replied Nelson Lee, ' Sir
Edward has particularly requested me to
waste no time, and 1 have no intention of
doing so. I will attempt to get him out of
his present predicament.'”

“ But ain't I going, sir?”" demanded Hand-
forth indignantly.

“ Under the cirenmstances I shall let you
come,” replied Nelson Lee. ' But you will
quite understand, Handforth, that this affair
is entirely in my hands, and that you will
anly be required to help in case of extreme
urgency. Do not tell any of the other boys
about this letter.”

““ Why not, sir?”

“1It would not matter very wmuch if the
news became knowm, but it is better to
keep it as quiet as possible for the present,”’
said Nelson Lee. * You will go and get
vourself ready for departure, Handforth.”

“ 171 think I'll ring up the mater, ir, if you
don't, mjnd——"

“Much as I would like to relieve vour
mother's anxiety, I do not think it would be
advisable to communicate with her just vet,”
interrupted Lee. * Lady ITandforth muay be
slightly incautious in  her natural joy aud
excitemeut. We do not want your {father’s
enemies to he in any way warned. It
wouldu't matter so much down here—bhut if

any hint of this got out in London the
vesult would probably be bad for Sir
Edward. We must be very careful.”

Handforth and Chnreh went off soon aiter.
wards. Nelson Lee re-read Sir IEdward's
note, and then paced up and down for a
short timme. He was more than ever con-
vinced that this thing was sound and hionest.
He couldu't quite understand how Sir
Edward had managed to get the letter imto
the post—being a prisoner—but there would
no doubt be an explanation of that later,

Church and Handforth, in the meantime,
had gone hack to Study D.

 After~all, I suppose 'it's better that Mr.
Lee should Kkuoow,” said Handforth briskly.
“Come to think of it,, T shonldn’t have
known my way about very well. And 1I'm
going up to Loudon, anyhow."”

Church glared.

* That's just like you, IMaudy,” he
grawled. “ Yon jolly well ought tc apologise,
Chasing me like that, and -threatening all
sorts of *things—and now vou admit that 1
was right all along!”’ :

‘Any chap is liable to make a mis-

take——" : |

Handforth broke off and stared dowam the
passage. A ..large Kknot of fellows were
gathered together. and MceClore was  ex-

1

| behind,

' Good

citedly talking to them.
Haudforth quickly. .

‘** Clurey's beem spreading the yarn!” he
said in dismay.

And MecClure certainly had. Not knowing
that Nelson Lee wished the story to be kept
secret, McClure had improved the shining
hour by relatimg the semsational news. 1
was among the first to hear it. And 1 hur-
ried straight off to Nelson Lee’s study.

Chureh glanced at

‘“ What's all this the chaps are saying,
«ir?” 1 asked quickly.

‘“ About what, Nipper?” :

“ Why, about Handforth'’s pater,”” T re-

plied. ‘“‘McClure says he got a letter from
Sir Edward—at least, Handy got it—and Sir
Edward is imprisoned in a cell, or a dun-
geon, or something——"'

“ Confound it!”" interrupted Lee, frowning.
“So McClure spread the story without
delay? Well, it cannot he helped—and it's
too late to do anything now. He didn't
know that the matter had to be kept quiet."”

“Them it's true, sir?” I asked.

Nelson Lee showed me the letter and ex-
plained the circumstances. 1 was f{eeling
somewhat excited. -

“You're taking Handy to London, sir?" I
said. ** Oh, bhut lovk here! I can go as well,
can't 1?7 1t wouldn’t be fair to leave me
sir—it  wounldn’t bhe playing the
game! This case looks like bheing oue of the .
good old-fashicmed sort!”

It was a bit of a job, but at last T sue-
ceeded in getting permission fo go. And [
hurried off to prepare.

In the passage T met Arcliie.

‘““ Ah, the very chappie!”’ said Archie, re-
garding me with approval. * Dear “lad, I
was waiting for you. Lying in the old am-

bush, and all that! How about it? How
about this kidnapping business?"’

*You mean Handforth's father?™

“ Absolutely!” - :

Well 27 - * -

‘“1 mean to say, talking about this vam?"
said Archie. ‘Is it the truth, or a hit of
a joke, or what? I'm simply asking for the
facts, don't you know. A bally good reasom,
of course. I'm not the chappie to be in-
quisitive, and so forth. What about it?"

“ Yes, it's genuine enough,” I said. ‘‘ No
spoof about it, Archie. Mr. Lee is going off
fo London as soon as possible, and Hand-
forth amd I are going with him. The thing's
absolutely straight.” -

““ Them, as it were, the bank {rouble,” said
Archie vaguely. ' Mooushine, what?”

“J don't understand.”

‘““That is to say, rumour and
asked Archie. * The jolly old bank is sound,
and that sort of rot?” -

‘““ As sound as a bell!” I replied. * But I
expect the officials are going through the
very dickens of a time—especially if there’s
a run. The whole affair appears to he a plot
on the part of Sir Edward Handiorth's
enemies, But, of course, we can’'t know any
details until later.’” -
cnongh !

what not?"”

said  Areliia, "* Ahzo;
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futely! This, I mean to =ay, is the time

when we've got to rally round aud push out
the -helping lmnd The glad fist, if vou know

what I mean.’

“Of course,” I said. *“ You'll probably
read in the papers to-morrow, that Sir
Edward is 0.K., and that everything is all
richt at the bank. So-long, Archie—can't
stop amy longer.”

“Dash it all!”’ protested Archie.
to say, not going?

_ “1 meamn
Not trickling on the oid

way, what?"
But I was already trickling, aod Archie
looked = after me somewhat thoughtfully.

Then he went straight to his studv—moving
with rather unusual energy. Upon arrival
he found Phipps in the luuinnuq ‘tpdrtment

** Always on the spot when you're wanted
—abszolute!y!” remarked Archie. ““ A most
deucedly ‘hamdy chappie, Phipps! Have you
heard the news? Have you, is were,
cathered in the old information?

* Regarding Sir Edward Handfo: th, sir?"

“ Ahsolutelv!”

it

T
caught a considerable quamtity of trouble,
as you say. Yards of it. And he’s in thre
hands of some frightful ruffians.’

“ Rumours concerning the bank. therefore,
are quite unfounded, sir,” said Phipps. "1
am very pleased to hear that, sir. Matters
will he much easier for Master Handforth
now.’

** Oh, rather,” .xgreed Archie.
say, clbqnlutely

* Might 1 make a suggestion, sir?"

= \bﬁulute]} Go Strdlght ahead, laddie!”’

“We have learned, sir, that Sir Edward
has fallen into evil hﬂunﬁs,” said Phipps.
“ This information is, in a way, gunite exciu-
sive. We are more fortunate than Sir
Edward's own colleagues in London.”

“I suppose we are, don't you know."
‘““ And it is quite possible, sir, that matters

“T mean to

in Lcndon are taking a serious turn,” went
on Phipps. *‘* The bank officials, and other_
influential people, not knowing the truth,

are probably suspecting strange things. This,

“I have heard certain reports, sir,” said ;ﬁngggr's:e is what Sir Edward's enemies in-
e, 0 e S S Bk Si **Oh, rather!” gaid Archie. *“I don't
Edward has unfortunately met with some qulte nqther th nld rond bat welll let it
b L, 90 U n AR W presdog pass. We'll allow it to skate by. Proceed,
s e Of o ullSU‘upuluu;-. PEESDHLS. fair one! Your voice qont}w- me. It's

‘t‘Altl;azmntfl_ said Atrch(%e “ The :dg YOUu | qashed lulling, so to speak!"
get these things pat, o't you Kknow, is L= B, B g ok
Guite staggering, old bean! ~But that is I was about to suggest, sir, that we g
just  the posish.  Handforth’s pater hasl| (Conlinued on next page.) .
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la toueh with your father's itmkl)mheh in
the City,” said Phipps. ** Messrs. Street and
Nireet are  well-known to yvou, 1 think,
&ir

““ Absolutely ! interrupted Archie,
““ Strictly speaking, there’s only ene of the
hounders left—a chappie named Jonhathan
‘Street, I believe. He’'s the pater’s what-
d’you-cal!-him, who wangles things up in the
City, on the bally old Stoek Exchange. A
frightfully clever cove!” :

** So I understand, sir,” said Puipps. *° Mr.
Street, being in the run of things, would
probably know exactly how the affairs of
the Central and West London Bank stand at
the moment. We could®teleprhone, sir, and
make a few inquiries, We zhould then ‘he in
a better position to——"

“I’ve got the idea!” put in Archie.
fairly grasped it, Phipns! And it is,
say, a deucedly sound scheme! One of the
best, old lad! Proceed with it! Carry. it
out! I mecan to say, @et bhusy on the old
joh!”’

Phipps retired, and returned after an in-
terval, Archie was reclining in his easy-
«chair, nearly asleep.

“T'have succeeded in getting through, &ir,
said Phipps. ** Mr. Street would pref{'r to
speak to you, i you would not mind going
to the telephone.™

‘“A bally fag, of courze,” =aid
* Frightiully inconsiderate of the old bufler.
Dragging me out of the refreshing slumber,
and what not! Well, leave me to it,
Phipps!”

~Archie was led to the telephone in tdle pre-

fect’s room, and when he got to the instru-
ment he found thiat Mr. Street, the stock-
broker, was at the other end of the wire.

*“*Hallo! 1iallo! I mean to say. anvthing
doing?” azked Archie lapguidly. ** Are you
there, and all that sort of thing?”

“Y think I am talking with Master Archi-
-hald, eh?”’ came a '.-'ﬁice over the
““Good! 1 just wunted to make - sure.
‘"Where are you speaking from, my boy?’

““Why, the old place where they. shove
lumps of ktiowledge into a ohqppw” said
Archie, ** 8t. Frank's, don’t you know. But
that’'s quite beside the .point, old tulip. 1
-shoutd Jike to know ii. you ll;lpnen to have
any information ¢oncerning  Sir Edward
:Handforth?2”. . ..

*“ None whatever!™
Master -

“lve
I may

re';']l'icd the stockbroker,
Archibald, that you

L

.1 presume,

‘were ringing me up in connection with your

father’s buameas——--
‘“ Absolutely mnot!"" interrupted  Archie.
“+ Nothing doing, as it were, in that line at
all! About Sir Bdward. What price the old
bank? How goes it in that direction? Still
smiling; and so’' forth?"’
¢ “The Central and West Lendon Bank is
in a very serious .way, my- boy,’ said Mr.
Street. * So serious, indeed, that the situna-
fion looks hopeless. As it happens, 1 can
tell you quite l[cwralel\ how matters stand,

Archie,

wires.

for my chief clerk hras just been Iu comiuni-
cation with the bank.” »

“That’s perfectly priceless!” =aid Arehie.
** Kindly proceed, old walnut! What, to e
brief, is the precise posish?”

“"At the present moment, Master
bald, there iz a run on the bank,” replied
Mr. St.reet. By all 1 can understand, the
officials have sufficient cash to meet all re-
F quirements for to-day—until closing timne.
At present, however, there is very little hope
that the bank can save a crash in the morn-
ing, Funds are running low, and unless a
miraele happens, the bank will smash fo-
morrow.”

“1 mean to say, tihat's rather frighttul,
what?’’ said Archie.

“It is «certainly very serious indced,’
replied the stockbroker. ‘' However, these
things will happen—and it scems fa:rly eer-
tain that Sir Edward Handforth knew well
in advance that the trouble was coming.”

“ Absolutely not!”’ said Archie. ** The old
lad is the victim of some frightful plotters,
and all that sort of thing. It's up to us.
Mr. Street, to rally round. What about pro-
viding the cash, and so forth?™

“ But, my dear boy, you don't zeem to
understand!”® said Mr. Street. * Nothing
short of a hundred thousand pounds would
"be any good whatever—and even that sum-
would only tide matters over temporarily—
perhaps for amn hour or two. You see, the
bank is in a very unfortunate position. The
disappearance of Sir Edward with the books
and the balance-sheets has aroused distrust

Arehi-

and suspicion, and the bank has utterly
failed to obtain credit or support.”
** That’s rather deuced!” said Archie. 1

mean to say, all the other bank merchants
in the City ha\e failed to come up to the
scratch, what? They've left the old thing
in the lurch, 30 to speak?”

* It was really the only thing to be Llcme
said Mr. Street. ** With all the facts so sus-
picious, nobody but a fool would deposit -

money in the Cenfral and West London
Bank. But why are you 0 keen on this
matter, Master Archibald? What interest
does it hold for you?”’

“Well, you sce, there's a chappie down
here— 1 mean to say, dash it alll”’ said
Archie. *“Too much bally fag, don't you
know! Yards of explanation reqmre and

the old vocal chords aren’t capable of the
bally strain! Sorry. old bean, but there 1t is!
Abhsolutely! Toodieoo! See you anon!” '

And Archie rang off, leaving Mr. Street to
think anything he liked. Archie had got
the ‘information he required, and he was
satisfied. He went straight back to his
study, and found Phipps tllere Ile ex-
plained what he had learned.

4' 1t scems, sir, that nothmﬂ' Lu.ll] bc done,’

said Phippes.
‘““Oh, rot!" declared Archie. That is to

34V, lot‘ I might even say, most dashed rot!

’l‘luﬁ Phipbs, is where we alitter! We shiné,
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and what not! Kindly tlid\!t fortli and “ What about what, you ass?" demanded
gfnttmr the old lads together.” the Hon. Douglas. *‘* Why the dickens don’t
The old larls, sir?” you get to the point? We're all right—
* Absolutely !’ that's taken for granted. In fact, we're the

* There
sir ”
« L Oh,
dear!

are a good many old ifads liere,

rather!"” gaid Archie. * Sorrow, oid'’

[ mean to say, the idea is this. Abso-
lutely ! Roil round, and collect up Tregellis-
Wesf, Sincleton, and that other chappie—
the dear lad who owns the bally iland in
1iie river—the cove we rallied round when
he was trying to locate large quantities of
bullion !

“ You mean Master Willard, sir?"”
*“ Absolutely!” said Archic. “ The old
memory seems to have an inkling that he

uzed to be called Martin, but we'll let that

pas:  Kindly eslither off and bring the dear
boys round."
Phipps departed, but returned in zhort |

space of time with the Hen. ]lou'rlm Single-
tont.  Sir . Montie Tregellis-West, and John
Willard. Archic adjusted his mcuodv and
regarded them with approval.

*“ The millionaire corps,
served. “ The lads with the large supplies ¢f
wealth! Pray take a number of chairs, dear
old sports! Roll about, and make yourselves
comfy!"” : | '

“ What's
ton.

*“* The fact is, dear lads, it's up to ns to
rally round Handf{orth's pater,’”” said Archio,
“ I've been using the old bean tcrrificully,:
don’t you Know. The top storey, in jact,
1s fairly humming. We, as it were, L:ave got
t{}t f:'::ve the situation, and all that kind of
rot!

what?' he ob-

the idea, Archie?” asked Single-

‘" What's the ass talking about?” grinned
Willard.
“ Begad! It's no good askin® me, dear

fellow!"” said Sir Montie. 1 haven't the]
faintest idea!"

*“It's this way, my dear old tulips!™ said
Archie. “ I gather that you are all some-
~what rolling in the right kind of stufi? In
other words, you are decidedly flush of the
cood oid yellow material. Rich, and all thut.
Large quantities of quids, if you know what
I mean.”

“Oh. I sce!" said Singleton. " Well,
that's known to everybody, isn't it? Montie

i1s a millionaire, and Willard has just. come
inte a tremendous fortune of his own, and I
happen to be wallowing in wealth myself.”” -

‘* Absolutely !’ said Archie. ‘' That, lad-
dieg, is just it. I may not be exactly wallow-
ing, but there is always a gcod =uppiy of
the old coin in the ofling, so to speak. The
dear old pater reeks of th-e stuff, if you know
what I mean. Doesn't bally well know what,
to do with -it,-and so forth. T've just ot to
zet busy in the right way, and I cun toual
mr any old amount!'"

‘That's pretty evident!™ said \\r:ilarﬂ,

olancing round the luxurious study.

. ** Oh, rather!™ agreed Archic, * Now,
ahout it?"7

whut

}I'm

that

financial centre of the Remove, 0 to speak.
not particnlarty brilliant, but [ can
pretty well guess that you are thinking of
raising some cash?”

““ Absolutely!” aaid Archie,
the old scheme!”

‘“How much?”’

““ A hundred!”” said Archie,

““That ought to be easy enough——'

““1T mean to say, a hundred thou.!" added
Archie, ** Slizhtly ditf., don't you l\ncw “hut
there cught to be no troub. To begin with,
laddies, a hundred thou.! That is to szay,
twenty-five thou. c¢ach., How dces it go?
In cther words, prceeed with the chat, and
gasp out the opinions!”™ .

Singleton grinned,

“ This is a joke, I suppoze?’’ he asked. *'1
may be millionaire, but I'm not in the habit
of whacking out twenty-five thousand at a
time. Besides, there are guardians to con-
sult before I e¢an grab a big sum—soiicitors,
and all sorts of idiots. 1 expect it's the same
with Montie and Wiliard.”

“Begad!  Rather!” zaid Tregellis-West,
“ My uncle—Lord Westbroke—is in charge
cf my money——"" '

““Dasgh it all!”
mean to say, dash it all!
that can be adjusted,

“You've hib

interrupted Archie. 1
These are matters
and all that.

1 Guardians may be a bally nuisance, but they

¢an be wangled. Now, laddies, to proceed.
The sum of one hundred thou. must be

r\aisred by the morning, and it's up to us to
fix it."”

“ But what on earth for?’ asked Willard
blankly.

‘““Well, I mean to say, Handforth's pater!”
zaid Ar{:hle “ The dear old 'buffer is up
against it, Fairly and squarely rolling iu
misery, and what not, And the dear old
bank is tottering. Posztwe]; crumbling, and
all that kind of rot! It's up to us, darlings,
to shove out the good old ussisting fist 1"

- Light dawned upon the gathering.

“Oht, T see what you mean!"’ said Willard.
“You want us to raise a hundred thousaundt
0 that we can lend it to the Central aund
West London Bank?" ,

‘““ Not, so to speak, at-alll” replied Archie

quickly, * Quite ridic., in fact. No ques-
tion of lending, old fruit! We simply with-
draw larze quantities of specie from one

bank, and yank it into the Central and West
London Deposit ik, as 1t were. You grasp
the old zcheme? Perfectly simp., and all
that. And this deposit will do things. That
is to say, save a mcst foul eatast.!™

The three juniors were now looking quite
interested and serious. They had realised,
Archie was in earnest., And tirey
learned that Arclile had communicated with
London, and was in possession of the chier
facts, They themsclves, of course, Lknew:
that Nelson Lee was hurrying cff to rescue



‘Handforth’s father from a gang of criminals,

“But will a hundred thousand stave olt
the catastrophe?” asked Singleton deubtiully.
““ It seems a lot of money to us, but it's a
mere drop in the ocean fo a hank. 1 doubt
if it would be much good.”

“Oh, I think it would!” said Willard.
“I'm game, anyhow. There's practically no
risk about it, because the bank is certain to
be all right as soon as Sir Edward gets free.
And if we can help him by depositing this
money, it'll hé rather good. And that hun-
dred thousand might just tide matters over

until things are straightened. - Anyhow,
there's no fear of losing it.” '
** Absolutely not!” agreed Archie. 1

mean to say, safe as houses, and all that!

THE HOUSE ON THE COMMON!

ELSON LEE stepped out
of the taxi, and Hand-
forth and 1 followed
him. It was evenng,

and we had just arrived

in Streatham, after an un-
eventful journey from St.

Frank's.

The cuv'nor dismissed the taxi at once,
for Lie had decided to walk from this point.
We were just opposite the Streatham Public
Library—the most central portion of that
district.

“Well,

I CHAPTER VI,

here we .u-e' > said Handforth, * 1t

ought to be jolly easy to locate that hUUaL;_

laddies, that you agree? That Iis

1 take it,
to say, you consent to the old proposish.?”

“’Begad rather!” said 8ir Montie.” “ Any-

thin’ to dielp old Handy, you know! I'm
quite keen to arrange the thing—I- am,
really! An’ it would be qmte rippin’ if we

could do some real good.”

And so0 the four juniors came to a delinite
decision. Without any delay they weuld com-
municate with their gu,ardians,,and arrange
about the money. Archie, of course, would
have to go over to Glenthorne ’\*Ianor at
Banningion. Willard would have te spcak
1o Dr Stafford—for the Head was his
cuardian. And Montie and Singleton des-
patched long wires without delay.

Archie Glenthorne was feeling decidedly
pleased with himself. As he remarked to
Phipps, ‘“the old tissues were somewhat
flabby,” and needed a good rest. And after
&0 much  exertion, Archle proceeded to
slumber,

- But he had fixed thlnga up—-—and was hope
Iul that everything would -be all serene.

Church went like the wind. Handforth came charging after him hka an 'I

enraged bull.

sir! - I suppose we're going te walk- about
now, looking for a place with a Irwhl}-
painted garage and a broken gate?” -

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“I'm afraid that would be rather a waste
of time,” he said, *“ Our first task, Hand-
forth, will be to find an omnibus controiler,
and to put a few questions to him. His
replies, 1 fancy, will narrow down our search
to a confined area.” 5

Both Handforth and I were rather ex-
cited. Handforth, particularly, was fall of
eagerness and impatience. He had hardly
been able to contain himself on the train,
knowing that lu: father was in danrrer and
in need of help.

Looking at the position ~er10usl\ I could
see that a great deal depended upon us. 1f
we rescued Sir Edward at once, it would
stlll be possible to save the bhank from smash-
ing: We had learned that the -officials had
succeeded in tidicg matters over for that
day. But thecy were anxious regarding the

{ INOITOW,



1 had suggested that Nelson Lee should
publicly announce that Sir Edward was in
the hands of kidnappers, and would be
rescued at the earliest poesible moment. This
would probably put a stop to the run on the
hank and ease the situation. But the guv'nor
rejected the idea,

** It wouldn’t do, Nipper,”” he said. * Once
a bank is:in the position of the Central and
- West London, there is oniy one possible way
of saving it—and that is to raise enough
money to pay every c¢laim. And Sir Edward's
¢olleagues find it impossible to raize money
owing to the suspicious disappearance of the

managing director. A’story to the effect
that Sir Edward is in the hands of kid-
nappers wonld not be believed. It would

be regarded with suspicion—and taken as a
mere ruse to tide things over. There is only
one possible way to save the crash. And
that i3 to recue Sir Edward, and rush him
straight to London. His presence alone will
be sufficient, He will produce the bocks and
the balance-sheets,
fraud, and it will be a simple matter to ratze
noney and restore ¢redit.’”’ |

“1 expeet you're right, sir,” I said. * So
we can't do anything at all until we rescue
Handforth's pater and show him round, as
it were?”

** Exactly !™ agreed Nelson Lee, *' The posi-

prove that there is no,

tion has been somewhat aggravated by tne
fact that the Central and West London Bank
is an independent concern, and some of the
hiz amalgamations would probably be glad
to see it wiped out. The officials, therefore,
find it almost impossibie to obtain support,
There is only one man who can avert the
disaster—and that is Sir Edward himself."”

And so we were in Streatham, determined
te locate Handforth's pater at the earliest
poszible moment. No matter what delays
we e¢ncountered—no matter what obstacles
came in our path—our one and only task
gas to. find the banker and take him to the
city.

We walked along Streatham High Rcad for
some little distance, and then came in sight
of a ’bus controller just at the junction
near St. Leonard’s Church. Here the London
County Council trams branch away in two
directions—one set of raiis continuing down
the hill to the common and Norbury, whilst
the other set of rails carried the trams along
Mit<ham Lane to Tooting.

“There don’t scem to be many 'bus ser-
vices about here, sir,” I remarked. *“ It
ought to be pretty easy. So far, I've only
seen 59's and 34's—— Half a minute, though!
There’s one just coming round that corner—
it's a 49. That makes three services.”

(Condinued on page 31.)
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A Continued from 'page 30.)

“Yes,” said Nelson Lee. * It has come
a]rﬁ:m Tnuttng Bee Road from Balham and
Clapham Junction. By what I kunow of
Streatham I am fairly convinced that the
49 route is the ome we're after. But the
34 and the 50 pass along the main road the
whole way, where there 1s f;bw'mw]\ a return
service.”

We stopped in front of the ’bus controller,
and Nelson Lee questioned him.

“ A service that goes one way and not the
other, sir?"” he said. '* Why, there ain’t one
like that! They must go both wayvs! Wait
a minute, though! There's the 49 route—
Ealing Broadway and West Wickham. They
g0 up the south side of Streathain Common
and come back down the north side. That's
the omly service hereabouts 1hat dom’t use
exactly the same road all the time.”

“ Thanks!’ said Lee. “ 1'm much obliged.”

We passed on and Lee nodded.

“Just as I thought, Nipper.” he said.
“Dut it was as well to make sare. There
can he mo shadow of doubt that Sir Edward
Handforth -is imprisoned in a house on the
south side of Streatham Cnmnn n. The thing
is ohvious.’

“Rather!” said Handforih eageriy.
wonderful, sir!”’

“JIf you mean it is wonderinl
fnt-her gave us =uch excellent
agree,”” said the famous detective. “‘My
owm part has heen trivial. With such direct
indications to guide us we should -have been
poor trackers if we could wot locate the
house. Your father, Handfu'f'th was sur.
prigingly shrewd.”

““0Oh, you can’'t beat the pater when it
comes to cleverness, zir!” said Handforth
loyally. * And faney him mauaging to re-
member those thmg and put ‘em 1 a
letter! And vet he hadu' t pot the faintest
idea what distriet of London he was in,
what the house was like, or—er anything.”

‘““The cleverest. piece of work of all was
undoubtedly getting the letter posted,’” said
Nelson Lee. ** We have yet to learma how Sir
‘Edward accomplished the move. I1{ was the
one clue of importancc—since tle pestmark

“It's

that your
clues, 1

provided us with the district. The rest is
childishly simple.” ;
We were now walking down the hill

towards Streathain Station. A 'hus coming
along at that momcut, we boarded it and
wend the short distance to the Common. The
‘bus stopped opposite the Greyhound Hotel,
and here we alighted.

“We ought to have gone a bit further on,
sir,” I said.

It was only a few yards, however, ta the
gouth side oi the Common, and we walked
brizklv. The road here rose sharply, for
hoth sides of the Common weat steeply up-
wards.

There were houses on our right, and the
opea grassland on the left. We looked at
the houses keemly and. iaterestedly as we
walked along. Most of thems were fairly

Thcy were

large and detached and modern.

all eminently respectable.
Just about half way up the thill, however,
we paused—our gearch at an end. We were

looking at a house very similar to the others,
but with double gates opening upon a shal-
low carriage-drive to the front door. Ad-
joining the house was a garage. Aad the
whole building was glaringly bright, having
just been decorated fromm the ground to the
roof.

And the upper gate was fixed in position
with a number of mugh wonoden barz—obvi-
ously a hasty repair. To add the final item
of evidence the clear tracks of a big motor
car lay-on the ground. It was equally evi-
demt that the car had been takem out that
day, for the tracks were fresh. -

Nelson Lee walked on up the hill,
HHandiorth gave a snort of nnpatience.

“What'’s the idea, sir?” he demanded,
rushing up. ‘' The pater’s in there! We've
got to reseue him! 1It's no good inessing
ahout-

““You will kindly allow me to deal with
this ‘matter. Handforth!” said Nelson Lee
grimly.  “*1 am not in the habit of messing
about, and I intend to act in the best pos-
sible way for vour father.”

“ But—but—— You're
Si]'!”

“ Quite =0, Handiorth,”” said Nelson Lee.
‘““ We must consider the best method of pro-
ceeding—and it would not be very satisfac-
tory to our cause to siand outside the gate
and show ourselves.”’

“ What do you intend doing, sir?” 1 asked.

“Weil, I think the best method will be to
take matters into cur own hands,”” replied
the guvaor. *“ 1 do not think it would hLe
qu1te wise to apply to the police just at the
moment—we don’t want any delays. We will

acid

waiking away,

therefore go boldly up and take our
¢hance.”
“ Good idea!”" said Handforth. *' There's

nothing like foree, sir!”

We went back, entered the gateway, and
proceeded to the front door. 1 saw Nelson
Lee glance keeniy at the wimdows. Amnd then
I noticed, with a bit of a shock, that there
were no shutters up. What did this mean?

Nelson Lee  rung the hell hard, and I
noticed that he kept one hand inside his
overcoat pocket. The guv'nor was not will-
ing to put up with any sicusense. He had
made up his mind, and was determined to
carry the thing t‘lrough.

So. much depended upon finding Sir
Edward quickly that there was absolutely ao
time to waste.

The door was suddenly opened, and we
found ourselves being examined by aa un-
dersized man of about forty, with a saliow
complexion and stooping shoulders, He was
obviously a scrvant of some kind.

“*Is your master at " home?” asked Nekon
Lee brisgkly.

“ Er—no, sir.,” replied the mane
afraid the master is out of town.”
‘““Who is your -master?”’
*““Mr. John Westlake, sir,

“T am

' replied the
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s, Y“He wenb away this afternoon. sir—]
~vaveely an hour ago. Important buziness
ta the country, sir.”

Lee looked at the man keenly. He believed
that this was tlie truth. Westlake—one of
the men mentioned in Sir Edward Haad-
torth’s letter—had left for the country that
very aftemmoon. What did it mean?

““*Where has DMr. Westiake gone {o?”
a13ked Lee.

* 1 cannot tell you, sir—-"" -

““I1 think you can—and I think you will!”
interrupted Lee curtiv. *“ Now then, my
wann—1 - don't mean to harm you, but you've
got to do exactly what you're told. Boys,
seize him!"’

The man started back in dismay, but be-
fore he could make any outery, or any
attempt to dodge, Handforth and I rushed
af him and heid him tightly. We were both
strong chaps, and lie simply had no chance
AZainst us.

Nelsen Lee eiosed the door and turned - to
s,
‘““ Hold him there while I look round!” he
gald crisply. “ Keep him tight!”

I was rather disappointed at this, but
tuere was @othing else for it. Nelson Lee
quickly cntered the two front rooms, ome
ifter the other. They were empty. In the
saitte way he went over the whole house.

It was absolutely empty except Jfor this]
Neison Lee did not like this at
all, and winen he came down ‘he was looking

erimi. Before questioning the servant, how-
ever, he went back into cme of the {ront
rooms. The first glance had told him that

this was the apartment which had Deen
occupied by 8ir Edward.

There were varicus indications fo prove
this—the shutters, for instance, had only
heen lightly thrown back, whereas those in
the other frout room were secured by special
Tastenings, and lIiad apparemtly amot heen
used for years.

Nelson Lee- stood in the centre of the
room, -looking round him keenly, It was a
hig room, well furnished, and was a kind of
dining-room auid study combined. There was
a handsoine secretaire standing against the
inper wall, with an electric standard lamp
near by.

Lee noticed that there was a writing-pad
lving - carelessly on the desk. And as he
glanced at this he suddenly compressed his
iips. Ile picked up the pad amd examined
it ciosely.

Some faint indenfations were visible on
the paper, which althourh of exceilent
gualify, was rather spongy in texture. By
heiding the pad at an angle Lee was able
to distinguish the indentations as writing.
It was gquite evident that something had
been scrawled upon the teop sheet with a
hiuait pencil, and the sheet had them been
remmoved—leaving the impressions heneath.

“*This 1is remarkably fortunate,”
mured Neison Lee, 1 think I can read this

i

| I Ry

LEE LIBRARY [

1 earlier that day.

mur- §

nulte clearly—* Eilolt, TLast View, Tliorpe
itoad, Skepmess, Lincs.

Prepare for three.l

Arrive abeut nine —WESTLAKE, H'm! Evi-
dently a telegram.” ) :

Nelson Lee judged that the wire had been
written out for the servant to take it to the
Post Office and despateh. But the words
were clear enough—although most peopie
would not have been able to read it as
rapidly as Lee had done.

Without a doubt the words were those of
a telegram which had beenr despatched
The *“‘three’”” would proh-
ably be Westlake, Sir Edward Handforth,
and Howard Riddell—the Ilatter being the °
other enemy that Mandy's pater had
referred to.

The whole thing was clear, as far as Lee
could judge. For some reacom of their own,
Westlake aud Riddeil had hecome alarmed.
and they had removed their prisoner to a
more distant place. This was an unfortunate

complication, and one that Lee had wmot
looked for. _
‘* Skegness!” Thie murmured, - frowning.

“ Rather a long way-off. But the only pos-
sible way is to get down there as soon as
possible amd get Sir Edward out of the
hands of these men.”

Lee turmed and went back into the hall.
We were still holding the weedy servami.
He had caused no trouble whatever, and
seemed to be thoroughly scared.

“You've made a mistake, sir!"” he said
nervously. I don’t know who you are to
come pushing vour way into this house, but
my master will he seriously annoved when he
tiears about .it.”

“Your master has gome {tn Skegness, T
think?”
““ Yez, sir. T-—="" ‘The man broke off,

looking scared. “* No, sir,” he added quickly.
“J—I dea’t know where Mr. Westlake has
gone to. He simmply left for the countrv—

“the South Coast, 1 think, sir.”

“It's too late mow, my man,” said Nelson
Lee. ** Your first reply huaz convinced me.
Nipper, Tun out as qguick!v os von can and
find the nearest palicernan, Bring LTim back
with yon.”

“ Right, sir!™ 1 =aid briskly.

I huarried off. Handforth looked rather
startled, amd the priconer lLad tummed .as
white as a sheet.

“What

“ A—a policemaa!”’ e muttered.
for? You—you can’t touch me—"

** Why not let him go, =ir?"” asked Hand-
forth eagerly. * Didn't you say that my
pater’s been taken to Skegness? That's a
tremendous wayv away, and we don't want to
waste any 'time.”’

“We shall nmot Dhe wastinag time, Haud-
forth, by placing this fellow in xafe keeping,™
said Nelson Lee. * I .we were to leave him
to 1is own devices he would at onuce tele-
graph a warniug to his master.”

“1 hadn't

*“By George!' said Handforth,
thought of that, sir!”

Fortunately, I found a policeman near the
Greyhound, and althongh he was a biy sus-

picious at first I took him along with me.
Nelson Lee had no warraat for the arrest of
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our prisoner, but he agreed to accompany
us quietly to the police-station. Once there,
Nelson Lee explained all the facts to the
superintendent, and the man was detained
' on guspicion '’ while inquiries were made.

So far we had been successful. Buf it was
decidedly discomeerting to learm that the
birds had flowao—right up ioto Lincolnshire!
It altered everything. It would now be jm-
possible 10 get Sir Edward back by late
evening.

‘“We've got to do something, sir!” said
Handforth desperately. * Why not wire up
to the Skegness police and have those two
rotters arrested and the pater set free?”

““Quite 1impossible, Handforth,” said
Nelson Lee. *“ We have had Westlake's man
detained, and that is all to the good. But
we could not possibly expeet the Skegness
police to arrest Mr. Westlake and Mr. Rid-
deil on information sSupplied through a tele.
gram—or even by ’‘phone.”

““ Then what’s to be done, sir?”

“ There is only one course to adopt,” said
Nelson Lee grimly. ‘ We shall proceed at
once to Scotland Yard, and with the
evidence im our hands T fancy we shall have
no difiiculty in obtaining the mecessary war-
rants. We shall then leave, accompanied by
Scotland Yard detectives, and resecue vour
father, and arrest these two men. Buf we
must waste no time.”

‘1 suppose we shall go by traip, sir?” 1
asked.

“* Yes—and probably refurn by car, fravel-
ling during the night,” replied Nelson Lee. |
1t is most important that Sir Edward
should be in London in the early morning.

It's going to be a race, boys, but we'll doj

it. I think you ought to go home, Hand-
forth and stay with your mother——""

“ Not likely, sir!” snorted Handforth in-
dignantly. ‘I say, that letter was addressed
to me, you know, and it's only fair that I
shonld see the thing through!”

Nelson Lee consented readily emough, aund
in a very short time we left Streatham.
We had done everything possible there.
There was some satisfactior, at least in
knowing that Sir Edward’s clues were accu-
rate, and that we had got squarely on the
right track. Westlake had been somewhat
eareless in drafting his telegram. But then,
of course, he had no idea that Tis house
would be entered and searched.

While Nelson Lee went to Scotland Yard,
Hanpdforth and I paid a flying visit to his
home—after arranging to meet the guvnor
at Liverpool Streef Station In time Tor a
fast evening train. )

Lady Handforth was delighted to see her
eldest son, and her relief was immense wihel
she heard Handy's news. And yet, at the
same time, she was filled with a mnew
anxiety. It was splendid to know something
definite regarding the missing banker. Bul
it was disconcerting to learm that he was in
the hands of rogues.

However, Handforth and T {old her not to
worry. Nelson Lee was on the joh, ana

b

l

everything would soon be all gerené., Aud
so, after a somewhat hasty meal, e Tusbed
off to Liverpool Street, and arrived on the
departurc platform, to find Nelson Lee wait-
ing there.

He was accompanied by Chief Detective-
Inspector Lennard, of the C.I.D., and three
plain clothes men. Nelson Lee had arranged
about the warrants, and the Chief Inspector
was ¢coming down to execute them.

It was.csome time since I had scen Lis
cheery face, and we chipped one another a
fgood deal until the train started. Tle
journey to Skegness was somewhat tedious,
and practically nothing was said regzarding
our. mission. - Nothing could be gained by
taiking about it. Our only course was to
wait until we arrived, aud then get into
swift action,

Handforth and 1 slept most of the way,
and when we {flonally steamed into Skegness
the hour was late in the evening, and the
sleepy little seaside town was dark and
gquiet. Most of the inhabitants were in bed.

One of ihe station officials directed us to
Thorpe Road, and we found that we had
quite a nice little walk in front of us.
However, we were glad of it after the long
train journey.

Upon turning info Thorpe Road we found
that it was a new thorougifare quite near
the heach, with detached bungalows dotted
about at intervals. And the cue we were
looking for proved to he the only hungalow
with a lighted window. There was no hesia
tation and mno delays. K

Nelson Lee, with the Scotland Yard men,
walked straight in. The three plaim-clothes
detectives stationed themselves at the back
and sides of the bungalow. Lee and the
chief inspector hammered upon the front
door, And Handforth and I hovered in the
hackground, watching., After a short pause
the door was opened by a man.

“ What’s all this?”’ he asked.

“71 think I am addressing Mr, Westlake?™
said Lennard.

“Yes, that's my name—"

“1 am an official from Scotland Yard, and
I have here a warrant for your arrest,” said
the chief inspector briskly. *' It is my duty
to warn you that anything you say may be
taken down and nzed in evidence at a later

date,”

The man =tarted back, and then laughed
harshly, _

““ What nemsense is this?” he snapped
angrilv. ** Good heavens! What, what——"

Click! Befcre the man could make any

attempt to struggle or fight, Lennard had
slipped the bracelets over This wrists.
A :zhrill whistle brought the other Yard
men on the scene. And Mr. Howard Riddell
was arrested without difficulty in the fromt
roon. 1t was a surprise for him. He had
been dozing im an easy chair, with a glass
of whisky near at hand. The capture of the
two men had been effected promptly ad
neatlv.

There was a furtiier arrest as scon as the
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Liouse was secarched, for a man was found
upstairs in bed, a servant named Eliot., who
appa.rcfnﬂy looked after the bumnealow during
its owner's ahsence,

And in arother apartment we came across
Sir Edward Handforth. He was only half
dressed, and he had been reclining on a big
Chesterfield,  His wrists were enclosed in
handeulfs, and escape for him had been ren-
dered  impossible. For the window wae
ieavily boarded over, aud the door was
fitted with two extra Yale locks.

“ Thank Heaven you have come, Mr.
Lc-o' " he exclaimed warmly, as he shook the
guv'nter's hand. ** Another day of this and
L should have gone mad. By George, those
conifounded scoundrels shall pay dearly for

this outrage! They shall euffer the cxtreme
penalty of the law!”

“Didn't do so bad, did I, pater?” asked
H:mdforth.

“You have done splendidly, my boy—
E~pl=*3ﬂ-didl}'!" said Sir Edward. “But I

rather fancy that Mr. Lee the chief
mmer eh? I cannot tell you how ghastly
the whole affair has been. My business—all
my affairs! They have been growing from
~bad to worse owing to my unexplained ab-
scnee,"

Sir Edward was very con{:mned when he
heard of the position of the Central and
West London Bank. His amnxiety was in-
creased a hundredfold, ‘and lie wanted to
rush off without a moment’s del ay.

"~ “You must not be impatient, Sir Edward,”
said Nelson Lee. “One of the Scotland
‘Yard men will presently be back with a
hired motor-car, and then we shall set oif to
London at once. It is quite impossible to
move now., There are no trains te-night,
and-——" '

“But what about my car?”’ demanded
Sir Edward.-  “ Confound it all, I was
brought here in it! These infernal rogues
had- the audacity to use my own car for
their purposes! Isn't there a garage here?”

“* The point,--after all, is quite a small
one,” said- Nelson Lee. **So far as I oan
see, there is no accommeodation for a ecar,
and I have no doubt that your limousine
wias taken somewhere into the town. It can
be recovered later.” : -

*0f course—of course,” said Hamdforth's
pater. ** Well,- Mr. -Lee, I am overwhelm-
ingly obliged to you for all you have dene!
{t's splendid—spiendid! So you Treceived
my letter all right?"

t: qur 80N bmurrht it to me as soon as he
g0 it——"

“ Rather!” put in Handforth.
-+ ing to do the job on my own,
thought it better to let Mr.
Igok in!'

** Cheeky younz rascal!" ghid Sir Edward
grufly. “ Well, well! Let us be thankful
that things are shaping better. These two
men, Mr. Lee, are utterly unscrupulous.
Both Riddel and Westlake are money
sharks—scoundrels who operate in the City,

l-\

“1 was go-
pater, but I
Lee have a

ik

—

and steal and swindle at every opportunity.

I smashed - one of them-—-kiddell—some
months ago, and Westlake was receiving
attention from me. It was my plan to ex-

pose him in his true colours, and drive him
cut of the City.”

“And he attempted to stop this by kid-
napping you?"”

*LExactly !™ s=aid Sir ldw.lrd
that he was doomed lt[hl[l(,lﬂxlj, and 80 he
took the bull by the horng, and made this
attempt to ruin me. If he had svcceeded,
e would have lined his ewn pockets, and
niade his own position secure, 1 should have

e

‘““He knew

been discredited, and unabtle to carry on
my .campaign, Even mow I may find my-
self In deep waterz. If the bhavk crashes

“There is practically no daunger of that,”
said Nelson Lee. *“ We shall have you at
the bank long before opening time, Sir
Edward, It would be quite useless to 'phone
or wire. Only your acttlztl presence will have
the necessary eflfect. There is just one
little point I should like to ask you. How
did you manage to despdich that letter to
your &on?"

“Alh, yes!"' said Sir Edwurd. “Quit«a
sinple, Mr. Lee—absurdly so, in fact. The
whole business was surprisingly easy, from
thhe very start. I left home as usual in my
own car, taking with me books and- balance-
sheets and othier papers, documents that were
urgently needed by the directors. Westlake,
being in the swimm, probably knew this and

seized his opportunity. [ didn't motice it at
the time, but my own chauffeur was sub-
stituted by a man in Westlake's pay. |

didn’t even look at the fellow &s [ got in
the car,. Why should I? Doubtless they
paid my own man a good sum to sacrifice
his job, and clear. Infernal seoundrels! Well,

everything- went all riglt until we ﬁu{l{lt‘uh‘

stopped. I was wondering what the reasom
could be when hobh doors Gpened, and two
men jumped in.’ -

“ Westlake and Raddeli"" ﬂq}\ed Lee

** Precisely!” said the other. “ Westlake
jammed a revolver into my ‘chest and told
me to keep quiet. Well, hang it all, what
could I do? The raseal was serious, and 1
knew it. I didn’t see any particular reason
why I ehould sacrifice my life for nothing. 1
was blindfolded and bound.™

*“And then taken to Streatham,
asked Handforth. '

“1 didn't know

dad?”

where I was taken to!’
said his father. “Bnut I kept my wits on
the alert.. As the car drove in the gateway,
the gate swung back, and it waz sligutly

smashed. Then we drove straight into the
garage, and I conkd distinetly smei! fresh
paint. I remembered these details.”

. That was very astute of you, my dear
gir.”* said Nelson Lee nppmnngh

“A mere detail!” said Sir Edward.
‘““ Well, I was taken into the hcuse by q

| door at the rear, and handcufifed. Then the
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bandage was removed, _and 1 found that J
was in a closely shuttered rocom. Westlake
was there, and he told me that T should he
kept a prisoner umtil all my affairs went to
vuin. He added that I should he quite free
to tell any story 1 chose after being re.
leased, for I should ecertainly not be believed,
And them ecame my opportunity.”

“You mean about the letter,
asked Handforth.

* Exactly!” said Sir Edward. " Westlake,
vou see, was writing letters at a desk on
the other side of the room.
chair, apparently jn a collapsed state. The
man regarded me contemptuously, and had
no suspicions, But, while I had the oppor-
tunity, I scrawled a few lines on an old
scrap of paper, and put it in a stamp
emhossed euvelope. 1 always carry a few
ahout with me. And 1 noticed that West-
lake was using these TPost Office emvelopes,
too. Thev are, of course, in very general
use. But it was certainly a stroke of lueck.”

* Undoubtedly,” agreed Lee, It was
also smart of you to seize the chance.”

““ Having scrawled the address,’”” proceeded
Sir Edward, **1 arose in pretended wrath
and stormed over to Westlake. And while 1
raved at him, I managed to slip my letter
hetween three of his own—which lay In a
pile on the cormer of the desk. It was all

pater?”

very diffieult, seeing that. my bhands were
manacled, If Westlake had heen suspicious

I should mnever have succeeded.
did not even hope for success..  But you can
imagine my. feelings when Westlake rang
for his man,
post.” -8

' And *wh;; didn’t you__writﬁ to
Yard, pater?” asked Handy. |
““Be sensible—he sensible!™ snspped his
Fatber. “* 1 knew the

scotland

the letters, and servants are generally in-
quisitive. What would. he think if onc¢ was

addressed to Seotland Yard? He would have
brought that letter back -to Westlake! But
seeing .one merely addressed to my son- at
school, he would have no qualms, thinking,
perhaps, that a scheme was on foot to kid-
nap my son as well, " As'it happened, West-
Jake found out about the letter this after-
noon, and nearly went nrad with rage. - With-
in half an hour we had left the house, and
were. on our way here, Skegness.” .

““1 must congratulate you, Sir Edward,
npon your wonderful cleverness,” said Nel-
son Lee heartily. *‘ Your rescue has heen
mainly brought about by your own - efforts.
And we are in time to.aveit the threatemed
:Iis.agter.”- - A B i

Half am hour 1 ur |
epeeding through thé dark hight towards
London—Sir Edward Hitidferth, Nelson lLee,
Handy and myself. The Stotland Yard' men
had been left behind to deal with the, prie-
Oners, o Bu e B B e

‘We had ureent husiness in town!

And 1 lay in a;

CHAPTER VII.
LRCHIE 4ND CO. TO THE RESCUE.
HE Central and West

London Bank was a
- somewhat imposing
building in Lombard

Street. There was one bhranch
cstablishment  in Knights-
bridge, but this was only a
minor affair compared to the Head office.

The time was just after nine o’clock, and
Lombard Street was wearing a most unusual
aspect. There were crowds and erowds
pecple, quened up in front of the bank, and
extendimg down the thoroughfare for =«
surprising distance,

Large mumbers of police were in atten-

indeed, 1I:

and handed him the letters tof

1 in

servallis would post

later® thé' four &f us were |

dance, and in the distance crowds were
watching the proceedings. Lombard Street
itself was closed to traitic. For there was o
run on the bank, and the panic-stricken
depositors were lilled with despair and rage.
The mame of Sir Edward Handforth was
spoken by thousands of lips every minute,
and he was reviled and cursed.

For the general public had taken the oh-
vicus for granted. It was believed that Sir
Edward had absconded with a fortune, and
that the money would never he recovered.
And execitement ran high, |

Ihe bank had succeeded in meetimg its
liabilities up to eclosing time the previous
day. But now the position was desperate.
Within an hour, at the most, the funds
would give out, ‘and then there would be no
alternative hut to close the doors.

That, of ecourse, wonld mesn a smash--
roin utter and complete. And even if things -
were restored later on, and the bank paid
full, the stigma would always remain,
And the bank, as u concern, would be
wrecked. : oo : ,

the erowds were becoming rather unman-
ageable, and the police had all they could
da. When people get into - a pavie on an
occasicn like this they require a great deal
of holding back. . |

And then, just at about a quarter past
nine, a taxicab came bowling along Cheap-
side. 1t contained four cheertul individuals
wity large  smiles. One was Archibald
Winsten Derek Glenthorne, and the others
were the Hon. Douglas Singleton, John
Willard, and Sir Montie Tregellis-West. O
the floor of the taxi lay a big leather hand-
bag, and the bag was evidently filled,

“ Jolly good!” said Singleton. “We've
got the ecash, and now we’re 'going to the
reccue! The bank ought to he saved!”

“ Abzolutely!”’ "agreed Archie. ¢ The =uc-
couring angels, what? The priceless old
fairies, ana all thav sort of stuff! What-ho!
What-ho! This, laddies, is. where we slide in,
and distribute” the old pieces of eight!™ -

“ Well, anyway, we shall deposit the
maney in the ban¥k,” said Willard ¢ And ‘a

'l‘hum-:'l-rwi thousand ought' Lo be''pretty weeful

of .
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at a time like this, T should think. It's a
iolly good thing we decided on this course,
because mnothing’s been heard of Sir Ddward

Handforth yet. It was a great idea of
Archie’s.” ‘
** Absolutely!” agreed Archie. ¢ 1 mean

to say, the old brain box doesn't often get
properly going, but when it does, things
happen. Absolutely! I'm a wmost dashed
sharp chappie on schemes at intervals!” |

The juniors had learned from Lady Huand-
forth only an hour earlier that nothing had
been heard of Sir Edward, They had sue-
ceeded in their own plans fairly easily. For,
after all, they were the four richest fellows
at St. Frank's, They had guardians, bub
the whole matter had been pointed out, and
it was considered perfectly safe to deposit
money in the unfortunate bank.

The taxi came to a stop some distance be-
fore it reached the Mansion House, and
Willard looked out. Then he whistled. 1

‘* Phew! 1 say, there's a terrific crowd!”
he said. *“* We ehall never get anywhere
near! Half London seems to have collected
up here -this morning! Our hundred thou-
sand doesn't look like going far!”

“ Dear fellow, it'll be encugh to tide
over,” said Sir Montie. ‘' Even if it isn't,
there's no question about the cash being
lost. I think we had better get out aw’

walk. The situntion seems rather desperate
hegad!”
They paid off the taxi, and marched

quickly along to Lombard Street. Here they
were pulled up by a police sergeant, who
informed them that there was mo admit-
tance.

“T mean to say, rank piffle. and all
that!" exclaimed Archie. * Kindly move!
the old carcase, laddie! We wish to pro-
ceed to the rescue!” :

e Itf T

“Tue fact is, you fail to grasp the old
situash!”’ e&aid Archie. ** The lads of the
village, T mean to say, us—or, rather, we
-——  Well, there you are! We have ar-
rived! Absolutely! We have rolled up
with several cartloads of bullion! Relieving
the old tension, and all that kind of rot!"”

“T ain't got time to mess about with
vou!' said the sergeant. *’Op it!"

“ Dash it all!"" execlaimed Archie. S |
mean to say, dash it all! 'Op it, don’t you
know! Deucedly undig.!”

Singleton and Willard, - between them
mannged to make the eerge.amt underatand
after a time, that they had brought a !‘IT"E'
supply of money. The man in blue was very
suspicious at ﬁrst, but he decided, in the
end, to esciyt the juniors to a side en-
trance of the hank. He felt that it was his
duty to look further into this matter,

- They gained admittance through the
closely guarded door, amd soon found them-
selves in an anbte-room., There was another
delay, and, at length, a tall elderly gentle-
man hurried in. This  was Mr. Robinson.

prp—

sir Edward's geeretary.
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‘““What is all this bother about?" ha
asked impatiently. “Here am I, nearly
worried out of my life—— Why, good
gracious, you are boys from St. Irank's!

What are you doing here?'

““ Absolutely!”” said Archie.
don't you know!"

“ What ?" '

“Nuggets and eo foroth!"” said Archio
vaguely. *“ In other words, old tulip, we've
blown in with the right stuff! Considerable
doleg of filthy lucre, if you know what 1
mean!"

“You have brought some money?"
the secretary impatiently,

‘“ Absolutely!"’

“My dear boys, we can't be bothered this

“ Specie,

asked

morning!” said Mr. Robison. “You don’t
geem to understand that the position ‘is
absolutely desperate! = Another hour and

there'll be a riot, for we shall bhe compelled
to close the doors.”

“I knowed they was up to mno
growled the sergeant. % 4

““This, as it were, is dashed putrid!" obh-
served Archie, adjusting his monocle. B |
mean to say, rather foul, what? The good
old fairies are presented with the shivering
shoulder! We have arrived with the mnced-
ful in time of famine. We have trickled in
during the lean period. And we receive
nothing but the glassy optic! Deucediy
rotten!”

“What on earth are you talking about,
my boy?” demanded the secretary wr:tqbn
“ You have brought some mcmew Well, do
vou imagine that it will serve any goc»d
purpose? We mneed tens of thousands .

““Absolutely !’ said Archie. “The stuft!
Positively here!”

“Tens of thousands?"” snapped the secre-
tary.

“Well, old lad, ten, at least!"

rood !’
good!

“Ten pounds?”’ shouted Mr. Robinson.
‘““ Absolutely!”" replied Archie. * That is
to say, absolutely ten thousand times! 1In

other words, we have shthﬂed in mth the
good old hundred thou.:"*

Mr. Robinson staggered.

“You-—~you have brought a Thundred
thousand pounds?’” he gasped huskily.

“ Twenty-five thou. each!” replied Archie,
‘““ Absolutely fresh and hall-marked!  The
genuine material!  Guaranteed not to go
rusty!""

“ This—this is beyond

“0f coursze it is!" mterrupted Rm"letf}n
“There's no joke about it. This money is
all here, @a ‘hundred thousand pounds, in
cashi. Mv friends and I have brought it here
to deposit with the bank, lmpmg, that it
might be of some use in tiding over the
present difficulty! We're doing it for Hand-

forth’s sake. Handforth, you know, is on¢
of the c¢haps at our echool. His pater 1s
the manacing director of this bank.”

Mr. Robinson, pale to the lips with excite-
ment, ‘grabbed at the handbag and opened
it. He took out bundle after bundle of
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Tmtes. A very brief examimation fold him
‘that they were genuine,

‘- “Thank Heaven!” he exclaimed hogagely.
A hundred - thousand!  This—this will
keep us going for 'the timie Weing, amd Sir
Edward is even now on his way to the
hank ! He will be here almost within. the
hour!”’

“That dear old lad,
ing mews!” said Archie.

The secretary hurried ofi, teliing the boys
to follow him. And a' few minutes later
they were with the manager, who was
nearly distracted. The banh had reached
the end of its resources, and the order was
cven then going forth for the doors to
be closed. '
- Truly, succour could not have come at a
more opportuie time! ' '

- Nearly mad with joy, ihe manager rushed,
pell-mell into the body of the bank. - He
banged bundle after bundle of notes upon’
the wide counter. And the overworked'
elerks stared in astonishment. But there
was no time to lose. Within three minutes’
the money was ~hbeing paid in a
stream, :
 The bank was meeting all demands! _

And, in the meantime, a big landauletic
was rushing through the sithurbe, carelfess
of all speed limits. Nelson Lee was at the
wheel. He was driving with great skill, and .
- the progress of the car looked foolhardy '
and reckless to thoze the streeta.
great issues were at ~,take. |
The ear should have arrived tuo “hours’
carlier. But a breakdown  had ucrurled OW- |
ing to a fanlty engine—the ecar WS hnml'
m]e———and it had been
made the necessary repair,

" And mnow, when all hope seemed lost,

is “frightfully buek-

steady .

{ overwhelmed - with

But { ¢vening.

Nelsou Les v,ho hag |

&

with Nandforth and e, loolung "llln aml
worry. And’ then at
last, the bank was reached,

Sir Edward Hamndforth’s arrival . meant
just the difference between success amnd
failure. Once on the spot, with every evi-
demce that he bhad been forcibly detained,
the bhanker had ‘mo difliculty ip obt,ammﬁ
treble the aseistance he really meeded. And
by noon the ecrisis was over.

But one fact stood out hemmd all the
otliers. At the most critical time of all,
Archie Glenthorne and €o. had come o
the reseue. It' was they who had saved the
bank., Tt was their money Whl{',h had car- -
ried things om.

And, towards the evening, we a]l coliected
at Siv Edward’s home. Handy's pater was

=

| looking worn out and tired, but his grati-

tude was unbounded.

“ Boys, 1 don't know whaf:- to say!” he
exclaimed. ‘“That I should be saved hy
four junior schoolboys is amazing :a.uough,
but it is the truth. My gratitude is more

| than I ean possibly express——"

“ | mean to say, not at all ness.!” put in
Avchie wumcomfortably. ** Dear old, lad, we
grasp the idea. XKindly cease the ‘old flow!
Fverything is positively chirpy, and all that
kind of mt! The time has come, in fact,
to ecelebrate!”

And we certainly had a wmost enjoyable
But Handlorth's pater insisted
upon ns remaining for some days. Now that
we were in Loudon, we could atay on. The
Easter holidays would begin in a day cr
50, in any case.

And Nelson Lee agreed.

We had had some excitement,
little knew what fresh adventures

hnt
were

we
in

last dash was being made. Sir Edward sai
- ' THE

store for us over the holidays!
END.
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

Since Tom c¢ame to Mr. Wrasper's school,
both the principal and Foster Moore—the
usher—have tried to get rid of the boy.
Solitary confinement takes the place of
corporal punishment. By scheming, Moore
takes the place of the i'}ead, who remains
on at the school as the usher. Tom learus
a few unsavoury facts about Moore, and
the ex-usher ftries every desperate means
to get the boy out of the way.

(Now read on.)

Foster Moore Returns Unexpectedly. |
éc HAT'S to be done now ? '

OL goinz in to sce old Wrasper now.

You'd bettcr come with me. He

won’'t mind.”
Mr. Wrasper was seated there, his face pale and
anxious. He motioned the boys to sit dowrr;
then, addressing Sam, said ;
ment. You are in Tartar's confidence, and
you know what we hoped for to-night; and how
cruclly those hopes have been dashed to the

Sam nodded, and Mr. Wrasper went on :

“ The pohce -inspector is inclined to poohw
pooh Tartar's story of what he saw last night.
vented the story, or that he is the victim of
hallucination. - He asks why those two men
ghould have hidden in such a pla.ce 2 =

Mr. Wrasper looked at Tom curiously.

“Tartar,” he said, “ have you amthul-r
more hidden from me ?

‘himself on his bed.

CHAPTER XLVIIL.
* Hanged if I know, Sam! I'm
A few minutes later they entered the study.
“ Smith, this has been a bitter disappoint-
ground ! **
He seems to think that Tartar has either in-
“Tom could have told him,” said Sam,
* Auything I haven’t ftold you, sir. only

(The World’s Most Famous
School Story).

concerns myself,” said Tom. “ The inspector
doesn' t believe my story, but soon I may show
him that I've neither been dreaming or lnup.'.
I’d rather not say anything more just now, sit.

“Very well, Tartar,”” said Mr. Wrasper
sadly. ‘I believe ‘your story. and 1 firmly
believe that Moore has suceccded in getting
those two men away. Now, boyas. it is time you
went to bed. Good-night!”™ )

He shook hands with them, and they leit
the study.

*“It’s no good worrying,” said Tom, a3 he
and Sam went to their dormitories. ‘' Foster
Moore may have beaten us to-day, but the game
isn’t finished vet!”

ﬁ}’lotm was a long time getting to sleep that
night,

The disappointment he felt was so keen
that it lay upon himy like a great sorrow,

But he did not despair.

Foster Moore, by his cunning, had triumphed
for the time, but it would not. be for ever, In
the common course of things it did not seem
possible that such a man eould triumph. .

It was not wuntil mid-day that Wooden
Jerry put in an appearance at the school, Mr.
Wrasper asked him for no explanation just
then ; nor did the serving-man proffer any,

As a matter of -fact, he had been brought
beiore the loeal magistrates on the charge of
drunkenness. Taking into consideration, how-
ever, the fact that he had atready beenlocked up
in a cell for over twelve hours} the chairman of
the bench had merely given him a lecture,
and discharged him with a caution. .

Wooden Jerry was in a very shaky con-
dition indeed as a result of his previous dav’s
libations and his night in custody. On reaching
the school., he made no attempt to do any
work, but, entering his sleeping-quarters, threw
In a few minutes he wags
snoring loudly. |

When the boys assembled for affternoon
school, Mr.- Wrasper made . the welcome
announcement that, provided they worked well
and behaved themselves, studies would end an
hour earlier than usual, that is to say. school
would close at four.instead of five. .

So evervbody worked with a will, and cla%s
after class got throuch its work like well
greased machinery,
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Four o'clock was at hand, and the boys were
Putting away their books when the door npened
and Foster Moore appeared.

He bhad returned before he was expected.

That was evident by the shadow that passed
over the face of Mr. Wrasper,

But it was soon gone, and he became guiet
and composed, waiting for Foster Moore to
speak. !

Moore's face looked dark and angry. 1Ie
had the appearance of one hunted or haunted,
and there were lines and creases on his forehead
and at the corners of his eyes not usually seen
there,

His sudden appeamnce had a chilling effeet
upon the boys. -

He drew out his wat(h, glanced at it, then
addreqsed Mr. Wrasper.

“ Why are the boys zetting ready to go ? ™
he a,sked harshly. -

** Afternoon schnol is just finished,”” replied
ML Wrasper. - |

** Nonsense ! It is only just four o’clock.
. You seem to have made a mistake of an hour.”
- T have made no mistake,” said Mr. Wrasper,

* I have given the boys an ‘hout off. It won't
hurt them, and I need it.”

" You will continue the ¢chool until five,’
said Foster Moore.

“You may do so if you wish,
Wrasper, *‘ but I shall not.”

As he %poke he cluae{i h1~ dezk, locked it, .md
put the key in his pock:

The old green tolom' mm(, into tho face of
Foster Moore. 'The light of anger leaped into
his eyes. With dlﬂmult\« he I.C-.-:tldlllt‘d his
temper, and addressed thé ‘boys,

“*You may go now,” le &;ud but‘ to-
morrow afternoon 1 shall keep’ },uu here an

extra hour to make up for this idléness,”

The boys got out with all speed, fearing that
Moore might charnge his mind again,

When the room was ('lm:ed and the door

o 1‘h1rlit?tl Mr.

closed, Moore addreasx,d Mt. WL asper ]Il a 10“ |

tense tone.

* Wrasper,” be said, ' T warn you not to rin

against me ! It 1 be fhe mmao for you il you

do s - : .
**1 haven’t run Jganht vou.'' was the calm
rep]v ““You left me in:charge of the school

for a few days, and:- yow ‘have returned un-

expectedly—owing, I suppose. to the ﬂmlde-n
recovery of your sick relative.

M Never mind my. Lelatwe §
Foster Moore.

S1ha ppod

.+ * I don’t, but the puhu' ancntl}y th i R
,'Pturn{‘d Mr. Wld“pﬁ’l quietly. . . &
*“The police .7 af-'-p{:d "tlome - hat do

vou mean ? 7’

“T mean that they '-.uorf* (.nnoua tci know’

who the relative was to WthQ sick-bed you had
been called.”

** Have—have the DO]]L‘E been here then 2

* They have ! Thq eame. lawt mght.’f” 7

** What for'? .-~ - i

“To enter the ‘:‘.Ghtﬂ.llei and arlest
Powner and . Diggles,:- rUniortuuately, ‘how-
ever, those two ruffians were no leonger there,”

*“ But how did the police. know they had been
there 2 Who told them th;&t Powner and
Diggles were——"*

—

f.

. poacher

any seapert, ¢
‘-tfet back to tho school 0 soon.

itumed to Mr. “14@;}&1
-§chool.
‘wrought a complete difference in him.
Land considerate to the hmw

.vhom hoped that he would one day again
 rul€ over

Foster Moore broke off abruptly, and bit 1xs
lip with vexation. He had given himself away
completely. All the same, however, he tnctl
to cover up his mistake.

" What nonsense ! > he went on, with a feeb}o
laugh, *“ So theé pahce came here in search of
Powner and Diggles—ch ? By iove! it's too
funny ! Who can have hoaxed the police with
such an extraordinary storv ? Those two
seoundrels hiding in the © solitaries ’ of your—
of my school! Ha, ha, ha! Most amusing
thing I've ever heard of ! ”° | '

And turning on his leel,
departed from the schoolroom.

**It’s all true, then ! ” muttered Mr. Wrasper
to himself. * Tartar saw those two ruffians
right enough—he did not invent the story'!
And Moore took them away in the night. But
W}IEF{} }h:is he taken them to? Where 7—
where ? »?

Foater Moore

! e B ——

CHAPTER XLIiX,
Pubsey Wrasper Confides m Tom.

lsven in the schoolroom he fell
abstracted

face.
into

- I.LL the following day, I Jstcr '\[001{* went
A about with a {'luonw, apprehensive

an state, seeming

L sometimes to be quite oblivious of everything

around him. Tom, watching him closely, knew

 that Moore was enduring tortures. of anxiety

and dread,

And Tom himseli was none too #sy in his
mind. The fact that Posh. Powner had got
away was disquieting ; for, with the revengerful
at large, further violent happenings
were more than. possible,

That Toster Moore had suceeeded in getting
Powner and Diggles aboard some ship, to take
them out of the country, Tom could not believe.
The speedy return of Moore to the school
seemed to indicate a failure in that diveetion.
Anyway, there had been no time for him to visit
arrange for the pair’s pas:a"c and

From IXoster Moore . the thouglhts uf Vo
Hllherto Tom had
had no causc for liking ihe old head of the
But lately Mr. Wrasper had been =
changed man. Misfortune seemed to d}g{{u

ith-
out being lax in his duties, he was now Kkind
the majority of

r the establishment.

Tom wondered how the change had come
about ; but was unable to solve the mystery.

Some light, however, was Llestmed to be
thrown on tho matter that \ely evening, . 1t
came about in.this way:

Foster Moore had carried out his thrcat tu
keep the boys at their lessons until six-o’clock,
in order to make up for the hour grantﬁ-d them
by Mr. Wraspcr on the previous day.

Just after six-o’clock, as Tom was leaving
the classrocom, Puhséy Wla'-‘.p(:r waylaid him
and asked if they could go.. mme“hare for a
quiet talk.

“ It’'s about m} L.ther c\phmod l’ub:zey.
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“Right you are!’ agreed Tonr good-
naturcdly, “ I'll meet yvou in the wood in
about half-an-hour's time., Go to the bhut

where Diggles used to hang out. No one will
(listurb us there,”

After a hasty tea, Tom sauntercd across
the football field, and, thinking he was un-
observed, (ldmhor«?d over the low
the road. on the other side of which lay the
wood.

But he had been seen by two bovs—-Jonah
iWurrev and {Zhu(hh, who had been dogging
1

YA¢ Tom disappeared over the fenee,
turned eagerly to his ¢rony,

“You're a better scout than I am,”
with artful flattery. * Follow him,
where he-goes to!”

Chucks nodded, and darted forward. Jmmh
hurried back to the school, and making. for
- Foster Moore’s study, tapped at the door.

“ (ome in,”’ the dre: Ay voice of Moore called
out.

Jonah entered and found the schoolmaster
scatod at the table. Before him was a glass of
whiskey and water.

“Oh! it’s vou,is it ? "’ he growled,

*Yes,” replied Iunah as he took a chair,
“1've come to say that Tartar has gone oif
somewhere,”

* Why didn’t vou follow him * *

* 1 sent Chucks.”

“ Why did you do that ?
gone vourse]f »?

“ Chuck® is light and nimble,’
sullenly.

“And yvou are heavy and
Yoster Moore, * but you are
Chucks or anyvone clse.”

“1 don’t trust him,” muttered Jonab.

““He is your spy, and if he hears anything
of importance he holds it as well a3 youw,”

*Well I I wish it was all over, one way or the
other,” said 'Jonah sullenly. It wouldn't
matter how it ended as far as I am concerned.””

“You talk like a young fool !’ cricd Foster
Moore angrily, “ My ruin would be vours.”

Then suddenly he rose from his scat and
put his two hands on the boy’'s shoulders.

“Ah!” he said, “it’s a weary lite, isn't it 7
But all may be wellere long, If I can gct hold of
sufficient money 1 will go right away across the
sea and try to forget that I've ever lnul sieh
a Jife as I've'lived the last month or two,’

There was a full minute’s silence, broken by
Jonah gsking abruptly : ’

“ What's become of Powner and Digyles » *

Toster Moore shook his head.

“1'don’t know,” he said. * I got as iar as

Wlulmgton Junction with them in the tratn,
and as there was to be five minutes ‘L\dll there,
1 decided to alight for refreshment,
I2ave you seats,” I said, * I'll bring yvon some-
thing.” When I returned to the L'umpartmcnt
the p.ur were gone,”’

“Gone ! 7 exclaimed Jonah.

“ Yes—vanished completely. 1 looked into
all the carriages, but there was no ign of them.
80, of course, I let the train start again without
me, and went into the town. 1 scarched the
strects of Widlingtoh thoroughly, and visited

\

Jonah

he said
and scee

You cught to have
" said Jonah

ey, said
wrong to trust

fence into

* Don’ t’ '

I

f-i\'er}-' public-houze, but eould learn nothing of
the pair.”

“IWhat can have become of them ? 7 gaid
Jonah, musmg

“I doun't know,” replied Foster Moore, -
dismally. “ And now, Jonah, you had botter
v0, The role of umstcr and pupil we must play
on for awhile.”’ -

He gave the boy a gentle push, and Jonah
with his heavy brows knitted, walked slowly
irom the room.

Whatever may have been the tie between.
tl:lﬂn therc was little or no affection on his
~jae

Meanwhile, Tom and Pub«w had met in the
hut which D'gglew had used as a hiding-place.

t was neglected and open now, so far as the
door and windows_ were concerned, to wind
and rain,

"The former had fallen to the ground, where it
lay otting away, and the latter hung upon
the hinges.

Inside there was a gathering of dead leaves
and other wood rubbish blown thither by the
breeze.

Pubseyv was standing in a mournful attitude

| when Tom came in.

“I am glad. yet sorry, Tartar, that vou are
come,”” he began nervously. I want to tell
vou what I know, and yet I doubt if I onght to
do 80.”

“Then don't tell me if it goes against your
feelings,” replied Tom.

“ It isn’t that,” said Pubsev. ““ My feelings
don’t eount. It i3 what my father and mother
might thmk T overheard them talking togt*-theL
last night.’

“ But vou oughtn't to have listened.”

“7J know that.” replied the youth, with tears
in his c¢yves, *“ and T assure vou it was only for
their sakes I did s0. They were fatking about
how my father lost the place to Moore.”

** The school, you mean ? ”’

“Yes. My fatbher, T may tell vou. was not
always a schoolmaster. He had money, and
ot rid of it.” ' |

*“ Lost it ? "

“Yes, or threw it away ——-"amblm
Pubsey.  There, Tartar, I've hlurted it out,
now. so I mayv as well t(-l! vou cverything. It
was to get rid of his vice that my father took
this school and lived a quiet life for a time.
Then came Foster Moore to spoil ev erything !

“Tartar,”” - went- on Pubsey, looking
cautionsly around, I don’t like to speak of
it,- for it scems such a shancful thing, but I
know you won’t chatter. Foster Moore found
out my father's weakness, and- encouraged it.

" What drink is to some men, so has a pack
of cards or the rattle of the dice been to my.
father, although it will never be %0 anyv more.
He has had a lesson he eannot forget. Foster
Moore lured him on to gainble, and cheated him.
They .used to play at night in the study, after

' said

| everybody e¢ls¢ had gone to bed. My father,

losing and losing, desperately tried to recover
what hé had lost, and all went.”

“ What a miserable infatuation !’
exclaimed.

(Continued on page iii of Ccver.)

Tom
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(Continued fromi~page 490.)

“ Yes," said Pubsey, sadly. “ He lost, and
gave Moore hills, and when the time came to
meet them he could not do so. Then came a
mortgage on the school, on the house, on the
furniture, and as you know, the final transfer.”

“ That Moore eheated,” said Tom, *' I haven'tf.
the slightest doubt ; LHut who is to prove it 27

Pubsey sighed. :

““ That is what I fear canmot be done,” e
said, ; '

Tom was about 1o =ay something more, when
n connd ontside cauveht his quick car.

He held up his hand as o signal to Pubsey
to be st

They, were both quict, and then a very
distinet. sound of somebody outside moving
«tealthily about, was heard,

In a moment Tom was onf, and had pounced
upon Chueks, who was stealing away on tip-toe.

‘““ Oh, don't hurt me,”” he said, ** I was sent
here to histen.” i

“Come inside,”” sard Tom, ““and don't give
~me anyv trouble. 1'm not i the humour to
stand it ! 7! -

“1'It eome qguicthy,” said Chueks, beginning
to ery. .

“Urhere, don't snivel,” said Tom : “ nobody's
coing to lmrt vou. Now, then, tell me wlo
<ent you here."”

He planted Chuceks against the wooden wail
of the Imt, and took up a standing position
before him. Pubsey guarded the doorway. .

“ 1 was Jonah Waorrey,” replicd Chucks,
“He told me to felow you hiere.”

** And listen 7 '

“Yeg,”

F -
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T Tave yvou done such a thing bofore 2 7
“Very alten,” rephlied Chueks, with a sub,
“And told him everything ?

“Of course ; that is what. ¥ hadd to do.”

“ And what have yon overheard to-day ? '
asked TYom.

" Kverythinz,” ropiied Chucks., “I deou’b
want to iie about it. Everything you said.”

Tom refleeted a4 moment before sayving any-
thing more, .

Chucks kept his eyes fixed upon him like a
prisoner who is expceling a heavy scentence
ifrom a judge. '

“Well,” said Tom at Jast, “ you can go bharck
and tell Jonah Worrey it yon like, but if vou do
there will he no end of a row one day, and vou
will have to take your share in it.”

Chuecks began to cry now in real earnest, and
Tom let, him get vid of & few tears betore he
spoke again. !

“ OfF eonrse, Chueks,” he said, ““ yon-are not
obliged to tell anything.”

“T1 won't!” returned Chucks eagerly. “ I
am sick of beine Jonah’s spy. He never gives
me anything except growls for my pains.”

“You ncedn’t lic. you know,” said Tom
“all you have to do s to say that you will
tell nothine.” .

“Then 1 won't say a word,” reyplied Clineks,

“That will do, then.'” said Tom, ** only mind
yvou don’t break your word with m. Now you
can ¢o0,”’

Chucks was immensely relieved to find that
no punishment was in store for him, and atter
repeating his assurance that he would be sileng
and dely Jonah Worrey, he sped away.

{To be continued.)
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