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and the next moment Fullwood was transformed. .
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CHAPTER 1.
A MOMENTOUS LETTER!
- OURPENCE-HA'PENNY ! ” said Church dolefully.
' “ One-and-twopence ! exclaimed McClure. |
“ And I've got a couple of buttons!” sniffed Handforth, “ A
blessed wealthy lot—I1 don't think! One and sixpence-ha’penny
between the lot of ust 1'm jiggered if I know where the money goes to !

The famous chums of Study D, of the Ancient House at St. Frank’s, had
just emptied their pockets, and the result was by no means encouraging.
Times were lean, by all appearances.

It was a sununy October morning, and Handforth and Co. were sunning
themselves in the Triangie against the main gateway. They were, in fact,
hoping in a vague kind of way—like the celebrated Mr. Micawber—that

something would turn up. : .
"~ They wanted the postman to turn up more than anything clse. For the
postihan generally brought letters, and lebters sometimes contained ecash. The
postman was overdue now. _

- Morning lessons were over, and it would be time for dinner presently, It
was a hali-holiday, and Handiorth and Co. had beea wondering how they

A most eniertaining and laughable
story, featuring the unexpected ar-
rival at St. Frank’s of Handforth’s
younger brother. Readers will not
fail to observe something distinctly
slandforthian in this more recent
edition of that great family. Intro-
duces also many other well-known
characters, including Nipper and Co.,
Archie,and the famous schoolmaster-
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would spend the afternoon.  As Church re-
marked, that’s about all they would spend,
anyhow.

There was no important football. Just a
littlo practice, and the chums of Study D
were not wanted, in any case. I had inti-
mated that I should give some of the re-
gserves a chance in a practice match. And
Handforth—who was the regular goal-
keeper—had decided to go out for a bit of
a sprec.

‘““ The pictures wouldn’t be bad,” he de-
clared. ‘* They've got a ripping piece on in
Jannington this afternocn—a jolly good film
zbout detectives, and tracking, You know
I'm pretty hot stuff at that kind of thing
myself.”

Church and McClure had offered no com-
-mient. But Church had brought up the sub-
ject of cash a few minutes later. le men-

: - sioned it casually, and Handfcrth had said

that there was plenty of tin—until he
turned his pockets out.

Then he was very astonished to find that
ho was absolutely steuny.

As 2 rule, Handy was well supplied, but
he was a fearfully careless chap with his
money. He never knew how much he had
ing his peckets. If Church and McClure had
been dishonest, they .could have rehbed him
right and left—when he was flush. But
they got plenty, anyhow. For Iandforth
was very open-handed.

Now, however, they  were {aced
problem, |

Unless they got hold of some supplies it
would be impossible te-carry out the after-
noon’s programme. And it very seldom
happens that cash turns up just when it is
particularly wanted.

‘*“ Of course,”” said Church slowly. “ Of
course-——"’

*“Of course what?” demandesd Handforth,

‘“We might borrow scme tin,” said
church.  *“ Archie, for instance. He’s
always rolling in the stuff, and he’d whack
out & quid like lightning. We could ask
him, you know—-—" |

** Not likely,” said Handforth.

“Yeos, but o

“ 1 don’t believe in borrowing,” went. en
ilandferth firmly. “¢ It’s. all very well at
tho time,” but when it ccmes to paying back
there’'s a different tale. A chap borrows a
quid, and uses it. Then he gets a tip from
home—a quid. He's got to pay it away, and

by a

thinks himself diddled. No fear! If no
megey turns up to-day, we’ll go for a
ramble.”

Church and McClure groansd inwardly.

They knew what a ramble with Handforth
meant, There would be no peace for them
all the afternoon. They would be dragged
Qu.f;-’ and there would bhe arguments all
ay.
E.egina.ld Pitt strolled up.

There scems to be a ttrem'endous-loﬁ-'of {

cheer knocking about this quarter,” he said
~smilingly. “Why the dark and dismal
frowns, my comrades?” _ | "
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‘““ Seen the postman?”’ grunted Handforih.

T YGS.” |

“ You have?” asked Church eagerly. ‘* The
mid-day postman we mean?”’

“ He came about a quarter of an hour
ago,” said Pitt. ‘ Rather earlier than his
usual time.” '

““Oh, my hat!” groaned Church. ** That's
done it! Nething for us!”

“ Hard up?"” grinned Reggie Pitt. “ You
have my sympathy, cld sons. . Let me lend
you a few pence., I've got tenpence aitc-
gether, but I'm not greedy. I don’t mind
shariug it.” ]

“ Ass!” said Handforth., ‘I was cxpect-
ing a letter from home. My pater said he'd
write early in the week, and I was expect-
ing something this morning. It seemed im-
portant, toco, because the pater =aid he'd
have something good to tell me.”

‘“Well, you never know,” remarked Pitt.
“ As it happens, there's a letter for you in
the reock now. I spotted it three minutes
11-g0“*——”

““For me?”’ yelled Handforth.

“ Yes,” grinned Pitt. ‘“ You’ve been
hanging about here, and the letter's there
all the time. A registered one, too——"".
-'" Registered!” roared Handforth. ‘ Gooed
egg! Money!”

He sped off, and Church and MecClure
raced after him. Reggie Pitt stood grin-
ning in the Triangle. He had had an idea
that he would please three hearts with his
iittle .1t¢m of news,

Handforth and Co. arrived in the Ancient
ilous= lebby, and Handy dashed across to
the letter raek. Yes, sure enough, there
was a registered letter waiting there, and
the handwriting was his father’s. -

‘““ Here we are, my sons!’” grinned Hand-
forth. ** There's a quid in here, at least!
The pater wouldn’'t register it otherwise.”’
Two or three, perhaps?! We shall be zll
serene for. cash now.” )

“ Better open it and make
McClure impatiently. _

““Not here—let’s get to the study.”

There was really no earthly reason why
the letter shouldn’t have been opened i
the lobby. There was nothing private about
it. But it pleased Handforth to delay fhe
actual opening for a few minutes. 4

They arrived in Study D, and Handforth
opened the letter. He pulled out a double
shect of notepaper, but cast this aside at

et el

sure,” said

once. The letter, ¢f course, was quite un-
important. ‘The enclosures were the chief
point, :
“ Notes!”” said Church gladly. *‘‘Cash!
Gelt! Tin! Old iron!” ik
“By George!” said Handforth. ‘. Didn’t I

tell you? My pater’s always jolly decent.
Four quid, my sons! 'Two pound notes, and
four ten bob notes!” |

‘1 say, that’s a joily bi

pat's g tip, even for
| .your pater!’”’ said Church. b
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“Y1 suppose he was feeling :
humnour,” exclaimed Handforth. * Here you
are —hang on 1o these. Pay me back when
you like.” ‘

He handed his chums a ten-shilling note
cach. Wnen he had money, Handforth was
recklessly generous with it. Church and
McClure forgave their leader many sins be-
cause of his generous nature, At heart,
Hanpdy was all gold. '

“1 say, rather not!”" protested McClure.
¢ We den't want it, Handy-— "

““ Take it, fathead!”

“ But look here——"'

““ If you're going to argue with me, Arnold
McClure, T'll jolly well punch your nose!”
rcared Handforth apggressively. ‘‘ Are you
going to take this note or not? I'll give
you ten seconds!”

McClure took it.

‘““But you don't belicve in borrowing”’
he said. |
“I'm not borrowing-—-I'm lending,”” re-

torted Haudforth. *“ That's a different thing
ent'rely. Now we'll see what the old boy
sa¥s. I expoect there’ll be a lecture. 1
mustn't squander the cash—I mustn’t do this
and I mustn’t do that! Queer how chaps’
paters chew the giddy rag!” & :
‘Handforth started reading the letter while
-his chums pocketed their notes. They were
always kept supplied with cash in fthis way,
and Handforth never wanted anything back.
If his chums had offered it, he woilld have
knocked them over. In many ways, he was
difficult to get on with.
~“Same old stuff!” he grunted. “ I knew
it. I've got to be careful! I've got to stick
to lessous-——  Why, what— — ireat pip! |

in a goodday. too! By the giddy afternoon train} I

won't stand dtl!”

Church and McClure were more puzzled
than eves, ,

“ Who's coming by the afternoon train?”
asked Church,

“ Who--who?"” bellowed Handforth
‘“ My mincor, of course!”

“ Your minor?”’ gasped McClare.

(44 'i'es!"'

“But—but I

didn't know you Lad a
miner!’’ said MeClure, staring, .
“ Dido’t  know?” repeated Ilandforth,

calming down a little. ‘‘ Haven't T ever told
you that I've got a young brother? No,
perhaps I haven’t! He's nothing to boast
of, anyway! I've never mentioned him Dbe-
cause he's not worth mentioning! And he's
coming here—to St. Frank's!”

The very idea seemed to sftagger Hand-
forth, :

“ Well, it's the first time we knew you
had a minor,” gaid Church. * Wait a
minute, though. I seem to remember some
mention of it. But I thought he was a

giddy infant—about two yvears old, or sonme-
thing.” -
Handforth sat down again.
“l don’'t know.,” he growled. * Ie¢’'s

about ten, I think. Ten or eleven—Dblessed
if I can remember., Ile might be twelve or
thirteen! Anyhow, he's my minor, and he's
a fatheaded little josser!”

““I suppose he's been to an elementary
achool?”’ asked McClure.

*“ Of course,” said Handforth, picking up
tho letter, and reading it again. *° But he’s
left, and the pater has arranged for him to
come to St. Frank’s., The nerve! lHe's
coming into the Third, too!”

My cnly Auat Jane! Oy, my hat! Great i That's a bit advanced for a new kid,"”
Scott!” said Church. o |
Handforth sat down abruptly, staring ‘t * Of f-"oi:"s‘zi” sgad I{j“‘ndf(f{rt‘.l" ) }ler O‘f{g.ht'
blaunkly before him*® T r fl 0 g0 Intc tne necond. €8 a SNoCKIng
the floor. ° ”—';IP he letner futheved b dunce. U'm not going to stand it! If Willy

““Is anything wrong, Handy?”
Church, withh concern.

Handforth sat as though frozen.

“ Handy!"” . exclaimed MecClure anxiously.
“ What's up, old man?”

Witheut the slightest warning, Handforth
leapt to his feet. TYor o few moments he
paced wildly up and down the study. Then,
as his face grew redder and redder, he
brought hig fist down with terrific force on
tha table. :

“I won't stand it!"” he roated.

“ Bh?'" gasped Church.

““ What?”’ panted McClure faintly,

“Do you think I'm going to put up with
it?" thundered 1landforth. *“ Not likely!
The cheek! The awful nerve! Coming
here—to St. Frank's! Did you ever hear of
anything like it in your life?”

Flis-cRums looked at him, dumhfounded.

“ But—but what’s wrong, Handy?”’ asked

Cliurch, bewildered.
’ idiots!” roared Hand-

“ You--you dense
forth. ““ Haven't you got any sense? . He's

asked

ﬁ

comes here——"’

“ Willy ! said Church faintly,

Iandforth glared,

“That's what they call him at home,” Le
said witheringly. *“ I always call the littie
ass Bill. It sounds better. Anyhow, if he
comes hera I'll jolly well tell him what I
think, and then pack him off home!”

“The Head might have something to say
about that.” remarked Church doubtfully,
‘““ And you'd probably get into hot water
with your pater, too.”

‘“By George! I hadn't thought of that)”’
said Handforth. * Now I can understhnd
why he sent me an extra big tip! Bribery.
by George! He thought I shouldn’t mind!
But I do mind!”

“Why?"” asked McClure. - ‘“ It’s not so
bad to have a young brother about., I wish
[ had one, anyhow —"

“ You—you fathead!” sneered Handforth.
““ He'd be a terrific responsibility! I shall
have to be looking after him: day and night!
He'll always be running to me, at all hours,

~

coming here, you kwnow! He's coming to-

| and worrying me out of my witsl”
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“ Oh, I expect he’ll shake down!"” said)

Church. ‘““I don't see how you can stop
" him coming, Handy. Be sensible, you know.
If your pater has sent the kid, and the
Head has fixed things here—well, you've
gsimply got to stand it.” :

Handforth nodded gloomily.

““ 1 suppose I have,” he admitted. * But
T’'ll collar the young idiot as soon as he ar-
-rives, and I'll give him a good hiding!
Then T'Il tell him peint blank that I don't
want to see him, or have anything to do
“with him!”’ , -

“ That’'ll ~ be
McClure, grinning.

“I'm not going

very  brotherly!”  said
s to be his keeper!"” grunted
Handforth. ‘ He'll have to look after him-
self! But if any cads start ragging the
little beggar I'H punch them until they

can’t stand.”

- Church and McClure offered no comment. |.
Handforth was always uttering contradictory

statements like that. And his chums had
learned that it was far better to let them
pass.

*“ It’s queer, bis going into the Third,”
satd Church, after a bit. ‘‘ If he's a dunce,
he ought to start in the Second—"

‘““ Dunce!” repeated Handforth warmly.
“ What's that?” .

‘““ You said e
- ‘ Did you call my young brother a dunce?”

demanded Handforth wrathfully,

“Yes, but—"

““ Say it again, and I'll wipe up the floor
with you!” roared Handforth.

‘“ But—but that’s what you called him!”

gasped Church. ** You said he was a
shocking dunce, you know e
“1 don’t care abcut that!’® interjected

Handforth tartly. ‘‘ I can say what I like!
As a matter of fact, he is a dunce, but I'm

not going to have you calling him one! As
~soon 2s he arrives I shall give him a
lecture, and a tanning—"

Tap! ™
_ " Come in, fathcad!” snapped Handforth
irritably. A

Thoe study door opened, and Nelson Lee
appeared.

N ‘““ Oh, my hat!” said Handforth faintly.
I—I didn’t know it was you, sir!”
The Housemaster-detective smiled.

‘““ It is quite all right, Handforth,” he said |

smecothly. ‘““1 was expecting scmething far
less complimentary. We will let it pass. 1
_don’t know whether you are aware of it, my
boy, but your younger brother is coming to
St. Frank’s this afterncon.”’ .

) “ That’s right, sir,” said Handforth.
‘I've got a letter from the pater here. I
think it’s an awful cheek, and I'm going
to wipe the young beggar up as soon as he
appears— I—I mean—— That is, I shall

1 understood you perfectly at first,
Handforth,” interrupted Nelson Lee. “ You
intend to wipe your young brether up when
he arrives. In other words, you will treat
kim somewhat roughly ”
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| Handforth, that you will

oy

i I__I______”

“ 1 am expecting something of the sorf,
Handforth, and that is why I have coms
here now,” went on Nelson Lee. *““ 1 can
quite understand that you do not lock upon
this new arrangement with favour. _ Elder
brothers generally think it 15 a nuisance to
have a minor in the same school.”

““The fact is, sir, I thought aboub
writing to the pater——" .

““ Then you must think again, my boy—
you must abandon all such ideas,” s;ud
the fameus detective. ‘“ Your brother Willy
is coming to-day, and he will go into the
Third Form. 1 have alread§¥ had a ehat
with Owen minor and one or two other Third
Formers. And now I want your promise,
do all in Yyour
power to welcome your brother, and make
him feel comfortable.” -
Handferth looked blank.
“ But—but that's awful,
tested. *“ I—1 mean——" .

“1 further want your {aithful promise
that you will not ill-treat your brother in
any way,” went on Nelson Lee. “1 do
not imply that you are a bully, Handforth,
but you are certainly thoughtless, and you
do not seem to be aware of your own'
strength sometimes.””

Church and McClure silently agreed.

“1 wanted to give him a touching up as
goon as he arrived, sir,” said Handy.

““ Then you must not do s0,” exclaimed
Lee. ** You must promise me ncw-—on your
honour—that you will not lay a finger on
your brother. By that I mean that you
must not attempt to correct Lim in any
way? Do you promise?” |

“ Well, cir, I'll do my best,” said Hand-
forth unwillingly.

‘“ Do you promise, Handforth?”

“ Yes, sir if you particularly want it.”

‘““ 8plendid !’ smiled Nelson Lee. ‘‘I have
your promise, Handforth—on your honour.
So you must be cateful. I have taken this
precaution because you may think that it is
your duty to punish your brother for any
{ittle misdeed. It is not your duty at all—
it will be for Mr. Supclifie to see to such
matters.” |

“ Yes, sir,” said Handforth reluctantly.

‘“ And you have rather strange ideas con-
cerning correction, Handforth,” continued
Nelson Lee¢ drily. ‘ Upen the whole, there-
fore, it is better that you should not have
the power to apply your peculiar methods.
You have promised me, my boy, and I shall
expect you to keep your word, Thank you,
Handforth!”

Nelson TLee withdrew, and Handforth
gazed at his chums dazedly.

sir!”” he pro-

“1 was dotty!” he said. ‘I gave him
that promise, you know! I—I can’t think
why I did it! I'm belpless now! I sha’'n’t

be able to tan the little rotter at all! I
say, this—this is awful!” :
But Church and McClure didn’t {hink so,

They were filled with admiration for the

neat way in which Nelson Lee had drawn

' Handy’s teeth!
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CHAPTER 1I.

THE COMING OF MASTER WwiLty!

WEN minor glanced at
the school clock.
“ Ie'll be here
" within an hour,” he
said. “ I vote we get up a
party and go down to the
¥ station to meet him.”
 Good idea!” said Chubby Hcath.

The heroes of the Third wero talking to-
rether in a corner cf the Triangle. They
were all talking at once, but this made
littie differefiee. It was quite a usual state
of affairs,. '

(3}

Owen minor was the self-appointed leader |-

of the Third in the Ancient House. - llo
was cock of the walk, and he let every-
body know it. He held this position simply
bhocause he was capable of fighting any ether
fax to a pulp. In the Third, Might was
undoubtedly Right.

On this particular afternoon all usual
topics wera dropped. Even fcotball was
aliowed to slide. A new Kkid was coming—
and‘not a usual new kid, either. This chap
was no less a person than the brother of
tha ono and only Handforth.

The occasion, in fact, was of paramount
importance.

“ It’s the first time I knew Handiorth
had a minor,” said Dicky Jeorps. 1 wonder
if he'll be anything like llandy? If he is,
we'll soon shove him in his place. It’s
a wonder to me how the Remove chaps
.st2nd Handy, you kpow."

“ Oh, they’ves gct to!” said Owen minor.
‘““ What's the f@ood of wrguiug with 1land-
forth? He's hopeless! I expect his brother
will be just the same. So wo'll make things
richt at the very start. We'll show the
ass that we're not going to put up with
any rot, We'll squash him befcrs he can
start anything.”

““ Good wheeze!”

“ That's the idea, Owen!"”

“ Of course it is,”” said Owen minor
calmly. * To begin with, I'm the Ileader
of the Third. Doez anybody dispute that?”

Nobody did.

“ Very well,” went on Owen. “ When
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“this kid comes, we'll sit on him, and make:

him thoroughly understand that Le's no-
body. See? If he gets any big ideas into
his head because he's get a major here we’ll
koock 'em out.”

““* Hear, hear!"

“ And wo'll meet him at the station—-

“ [ shouldn’t!” said Lemon.

“ @h, and why not?” demanded Owen
minor tartly. ‘° Who asked you to speak,
Juicy? Why wouldn't yon meet him?"

‘““ Bacause it'll make him think he’s im-
portant,” said Lemon. * He'll get big ideas
if wo all swarm round him as soon  as he

T

steps off the +train. He'll think . we're
hoaouring him-—-"' .
‘“No, he won't!” interrupted Owen.

“I'll see to that. We'll tell him to, his

A

silly face that we’ve come because we mean
to have a word with him before Handforth
gets a chance. We'll point out that we
don’t care tuppence about ,his fatheaded
major, and that if he dares {to go suivelling
to him, we'll touch him up!” -

“ Good!"

“T'hat’s it, old son!"

‘““ And  supposing llandforth meets the
traiu, too?"” asked Lemon. - g =

“He won't!" declarcd Owen minor. I
know Handy, and he’d rather eat snails
than go to the station to meet his young
brother! Some of the Remove chaps are
saying that Handy is fearfully wild be-
causo the kid's coming.”

“] expect he's a wash-out!” said Heath.
““That's why Iandy's wild. 1e'll  be
stown up, you know. All the better if he
is, Handforth was always too joily cocky!
It his brother 18 a wash-out ho'll climb
down a bit."”

The fags digcussed matters until it was
time to go down to the station. Then they
departed in-a body--about ten or twelvs
of them. Only the fags-in-chief were al-
lewed to go on this expedition. The smaller
iry were barred. There was no freedom in
the Third, Despotism ruled.

They wers a noisy bunch as they went
down the lanc. -

Passing through the village they were in-
stinctively attracted towards the tuck-shop,
which was presided over by Mr. Binks, the
baker. The window was full of freshly made
tarts and buns, and patties and scones.

And the fags gazed wvaiily. "

They were never blessed with very much
cash, and when they did have it, the money
simply flew into the till at Mrsa. Hake's little
shop in the Triangle. She did good busi-
nezs with the fags on Monday, while they
sttil had some of Saturday’s pocket-money.

On Tuesday the custom dropped off badly,

and by Wednesday afternoon there was
practically nothing doing, 8o far as the
Third was concerned. The Remove, of
course, was a different matter.

Owen minor and Co. gazed into Mr.
Binks’ shop, but they did not enter. It
would have hecen useless to enter. They

didn't possess more than three-ha’pence be-
tween them.

“0Oh, come on!” grunted Owen minor.

They reluctantly proceeded on their way.
uncbnsciously licking their lips. And when
they arrived at the station they found that
the traim was signalled. And a moment or
two later it~rattled in. |

Tho fags waited on the platform.

One or two people alighted. And one of
these arrivals was a junior schoolboy. He
was about the same age as Owen minor,
but slightly bigger 1n build, At the first
glance at his face, the Handforth ¢trade-
mark was revealed.

There was the same aggressive jaw, and
the same big nose. But this Handforth was
milder altcgether than Edward Qswald.
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a {{grk?bai?le velvet suit! And upon his_.he:ad
there was a kind of sailor hat! For a
junior to come to St. Frank’s in that get-
up was frightful.

Btons were the thing. And the fags re-
garded Handforth minor. with open scorn
and contempt. All their ideas of hm} went
crashing to the ground., He was, indeed,
a4 wash-out. ‘

No wonder ITandy had bucked at the idea
of this~—this thing coming!

Owen minor took a deep breath, and
strode forward. Ile planted himself in
front of the new arrival, and stared at him
with frank curiosity.

“ Hallo!” he said. ‘““ 8o you’'ve coime,
have you?’’ . .

“ Yes, thank you!” replied the youngster
meckly. ‘‘ Are—are you from St. Frank’s
College, please?” T —

“ Yes, please!” said Owen minor. We're

from St. Frank’'s College, please! And we've
‘come to meet you, please!”’

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

«1 suppcse you're Handforth?” went on
Owen. B i

“ Yes, please, that's my name!' said. the
new boy. ¢ My Christian name is Willy.”

““ Help!” said Chubby Heath, falling into
the arms of two other fags. ““ Fan me,
somebady! Willy! Willy be called that fcr
long?”’ -
: “gYou——-you. fathead!” roared Owen minor.

« Bringing out a rotten pun like that! Well
look here, Handforth minor, the fact 1s,
we've come here tc touch you up a bit.
Soe? We've come here to make you jolly
well understand that we're the giddy leaders
of the Third!” ) ]

Handforth mincr looked. round with In-
terest.

“It
meekly. : - _

“ Glad you know it,” said Owen minor.
*“ Wo wouldn't do it to any ordinary Kkid.
The fact is, we know your major. He's In
the Remove—and I dare say you know his
little tricks as well as we do.” :

‘* Please, Edward is rather rough!’’ said
Handforth minor. *‘ Really, I haven't seen
much of him, because wec¢'ve never been at
the same school. And even during the holi-
days he nearly always leaves me to myself.
Edward is very trying sometimes. TFathe
says that I must try to please him.” =

““You'll have a job!” said Chubby Heath.
‘““ But we're not going to have you trading
on your giddy major's name, Understand?
We've come here to—-?

“ Who'’s doing the talking?”
Owen minor tartly. :

“ Well, I was, then—" :
' You'’re going to shut up!”
Jleader of the Third.
and I’m not having any of you fatheads but-
ling in. See? Hallo! There goes the train.

That’s better! We shall be more private
now."” - :

is very kind of you!” .he said

demaﬁded

said

n

attired—wonder of wonders ! —in |

‘said Willy Handforth.

the.
“I'm the spckesman,

. 8
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““ What about your Iuggage?”’ asked
Lemon, looking up and down the platform.

“ [t came by an earlier train, 1 think,”
“I do hope it's
here, because mother says that I've got to
change my stockings in the morning, and
I mustn’t forget to wear thick underthings

“ My only hat!"” gasped Owen major.
““His icklo chesty might get-a cold! FPeor
littlo darling! Has anybody got any hot-
water bottles?” -

“ Ha, ba, hal™

““ T think it's very rude to make
suid Handforth minor stiffly.

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” ’

“ Wait until you've been at St. Frank's a
bit,” grinned Owen. ‘* We'll soon knock the
silly stuffing out of you, my lad. Thank
goodness you're not like your fatheaded
brether! All he can do is to punch noses,
and look for trouble gemerally. If you want
to find trouble we've got plenty on hand.”

‘“ But, really, I don’t like trouble!’ said
Handforth minor. * I think trouble is most
bothersome, you know. Shall we be leaving
{he station soon? I'm feeling a little bib
hungry, and I thought there might be a
baker’s shop pear by.” -

Y What-ho!” gaid Owen mincr. ““ As a
matter of fact, there is a tuck-shop down
the street. Comeo on!”’

They went down the platform, Handforth
junior gave up his ticket, and they all
emerged into the road. And here there was
ancther pause. It wasn’t because of the-
fact that the xfags cculdn’t talk going
aleng, but, somehow or other, they all
seemed to gather together in a clump.

Handforth minor was in the centre, and
he looked about him rather bewildered. He
had certainly not expected to find such a
big crowd waiting to meet him,

‘“ Abqut your major!” said Owen. *‘ Be-
fore we go any further, I want to come to
an understanding, I'm the leader c¢f the
Third Torm. Everything I say has got to
go. Do you grasp that?”

““Yes, of course!” said Willy.
are quite plain, thank you.”

“ Well, as a matter of fact, he is!”’ said
Chubby Heath regarding Owen’s face.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t be funny-—doesn't suit
snapped Owen minor. “ Well,
leader of the Third—" ‘

““ T think you mentioned that before,”
said Handforth minor meekly.

Owen stared. ' '

“1 don’t want any lip!” he said darkly.
“1If I like, I'll mention it fifty times! I
can wipe up any other fellow in the whole
Form! And it’ll only take me about two

fun!”’

“ You

you!”?
I'm- the

‘minutes to wipe you up, if I feel inclined.

You've got 1o jolly well understand that I'm
the boss. If you dare to disobey any of my
orders, you'll go through the mill!”’ .

“ But—but I didn’t know that one boy

| wis a kind of master over all the others!”
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minGr innocently. s

Hanadiorth .
wasn't like that at Tny other school.

g.tid

“You young fathead!” snapped Owen,
“ Who’s talking about masters? 1 mean in
ordinary matters. Well, about Handy—your
brotlier., He’s a fearful ass, really. But he
can figlrt-—he’s got fists like legs of mutton!
And he's a bit of a rotter, too. TIor two
pins he’'ll punch a chap’s nose.”

“ But Edward is very kind!”’ said Handforth
minor stoutly. “I know he’s rough, but
he's always generous.” *

‘* He's an ass,” persisted Owen minor.
‘““ And this is what 1 want to warn you
about. It's quite likely that you’ll get a
few large doses during the next day or two.
Every new kid does. And if you go running

to your major, and pitching yarns to him,

we'll make your life a misery!”’

The new boy looked astonished.

“But  why should I go running to
Edward?” he asked. ““1I can take care of
myseli, thank you. T sha'n’t mind a little
roughness—father told ne to expeot it when
I got to St, Frank's."

he?” said Owen minorﬂglaring.

“ Oh, did
“Did he?"
“Yes, he told me that all the boys 1
should mix with would be uncouth and de-
void of manpers!” said Willy Handforth.
‘““ He told me that I shouldn’'t mind this, be-
cause boys in the Third Forin are always
like that. He told me that I should soon get
used to it, but warned me against getting
into the saume way. Father told me that all
the boys in the Third were little ruffians.”
The fags were dumbfounded for a moment.
“You—you insulting little rotter!”’ roared
Owen miuor. :
“Bump him!"” said Chubby Heath }lerce!y.

““ Frogmarch him!”’

“ But—bat really!” protested Handforlh
minor, ‘I have not insulted you, I hope!
I've only told you what my father said—and
perhaps he was wrong. But if yvou really
do hurt
right!”

Owen minor took a deep hreath.

“My hat! You're right!"” he said.
““ After all, it wouldn’t be fair to swipe you
for your father’s giddy ignorance. Well, as
long as we understand one another, we’ll let
it go at that. There’s two things to remem-
ber—I'm the leader of the Third, and if you
go telling tales to your major you'll get
slaughtered!” :

. ““ Thank you!" said the new fag mildly,
“I don’t think I shall forget, please!”

As a matter of fact, Owen minor and Co.
did nol quite know what to make of Willy
lTapdforth. He was certainly very meek and
quiet, but his freedom of speech was some-
what disturking. He attributed things to his
father—but there was no question that he
spoke the words himself., And he seemed
quite ready with an answer at short notice.

But he looked so childlike in his velvet suit
. and sailor hat, he wore such a bright ex-
. pression, that the fags couldn’t bring them-
selves to the point of cleaning up the road
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me aow, I shall think he wasA

] Fullwood crashed against the tea-table
which, fortunately, was not laid, top-
pled completely over it, and alighted

on the other side of the study.

b

with him  And he hadn't given them the
slightest excuse for doing so. That was the
awkward pant of it,

And so, reluctantly, they moved on—until
the foremost fags commenced hurrying for
some unaccountable reason. The truth was,
they had just come within sight of the
tuckshop, and they were again irresistibly
drawn towards it—notwithstanding the fact
‘that *they were stony.

““Iere you are—if you want to buy some
giddy cakes,”” said Owen minor, “ buzz in,
and we'll wait out here for you. Don't
gorge too much!” »

Handforth minor looked round in surprise,

“But won't yow come in, too?"” he in-
quired, :

Chubby Heath carelessly kicked a stone.

“The fact i3, we ain't hungry,”” he said,
with an air of boredom. ‘' The tuck’s not
up ‘to much, anyway. We'll wait out here."”

“That's it,”” sard Owen minor. *“ Buck
up. -
“Oh, what a pity!”" exclaimed Willy. “I
was hoping that you would be quite huogry.” |

“ Why?t"

“ Because [ was going to ask you to come
in and have some buns, too,”" said the new
fag. “I've got plenty of money. Father
gave me a pound note before I came away,
and ['ve got some loose silver, too. I'm
awfully sorry you're not hungry.”

The fags looked rather sickly.

“ Well, to tell the truth, I do feel a bit
peckish, now [ come to think of i#t,"” said
Owen minor. ' Thanks awfully, kid! - Of
counse, it’s not exactly the thing for "old
lvands to allow themselves to be treated by
a giddy new boy—but we don’t mind for
once in a way,”” he added condescendingly.

“Yes, we'll come in, if you like,”” said
Chubby Heatth promptly.

- ““Oh, splendid!'" said Handforth minor,.

e

| He led the way i_nl;o the tuckshop, and tho



fags followed him like a flock of sheep. The |

smell within the establishment was enough
to make any healthy fag long for piles of
money to spend. And there were cakes and
pastries and scores of lovely things which
fairly made the mouth water,

‘““ T want you to have just what yvou like!*
said Handforth minor, smiling. ‘' It doesn’t
matter about the expense—I shall be only
too pleased to pay. Please eat anything you
fancy!”’

'* What-ho!”’ “*“ Good
man!’’

With one tremendous bound, the new kid
soared up tremendously in the estimation
of the fags. Any fellow who could invite
them to eat what they liked, and then fooi
the bill, was not only a novelty, but an
absolut: treasure. And ihe fags sailed in
very much as though they had been sys-
tematically starved for a week,

As a general rule, new kids were tight with
iheir money, They didn't know their new
companions, and treating was foreign to
thero. And they nearly always had a tre-
mendous desire to stick tightly to their
pocket-money. This new kid was quite dif-
ferent. _

It was, as‘it were, Handforth"s strain. Sir
Edward was genercus—Handy himself was
open handed to a point of recklessness—and
Willy appeored to be just the same. And
the fags could forgive any amount of sins
to a fellow who was generous, There was
110 pose about this treating business. It was
quite obvious that Willy was doing it simply
as a matter of course.

Whether he noticed any difference in the
attitude of his escort is a question—he cer-
tainly showed no sign. But when they
emerged from the tuckshop there was a dif-
ference—and quite a marked one. The fags
were now all smiles—somewhat jammy
smiles, And they regarded the new kid with
almost affectionate interest.

“He’s not so bad!” declared Chubby
Heath. ‘' And, anyhow, we’ll soon knock
him into shape.”

‘““He’s decent!” said Lemon. ‘“ Dash it
all, he whacked out about nine bob in old
Binks’ place. Phew! Nine bob, you know!
All in one go!”

It was quite a fortune to Lemon. Ilis
weekly pocket-money~ amounted to half-a-
crown, and that generally lasted about three
days. Tor any fag to lay out over three

said Owen minor,

times the amount on one feed was somewhat

-appalling t0 Lemon’s mind. .
They all arrived at St. Frank’s, and Owen
minor was not in the least surprised to see
a burly figure waiting in the gateway. Quite
a number of other fellows were hovering
about in the vicinity.
. They pretended to be chatting, and looked
In every direction but the gateway. It
wasn’t dignified to take an interest in a new
kid for the Third. But they were genuinely
interested in Iandforth’'s younger brother
—and anxious to obtain a glimpse of him.
But it wouldn’t do te let this be seen.
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0f course, their object was painfully ob-
vious, really. And as soon as the escort of
fags appeared in the Triangle, all eyes were
turned upon them. Handforth was standing
just inside the gateway, his legs astride, and
his fists resting on his hips. He glared at
his minor aggressively, .

‘“So here you are!”
‘““ Cheeky young hounder!”

Y I'm awfully  pleased
Ldward!” said ITandforth
“1It’s-a long

he said darkly.

to see Yyou,
minor eagerly.
time since—-"'

“Don’'t ecall me Edward!” interrupted
Handforth. * I’ve told you dozens of times,
you young ass, that T won’t have it!”

“But what shall I call you?” asked his
brother metkly.

“Oh, I don’t. know!"’ snapped Hand{iorth.
“As a matter of fact, you oughtn’t have
come at all I mean, I'm jolly pleased to
see you! I—I hope you settle down all
right, and enjoy yourself!"” <

It cost him a great effort to change his
views so suddenly—but he had brought to
mind his promise to Nelson Lee. He ex-
tended his hand, and grabbed his brother’s.
After all, there was no harm in shaking
hands—but Handforth gave Willy’s an extra
hard squeeze, just to relieve his feelings.

To his surprise, and inward disgust, Willy
merely winced, and said nrothing. Hand--
forth had been longing to hear a wild howl,
lIe was so disappointed that he glared at his
minor and sniifed.

““ All right—you can clear off with these
kids!”’ he said. ‘* Of course, you can’'t ex-
pect me to have much to do with yeu. I'm
in the Remove. And you're only a giddy
fag! See vou later, perhaps!”

Handforth thrust his hands into his
pockets, and sauntered off—feeling that he
had dons the right thing. -

The rest of the Remove fellows, grinned
hugely. And they fdlt rather disagpointed.
Handforth minor was totally diffierent to
what they had expected. He was meek—he
was mild—he had none of his elder brother’s
aggression, In faet, he was nothing more
nor less than a milky new kid. It was hard

to believe that he was the brother of the
recdoubtable Study I leader.

But
arrived!

Handforth minor had only just

CHAPTER III.
THE RUMOUR!

ALPH LESLIE TFULL-
WOOD tossed a cigar-

ette end away, and
Jlaughed,
w‘‘Here they come!'" he

gaid briskly. * Good busi-
ness! They’'re a lititle bit
before time, an’ we shall be able to ‘have a
decent game!”’

Gulliver and Bell nodded.

The rascally Nuts of the Ancient House
were lounging on the water-front at Cais-
towe—the little seaside resort three miles



from St. Irank’s. The October afternoon

was singularly mild, and the Nuts felt
merry. '

'They had arranged to meet three ‘' goey "
hlades from Yexford College. At St. Frank’s,
Yexford College had a rather bad name—
chiefly owing to the fact that the Senior
Lleven was not at 'all particular about foul-
ing on the football field. Also, Yexford was

famous for its slackness:

The three Yexford juniors who were now
approaching were of a type very similar to
Fullwood and Co. One of them was named
Swallow, and he was the Ileader of the
Nuts. -

“ What-ho, my merry lads!"" he exclaimed
as he came up. ‘‘Here we are again!
Haven't seen you since the first week of
term! How goes it?"

““ Rippin'!”’ said Fullwood.

They shook hands all round. The other
two Yexford fellows were named Winsford
and Rickaby. All three were sallow-com-
plexioned, and generally unhealthy looking.
Too much cigarette smoking was largely to
blame. -

- ““Well, what about that Ilittle game?”
asked Fullwood, after they had exchanged
greetings. ‘‘ There's a fine little parlour at
the back of the Fisherman’s Arms. We've
been there before, an' e can thoroughly
enjoy ourselves.” '

““ Sorry,” said Swallow.

“Eh? Why not?”

“ Well, you see, we've got to go into Ban-
nington,” said Swallow. ** Some of our fel-
lows agreed to meet there, and if we don’t
#durn up t’ll look funny. 1It’s a rotten
nuisance, but there you are, Still, I'm glad
we've met, because I can collect that guid
you owe me.,” :

Fullwood scowled.

““ So that's why you came?" he demanded
grufly. “ An’ you won’t even play the
game? You won't get your quid!™

*“*But I'm hard up—"’

‘“T can't help that,” said Fullwood.
haven't got a quid now—I've had some
wicked luck with the horses. Next week I'll
be able to pay you. I'd forgotten all about
the quid!”’

“1 hadn't!” said Swallow grimly.

There was an awkward silence for a
moment or gwo. Fullwood was greatly
chagrined. He and his chums were nearly
stony, owing to bad speculations on gee-gees,
and they had been absolutely relying upon
this little outing to supply them with funds.
They had definitely planned to fleece the
Yexford fellows.

And instead, Swallow, had calmly re-
minded Fullwood that he owed him a
sovereign. It was not at all what the Nuts
had expected. Fullwood didn't believe the
yvarn about going to Bannington. 'The Yex-
ford fcllows were clearly unwilling to do any
card playing. |

Indeed, it was quite possible that the
matter had been mentioned just to see if
the St. Frank’s Nuts were well provided with

“Can't be done.”

iiI

cash.
exactly the same kind of plan in mind.

Possibly Swallow and Co. had had

“ Well, it seems that ‘there’s nothing
much to be done,” remarked Rickaby, after
a bit. *° It's a bally nuisance, but it's no
good grumbling.”

“ No,” said Fullwood slowly. “I'm sorry
about that quid, Swallow. I'll post it to
you next week——"'

““ You said that a month ago!”

“ T know, but I was disappointed over a
remittance,” said Fullwood glibly. * Waeil,
you chaps, we’'ll be clearing off. Thero's
nothing to keep us here. The only excite-
ment we shall have to-day is gettin’ a look
at Handforth minor.”

“ What's that?” asked Winsford,

““Oh, nothin!” said TFullwoocd. *° There's
a chap at our school named lHandforth—:u
bit of a rotter. His younger brother has
come down to-day, an’ he's goin’ in the
Third. It’s nothin’, anyhow!" |

Rickaby stroked his chin.

‘““ Handforth!” he repeated thoughtfully.
“ That's a queer kind of name, you know.
I've heard it before. Some chap I met last
week mentioned it.  He was taiking aboud
a place ealled Selicombe.”

“* Rellcombe!" repeated Gulliver.

““ YVes; it's an elementary school, I think,.
ncar London.” -

“ Handforth's young brother comes from
an elementary school,” =aid Fullwood. ““I
expect it's the same Kkid. What about
him?"

Rickaby chuckled.

“ It seems yoil've got a nice young sparx
ab St. Frank’s!" he grinned. *‘ According
to what this chap was telling me, young
Handforth was sacked from Sellcombe -ele-
mentary school.”

Fullweod and Co. were all eagerness at

once,
““ Sacked!™ said Fullwood breathlessly,
(13 ‘J'.-GS.” )
“ Are you sure?”

*“ No; but I heard it as a fact.”

: “)Did you hear what the kid was sacked

ory” .

““Yes; there was quite a fuss about it,”
said Rickaby. ‘" The young rotter was crib-
bing the answers from exam. papers. The
old trick--you know, Anyway, he was col-
lared, and sacked like a shot.”

““ Thanks!” =aid Fullwoed. “ This is
jolly iaterestin’. So Handy’s minor was
sacked, was he? We'll soon do scomethin’
about thaot!” o

““ Well, so-long!” said Swallow. “ I think
vou're a dirty dog for not paying that quid
to-day—I was relying on it. If you don’$
scond it by the -end of next week I'il jolly
well do something drastic!” |

‘“Do it!” snapped Fullwood. * Go to the
dickens!”

They parted. When cach party had plenty
of meney, and hoped to rook the other party

| of that money, they were all smiles and good



cheat.
all stony, |
«“"he cads!”’  said Fulwood  sourly,
-« praggin’® us all the way to Caistowe for
nothin’! I was relyin’ on them for some
¢ash. An’ now ae've got nothin’--we're
pretty near the edge as a mabter ¢f fact.”

“ But, A say, this i3 good pews about
J{a.ndforth& minor!”’”  said Bell vicicusly
‘““ We ought to be able to do somethin’ about
it. We'll jolly well make the whole school
ring with the news! It'll be one in the eye
for Handforth!”

Fullwood lookad thoughtful.

“ We'll go easy!” he sald. "1t may bo
wrong—perhaps it’s cnly a rumcur with no
truth in it.. So we can’'t start talkin® yet.
Wo shall have to make certain of it be-
.fore1we do anythin’., besides, I've got an
idea !’

“* What 13 it?”?

“ Never mind now—I'll teil you later.”

Gulliver and Bell could not get much cut
of their leader on tho way home, And when
they got to St. Frank’s they found that
Handforth minor had been in the school for
two cr three hours. It was nearly tea-
time, in fact, and Handforth and.lo. were
in their study just getting ready for the
menl,

Fullwood: walked in without kpo<king.
was alone, and ho lngked round with an ir
of caution. He closed the door after him.

‘“ Who let that microbe in?”’ demanded
Handforth, glaring. ‘' I've seen things like
that in 4 mud pool! Only they’re a bit more
handsome! Chuck it on the fire!”

f'ullwood scowled.

“ Don’t try to be funny!” he said tartly”
“ I've come here to ask you a (]ﬂ&-‘%bl(h
And 1 e‘tpe:et a civil answer.” ‘

‘You don't always get a

He

civil answer in

his life!” retorted MHandforih. “ And we
ba.r'}'o-u, anyway. I'll give you just ten
9500111'15'”

“ Your mijner’s arrived, hasn’t he?” asked
I'ullwood.

“ The sun’s up in the sky!” said Hand-
forth sarcastically, -glancing at Chureh and
McClure to seo if they weére dutifully grin-
ning,

“ Don’tt rot!” said Fullwood.
your minor has arrived--1 know it.”

“ Then what do you want to ask for, fat-
heud?”

"It’s a quecr thing why you always want
to start squabbling!” exclaimed Fullwood
impatiently. ‘ Did your minor come from
Bellcombe Flem&ntary School 77

Handforth !ocked up, surprised,

“ Yes,” he said. ** At lcast, I thmk 30.
It was gome such name as that.”

“Ohl"” said #ullwood calmly. *hen
I've go* an interestin’ pieco of news for yeu
—although perhaps you know it already. Do

you know why your young brother left Hell-
C‘?’Ilbe?”

** Yes.2
‘““Oh, you do?” :
- * 1o left because he was coming here!”

£i \M-E].]’

i4 T

‘But when they knew that they were,
insults wero a mere detul.

PR —

all,*

Fullwood
‘““ Hoe left because he .was sacked.

“ Not at. said coolly.

IHo was
papers

caught crivbin’ answers from exam,
2

Bif!

" Yow—yarooooh!” howled Fullwoed
wildly.

e crashed against the tea-table—which,
fertunately, was not Ilaid—toppled ecom-
pletely over it, and alighted on the other
side of the study with a erash which shook
tha whole room.

No notice was taken outside. If such a
commotion had gecurred in any other study,
inquiries would have been made. But for
these fearsome noises to proceed fromn Study

D was merely a matter of coursze.

“ You—you wmadman!” stuttered Tull-
wood, sitting up. ** What-—what did you do
that for?”

“ Get up, and T'll do it again!” roared
Handforth, ** You—you insulting rotter!
You miserczble worm! Say a thing like that
again, and I’ll smash you into little bits,
and chuck you down the drain!”

“ But it's true, you fool!” snarled ¥uil-

wood. ‘' If you don't believe me, fetch
your minor here! I heard it as a fact this
afternoon. He was expelled frem  Sell-

cembe School, and left in disgrace!”

Handforth was about to hurl himself at
Fullwoed when Church and McClure de-
terred him, : :

“#Mold on!” gasped Church, *“ Think!
As spgon as Fully gets ocut, he'll spread this
rotten yarn all over the school!”

“ Will he?” demanded Handforth.
the time 1've done with him,
able to speak at all!”

‘“* Oh, den’t be silly!” said Church quickly.
‘“ Wouldn't it be better to get your young
brother, and make him give the lie to this
ead? Make him tell F ullwood face to face
that he's o dirty liar?”

Handforth Lomxdered for a moment,

‘““ Well, perhaps you're right,” he said.
““ As a matter of fact, I was just going to
suggest the samo thmg myself. Look here,
would you mind buzzing off and bringing my
miner here at once?”

go!” eaid  Church

“ Right-ho! 1K
prompuly.

He hurried out, and Handforth lcoked at
Fullwood aggressively.

“ Now we’ll soon  sed about«; it!” he
snapped. * You rotter! Coming here with
o stinking lie iike that! My young brother
is decent all threugh! And if you dare to
breathe a word of this about the scheol 'l

slaughter ycu!’’.

4 BY
he won’t beo

‘“ Wait until ycur minor comes!” said
Fullwood sullenly.

He sat there, nursing his face. And Hand-
forth paced up.and down impaliently. Hoe

was thinking now. And he received a kind
of stab as he remembered that he really
knew nothing akout Willy. He had known
that his minor was at Sellcombe School,
but he didn’'t know why he had left.

Algo, it was rather peculiar that Willy
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should have come to St. Frank's in the]
middle of term. Handforth had vaguely uub-
derstood that Willy wouldn't come to St.
Trank’s for some little time. _

" Why, iundeced, had & left Sellcomba in the
middie of term, to come to St. Frank’s? It
couliln't ba possible that this wretched story
of T'ullwood’'s was true; but, at the samo
time, the mratter was disturbing,

Then the door opened, and Church ap-
peared.  He ushered in Willy Handforth—
the latter looking rather meek. In his velvet
suit, he looked as though butter wouldn't
melt 1n his mouth.

““(Come here, my son!” said Handforth
grimly, ‘““ I've got somefhing t¢ ask you.
After that I'm going to treat you to a bit
of sport.. Youre going te see me knock
this cad backwards into the fireplace. and.
you're going to see me rub his face in the:
cinders!” |

“ That will be most interesting, Edward!”

said Willy calmly.
. “ Look here—answer me in one go!'’ said
Handforth. *“ Is it true that you were
sactked from Sellcombe for cribbing exam.
papers?”

Handforth minor stood there, aghast.
the colour fled from his cheeks, and he
gripped the table convulsively. It was quite
clear that the question had come to him as
a great ghock. A sudden expression of
something like fear came into his eyes. The
cclour flooded back into his cheeks.

:: IW(;[[?”, demanded . Handforih hearsely.

“1Is it true?” roared Handy.

Willy hung his head.

All

* “* Therp you are!” sneered Fullwood.
** Believe me now?" ;
* Great pip!” said. Handforth faintly.
2 Then—then it's true, after all!”
CHAPTER 1V.
THE PRICE OF SILENCE!
HURCH and McClure

looked horrified,
This piece of news

- had come into the

study like a = bombshell.

There had never been a

_ breath of suspicion against
Handforth’s minor. But now, all in a

moment, the truth was out.

Willy had left Sellcombe with a stain upon
his character—he had been expelled—sacked!
That was why he léft in the middle of
term. That was why he had come to St.
Frank's at such an unusual time!

Iandforth felt as though the whole room
was rocking. For a few moments he {felt
that he -wanted -to dash at Fullwooll and
smash him up. Then, abruptly, he be-
came absolutely calm—icily calm. '

“ So this is what you do when you come
here!” exclaimed Handforth bitterly. * You
little bounder! You get yourself sacked.

Wl THE NELSON
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havo the

and theg you
nervo to come to St. Frank's! Maven't you .
got anything to say?” |

“ No!” replied Willy quietly.

“ Don't you deny this rotten charge?’

from Sellcombe,

“ What's the good?’ asked Handforth
niinor. “You've already said that I'm a
young rotter. How can'I help it? If you
knew ali the facts you wouldn’t go on at me
as vou have done——" |

“All the facts?” repeated Handforth.
““ Were you sacked? Answer me that!”’

“Yes,” replied Willy, in a low voice.

“ I'or cribbing exam. answers?”

“‘YQSEH

“Then what else is there to say?” asked
Handforth, with a choke. ** You've ad-
mitted it-—you were sacked for cribbing!
And f$hat's a rotten crime!
any more to say!
sick, I can tell
out at once!”

IHandforth minor hung back a moment.

“ But, Edward, I want to tell you—-"’

“ It doesn’t matter what you sav—it can't
make any difference!” exelaimed Handforth
quietly., *“I hope to goodness the school
doesn’l get to know—that’s all. There’s no
reason to bring- disgrace on me as well!”

Willy turned, and left the study without a
word. His face was set, and he looked
strangely like his elder brother—with a grim,

I'm—I’'m {feeling pretty
you! You'd better clear

set jaw,

Handforth turned, and looked at Fullwood.

“Of course, you were bound to find it
out!” he said sourly. * Trust you to get
liold of something unpleasant! You snivel-
ling "cad! You—you—"

“* You ought to apologise, instead of insult-
ing me!” exclaimed Fullwood tartly. ** You
knocked me down a little while ago—for tell-
ing lies—an’ it ywasn’t lies at all. Your
brother’s admitted it.” :

““And now, 1 suppose, ycu'll go all over
the school, spreading the yarn?” asked Hand-
forth, clenching his fists. By George! 1f
vou do—"

“ Hold on—don’t get wild again!” said
Fullwood. ** There’s no reason why I should
take your private affairs about.' I'm quite
willin’ to keep it quiet, if it’ll be any good
to you.”

Handforth stared. |

*“* What the dickens-do you mean?' he de-
manded. ** Out with it, you cad! What's
the idea?”

“ Well, it’s rather delicate!’’ said Fullwood

coolly. '‘ The fact is, I'm hard up, an’—"'
‘ Blackmail, eh?” snorted Handforth
fiercely. * You rotten worm——"’

““ Nothin! of the sort!” interrupted Full-
wood sharply. *“ I should hope I'm above
blackmail! I was simply goin’ to ask you if
you could lend me a couple of guid—that’'s

all, T'll pay you back at the end of next
week. If you can oblige me, I can oblige
you. There's nothing else in it. Of course,

if you forget to ask for the two quid back,
I sha'n’t grumble.”
Handforth breathed bhard.

-

There can’t be - -
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« Aand if I lend you two quid, will you

keep your mouth shut?” he asked thickly.

“ 0f course,” replied Fullwood. *' That's
the bargain.”

Handforth nearly choked.

e had a fight with himself for a time. If
he refused to lend Fullwood this money—in
plain words, if he refused to submit to black-
mail—Fullwood would soon be spreading the
story all over Bt. Frank’s.

And it was drue! Handforth weuldn't be
able to refute it—that was the dreadiul part
about the whole business. And the very idea
of the school talking and speering and jibing
4t the name of llandforth made Edward
Oswald shudder. _

e couldn’t allow it! _

““ You—you dirty cad!”’ he said hotly.
“ You’ve got me in a corner, and you know
it! 'Take it—and clear out, before I smash
you! And if you breathe a word 1o a single
soul, I'll--I'll—"

“ It’s all right—you needn’t say it!” in-
terrupted Fullwoed, seizing the two notes
which Handforth had flung on the table.
“ You can rely on me to keep mum. Thanks
for lendin’ me this.” :

He calmly strolled out of the study, and
there was a dead silence.

Handforth sat down in a chair, and re-
mained there, staring straight before him,
Church -and McClure felt extremely uncom-
fortable. They didn’t know what tondo. But,

at last, they felt that the silence was in- |

tolerable.
¢ I—I say, Handy—I'm awfully sorry !’ said
Church softly. ,
“So am I, old man!” exclaimed McClure.
Handforth looked at them dully.

‘“Tt’s all right!” he muttered. * By
George! I'H make that cad suffer cne day
for this! I'l-I'll—"

““ The trouble is that he might blab, in
any case!’? said Church. “ And he’s bound
to come round again, asking for some more
money. Once a chap stapts blackmailing, he
kez2ps on at the game!l” ‘

‘“So he does!”” said Handforth. * But
what can I do? 1f this yara gets out it'll
be ghastly!”’

“ Of course it will!"”

‘“It’ll be terrible!”’ ~
" And—and we've got o suffer all” the
time!’’ exclaimed Handforth, jerking up, and
Ppacing up and down with clenched [ists,
‘““I’ve never been so worried in all my life!
You chaps won’t say a word, will you?”

‘“ Of course not,” said €hurch, rather hurt.
““You ecan trust us, I should hope.”

‘** 8orry, old son,” said Handforth quietly.
“ Of course I can. To think that my minor
should do a thing like that—get sacked for
cribbing! And it’s found out the very first
day he arrives here. Oh, my goodness! It's
h(l:l"l'lbl&—‘—lt-’S absolutely ghastly!™

' He_ doesn’t look a kid like that, either!”
said ﬁquu_re. “I would
pected it, Handy, But there’s no question
nbout it—he admitted it in plain language!
I'm awfully cut up, Handy, for your sake!”
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deep!”’

never have sus-
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“Blow me!” growled Handforth., *“‘I'm
thinking about Bill! Life won’t be worth
living here if that story gets about. And

Oh, my hat!
What ecan I do?” %

He continued pacing up and down. ,

Then, suddenly, he came to an abrupt halt.
He stared fixedly at Church, and his clieeks
were flushed. _

“T know!”’ he exclaimed fiercely.

‘““ You've thought of something?’”

“Yes!”

“What is it, Handy?"”

“I'm going to get that two quid back!”
replied Handforth, rolling up his sleeves.
“I'm going to get that two quid back, and
then punch Fullwood all round his own
study! I'm going to tell him he can do his

‘rotten worst!”’

‘““ But he’ll talk—""

“Let him!? snapped llandforth. *‘‘'Let
him! I don’t care! Ile’s bound to talk
sooner or later, anyhow—and I'm not going
to submit te blackmail! I was a blithering
idiot to agree in the first place!”

“§u-t—-—but when the chaps get to know

“T don't care« what happens!’” snported
Handforth. “I’'m pot going to be black-
mailed—and I'm pot going to hide anything!
T]ig'thing’s true—and it might as well be
told!”’

And Handforth, without waiting for his
chums to say another word, stalked out of
the study. |

In the meantime, Fullwood and Co, were
chuckling hugely in their own quarters. Full-
wood had just come in, and he had revealed
the two pounds which he had obtained from
IHandforth. He was feeling particularly
pleased with himself.

“It’s as right as rain, my lads!” he de-
clared. '* We’ve got cash now, an’ there’s
plenty more where $his came from!”’ .

** But you can't get apy more out of Hand-
forth,”” said Bell.

“Can’t I?”’ grinned Fullwood. *‘If he re-
fuses to pay up, I'll threaten to blab the
whole show! We’ve.got a hold on him—he's
simply got to pay, or accept the conse-
quenees. He’s under my thumb!”’ .

“ By gad!” said Gulliver. ‘' You’re jolly

“Trust me for that!” said Fullwood
lightly. ** You see, the thing was true—it
wasn't merely a rumour. An' you chaps
bave got to keep quiet, or eise we sha’n’t be
able 40 draw any more cash!”’

‘““Did he give you the two quid?”’

Fullwood grinned.

‘““He lent it to me!"”- he replied. *‘‘ Dash
it all, I wouldn’t put the thing too bluntly.
He lent it 1o me, an’ certainly he doesn’t ex-
pect to get it back., An’ if he does expect,
it’ll be all the same.” .

The door was flung open, and Handforth
appeared. - - g !

“ Good!” he said looking round.

The Nuts looked at him curiously. There

| was an intense fire in Handforth’s eyes, and
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his jaw was seb in a grim, determined man-
ner. He went straight up to Fullwood, and
held out his hand.

“ I want that two quid back!”" he said
curtly

“ But look here—-""

“1I want that two quid back!"

“You're not goin’® to gt at"‘ snapped
Trullwood. “* What's the game——""

“1 want that two quid back,” repeated

Handforth fiercely. * I'll give you just three
seconds! . Bring it out in that time, or I'll
knock you down!”
““Have you gone mad?” gasped Fullwcod.
“No—T've recovered my senses!”
“What do you mean?”’
1 mean that 1 was

mad before-—when

showed him that the two were quite intact.
lie stuffed them into his own pocket, aund
breattied a sigh of relief,

‘““1 feel better now!” he exclaimed grisaly.
“ And I shall feel better still after this!”

He pulled IF'ullwood up forcibly, holding
him firmly by the back of his neck. Then
he marcheid across to the fireplace, forciuy
I'ullwood with him,

“ Down on your knees!” he thunderca,

“You—you mad fool!” snarled 1‘ullwiea,
thoroughly territied. ** If you dare to touch

me Can’t you help me, you cenfoundes
rotters?’" he yelped wildly.
But Gulliver ; and Bell hung back,”

thorougiily scared. They had seen Handforth
in one of his usual hasty tempers, but they

-

-.‘
5
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I “1 think we ought to give the prisoner achance,’ said Owen minor.

"So lam

going to suggest something. If helikes, he can fight me—with or without gloves!*’

< —

you catne to my study!”
“Do you think ['m going to put up with
your Ii|th} blackmailing? Do you think 1'm
going to encourage mhherv and villainy like
this? Not likely! 1 was an absolate fool
to give you anythind!”

“If you take, that money back, I'll tell

the chaps—- .

Crash! :

Fullwood stagosred back as Handy's fist
caught him in the chest. The leader of
Study A fell back against the table, and
Handforth pinned him down. .

““ Rescue!” gasped Fullwood. *° Lemme
a hand, you idiofts!”

“Touch me, and I'll blacken both
confounded eves!" shouted Ilandiorth,
ing round av Gulliver and Bell,
_you cad! You put the money in this pocked
Yes, here we are!”

He plucked the two notes out of one of
Fullwood’s waistcoat pockets,

your
glar-
““ Now then,

—_—

retorted Handforth.

said Handforth coidly.

had never before seen him
aroused as this.

They did not possesssuficient courage to
interfere,

And Fullwood was forced down upon his
knees, and Handforth grabbed a brush which
was used for cleaning up the grate. He
pushed it up the chimney, and it came down
loaded with soot.

so completeily

“Dou’t you put that thing on me!"”
screatved Fullwood, * You- Guyg-—

gugggg!™

The zoot-laden brush was plunged infto his
face, and the next moment Fuliwood wias
trunsiormed. He became inky all over. 1 fe
soot penctrated into his hair, down his neck,
into his eaps,” and his nostrils, and his
mouth,

“That's better than slaughtertng you!"
““ Perhaps you'll re

member it .more.. And you ought to -t-hauk

A glance | your iucky stars that I'm calm!”
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" 'And this, in fact, was
was calm. "But it was the calmness of a cold,
fierce rage. He was so angry that he frrgot
to be violent. He only knew that this cad
had attempted to blackmail him,

And having meted out punishment, Hand-
forth dropped his victim, angd strode to the
~door, .

“- And now you can do your worst:” be
said curtly. ‘ You can go up to the clock
tower, and you can shout the whole story
through a megaphone if you like! But 1t
won’t be any good—because I shall have told
the chaps first!”

And Handforth left the study,
slammed the door with a mighty crash,

and

IFullwood’s precious scheme had not
panned out according to program:me.

CHAPTER V.
ACCUBED!

Ik MONTIE TRE-

GELLIS-WEST came to
"a halt.

‘“ Begad!”” he ex-

claimed. ' It seems that

somethin® is wrong with

Handy—it does, really!”’

“ I've never seen him look like this before,
anyhrow,”” I agreed. ‘‘ Handferth! ‘What’s
the matter, old man?"

We were in the lobby, and Handforth had
just appeared from the Remove passage.

The change in him was remarkable. His
face was drawn and haggard, and it was
quite easy to see that he was absolutely
miserable. But there was a kind of grim-
ness ubout lim which could not be mis-
takeis.

There were one or two other fellows in the
lobby, 100, including Archie Grenthorne.
We all looked at Handforth with interest
a8 he halted. !

“I've gob. something to fell you!” he
said deliberately.

“1 meun to say!” exclaimed Archie.
‘“ My dear old laddie!" You look positively
frightful, don’t you know. That is, the old
wssiues appear to be withered somewhat!
Pray unload yourself, old darling!”

*“That’s just what I'm gocing to do!”’ re
plied Handforth, ‘““ In a few minutes Full-
wood will be tearing about the school with
- a yarn concerning my Yyoung brother. So
I'm going to tell it first!”

" Why, what do you mean?’' asked Pitt
curiously.

‘““ My brother was sackexi from Sell-
combe School!” said Handforth firmly. ¢ He
was"sacked in disgrace, and he came here

———

“ What rof!” interrupted Archie.

i I
mean to say, what priceless piffie, old
scream! ° Your young brother sacked?

Absclutely not. 1If you expect me to be-

lieve that yarn, laddie,. there is distinctly
nobhing doing!”

true—Hand{forth |

| exelaimed,
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“It s true!” said Handforth. o

‘“ Well, supposing it i8?” I asked quietly.
‘“ What about. it, Handy?”

“ Aren’t you going to jeer at me?"’

I smiled, - -

‘““ My dear ass, why should we jeer?”’ K
asked. “ If your young brother was ass$
enough tc get himself sacked, that was his
business., We sha'n’t think any the less of
you because of it.”

“0Of course not!” agreed Pitt. ‘‘ Besides,
we don’t know any details about this ex-
pulsion, and so we can’t judge it properly.
Your startling news doesn’t make much
difference to me, old man!”

*“ And it won’t make any difference to any
of the decent fellows!” I declared. ‘' The
very iact that the Head has allowed Willy
to enter the school is good enough for me!
I he was sacked from Sellcombe for any-
thing particularly disgraceful, he wouldn’t
be allowed to come here!”

‘“* That, as you might observe, is dashed
bruainy!"' exclaimed Archie, “ 1 mean to
say, It needs a really priceless bean to work
that out, don't you know! Handforth, old
chappie, cease the worry stuff! All is well,
and the breeze fair!” "

Handforth looked round blankly.

“ You—you don’'t secem to scorn me!” he

‘““Ha, ha ha!” -

‘““You’re not turning your backs!’” said
Handforth. *“ I—I was expecting that you’d
turn against me, you know!”

‘“ Then you did us an injustice, old chap!”’
I said quietly. *“ We know you, and we shall
always be your pals. And we’ll judge Willy -
by his deeds at St. TFrank’s. It's nothing
l‘;{] do with us what happened before he came

ere.’”’

Handforth scratched his head.

‘“By George!” he exclaimed.
decent !”’

He hardly knew what else to say. And
we strolled on, chatting about other
matters. But, unfortunately, there were a
great many fellows who were only too eager
to selze upon 2 piece of news such as wuas
now being circulated. And they certainly
did jeer about Handiorth.

Merrell and his chums, for examplé, were
heard to say that they had expected some-
thinz for months. They had known that the
Handforths were a rotten c¢rowd, and
nothing better could be looked for from
such pecple.

And in the Third, Willy Handforth was
going through it properly.

Owen minor was the first to bring the
news.

He had been across to the tuck-shop, in
order to purchase some rolls for tea. land-
forth minoer had provided the cash, saying
that he would like to stand tea for the
Heads of the Third. ' |
- And Owen minor came back, all agog.

“I say, I've just heard something!” he
tearing into the Third Form

{ said

“You're
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room. “ I'll Bet it's a lie—but we'll soon
know."” ‘ . :

“ Ig it about me?’” asked Willy quietly.

§é M-”

‘“ Then I expect it's true!”

“ We'll be absolutely certain!” said Owen
minor. ‘It seems that you were sacked
from your other  school.”

““ Sacked!” yelled the Third. '

“Yes!" exclaimed Owen. “ That's what
they're saying. He was sacked for cribbing
“answers from exam. papers, and sent out in
disgruce!” -

‘““ Tha young rotter!" .

“The awful little beast!"

“ And we've been pally with him!"”

The fags surrounded Willy in a shouting,
omincus crowd.

*“You—you cad!” cxelaimed Jones fiercely.
“ (‘oming here, and pretending to be so jolly
grod. We'll teach you!"”

“Let's make him run the
velled Heath.

‘““ Hear, hear!” .

““Then we'll send him to coventry!"

“ Geod!”

Willy Handforth locked reund calmly,

“You seem pretty excited!” ha ex-
claimed. ‘° What's the matter?  Supposing
I was expelled?”

“You'vo no right to he here!"” said Owen
minor fiercely. * We’ll jolly well bar you
from thea Form! We can stand a few
things, but we're not going to have chaps
here who were sacked from another school!”

‘““ Rathe: not!" ;

‘“ Let's kick him out!"

Owen minor called for silonce.

“Did you crib exam. answers?"
manded bluntly,

‘““ What's the good of

gauntlet-!”

he

answering?" asked

Willy. “ You seemm to know as much about
it a3 I do. Even my majior's against me,

and so I'd bebtter say as little as possible,
please!”

“That means to say you're guilty!"
snorted Owen minor, ““ Well, we&'ll jolly
soon sebttle what's got to he done! We'll
held a court,.and try him on the spot!”

‘““Hear. hear!”

- Good egg!”’

*“Shove him in the dock!™

A ““ court” in the Third Form was very
rapidly organpised. When a trial was held in
the Remove the affair was somewhat elabo-
rate, and took some time to prepare—with
counsel, and everything complete.

But in the Third the proceedings wore
scmewhat rcugh and ready.

The fags did not have studies to them-
selves—such a thing was ‘not allowed at St.
I'rank’s.  And they generally gathered in

the Third Ferm room—whero a big fire was |

blazing. Hera they tcoasted various deli-
cagies In front of the blaze. In fact, the
Liorriblee messes which the fags consumed on
various occasiens wounld have been sufficient
to make an average person feel ill. But the
Third Formers evidently possessed cast-
steel digestions.

de- [

L

Everything of <any importance took place
in. the Third IForm room.

And now a courb was formed in less than
two minubtes!

A number of forms were pushed aside, and
Handforth minor was placed in a corner,
with a desk in front of him. 7This was the
dock. The judge—Owen minor—sat on a
civair which was, in turp, placed on a table.
And the jury consisted-cf the entire Third
IForm. Anybody could be  counsel, just.as .

they liked, and they wete all on the side

of tha prosecution,
“The court is now open!' shouted Owen

mino:, above the din. % Silence, you [at-
heads. Order in court!”

“ The prisoner is sentenced to run the
gauntlat!” yelled Lemon.

“ Trathead!” snapped the judge. ** The

proceedings haven't started yet!”
“ Well, buck up, and get 'em over!”
Lemon was already knotting his handker-
chief, 80 it seemed that the prisoner's fate
was a foragunre conclusion,

There hadn't been any excitement in tha
Third for two or three weeks, and the fags
wero just ready for some such mischief as
this. And as the victim was a newcomer,
and a stranger in their midst, this made it
all thae better.

They completely overlooked Willy's
generosity in the tuck-shop—such matters as
thosa wero ignored when a trial was afcot.

“Gentlomen of the jury!” said the judge.
“ I address you-—"'

* Hear,. hear!”

“ Go it, judge!”

““ Silence!” yelled Owen, “ You seo before
you the prisoner at the bar. He sbands
accused of a crime which is about as rotten
a8 any crjme can be i

“ Hold on!” put in Chubby Heath.
“That’s not your job at all!”

¢ Bl

“ It’'s tho prosecuting counsel who makes

the speech to the jury!” said Heath. 'l
be the prosecuting counsel—-"
“ Rats!”  snapped Owen minor. “I'm

dcoing the talking!"

*“Yes, but you come later—it’s your job
to do the summing up!”

“ All right--go ahead!” said Owen ro
luctantly. ** But if you speak for more than
two minutes, I'll jolly well fight you!”

The court being thus restored to order,
Chubby Heath began, "

“Tho prisonsr at the bar is a new chap,”
he soid. “ He ounly arrived at St. I'rank's
this aiternoon——"

“ Go hont”

“ Tell us something new!"

““ The prisoner at the bar is a new chap!"
roarcd tho presecuting counsel. “ You can
se0 he's a rotter by the look in his eye!
It has suddenly come to our knowledge that
he was sacked from his other school. He
was pitched out on his giddy neck, in dis-
grace. And then he has the sauce tc conys
here!" - "

“ Shamo!”



Turn him out!”
« We can’t actually turn him out,” wenty

*« The rotter!

“ put we can make his llfe one
long misery. I vote we irogmarch him
down the passage, make him run the
gauntlet, and after that well send him to
Coventry! And any fellow who speaks to
him will be sent to Coventry, tool”

““ Hear, hear!” .

« That's the idea!”’

«« And where do I come rn"” rcared the
judge. ** You silly fatheads! You're giving
the sentence, and yet you don't kncw any-
tlung about it!”

on Ueath,

» Don’t ycu agree that the sentence is cor- 1

rect?”’ demanded Chubby.

“ Well, in a way it's all right,” ad-
mitted Owen minor. “But I think we cught
to give the priscner a chance. So I'm going
to suggest something. If he lzkcv: he can
ficht me—with or without gloves!

** fa, ha ha!”

« and if he wins—if he licks me--he’!l
be aliowed to keep ‘his usual place m the
Third, and we’ll let him go on like any
other kid!"' grinned Owen.

‘“ lla, ha, hal”

The Third fairly howled with merriment.

For Owen minor was the champion fighter
of the Form,. and no fag had ever been
known to stand up to him for more than
five minutes. The very thought -of Hand-
forth minor defeating the fag champion was
ludicrou..

“ Good!” grinned Heath. * I second the

wheeze!” %
*“ Ha, ha, ha'?
The Third Formers’ idea of giving the

prisoner a chance was rather farcical. The
youngsters hoped against hope that Willy
would accept the c]m]]enge For they would
be treated to the additional spectacle of
seeing him licked.

‘““ Well, you vyoung cad?’ demanded
Heath, scowiing at the prisoper. * What's
you? answer?’”’ -

“I'll fight!” said Handferth minor
promptly.

“ What!” shricked Heath. 3

“ T’ll fight!” repeated Wiily, “ And if I
beat him, I shall be allowed to go about

just as I like?”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“You young jdiot!” grinned Owen Minor.
“If you bheat me! You stand about as
much chance as a mouse with a cat! Once
I start, I'll knock you into the middle of
nexs week!”

“ I shall try to avoid that, pIeace‘ " said
Handforth minor. ‘- But if I do beat you,
the agreement stands, dO':LSIlt it

EVERY MONDAY__pRrice 2°

mence,

N SWE Rs

= Yes, you young duffer!
licked in two minutes!’’ _
‘““ Make a ring-—make a ring

But you’il be

'3'
.

** Go it, Owen! Swipe into him!”

Owen minor removed his jacket, and
turned up his sleeves,

“ With or without gloves?’”’ he asked

curtly.

" Without!”
mine, please!™

Owen minor stared,

" There’s no accounting for some chaps’
brains!”’ he gaid. '‘If you want to be
bashed ahout, don’t blame me! I-was quite
willing to let you off lightly. But now you’ll
have to go through the mill!”’

Willy looked very nervous and unsettled as
he took his velvet jacket off and proceeded
to roll his own sleeves up. Certainly, he had
a pair of formidable arms, and his muscles
were far froin flabby. '

Owen miinor looked at him twwe—the
sceond one was a hard look.

With his jacket off, Willy looked quite a
new proposition. He had a difierent aspect.
le looked quite aggressive, and reminded
Cwen minor in a most unccmfortable way of
Edward Oswald.

The leader of the Third had only made the
suggestion in a facetious spirit—mainly to
raise a laugh among his followers. He had
never dreamed that Willy would accept. For
it seemed that he was simply asking for

said Willy. . “If you don’t

troubte,
“ All  right—go ahead!” said Chubby
Heath. ‘' I'll keep time!”

‘* Better have two on the job!”’ said Owen
wipor sarcastically. ** Ass! There’ll be vo
need 4o keep time! He'll be licked in the
first round. Somebody had better get some
water, so that we can bring him to himn-
self quickly.”

‘* Oh, that'll do afterwards!”

“ Are you ready?”” demanded Owen gr:mly.

“* Yes, please,” said Willy,

‘““ All right—look out!”

There was no formality about a Third
Form fight. As a rule, it was simply a ham-
mer and tongs affair for about three minutes,
and the vanquished would collapse on the
floor howiling, and the victor would proceed
to crow,

A fight very seldom lasted for more than
one round— although a round was a very pro-
biematical matter in the Third. Sometimes
it would last half a minute, whilst on other
occasions a round might even bhe extended
to two or three whole minutes. If by any
extraordinary chance, a fight went into three
or four rounds, the timekeeper sang out just
when the fancy took him—or when he saw
his own favourite getting the worst of it.

Owen minor meant to show the Third
that he treated this whole affair with con-
tempt. His big idea was to fell the new kid
with one swipe., He would then wipe his

feet upon Handforth minor’s prostrate form,

and the ragging proper would then com-
That was the programme.
Swipe i



Owen minor's fist swung round with deadly

purpose. Ior a fag, he knew a good bii
about boxing, and he did not indulge in
many wild hits at nothing. It wuas i3
deadly aim of his that made him cuch a
terror in the Third, He was a strong young-
ster, and he had a bit of science.

But, for some extraordinary reason, Hand-
forth minor's head was not there when it
was wante®. Ile simply jerked it aside, and
Owen staggered forward. 1Ilis chin
against a sledge-hammer which somebody
had carelessly left about. At least, that was
what Owen minor really thought at first,

As a matter of fact, it was Willy's fist—
which came up with all the force of the
great Kdward Oswald’s own, It erashed upon
Owen’s jaw, and he staggered back with a
wild howl of agony.

“Time!"’ roared Chubby Heath,

‘““Not yet, surely?’” asked Willy, in sur- |

prise, “ We’'ve only just started.”

“You—you awful bounder!” gasped Owen
minor, holding his chin. *‘ By jingo! Tl
show you! Rats to time! We won't care
atything about it—but slog on till the cud!
Are you game?”

“ Yes, if you are,” replied Willy.

Biff!

Owen minor gob a blow home on his op-
ponent’s chest. DBut that chest wad rather
solid, and Handforth minor didn’t even fall
back. Instead, his own fists came round.
And then the amazed Third FFormers were

treated to an exhibition of boxing that had A

never been seen in the Third before.

As quick as a flash, Willy’'s fists struck into
Ower minor. They darted about everywhere.
And, like cYockwork, the blows were reigned
home on Owen's chest, his face, his ears,
until he was dazed and bewildered.

His guard went to pieces. His own fists
aimed out wildly, and ITandforth mipor’'s
guard remained like a rock. Nothing could
pass it. fine casual glance at the two
lighters proved that they were in a totally
different class. Willy was skilled—a remark-
ably clever little boxer. He dealt with Owen
minor as a dog worries a bone, ?

The Third looked on, staggered. =«

This was absolutely the opposite to whatb
they had expected. They had been delighted
with the thought that Owen minor would
gwipe all the spots off this newcomer. And
instead of that, Willy was licking the great
leader of the Third into a cocked hat.

“Stop!"" yelled Chubby Heath. * Time!”’

“Time!"

‘“ Drag him off!"”’

Several fags tried to grasp Handforth
minor, but he was still fighting hard. At
last, however, he was firmly seized, and
Owen was provided with a breathing space.

Put the Third Form leader was a sponts-
man,

“Let him go on!" he panted. * Didn't
we arrange to fight to a finish? You blessed
cads—let him finish it up!"” ,

‘““ But you're getting the worst of it!"
gasped Lemon, '

struck |

“1I know it!” said Owen doggedly. ™ Bul {

can't help it—I asked for it, anyway!
we’ll go on till one of us is licked!”

The dazed fags released Willy, and without
n moment’'s wait, the latter sailed in once
more. But Owen was nearly done. He
fought gamely on, but it was useless. A
couple of momeunts later he received a fear-
ful blow on the jaw which sent him spinning
backwards.

Ile collapsed in a heap. Ilis nose was
bleeding, his Lip swollen, and one eye was
showing signs of closing. Handforth minor,
or the other hand, was untouched. ¢
dropped his fists at once.

“Had epough?’ he asked quietly.

“Yes!” pgurgled Owen minor, sitting up.
“My only hat! Talk about a surprise
packet! I{'s—it's amazing!”

Ile crawled to hig feet, and he grudgingly
hell out his hand.

“I suppose we'd Dbetter shake!” le
growled. - ** You've licked me—and you don't
get any punishment! That was the bar-
pain!’’

“But he’s got to be sent to coventry!"
said Lemon indignantly.

‘““No he hasn't!” spapped Owen minor.
““ An agreement is an agreement! If any of
you chaps touazh the kid I'll smash you! Bubt
he's capable of smashing.you himself, I
think! You'd better go easy with him! He’s
hot stuff!”

Willy Handforth looked round.

“ Well, it’'s all over!" he said smiling.
“We don't want to keep it wup, do we?
Will you be my guests for ted, as we origin-
ally arranged?"” ‘

And such is the ecomposition cof Third
FFormers, that they ogreed on the spot.
After all, as Chubby Hsath whispered to
Lemon, a feed's a [eed.

And

-y ——

CITAPTER VI.

HANDY THE SECOND!
EXT morning a remark-
able change  was’
noticeable 1in Hand-

forth minor.

For one thing, he was wear-
ing Iltons—his velvet suit was
presumably only a special
occasioh affair, In exactly the same manner
a9 Handforth major, he looked somewhat un-
tidy. Ile conldn’t help it—it was natural to
him,

And now that he was in Etons, he seemed
to gather more confidence round himself, He
even walked in a different ‘way. There was a
suspicion of Edward Oswald’s strut, and with
his hands stuck deeply in his 4rousers’
pockets, he stole across the Triangle as
though he owned the whole place.

There was no doubt. that his victory over
Owen minor. had contributed greatly to this
alteration, He felt that he had gained pres-

| tige. And it was quite certain that no junior
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in the Third would dare to say too much to]

illy.
wAnyd pow that his appearance Wwas some-
what altered by the donning of the Eton
suit, he bore an even closer resemblance 1o
the famous leader of Study D. llis face
locked more like Edward Oswald’s, and he
was, in fact, a smaller edition. His meek
and mild manner was fast disappearing.

The influence of St. Frank's was rapidly at
work. The rough and ready life of the Third
Form was a lesson which was sinking home
with great speed. 1t didn’t take Willy Hand-
fortn long to adapt himself to his new sur-
roundings. '

He had seen at the very outset that he
was like a round stick in a square hole. So
he proceeded to make himself square. le
was succeeding with remarkable rapidity
Probably no junior but one with the Hand-
forth strain could have adapted himself so
admirably. ¥
; Tg]e change seemed 1o come suddenly, in
act.

But the truth was, Willy had bheen very
carefully taking the iie of the land on the
previous afternoon and evening. Me saw
how things were, and, after lying in bed
for some time thinking things out, he de-
cided that he would adopt totally dilferent
tacties this moraing.

It was all unew to him—at his previous
schceol he had been amongst a lot of children,
in a way of speaking. There had been prac-
-tically no fighting, and the 'whole run of life
was different,

Willy could see that it wouldn't do here.

He appeared to have forgotten all about
the unfortunate incident regarding his ex-
pulsion from Sellcombe. And he looked-quite
cheertful and bright. He made nc attempt
to go over and see his elder brother. He
felt that it was quite unnecessary. Ife could
get along all right single-handed. -

But Handforth ecame out of the Amncient
House while Willy was lounging in the
Triangle. He looked at his mipor aggres-
sively, and then went across to him.

‘“ Morning, Bill!”’ he said gruffiy.

‘““ Hallo, Ted!” said Willy, with calm
assurance. ‘““ How's that, better than
Edward? What’s the trouble? You're look-

ing pretty sick!” .

Handforth stared hard.

“* Cheeky young bounder!"” he ejaculated.
‘“Who's been teaching you to talk like
that !”?

“Third!? said Willy bricfly.

“By George! You’ve been pretty swift!”
sald Handforth. ‘‘Lcok here, what’s this
about Sellcombe? You told me you were
sacked.”

“*8So I was.” ,

‘““ Aren’t, you ashamed of it, you young
beggar?*”’ .

‘““No!”?

‘*“ What?” ' :

“ Not a bit!” caid Willy cheerfully.

" Great pip!”’ gasped Handforth.
You—you barefaced young rotter!
—— Oh, my hat!” £

*“ Why,
I'll—TI’1l
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He brought down his fists, remembering
his promise. A |

‘**If you like to think all sorts of rotten
things about me, Ted, 1 suppose you've got
to do it,” said Willy. * Sorry I can’t stay
any longer. Ta, ta!”

He strolled oft, leaving Handforth fighting
for breath.

He went over towards the gates, and
found Chubby Heath talking with Conroy
minimus. They looked at Willy rather
ageressively as he appeared.

. " Everything seems all sereme this morn
lng!”’ said Willy brightly, -

“You've got a -nperve!” sgaid Chubby
Heath. ‘' Look here, Handforth minor, I'm
rather careful who I mix with! I bar crib-
bers—— Yarooooh!"

Handforth minor’s fist shot out like a
sledgehammer. It landed wupon Chubby
Heath’s nose, and Heath sat down with tre-
menous violence on the gravel. And Willy
walked on, whistling. .

Chubby Heath sat up, moaning with pain,

“ Did—did you cee that?’’ he stuttered.

““Yes, and I bet you felt it!” s=aid Con- :_:;,,_a
like

roy minimus,
llandy himsell!
you know!”

Within a space of ten minutes about five
fags suffered the same fate. They merely
had to mention some remark insuiting to-
wards Willy, and the latter’s list whirled
out, and disaster followed.

By breakfastime it was quite noticeable
that a number of noses were unusually large.
And Willy Handforth had already ecarned a
marvellous reputation for himself. The fags
were rapidly beginning to realise that this
new junior was several kinds of a terror,

After breakfast Willy proceeded to the
Third Form, and looked round him, and
sniffed. L

““Is this where we’re supposed to hang
out when we’re indoors?” he asked.

“Yes!” said Lemon.

“Haven't. we got any common room, OT
anything?” '

Ve NO !3!

“ No studies?”

“PDon’t be an ass!” s=aid Lemon.
“ Studies don’t begin until you get in the
Fourth—that’s the Remove. We’ve got to
pig it here. 1It’s a bit rotten, of course,
but there you are. It's no good jibbing
against it.”

Willy looked round, and sniffed again.

* Pretty mouldy, I call it!” he caid.

‘“ Look here, you outsider, if you haven't
got anything better to say than that, you'd
better keep your Dblessed mouth closed!”
growled Chubby Iieath.

“ Well, isn't it mouldy?”’ i
“I'll admit that it’s not up to much—"

“ Then what’s the idea of getting ratty?”’
asked IHandiorth minor. * Just because
I'm a new chap, it doesn’t mean to say

“My hat! He's just
Let’s fly without warning,

| that I'm to Kkeep everything to myscii.



Fancy you kids standing it!
term, too! .It's not good emough for me!”
“Oh! And what do you reckon to do?”

Willy scratched his head.

“ Plenty of things fto do!” he
vaguely. “‘ Leave it to me, my sons,
soon make a big alteration.”

He strolled out. .

-““ The nerve!’” said Chubby Heath blankly.
¢“ And do you notice the difference in his
talk? I believe he was putting that soft
stuff on yesterday.”

“1 don’t!”’ said Lemon. . * It's
cause  he licked Owen minor! And
shaken down a bit, too."”

By the end of the day Willy’s reputa-
tion was rather terrible. "

He had been punching everybody in the

said
'l

he's

Term after)

all be- |

l

In fact, so great was the feeling, that
Owen minor got over half the Form together
in ¢cne of the sheds at the back of the
Aucient House. It was a secret meeting—
very important, and very sinister.

It was so secret, in fact, that lights from
a candle could be seen penetrating through
the deorway—to say nothing of numerous
shrill fag voices. But it was quite clear
that Owen and Co. were hatching a plot.

Behind the doors of their secret chamber,
they talked—fhiercely.

“ Do you -think we're going to .stand it?"
demanded Owen minor. ‘ Not likely!"

*“The chap’s a terror!”

“ ile’s too mueh!”

“ And we're going to have him pitched
out!" said Owen. “1 don’t forget that

In a very short time Willy had three or four fags
- howling on the floor.

Third, and as the day wore on, he grew
worse and worse. To be precise, he got
more and more like Handforth every hour.
And, as Pitt rtemarked, what could be
worse than that? f :

At all events, the fags themselves were
thoroughly fed up with him. They had
not been accustomed to having a fellow
like this in their ranks. Willy, in one
short day, had turned the Third Form in-
side out, And he had constituted himself
the ruling leader of the fags.

He did this absolutely by right of con-
quest—and, in one stride, he went far ahead
of his major. For even Ilandforth, with
all his aggressive tactics, was certainly not
the leader of the Remove—although be
thought he ought to have been. _’

Handforth mioor had no serious opposi-
tion, however. He took his fists every-
where, and by tea-timne the Third I'orm was
in terror of them.

)

el

we've agreed that he shall be treated as
any other chap, but when it gets to a pitch
like this, what can we do?”’

“ Nothing—except somecthing drastic!”’

“ Hear, hear!”

“ I vote we send him to Coventry!” said
Chubby "Heath.

“ Rats!"”” snecred Owen. *“ What's the
good of that? He won't care tuppence!
If any chap refuses to speak to him, he'll
punch his nose! I've never seen such
a chap for scrapping in all my life! The
best thing is to appeal to the Ilead!”

“ But that would be sneaking!’’ said Heath.

‘“No it wouldn't-—if we all did it to-
gether!”” replied Owen minor. ** Besides,
we’'ll tell the Head that we want him taken
away because he was sacked from Sellcombe,
See? The Head can’t refuse. If the whole,
Yorm is against a chap, the only. remedy
is to remove him!" |

s Haar, hear!”



“« But how can we tell the Uead?” asked

Lemon. “If we go there, we
get hoofed out!” - <

vwe'll sead a deputation!”  said
minor importantiy.

* A which?”

“ A delegation!”

“ That's not what you said at first——"

“ It’s the same thing, you igncrant
chump!’” snapped Owen. ‘It simply means
a number of chaps who go representing a

(wen

lot more chaps! See? And we’ll take a
petition with us, too.” _

““ A partition?” asked Chubby -Heath
biankly.

‘““ No, a wall!” sneered Owen. **A peti-
tion, ass—petition! It’s simply a picce of
paper, signcd by the whole erowd of us!
1've got the paper here, and it is all drawn
up ready. I did it during lessons this after-
noon!”’

* Oh, s0 that was why old Sunay dropped
on you!” said Lemon. ‘' Let's see it!”

Owen. miner produced his precious peti-

tion. At first one cculd only see a large
number of blots. There was very Ilittle
writing to be observed. Either Owen

minor’'s_pen had heen in a shocking state,
or he was an atrocious writer—but the
fact femained that the scrawl on the peti-
tion was just calculated to make Dr. Staf-
ford seize the writer and flog him.

But Owen minor was blithely unconscious

of this possibility.
: " IHere we are!” he.said proudly,
reckon I've worded it jolly well! Listen
to this: ‘We, the undersigned members
of the Third Form, appeal to you, sir, to
remove, sir, an undesireable- character, sir.
This undesireable character, sir, is Willy
Handforth minor, and he has made himself
a nuisauce with all respects. We want
you, sir, to exvel him from the school, sir,
and send him away, thanking you in anti-
cipation, sir, and awaiting an early reply,
vours truly ' Now that's it—we've all
got to sign our names under here!”

My hat!” said Chubby Heath., *“1It
counds pretty good. But where did yon
find all those words?’!

“TIl admit~1 copied some of them out
of a couple of business letters!” sa'd Owen
minor, ' But they go all right—and the
spelling’s good, too. T'l sign first, and
you chaps can put your names under here.”

e signed, and then all the .other fags in
the shed took the pen and proceeded to
further deface it. As they were writing
upon an upturned box, and as tnis box was
by no means clean, the petition was grubby
to a ghastly extent by the time it was ccm-
pleted. .

“That’s it!”’ said Owen minor at last.
“Good!”" - '

(iI

].He held it up, and somishady toolt it from
)im, - ' |
“ Thanks'” said Handforth minor. “ i'%e

been watching you chaps for a few minutes

past.” _
They turned, agha'st.

i

chall cuiy.

Willy had stolen into the shed unseen in
the gloom., Now he glanced at the famous

petition, grinned, and then ecalmly . pro-
ceeded to tear it up
" You—you rotter!” howled Owen.

“ What are you doing?” )

“ Saving you chaps from a good licking!™
replied Willy. “ If you took that to the
l{cad, he'd scalp you! And it seems to
me that you're still a bit reluctant 1o
fall into line! All right—we’ll sec! Il
fight the lot of you!”

He had the same reckless spirit as Hand-
forth—it sdemed that he didn’t count the

odds. .
And Owen and Co. took Willy at lus
word. 'They dashed at him from all sides—

but sincerely wished they hadn’'t a few
minutes later, for he converted himself into
2 kind of human windintil!

Certainiy, a few blows were got home
at him, but he didn’t seem to notice thein,
and in a very short space of time he had
three or four fags howling on the floor.
The others backed away, hardly caring to
continue the tussle.

Willy looked round, pulled dewn
<leeves, and breathed hard. -

“ And that’s that!” he caid.. ‘' Any more -
nonsense, and there’ll be real trouble—
not just a hint of it like this!” w

He strode out—and Owen minor and Co,
felt strangely faint! '

his

CHAPTER VII.
" THE LCRD OF THE THIRD!

L OQTTEN!” :
Handforth . minor -
made that remark.

as he surveyed the

Third Form room about half-

an-hour later. The fire was

i rather dim, and the single

¢lectrie light which burned did compara-
tively little to illuminate the big room,

Most ¢of the Third Formers had come in
by this time, and in spite of themselves,
they were beginning to take a very active
interest in Willy—an interest, that is, other
than hostile, -

It had been practically proved that it
was qguite useless to thwart him in any
way. He had his own methods, and em-
ployed them with dire results. So Owen
minor and all his followers were now look-
ing at Willy with something like resigned
calimness.

“ What’s rotten?”’ growled Owen minor.

““ Everything here—in the Third Forin sec-
tion,”” replied Willy. ‘" No comfort—no
funior studies for us—nothing! Aren't you
chaps just about fed up with it? Wouldn't
you like more comfort?”

‘“Of course—but what can we do?”?

‘“* Got any ideas, Mr. Clever?”

‘“ Plenty!* 8 v

“If they’re anything like your major's
.ideas, you’'d better bury ’em!’’, said Chubby
Heath, * He's an-awful mug when it comes




idecas—aithough

fellow in other ways.’
** Never mind my major now,” said Willy.

‘“ Look here, come with me, and I'll show

to

you something!

‘ Where are you gomg te?”’

(1 Yoi]!ll “LE',‘

There was amne"thing so anthoritative
about the new fag’s tones that the majority
of the juniors jumped up and followed him
out of the room. lle led them along the
passage, and’ then into another passage,
which looked rather dusty and dim.

"““What’'s the idea?” asked Owen.
““These are box-rooms, you ass!” .
“ That’s what I thought,” said @ Willy.

“ Let’s have, a light on the subject.”

He produced some matches, and struck
onec. Then he opened the m-st door, and
the interior proved to be a comparatively
small apartment with window set high up,
and looking out upon the back premises.

‘The apartment was nearly empty, and
©very dirty.

“When was this used last?”’ acked Willy

‘“ Goodness knows!”

“Years, I suppose?”’

“(Oh. ‘yes-—six or seven years, 1
think—before our time,” replied Chubby
Heath. *“* They've always bcen cmpty and
dlrt.y like this.”

““ All these little box-rooms?”

“Yes,” said Owen. *“ You see, when they
rebuilt the College House, they made a lot
of extra room, and so we haven’t been
crowded out on this side for tem ycars or

shonld

more. These box-rooms ain’t  really
needed.”
‘“ And there are aboub six like this, aren’t

there?” asked Ifandforth minor.®
‘“ Yes—the six in a row, as you can seec
them,” said Owen. ‘' But what the dickens
does it matter, anyhow? What are you
trying, to get at, youn ass?”

Mandforth minor struck another mateh,
““ Good!’’. he murmured. * There's elee-
tric light on as well!”

** Going dotty?”’ asked Lemon.
*Not at all—but I'm wondcring
vou fellows have stood things so
replied Willy calmly. * You've been
tent to live here, term after term,
studies, and without any comifort of any
sort! Now what’s wrong with the 1dea of
turning these six box-rooms into 'Third
Form studies?”

The fags stared, aghast.

why
long,”
COon-
without

“ But—but it’s impossible,”” said Owen
mMinor.
“* Why is it?"”

““ Because the Third ain’t allowed to have
studies, you dufler!” -

“ Can’t we get the rules altered?” d%}\(‘d
Willy coolly. * There’s no neced to let
things go on in the same old rut, year
after year! These box-rooms are doiug
nothing. They’'re empty, and they’ll prob-
ably remain empty. So why shouldn't we
commandeer them?’’, -

“ Jt's—it’s against al the rulee* e

th a really decernt |

“ We should he scalped!”

“Who would scalp us?’’ asked Handfmth
minor.

““Why, the prefects—old Suncliffe—Mr.
Lee!” replied Owen minor. “* They'd drop
on us like a hundred of bricks, and we shtuld
he ahsolutely sqnashec!—ﬂag;«:od OF  SOIme-
taing. A gating, at the least!”

“Not if we got pserm:hqmn'“ said Wllly

They stared at him again.

“ Per-permission !’ stuttered 1Hea-th.
Who from”
‘“ Mr. Lece.” ‘

“ And you'll go and ask, I suppose?”

‘“Certainly!” said Willy coolly.

Owen minor scratehed bis head,

“ Well, I'm jiggered!” he gasped. ““I've
met a few chaps with nerve, but you take

the biseuit. Why, yoa ass, Mr. Lee. would
never agrée.’

“There's mno telling,” said Handforth
mEinor.

““ Besides, you wouldn.t have the sauce to
ao!” said Owen., *““ But I mmust admdit that
it's a ripping fine wheeze! 1It's a stunning
stunt—ahsolutely a topholer! I've got to
mive you credit for being brainy, kid!”

““ Thanks!" said Willy drily.

As a matter of fact, all the {ags were
just bLegiuning to,. realise that Handforth
minor was a live wire.- He had only Leen
in the school a day, and he was Jiterally
turning things inside out. ¢ was abso-
lutely changing the aspect of the entire
Third Form quarters. ;

It simply meant that Willy was not con-
tent with things as they were. He saw
oreat opportunities of making tliings better
—and couldn't understand why a ‘few
formalities should prevent the Third from
getting busy.

“ You see,” went on Willy, ¢ there are six
of these rooms, and although they’re pretty
small, we could mapage four in each pretty
well. That means study space for twenty-
four chops.”

““Why, that's neafly all the Third in this
House!”™ =said Heath.

“ Exactly,” agreed Willy. * So we eould
have study .1ceommod'1tmn for all of us,
and make the Callagg House chaps go grecn

Owén minor's eyes glittered.

“ My hat! It would be a lovely knock for
the Monks!”" he said.

“ Of course!”. said Willy. “ It only rests

with Mr, Lee. There’'s no neced to go to
the Head. If Mr. Lee says 0.X., we're on
vélvet. Do you think there's any chance.”

-"11‘

‘““Not an earthly

‘“- Ahsolutely hopeless!”’

“ All right, we’ll see!” said Handforth
minor. ““ As for furniture, we can soon fake
up something in that hne—without any ex-
pense, cither. I've got a few ideas. And
now 1'11 buzz aiong and interview Mr., Lee.”

“ Yon—you'il go and interview Mr. Lie?”
hresthed Owen mlnor

6 Yes b
“ Alone?t

“Of coureal”

LR & |



« vou—you marvel!” said Owep. .
it all, I gan‘t help saying it! A chap with
s perve like yours ought to do anything!
I've heard that it pays to have a bit of
‘cheek, but you're the outside edge of the
dimib !

** All
briskly. - _ .

He walked off, and the Third Vormers
gazed after him in staggered wonder. And
they fully expected to see him craw!l back,
with his hands tucked under lLis arms—a sure
sicn that he had been caned.

But Willy was quite calm, and took things
as a matter of course. He marched along
to Nelson Lee's study, and tapped cn the
door.

“Come in!”
{ective’s voice.

Wwiilly Handforth entered.

“ Ah, my boy!” said Nelson Lee, laying
down his pen. ‘ How are you getting on
amid your new surroundings?”

¢ Splendidly, thanks, sir,”” said Willy.
“I've just come to ask you a favour, sir.
I'il be awfully glad if you can oblige, sir.”

“Xt all depends what the favour is, young
man,” smiled Nelson Lee. ‘I hope it will
not be too massive!’

Willy looked straight at the Housemaster.

“ I'm airaid you'll thing it is a bit thick,
«r,” he said. ¢ Everything seems fine in
the Third, but there's a lot of room for
improvement.”’

“ Indeed!’ said Lee, raising his eyebrows.

¢« Of course, sir,” said Handforth minor.
“Tons of room! 1 could suggest several
alterations. We Third Formers haven'f got
any comfort at all, sir, and we’re terribly
badily off, in comparison to the Remove.”

Nelson Lee regarded the new boy curiously.
The more he listened to him, the more he
recognised the Handforth touch. Edward
NDswald himself was quite eapable of talking
in this very same wav—wjith all the assur-
ance in the world, It seemed to be a
characteristic of the Handiorths.

“This is very dnteresting, Handforth!”
said Neison Lee. “ So you are dissatisfied
with conditions in the Third Form quarters?”

‘“No, sir; I didn’t say that!” put in
Willy guickly. ““I'm “pot dissatisfied, but
I think they might be improved.”

p “ For that matter, my boy, there is room
or

richt—see you soon!” said Willy

sang out the famous de-

improvement in mnearly everything.”
“That's just it, sir,”” said MHandforth
minor. *“‘ About those little box-rooms down

the passage near the Third Form room, sir.
There are six of them, and they're never
used. Owen minor tells me that they
ha.vnept tbeen used for yeans and ‘years.
- They're full of dirt and dust, and abso-
,luIt:reliv arimy.”’ - '
: elson Lee tapped thoughifuli
dors! PP ghiéfully upon the

““Yes, yes!” he said: *I think I know
the little rooms you mean. Down the pass-
age to the left—six of them. The windows
look out upon the rear courtyard?”

¢ That's it, sir.”

“* Dash )
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“ Well, what about them?'’

“I was thinking they would make rather
decent little studies, sir,”” said Willy calmly.
“ We couid have four chaps in each, and
the Third would then have a lot more com-
fort, and there wouldn't be so many rows!”

Nelson Lee chuckled.

“You are a very ingenions voungster, my
fad!” he smiled. *“ But I really cannot give
gy perinission “for this absurd scheme. 1
am afraid you must go back disappointed.”

Willy rempined quite finm.

“ But 1 haven’t finished yet, sir,”” he wenb
on deliberately. These little box-rocms are
empty, aren't they, sir?” .

‘“ Practically so—yes!”

“ And theyre not likcly to be used, sir?”

“*1 see no use for them just now.”

““ Then why can’t we have them, sir,"
said Handforth minor, with deadly persist-
ance.

‘““ Good gracious!” said Nelson Lee, *‘ You
must allow me to tell you, young man. that
you have a considerable cheek. Now let me
ask you a few questions., If you can answer
them satisfactorily, 1 may alter my mind.”

“TI'll do my best, sir.”

“ Well, in the iirst place, these rooms
want cleanizg out badly,” said Nelson Lee.
““They have been disused for years, and
there is a biz accummlation of rubbish and
dust. How do yoy cuppose they will be
cieaned?”

“ We'll do it, sir,” =said Willy promptly.

““No, no »

““ I we cause any trouble, or upset any of
the ordinary domestics, we’ll stop at once,
and give up the whole scheme, sir,” said

Willy.
“ Well, with regard to the next point,”
went on Lee. “ And this, I may say, is a

very important point indeed. What will you
do for furniture? 1t is quite impossible for

you to purchase furniture, and there 1is
none to spare from other parts of the
house!"
1 tthought of that, sir,” said Willy
{ smeothly.
“ Indeed!" - '
““ Boxes, sir!" said Handforth minof.
‘““ Boxes and sacking, gir!”
““ Good gracious!”
“ It's easy. sir,” went on Willy. ° There

are plenty of old boxes and cases outside
in the sheds, sir. It won’t take us long to
knock up some tables and chairs. And as
for crockery, we can beg all sorts of odds
and ends drom the Remove and senior
studies. And there’s another point, sir—
about making furniture, I mean. It'll be
jelly good carpentry. practice for the chaps.
And it'll keep them out of mischief, too,
sir. . Why, they'll all be busy on this furni-
ture stuff for weeks—improving the decora-
tions every day! I give you my word, sir, it
won't cost the school a penny to allow -us
this favour.”

““You are a very extraordinary boy, Hand-
ferth,” said Nelson Lee. “Indeed, I can

ks'ee quite elearly that

LN you are even more
enterprising than your elder brother.”
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“I hope so, sir,”” said Willy calmly.
should just hke tao say, sir, that we shall be
only too glad if vou will come and inspect
things just when you like, and if it isn't
panuing out as you desire, we’ll stop every-
thing at once, and abandon it. But while
eaervthmg is going smoothly, we should like
you to let us go our «wn way.

“ You appear to take it for granted that
1 shall gwe ,my permission!” said Lee.

‘““ Yes, sir.’

“You do?"

“You wouldn’t be unkind* enough to re-
fuse, sir,”" said Willy .

Nelson Lee 'laughed outright.

“Upon my soul!” he exclaimed. * You
young rascal, I think 1 shall agree! But
1mnd }ou-—-«only on ccendition that you carry
out this project without causing the slightest

disturbance in the school, or among the
domestic staff."”
“1 give you my word, sir, that every-

thing will be all right.”

*1 shall not come and interfere with you,
but I shall have my eyes open,”” said Nel-
son Lee. ‘““And if you go beyond your
,]i.mit-s, I shall act firmly.”

“You're a brick, sir,”” =aid Handforth
- minor enthuﬂmstlcally ‘““Thanks awfully, sir.
“You'll find that we sha’'n’'t take unfair
advantage of your Kkindness, sir!”

““All right ; off you go!”’ smiled Nelson Lee.

Willy sped off, triumph gleaming in his
cyes. A few moments later Nelson Lee won-
dered why he had succumbed so easily.
There was something about Handforth minor
that was rather 1rremst~1hﬂe He had a way
with him that couldn’t be ignored. And,
after all, Lee reflected, the juniors wouldn't
he doing any harm, and it would certainly
keep them all out of mischief.

Willy rushed back to the Third Form
quarters, but eased up as he drew near. He
?t.roéled down the passage with perfect sang-
roi

Owen minor was the first to catch—sight
of him.

‘““Here he comes!” he shouted. * Oh,
no good. 1 knew he'd fail!"

Handforth minor joined them all, and it
was impossible to tell from his expression
what had happened.

‘“ All serene!’”” he said cheerfully,

““ What?"

it's

“You—you’ve got permission!” yelied
Heath.

“Yes!"” |

* You—you spoofer—"

“My dear chaps, it'’s ftrue!” grinned
Willy. ** Absolutely! We can have those

six box-rooms, and we can convert them into
studies! Mr. Lee told me so!”
““ Hurrah!”

l‘I'
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Owen Minor and Chubby Heath seized

Willy, and danced round him like so manpy
Dervishes. Other fags joined in the ex-
citement. And at that moment Willy
Handforth was the most popular fellow in
the whole of the Third.

‘“ Steady on!” he exclaimed. **1've given

over half of the Third had heenyg

|
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certain undertakings and we haven't got to
go hbeyond them, cr the whole thing's
hqua.shed Listen to me, you chaps, and % ‘11
go into details,”

Te did so, and the fags listened breath-
lessly.

“ Furniture out of cld boxes!” said Owen
minor. “My hat! That’s a good wheeze.
We can make all sorts of things, and one
study will compete with another, trying to
make the best furniture.” i

‘““ That’s the very idea!” agreed Wiily.

There’s nothing like competition. But
rmnd you, there’s got to be no larking about.
Unless we go into this affair seriously, and

take care to keep to the rules, we shall find
Mr. Lee on our track. It's up to you
fellows to do the thing properly. T'll lead

you'!”

““ Hurrah!”

“Good old Willy!"”

‘“ Ypurrah ! : '

Handforth miinor grinned as he looked
round. Here was another dramatic change,
indeed! Only about an hour earlier well
etbting -up
a petition to have him thrown out! And
now he was hailed as the aost popular
junior in the Form.

The Third went ahqomf,eh wild with X~
citement over the schenie, A gréeat many
juniors wanted to start then: and there.
But Willy checked them, He pointed out
that nothing could really be done uptil the
next morning. Their best plan_ would. be
to get out of bed early, and put i & couple
of hours hefore breaktast—in daylight.

And this was certainly agreed to be the
best idea. All animosity against Willy had
vanished. He was a live wire, and the fags
naturally looked upon him as a leader. And
they knew that he wouldn't stand any non-
sense. If any fellow tried to thwart him-—
biti! The Handforth punch!

And, having =settled things to his entire
satisfaction, Willy strolled out into the
Trllfanﬂ]e, feelmg very well pleased with him-
se

He was just in time to run into his father!

CHAPTER VIII,
SOMETHING FOR FULLWOOD!

SIR EDWARD HAND-

't

FORTH gazed at Willy

SAOK rather blankly.
. e ““What’s this?" he
o, '”; asked. *‘‘ What's this?”
i b A “ Only me, pater!” said
; Willy. :
“ Bless my soul!”
“ How goes it?’ asked Willy coolly. *1
must say you’re looking in the pink, pater!

And if you've come down to see how I'm
getting on, you've wasted your journey!
Everything's all serene!”’

Sir Edward had, as a matter of fact,
dropped down to St. Frank’s to see if his
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youngest son was aetting on satisfactorily |

e was rather aiamforod
lll ‘Sllul ; |

at the old school.
to ses the {remendous change

" ghert space of Lime.

“ Good hcavens, boy, what’'s hapnened?”
he asked. _ .
“ Al sorts of thines, dad!” said Willy.

“ For one thing, I've had a few lessons since
I arrived here vyesterday—I don’t mean
school leesons. But I've had a lot of pitile
knocked out of me, and I'm ten times better

off. “ How do I lock in Etons? 0.K.?"
“ Boy!"” shouted Sir Edward. * Boy! Do
youu realise that you are talking just like

vour brother? Do you realise that you've
dropped every good mannerism that you
ever had? 1 knew very well that you were
coming among a crow?® of unruly young
rascalz, but T never dreamed that they
WOlIh[ elfect such n change in a short space
p" time like thig!”

“1 thought it as well to diap mto the St.
Frank’s wayvs as quickly as possible, pater,”
said Willy. * What was the good of delay-

ing things? After all, T just slipped into
the new ways as casy as winking.”

“I'm not sure whether to be angry or
whether to be pleased,” suid Sir Edward
grulttly,

“T think }Ou[l Letter be pleased, dad,”

grinned Willy. “ It's ne gocd being angry,
beecauze that wonr't alter 1t.”

“1 really think, Willy, that vou have

more  infernal cheek than your brother!”
snapped Sir Edward. ‘ Come with me at
cnce, We will go to vour brother's study.

How has h2 been treating you, by the way?"

‘“ @=e¢ hardly had two words with him,
dad,” said Willy. *“ He Hves in a different
world, you see. Of course, there's a tre-

tae Third and the

mendous gnlf between
so don’t

‘:emmn I'm getiing ¢n all right;
WOrry.
-They entered the Ancient House, and made

their way sbraight along the Remove pas-
sage to Study D. They walked in, and
H‘xmlforth and Co., who were at prep.,
looked up in astonishment.

Handforth gave one hound, and was hy
his father's cide,

“By George, I'm glad to see you, pater!”
he exclaimed eagerly. “*O0Oh, and there’s
Bili! The voung ‘J(‘Hgd.l'b in dlbgl“'t{?e sir!"

“T'm not snrprwed to hear it,” gaowled
Sir Edward., “ And don’t gall him Bill!
sounds common'! I won't have it, Edward!”

“ Sorry, pater!” said Handforth. “ I want
to ask you about Sellcombe! Some rotter
here—Yullwood--got hold of a yarn that
Bili was sacked—I—1 mean, that Willy was
expelled !

Sir Edward looked up sharply.

“Oh, so that leaked out,  did it?" he
asked, frowning. |

A 1s—it’s true, then, sir?” asked Handy
dully. :

““ Quite true!”
‘““ And he was sacked fur cribhing exam,
answers, dad?”

r
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“1t's a wonder he’s got the cheek to come
here!”” growled Handforbh.

Sir Edward turned to his younger son.

“ Haven't you told your brother the exacy
truth, Willy?” he asked, frowning. ;

“ Not yet, dad.”

“Why not?"

“ Because he thought the worst aboub
me!"" cried Willy defiantly. * He goes and
accuses me of these things, and I allowed
him to think what he jolly well chose. 1
didn’t care!”

' You }'uuna tmp ! said Sir Edward wrath-
fully *

i What—what does he pater?”
asked Handforth blankly.

“ Why, it was all 2 mistake—"

““A—a mistake, dad?"” gasped Handforth
faintly. ¢

*Yeos.

“ But—hut———""

mean,

“Do you mean to tell me, Edward, that
you dared to believe that Willy was
actually guilty of +this disgraceful . act?”
thur;dered Sir Edward.

(¥ ____l‘ LN

“How dare you?' roared Handy’s father.
“Why, good gracions me! Have you no
better. faith in your brother than to suspect
him of such villainy?"

“ But—but you say
roared Handforth,

“Don't bark at me, boy!

“['m not barking, pater!” said Hand-
forth, controlling his voice with difficulty.
“ But you distinetly said that Willy was
sacked from Sellcombe. Didn't he, you
{'h‘lpg"’"

He appeaied to Church and McClure.

““lt—it sounded a Dbit like it!”
Church cautiously.

“ Don't 1 keep telling you that it was a
mistake, you young dunderhead?” shouted
Sir Bdward. ¢ Willy was sent home—in ab-
gsolute disgrace. He was, in fact, expelled.
1 did not believe for a moment that he
was guilty, and T quite believed his state-

nhe told me that he knew nothing

whatever about the whole =offair. If you

could doubt your own brother, I could not
doubt my own son!"”

Handforth feit rather crusned. |
“ You—you mean, dad, that there was

some awful bloomer?”

“ There was a mistake!”" said Sir Edward.
““1 object to these coarse terms! Three
days after Willy arrived home the real cul-
prit was caught—caught red-handed as -the
was qtcalmg more examination  paper
answers. He thereupon c¢cnfessed that he
had put the blame of the other affair upon
Willy. Naturally, he was at once expelled,
and Willy teturned—his ‘nonour absolutely
cleared.”

"Handforth clutehed at the table. -
“ Then—then there was really mnothing
in ite"” , -
““ Nothing at all—a mere incident.”

he was expelled!"”

said
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Handforth deliberately commenced to turn
up hkis sleeves. There was a grim light in
h:s eye, and he glanced towards the door.

‘* What is this for?"’ asked Sir Edward.
‘1 have repeatedly told you, Edward, that
you must always remove 'your jacket when
you decide to wash your hands! I dctest
seeing a boy turn his coat ~uffs up!”’

“1'm—I'm doing this for something else,
dad ! said Handforth fiercely. < There's a
job that needs attention at once!”

He gazed mysteriously from ome to another,
and then departed from the study, closing
the door with an unnecessary slam.

““The boy’s gone mad!” said Sir Edward.

““No; I think he’s gone to give somebody
a good hiding, dad!” said Willy. * Full-
weod, I e,\cht——tne chap who started that

rumour going about me!”

Sir Edward rubbed his hands together.

“ Good!” he exclaimed. ‘ Excellent! -1
have heard a great deal abhout this boy,
Fullwood, and I do not think « little punish-
ment will come amiss. But it was very fool-
ish of you not to tell your brother the true
eircumstances, Willy, It was very {foolish,
indeed.”

In the meantime, Handforth made his way
straight into Study A. He plunged in with-
. out a serap of warning. And he found Fuil-
wecod and Co, just unriulgmfr in a cigarette.
They jumped up in alarm as Handforth
appeared.

“ You—you ass!” growled Fullwood, **1I
thought it was somebody else !”

ou’ll wish it was somebody else soon!”
retorted Handforth grimly. ** Now, my son!
Do you know what 1I'm geing to do with
you‘:‘”

“Don’t be a fool—-""

‘“ See that?”’ roared Handforth, thrus tmn
ing a fist forward
. ** Yes, but— :

4 In about ten seconds you’'ll feel it!” ex-
elauimed Handforth grimly. “ Ycu cad! You
worm! You crawling centipede! Tried to
blackmail me with a yarn that wasn’'t true!
You. made things uncomfortable for my
brother when the whole thing was a fake!
You rotter!”

““« A fake?” sneered Fullwood.
—and you know it!"”

“* My pater’s here, and he’s just told me
the truth!” said Handforth. “Willy was
sacked from Sellcombe, but it was all wrong.
And he was reinstated three days later, with-
out a stain og him!”

‘“He must have washed wmnusually well!”’
said Fullwood tartly.

“*On his character, you funny idiot!”
roared Handforth., * And for starving that
rumour about, and causing all this trouble,
I’m going to pulverise ycu!
giddy fists!” E o

“1 won't!” |

““ You prefer to take a hidiag lying down?”

“If you touch me, I'll yell for help!”
shouted Fullwood desnerabely

Handforth smiled—a sweet smile.

' All right—yell!”” "he exclaimed.

¢ 1t’s true

¢ And

'I’ut up your'

s o A B R
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Handforth had secured Fuliwood’s
head in chancery, and was pound-
ing away at it vigorously.

- S

then Mr. Lee might: come! He'll want to_
know why I'm biffing you! In ahbout five
cseconds he’ll know that ycu é4pread that
rumour, and then tried to blackmail me"’
- You—you cad!”
“You’ve got to take this hiding quietly,
or it’ll be all up with you!" said Handforth.
“And I shall slosh mto you with absolute

delight! A blackmailer's & bivt on the land-
Qpapelu

Handforth wasted no more time in words,
but sailed in.

Vainly Fullwood tried to protect himself.
He dashed round -the study, withh Handforth
in full pursuit. The table went flying, and
the chair crashed over. Gulliver and Bell,
instead of standing by their leader, fied
out through the doorway, and leit- Full-
wood to the mercy of the avenger.

Handforth got him at last—held him, and
then proceeded to do things. He punched
Fullwood’s nose. he blackened his-left eye,
and #fe finaly made the cad of Study &
howl for mercy.

This was when Mandforth had secured
Fuliwood’s head in chancery. aid was pound-
ing away at it vigorously.

* Stop—stop !’ gu]ped Fullwouod.
half-killing me!"”’

Handforth paused.

“ Now then—say you’re sorry.” he panted

“1'm hanged if I will—"*

Bitt! Biff! Biff!

““ Yow—yarooh!” howled Tullwood.
I’'m sorry!”

“You’'re

(iI___
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« (tond! Now say that you're a worm, and
that you're not fit to eat off the same plate
ng a mongrel!” said Handforth. ~

Fullwoced jibbed at this.

« you—you bullying cad!" he snapped.
o .

¢ This isn*t bullying—it's just punishment,"’
said Handforth. * I bar bullying, but you
asked for this, aud you've got it! Now I'll

H- I

give you one more chance to repeat what -1
caid. Here's my fist, look! It's coming
down "

Ralph Leslie gave a squeal. .

“ I'm—I'm a worm!”" he panted wildly,

“ You are!” .

¢ And-—and I'm not fit to eat off the
same piate as a mongrel!” said I'ullweod
hastily.

“ Ha, ha hal”

IMandforth glaced round, and saw for the
first time that thie door was open, and*that
s crewd of juniors were looking in.

“ @lad to hear that Tullweod knows his
" brecad!" grinned Reggie Pitt,

Fullwood squirmed, -

““ This—this blithering f20l made te say
ithat!" he hooted.

“ Bithering fool, &m I?” bawled Hand-
forth.  All right, I'll give ¥ou =ome more
fors that! But you shall have another
chanca. Bay this—say that yoi're never
going to do » eaddish action again, and that
you're net fit to wipe Teddy Long's boots!™

¢ Ila, ha hal®

¢

Fullwood, writhing with rage, was _ com-
pelled to repeat the words. And then Hand-
forth allowed him to go free. Fullwood only
just managed to crawl away to one of the
bathrooms, in order to clean himself. He
looked a wreck—and he was a wreck for
days . |

But he had learned a lesson that he was
‘not likely to forget very soon. At first most
of the. juniors were inclined to believe that
Handforth had gone too far. But when they
learnt. the details of Fullwood's rascally
conduct, they were quite convinced that
- Handforth had been even lenient.

Having finished with Fullwood, Handforth
went out into the Triangle, to cool off. In
the dusk, he saw a small figure, and he in-
stantly recognised it as his minor. His jaw
set grimly.

“ Come here, you little bounder!’ he said
darkly. .

“ §peaking to me?” said Willy, turning.

“Yes, I am!”
+““ What's wrong?"

“ If T hadn't used up all my strength on
Futlwood, 1'd bave dragged you across the
Triangla by your hair!”" gaid Handforth
politely. “* Youw, young bounder!  What do
you mean by it?”

“ What do I mean by what?”

‘“ You know!"

*“* Oh, vout mean the Sellcombe business?”

L (Continued on next page.)
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“ Of rvourse I do!” snapped 'Handforth.

“ You knew all the time that the thing
~was wrong—and yet you let the whole school
think that you had really been sacked from
Sellcombe in disgrace!”

Willy grinned.

“Well, it didn't matter much,” he said.
‘“In spite of that, the Third ¥orm chaps
aroe pretty keem on me. I don't want to
boast, but I think I've stirred things up
pretty completely in the Third!”

“ Blessed if I know what you’'ve been up
to!”’ said Handforth suspiciously. * You'll
come to a bad end, my lad! But you're
steering away from the point. Why did you
tell me that you had been sacked—-"

*“ Because I was sacked——"'

““Then why didn't you tell me that you’d
been reinstated?”’

“I never had a chance!” replied Willy.
‘““ You started accusing me, and all the other
fellows accused me. You didn’t ask if it
was true—you didn’t ask me for any ex-
planation. You took it for granted.”

“ And I suppose you got your little back
up?”’ snapped Handforth.

“ Well, yes!”
‘““ Huh!” snorted Handforth. * Well, after
all. T can’t altogether blame you. I suppose

1 should have done the same. It’s the family
pride of the Handforths! And let me tell
you this young ’un—if you do get up to
any tricks in the Third—"

‘““ I shall face the consequences!’ inter-
rupted Willy calmly, ““ You needn’t think
that you’ll take a hand, because you're not

THE

wanted! We're brothers, and we're pals—
but if you chip in with the Third's affaiss;
you’ll catch it in the neck! So that’s that!
So-long, old son! See you later!”

And Willy, with all the confidence in thie
world, sauntered back into the Ancient
House and made his way to the Third Form
passage. He was grinning delightedly, and
by this time the Third had heard all aboiit
the whole affair., They knew that Willy
ha,d:!‘b really been sacked from Sellcombe
at all. ¢

And, already liking him, they now took
him to their hearts freely and proudly.

He was the most energetic junior who had
ever graced the Third. And, by all appear-
ances, Handiorth minor was determined to
make things hum with a capital I, as soon
as he had shaken down.

Willy was a second edition of Edward
Oswald—only, if 4anything, he seemed to -
have more initiative than his elder brother,
and was a positive mass of energy. 1f
things didn’t buck up now they never would!

And, sure enough, within four days all
those box rooms were cleared out, and some
temporary furniture was placed in them. In
fact by the end of the week, the Third Form
was proudly boasting of the fact that they
had their own studies. §

The Remove thought it an awful piece of
cheek at first, But when they learned_that
Handforth minor was the instigator of the
whole thing, they weren't at all surprised.

They merely wondered what Willy would
be up to nextl
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MY IEAR CHUMS,—Next week we shall be
celebrating the Fifth of November, which, of
course, means that there will be something

‘*“ happening ’' at St, Frank’s. This will
please Old Cuttle immensely. In fact, I

WHAT ARE MINORS |
FOR?

——

By EDWD. OSWALD HANDFORTH.
F courae, cverybody knows about my
O great misfortune by now. Term after
term I have been dreading the day, and

at last the awful thing has happened.

My young brother has come to St. Frank’s !

As a young brother, he's not so bad. I'm
not complaining about Willy. He’s a decent
kid in hLis gwn way, and if anybody starts run-
ning him down, it won't take me long to hand
out a few punches, ,

At the same time, he’s my minor——and |
minors of any sort are a ghastly nuisance. 1
mean, the thing’s all rot. It oughtn’t to be
allowed. Can’t a chap be at school nowadays
without having a minor bpthering about in a
lower Form ? Willy’s in the Third, and it
won't take him long to put the Third into shape,
cither., He's a Handforth, and he'sra really
deecent kid.

Putting all prejudices aside, I've got to admit
that Willy is well-buiit, handsome, straight-
forward, and marvellously clever. He’s simply
a wonder at football and cricket,” and there's
nothing in the world that he can't do—and do
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properly. He’'s good-tempered, hates bullying,
and his very (finest _

characteristic i8s a
quiet; unassuming
modesty,

In fact, Willy is
& most exactly like
me,

But that's no rea-
son why he should
- come to St. Frank's.
I'm blessed if T ean
understand why the
pater didn’t send him
to some other school.
‘He’s come here, and

there’ll be mnothing
but ructions from

morning till night,

week in and  week
out.

What I want to
know is, what are

minors for ?

—

‘“ Can’t do anything else but cheek his
brother and come round borrowing.’"

il

28, 1922.

‘il‘l!wl“

October,
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found him in sucih good humour this morning
in anticipaltion of the great event that I
had no difficulty in getting him to write an
appropriate article for the occasion in the
Mag. rext week.—Your old pal, NIPPER.

What good do they do ? How do they help
a chap, and how can a fellow expect to be
happy at school when he’s got a minor among
the fags ?

Minors were only made for the purpose of
worrying their majors. Just look at Owen, of
the Remove. He’s got a minor in the Third—
an inky little bounder who can’t do anything
else but cheek his brother and come round bor-
rowing three or four times a week.

It’s the same with Conroy, in the Sixth.
He'’s got a minor in the Remove, and the way
those two chaps squabble is wicked. Always
rowing, and always insulting one another.

It’s a queer thing, but brothers seem to
disagree on every possible point. When they're
not punching oue another’s faces, they're giving
one another thick ears. And it’s particularly
bad when one brother is two or three years
older than the other, '

The younger one thinks he knows everything,
and all he can do is to sauce his major on
every possible occasion. Of course, that's
what leads to the trouble. A chap doesn’t
like to be cheeked by his own kid of a brother
and so, of course, he’s got to sail in, and
give the voung fathead a lesson,

That's what’ll happen with Willy., As soon
as he starts any of his rot with me, I shall simply
take him across my knees, and spank him until
he howls. 1It's the only way to deal with a
minoc who thinks he’s as good as you are. You

want to treat them firmly—and give 'em no
rope.
No, U've got

to admit I'm puzzled. Why the
dickens do parents
send minors to the
same school to disturb
the peace of © their
majors ? .

It's one of those
problems that never
get answered !

But, if it was left
to me, I should only
take about three min-
utes to settle the whole
(uestion, once and for
all.  Of courze, I'm
not consulted in these
matters, and so I
never get a  giddy
word in.

That’s the worst of
it — nobody realisecs
my worth !

THE END.
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The Gold of Golder’s Green.

. CHAPTER ONE.
THE CASE OF THE MISSING QUIDS.

HE managing director of the Imperial
Bank of DBritain entered the consulting-
room of Messrs.Podge & Midge,and found

the Firm busily engaged in picking clues out of
a pink newspaper.

“ Gentlemen, I appeal to you to help me!”’
quoth the Managing Director pleadingly.
“ ¥ifty thousand new golden sovereigns have
been stolen from the
Imperial Bank. The
rcbbery took place
last night. You may
name ycur own fee!l

Mr. Podge, the
immense Chief of the
firm, nodded.

“We accept the
case ! he puffed.
*“ Details, please ! °

“ All" these sove-
reigns are brand new,
and dated for the year
1950, replied the
Managing  Directer.
“We are preparing to
issue them in that
year. The matter is
of vital urgency !’

1

CHAPTER TWO.
THE CLUE OF THE OUNCE OF SHAG:

-Messrs, Podge & Midgecewere worried. For
three days they had searched in vain for the
bank robbers. They were at their wit’s end. |
And Mr. Podge felt that he needed consolation
in tobacco. - o

He entered a shop, and was just in time to
gsee a rough, villainous man place a sovereign
on the counter, in payment for an ounce of
gshag. One swift, lightning-like glance was
sufficient for Mr. Podge.

‘The coin bore the date—1950 !

CHAPTER THRLE,
. ON THE TRAIL !

‘Mr. Midge could see that his Chief had made |
a marvellous discovery. Mr. Podge’s face was
flushed with excitement. As he emerged from
the tobacconist’s shop, he pointed to the rough
villain who had just left. - :

“ Follow that man ! 2 he exclaimed tensely.

R
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l ‘ Follow that man !’ he exclaimed
tensely.
B e e e i e e e

“ Tollow him until you track him to his lair.
He is the bank robber! Report to me later.
I shall be ready for bringing oft the final capture.
Away ! 2

And, in the twinkling of an eye, Mr. Midge
was on the track., He followed his quarry on
foot, on buses, and on the Underground.

Finally, they found themselves in Golder’s
Green—where all is not gold, but where a good
reany are green,

CHAPTER FOUR.
RUN TO EARTH!

An hour later, Mr.
Podge was on the
scene. Mr. Midge had
‘phoned, stating that
he had tracked the
robber ‘to onc of the
new bungalows which
were being built on
the Sunshine Estate.
Mr. Podge brought
twenty Scotland Yard
detectives with him.
The house was raided,
and the bank robber
was arrested. With
him werc three con-
federates.

Mr. Podge glanced
round the new housc
swiftly. He walked
from room to room,
causing the floors to sag, and the walls to quiver.
New houses of the modern type were not suit-
able for Mr. Podge. But he smiled in triumph.

CHAPTER FIVE.
RECOVERING THE GOLD !

*“ It is no good, Mr. Podge—you have failed !
said the managing director of the Imperial
Bank. * There is no sign of the gold—the
house is empty.”:

““ Leave it to me ! ”’ quoth Mr. Podge. “ By
a process of elimination and marvellous deduc-

| tion, 1 have arrived at the truth. You will

have observed that there arc many large lcaden
gas-pipes in every room—a3a most unusual pro-
cedure in a new house."

Mr. Podge turned the gas off at the main,
removed all the gas fittings, and then turned the,
main tap once more. And in every room there
was a- hissing shower of gold deposited upon
the floor. For the sudden rush of gas through
the open pipes was sufficient to send the hidden
gold spurting out in cascades. '

Another miraculous triumph for Podge &
Midge | -
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The Strange Affair
at Heather Hall.

A Gripping Mystery Story of the Adventures of
NELSON LEE, the famous Gray’s Inn Rd. Detective
and his able young assistant, NIPPER.
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1. Oxford had been cut short by folly and dis-
WELCOMING HARRY BEVERLEY HOME. sipation. e =
EATHER Hall, i Wk il B As for his subsequent stay in England,
ATHER  Hall, o which had  beeu p ¢ may he summed up in a few words—

born many a generation of the
Beverley family, was a stately aud

: atncient mansion of the Tudor
peried, densely clothed with ivy, and was
situated in one of the loveliest parts of Sui-
folk. It was on rising ground, and looked
outward for a couple of miles, across woods
and meadows, to the village of Eastwold.
A strangef sding by the Hall, as an Octo-
Per dav was drawing to its close, would

ik = .
have lingered for a moment by the massive”

gates flanked by stone pillars, and passed
on wondering at what he had seen.

On the balustraded terrace in front of the
dwelling, at the top of the flight of stone
steps that led down to the drive and the
lawn, Sir Roger Beverley stood leaning on
a stick.

He was a sentietmian, big
aud broad-shouldered, with a florid com-
plexion, and a grey beard and moustache,
Gathered near-by were his staff of zervants,
all of whom had been in his employ for some
years.

Beyoud the terrace o wide avenue, bor-
dered by trees, ran straight to the gates;
and lined along both sides of it wer¢® the
tenantry of the estate, men and women and
children, all in their Sunday best,

It was a great event in a way, that they
were waiting to celebrate. At the early age
of seven, after the death of his parents,
Harry Beverley had come to live with Sir
Roger Beverley, whose heir and nephew he
was, At Heather Ilall he had grown from
boyhood to youth, generous and kind-
hiearted, loved by his uncle, and popular
with everybody on the estate. DBut there
was a dormant weakness in his nature.
Eton had brought iv out, and his career at

handsome old

chambers in London, and inofrequent visity
to the country, extravagance far in excess
of his allowance, and gambling and other
debls which his unele had again and again
paid for Lim; until at length, his patience
utterly exhausted, the old gentlemman had
banished the reckless youth to South Africa,
giving him a sum of money, and urging him
to turn over a new leal.’

As the years passed Sir Roger Beverley's
sense ‘of loneliness had increased. He had
missed his nephew more, and more. Mean-
while, from time to time, he had heard good
reports of him, had learned that he was
earning an honest livelihood. But he had
waited, judging it would be best to do so;
and not until recently had he written to the
youth, telling him he might return, and all
would be forgiven, ’ |

To-day, after an absence of five years, the
exile was coming home. A telegram had
been reccived from him - sayving by what
train he would arrive at Eastwold, and by
now he must be well on his way in the ear
which had been sent to the station to meet
Liim.

“ There it Is,
Coombe, the butler.

sir!” declared William

““1 believe it i3!"" Sir Roger Beverley
snid  eagerly. *“Yes, Coombe, you are
right!"”

A silvery-grey object, dimly visible to the
old baronet, had just flashed over the bare
crest of a hill a mile distant. 1t was a
motor-car, Dipping down amongst the
woods, it was lost to sight for a short in-
terval, and presently it reappeared 4n the
golden. gloy of the setting sun.,

It was very near row. It swerved in at
the open gateway, and at a slow pace it
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glided up the avenue, while the tenantry
cheerad loudly, and Harry Beverley smiled
and nodded, and raised his hat, as he passed
ltj'y those who had so hearty a welcome for
VL.

tmerging from the top of the avenue, the
car swung rouml the gravelled drive and
stopped; and the young man, tall and
bronzed and clean-shaven, sprang to the
ground. He ran up the flight of steps, and
the next instant was in the arms of Sir
Roger, who held him tightly for a momeunt,
tremulous with emotion,

“ My boy!” he said. ‘‘* My dear boy!”
~The tenantry were still cheering. The ser-
vants were waiting, telling one another how
well the young master looked, and how little
he had changed considering he had been for
five years in the dry climate of South Africa.

Harry Beverley greeted them, speaking a
few words to each, and laughing as he meu-
tioned one of his boyish escapades to the
clderly butler. Then he turned to Sir Roger,
and put a hand affectionately on his arm.

“1 don’t know how to thank you,” he
sald, a quiver in his voice. “ 1 can't tell
you how I felt, how glad ¥ was, when 1 got
veur letter saying that I was to return,
and you would forgive me. 1t was what 1
had longed for day by day, for months and
years, while 1 was out. on the sun-scorched
veldt driving an ox-team, or doing other
work, I'm not the reckless, thoughtless fel-
lcw I used to be. The folly has all beeu
knocked out of me, uncle, and 1 am going
10 prove to you that 1 am worthy of your
kindness and forgiveness,”

“I'm sure of it,”” the
answered, in a husky tone. ‘' Yes, I'ln quite
sure of it. It was for your own good I sent
you into exile, but it was a sore trial to
me. Never mind about that, though. It
is all over,~Harry, and you are home again,
Back at the old home which some day you

old baronet

will inherit, and will carry on the family
line. Come, my boy,” he added. ‘' Le¢t us
go in.”

Uncle and nephew passed into the house,
followed by the servants:; and the massive
door, which had withstood more than one
battering in - the past, was shut by the
butter. The tenants of the estate dispersed,
trudging home to their cottages for supper
and bed. ‘The air was turning cool now,
The sun was below the horizon, and the
vivid colouring of the sky was fading to
deep violet. The shadows of evening fell,
and from the Tudor windows of Heather
Hall shone soft lights, and lhe ruddy glow

of blazing firés.
was golden and brown, and the leaves

j[ still clung to the trees garbed in

their autumnal colouring, and the air was
calm, and mild, and hLazy.

-
ROUSED IN TUE NIGHT.
HE weather was glorioug, though

November had begun. The bracken

LEE LIBRARY |3

Since morning Nelson Tee and his young
aksistant Nipper had tramped over the many
.acres of rough shooting which the detective
had in the neighbourhood of the village of

Eastwold, part of it from the Heather Hall
estate, . -
They had not done badly. PBurdened

with a mixed bag of which they might be
proud, they had returned at the close of
the day to their quarters at the Whitc
Horse 1Inn, an ancient and comfortable
hostelry some hundreds of yards from thc
edge of the village. ,
They had rested for scveral hours, and
eaten a hearty meal in the cosy parleur he-
hind the tap-room, where the firelight was
reflected on polished brasgs and pewter, and
on the walls panelled in klack oak., And
now, their supper finished, they were seated
in big arinchairs by the fire, Nelson Lee pull-
ing at his pipe, and Nipper poring over a
history of Suflolk wiich he had brought
from a bhookshelf.

Both were tired, and they were beginning
to Teel sleepy when they were joined by
Sulm Hobbledick, the landlord. He was a
jcvial old fellow, and they were on intimate
terms with him, as they had stayed at the
inn  on  previous occasions during the
autumn,

They were not particularly pleased to sea
Lim at present, however. He was a bit o1
a bore at times, and, as Lee and the lad
expected, he started on a subject of which
e had fully spoken to his guests twice
before. B

‘“ As T was saying. this morning,”” he re-
marked, as he dropped into a chair, it was
a great event in these parts when young
Harry Beverley came back from abroad a
month ago. It was a rare welcome he had.
A rare welcome, Mr. Lee, him being Sir
Roger’s heir and nephew.”

The whole story was repeated—the youth’s
harmless escapades as a boy, the trouble he
had got into at Oxford, and the reckiess
and extravagant life he had led in London;
his banishment to South Africa, and his
return to Heather Hall, his sins forgiven,
after an abseuce of five years.

“ Everybody was glad to see him,’
landlord rattled omn, * and especially his
uncle, who had missed him sorely. Sir Roger
looks a young man, and he gets more about
than he did. As for young Ilarry, he’s just
the same in his ways, with a smile and a
nod for everyvone. lle hasn't changed much
since he left home, only his face seems to
be a trifle harder, which I daresay is due
to the c¢limate out there in South Africa.”

“1 daresay it is,” assented Nelson Lee,
. who had with difficulty kept awake. ' Your
ccnversation,” he added, ‘' is as soporific as
your sound ale.”

“That’s a new word to me, sir,” said
Sam Hobbledick, scratching his hgad.
““ You're not meaning that my beer tastes

]

the

| soapy are you?®



“ No, Sam, certainly not. And now we) standing thete with the potman and @

will be off to bed. We have had & long
day of it, and both of us are tired." -

«« T gee you are, Mr, Lee. I shouldn’t have
kept you sitting up so late.”

Riding as he spoke, the landlord left the
room, and returned with two lighted candles,
He gave them to lhis guests, and, bidding

him good-night, they ascended the stairs to |

their bed-chamber, a large and cheerful
apartment wilh white curtains at the win-
dows. It contained two beds, and in the
gpace of a few minutes Nipper and his
master had pulled off their clothes, crawled
beneath the blankets, and fallen asleep.

Roused by somebody tugging at his arms,
Nelson Lee awoke with a start and sat up.
It was still dark, but he could dimly see
the lad bending over him,

“ What is it?" he muttered drowsily.

“T've been calling to you,” Nipper .re-
plied. ** Listen! do you hear?’
¥;‘I- hear something, It's a Lorse, isn’t
1 .??

““Yes, @and galloping like mad. There
must be something wrong, guv’nor.”

“1 shouldn’t wonder, my boy. But it
doesn’t concern wus. You needn't have
roused me.”

Thoroughly awake now, Nelson Lee rose,
and he and the lad hastened to a window.
They raised the sash, and thrust their heads
out. Below them was the fronft entrance to
the White Horse, over which a lamp was
burning dimly, and from the left a rapid
clatter of hoofs sounded in their ears.
The sound drew nearer and nearer and louder
and louder; and soon a black horse, moving
now at a trot, stopped by the doorway of
the inn. A youth was mounted on it, and
at once he looked up at the window, where
he could see the two heads by the dim glow
from the lamp. -

“Be you Mr. Nelson Lee, sir?” he asked.

“ Yes, that’s right,”” the detective replied.
*“Who are you? What do you want?”

“I'm one of the stable boys from Heather
Hall, sir, and Sir Roger Beverley wishes to
see you most urgent. His car is being re-
paired, so he sent nie.”

“ And what is wrong at the IIall?”

“I don’t know, sir. Something has hap-
pened; but the master didn’t say what it
was. He only told me to fetch you, as he
needed your help.”

“Very well. Go back and tell your
master that we will arrive shortly.”

"* Right you are, sir, I’ll tell him.”

With that the youth whecled his steed
around, and rode away in the direction from

“hich he had come. Meanwhile the other.

irmates of the house had been roused from
sleep, and could be heard stirring. Nelson
Lee lighted one of the candles, and by the
time he and Nipper had got into their
;l_othes, and gone downstairs, Sain Hohble-
lick had cpened the frong door, and was

maid.

“1 heard a horseman stop outside, Mr.
Lee,”” the landlord exclaimed. “ Were you
talking to him from a window?"

““Yes, he was a youth irom the Ilall,”
Lee rteplied. :

Having explained matters in a few words,
he and Nipper hurried around one side of
the buiiding to a shed in which their car
was garaged; and shortly afterwards they
went spinning by the inn and disappeared
in the darkness that shrouded the road,
wondering why Sir Roger Beverley had sent
SO urgent a message.

"I daresay there has been a burglary,
guv'nor,”’ the lad remarked. -

“Very likely,”” Nelson Lee answered. ‘I
don't suppose it is anything more serioua.
% is curious .that the stable boy did not
know what had happened, though.”

They had no idea what the time was, nor
could they tell, for in their haste both had
leit their watches on the dressing-table. It
was to be presumed that the stable-hoy
would reach Heather Hall first, for, as Lee
had observed from the window, he had
come and goue by a country-lane that was
nearly opposite to the White Horse, and was
hardly more than a bridle-path., The youth
had taken the short cut, while Nelson Lee
and Nipper were on a main road that circled
round the village to the west before it
ran straight to the Hall.

It was such a thick, black night that they
did not drive very fast. They had rather
more than two miles to go, and they had
covered half the distance when Lee, per-
ceiving a vague object in front applied tie
brake, and stopped the car with a jerk.
The flaming lamps shone on, and revealed
as clearly as if by the light of day, the
figure of a man who was less than a dozen
yards ahead, and was hobbling across the
road with a stick in his hand.

He was evidently a tramp, ragged and
filthy, with a stubbly growth of beard and
moustache. His tattered boots were tied
to his feet with string, *and he had lost
the heel from one of them, which caused
him to limp.

He did not glance to either side of him.
Hobbling on as quickly as he. could, he
meited into the darkneass, and was heard
scrambling through a hedge as the car
rolied past the spoft.

“It’'s a queer hour of the night for a
tramp to be prowling about,” said Nipper.

Lee shrugged his shoulders. ‘““T daresay
the fellow has slept under a hay-rick all
day,” he replied, “ and he is seeking for a
chance of stealing a duck or a chicken from
some farmhouse.” ‘

‘They gave no further thought to the in-
cident, though they were to recall it later.
They went swiftly on, and a few minputes
later they drove through the gateway of
Heather Hall, and up the avenue and round
| to the terrace at the front of the stately




old mansion. All was quiet, but lights)
shone at several windows on the ground-
floor.

‘* There has been a burglary, I imagine,”
said Lee, as he got out of the car.

He and Nipper ascended the steps, and as
they were crossing the terrace, the door
was opened by William Coombe, the butler,
who bade them make no noise, and then
led them around the hall and into the
library, where 8ir Roger Beverley was pac-
ing to and fro, in a dressing-gown and
slippers. He was gquite calm, but to the
detective’'s keen gaze it was obvious that
he was labouring under intense agitation.

“ It was very good of you to come, Mr.
Lee,” he said, shaking hands with him. 1
arm sQrry to have troubled you. It is for-
tunate that you and your young assistant
were staying at the White MHorse, as 1
happened to know, for I am afraid I shall
require your assistance, My nephew, dlarry
Beverley, is missing.”

“ Missing?”’ Nelson Lee repeated in
amazement. ‘Do you mean that he has
disappeared?”’

‘*“T hope not,” said Sir Xoger. “T don't

know what to think, as the circumstances
arec 50 extraordinary. 1 will briefly tell
you the whole story, and you can judge
for yourself.
**1 retired between ten and eleven o’clock,
and some hours later I awoke, and could
not get to cieep again. Knowing that 1
had one of my infrequent attacks of in-
somnia, I rose,, and turced on the lainp
on my reading table, 1 looked at my
watch and saw that the time was a quarter
past two.

I partly dressed, and was about to settle
down to read when I heard from below a

noise that was like a door being drawn |

softly shut. I stepped to a window, and
by what dim light there was—the moon was
sinking below the horizon—I observed my
nephew crossinz the lawn parallel with the
house. He wore a tweed suit and cap, and
he had nothing in his hands.

He disappeared i the shrubbery, in the
direction of a small gate leading to a foot-
pathh which crosses my estate; and soon
afterwards I heard the gate opened and
closed, and kpew that Harry had gone
through it.

““1 was puzzled and uneasy.
to my nepliew’s bedchamber. He was not
there, but his bed had been slept in. 1
could rot imagine why the boy should have
got up and dressed and gone out at such
an hour. I went down to the library, and
for three or four hours 1 sat here by a
window, watching for Harry to return.

‘“ And, finally, being greatly alarmed, 1
roused the butler. le sent one of the
stable-boys over to the White Horse with
a message for you, and a few moments ago
the youth returned, and told me that you
would arrive shortly. Such are the facts,

1 hurried
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myspfry. - My nephew is still absent, and

The old baronet paused. ‘“ And now the
night is over,”” he added, pointing to a
window, ‘' There is the first flush ¢of dawn
on the sky. What can have become of
Harry?”

William Coombe, who had been standing
by the door, shook his head gravely. Sir
Roger Beverley sank into a chair, and gazed
pleadingly at the detective. S |

“ Find my boy, Mr. Lee, and relicve ‘my
anxiety,” he urged, his features twitching
with emotion. ‘' It will be a terrible blow
to me if anything has happened to him.”
. Nelson Lee’s brows were knit in conjec-
ture. Though the affair was as mysterious
to him as it was to the baronet, he was
not inclined to take a serious view of it.
A vague idea, something in the nature of
a clue to the problem, had already occurred
to him. ’

“ Before you heard the door below click
shl}t,’z’ he said, ‘*did you hear any other
noise?”’

“ Nothing at all,” Sir Roger declared.

‘“How long had you been awake at
the time?"” Nelson Lee continued.
“For less than five minutes, I should

think. No more than that.”

“ It would seem, from the fact that your
nephew slept in his bed, that when he
retired last night he had no intention of
getting up at or about two o’clock.”

““1 agree with you, Mr, Lee. Why did he
get up?”’

“That is the vital question. By the way,
in what part of the house is his bedchamber
sitnated? At the fromnt?”

“Yes, at the front, and to the left of
the main entrance.”

“ Did your rephew receive a letter or a .
message -in  the course of Yyesterday?”’
Nelson Lee inquired.

““ He has not had a letter since he came
hack from South Africa, a month ago,”
Sir Roger Beverley answered, ‘“‘and if a
mesgage had been delivered for him 1 should
have known of it. I am sure there was
noune.”’ .
<" Has he al any time appeared to be de-
pressed, as if there was some worry o< his
mind 1’

“ Not on apy occasion, Mr. Lee. 1lle has
always been cheerful, and at dinper Ixsg
night he was in the brightest spirits. He
has been at home since his rteturn, and
he and T have been almost constantly to-
gether. He had nothing to worry him. He
has no debts, and I don’t believe he has
spent what money I have given him. So
why should he have gone off like this, in the
middle of the night, as if on a sudden
impulse? It is beyond my comprehension,
yet I fear there is some sinister explanation
of-—"’

The baronet’s voice faltered. ¢ Find him,
Mr. Lee!” he begged. * Find my boy!”

Mr. Lee. 1 can throw _po ligh* on the

“ Calm yourse!lf,” Nelson Lee bade. ‘1

-
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Gon't think therc is much ground for alarm.
1 want you to tell me one thing more. Of
what length is the footpath you have men-
tioned, and where does it lead to?""
. It crosses the estate for halfi a mile,”
gir Roger replied, ‘““ and ends at a road
which leads on a roundabout course to the
village of Eastwold.”

Nelson Lee briefiy considered. 1 am
glad you. sent for me,”” he said to the
baronet. ‘It .is an interesting case, one
that strongly appeals to me. Nipper and
I will go at once in search of the missing
young man, awnd we will take the butler
with us, to show  us+*the way. As you
cannot sleep, of course, you had better get
dressed, and have something to eat, and
a cup of black coffee. .

‘““ Don't distress yourself, Sir Roger,”” he
added. ‘ The fact that your nephew has
disappeared under such mysterious circum-
stances does not necessarily give rise to
apprehiension in regard to him. He may
return during our absence, and if nol we
shall probably bring him back with us.”

III.
A GRIM DISCOVERY.

HE rest of the servants were asleep,
unaware of what had happened, when
Nelson Lee left Heather Hall with
William Coombe and Nipper. A pale

plow was quivering ahove the horizon,
but' it was still fairly dark. The detective,
who had brought his electric torch with
hirn, firsty played the golden beam on the
terrace beneath the window of Harry
Beverley's bedchamber, and on the lawn
and the drive opposite to them.

‘““What are you looking for?” the lad
asked curiously.

‘““ I'ootprints,”  Lee absently
‘““ There aren’t auny visible, though.
ground is too hard and dry.”

" Whose footprints? Have you been try-
ing to pick up the trail of’ Sir Roger's
nephew?” : |

“No T wasn't thinking of him. Let the
matter rest at that, my boy.”

Bearing to the right. Nelson Lee and his
companions entered the shrubbery and
made bheir way for a pumber of yards to
A small gate in the hedge, beyond which
was the footpath that Sir Roger Beverley
had spoken of. Tt was a narrow and wind-
ing one, and ran between dense woods.

- Lec was worried, in spite of the encour-
agement he had given Sir Roger, for what
he had learned ai the Hall had planted in
his mind slender suspicion: that were of a
sinister and disturbing nature. They were
almost incredible, yet he could not banish
thermn, -

He walked in front of the others, moving
slowly and alertly, now flashing his torch
on 'the hard -surface of the path, and now

ig}f 'the borders of the woods to right and

replied.
The

»
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“It's strange the young master should
have gone this way, sir, as he must have
doue,” Williamn Coomnbe remarked.

- Lea did nmot answer. Ile pressed on in
silence, and presently he slipped his torch
into Lis pocket; for the soft colours of the
dawn had been spreading gradually over
the sky aod it was now almost fully day-
light, Having gone for another couple of
kundred yards, and turpned a sharp angie of
the path, the little party found therm:selves
oa the main road,

And at once they perceived c<lose fo the
left of them the prostrate and motionless
ffigure of a man, and an agitated conetable
win had 2 brace of pheasants in one hand
and in the other a large handkeraaief of
gaudy colours such as rustics are fond of
using. West was his name, and he knew
who tho detective was, having seen him on
several occasions at the White Horse at
Eastwold.

“ Thero's been murder, Mr., Lee!"
Fealled to hin:. “ I'oul and cruel murder

“Who has becen killed?"” Nelson Lee ex-

he

'!‘I

{ claimed, as he hastened forward., *° Sir
Roger Beverley's nephew?”’
- *“Yes, it's young Mr. llarry has been

done to death!' declared the consiable.

“The young master murdered!"” cried
William Coombe. ‘‘ Oh, what a shock it will
be to Sir Roger! What a terrible shock!"”

Lee and his companions were silent, struck
dumb with horror, while they gazed around
them, and took in the whole scene at a
sweeping glance. At one side of the road
was a wooded hill that slaped gently up-
wards, and on the other side was a deep
plantation

At the edge of it was a shallow ditch
that was dry, and in this, lying flat on his
back, was the dead body of a young man
with clean-shaven features. His head was
resting on a stone. 'There were br.ises on
his face and brow, one of them obvionsly
caused by a blow from 2a blunt weapon,
and his pockets were turned inside out.
Nipper was struck with awe, and the butler
was 80 distressed that tears trickled down
his cheeks

“ It's not five minutes since I made the
discovery, sir,”” Constable West said to the
detective. “I had been a long. round of
duty during the night, -and I was on my
way back to Eastwold when——"

“ Wait a moment!”’ Nelson Lee interrupted.

. His features cold and stern, he bent over
{tha corpse, and thoroughly and closely ex-
amined it, shifting it frcm one position to
another.

““ Tho poor fellow has been dead for somé
hours,”” he said, as he stood ercct. ‘ Heo
was attacked by one or mofe men—there
were probably two—and a heavy blow from
ono of them hurled him into the ditch, whereo
‘he struck the back of his head on that big
{ stone, and fractured his skull. And theny,

e
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finding they had killed [
himm, his  assailants
rifled his pockets and
took to flight.”

Lee paused for a
moment,

*“You have stated
that you were on
duty all night, West,”
he said. ' Did you
meet any person on
your round?”’

** No, sir, I didn't
meet anybody,” the
constable replied. *'1I
was on my way back
to the village, as I
was going to tell you,
when I discovered the
murder.”’

‘“What are you
doing with the brate
of pheasants and that
coloured handker-
chief?” Lee asked.

““1 picked up the

it
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pheasants in the
ditch, sir. As for the
handkerchief, it was

caught on that clump
of bushes a little way
along the road, and
unless I am greatly
inistaken iit, i8 going
know.”

‘““Indeed? Who is the man?”

“ He is Ben Lockett, sir. He lives with
his old father in a cottage half a mile from
here, in the direction of the village. He
works on a farm by day, and at night he
goes poaching. e has been impriscned for
it once or twice.”

““This is his handkerchief, West2”

¢ It is, sir. I can swear to that, and I
am certain it was *he who killed young
Beverley.”

““ Have you any other reason for thinking
80?7

‘““1 have, Mr. Lee, and a good ome. -1'll
-t¢ll you in a few words what it is. Nearly
8iX years ago, when Harry Beverley was
staying at the Hall, he got kind of friendly
with a pretty girl named Peggy Marsh, who
was engaged to Ben Lockett. He didn't
mean any harm to her. He wasn't that

to haung a man I

kind, to give him his due. But he turned |

the girl’s head, and after he was sent out
to Bouth Africa she wouldn’t have anything
more to do with Lockett., She broke with
him, and went into service at Brandon, and
married somebody there. Ever since Ben
Lockett has had a grudge against young
Beverley, and he was heard to speak of it
only a day or so ago. So there you are!”

Constable West slapped his thigh, and
looked tmump.ha.nt‘ly. att  the detective.
Nipper nodded. William Coombe was fairly

shaking with excitement and passion. ;
“ You're right!” he cried. ** You're. right,

‘“It's not five minutes since | made the discovery,
sir,’’ constable West said to the datectn‘ve.

West! I’'ve heard the tale, and I know
myself that Ben Lockett has been vindictive
towards the yeung master because of Peggy
Marsh. What happened is clear cnough.
Lockett had been poaching last night, and he
slipped out of the woods, with some
pheasants he had snared, just as Harry
Beverley came along. He quarrelled with
him, raking up the past, and hot words led
to a fight. .Then Lockett, who was the
stronger c¢f the twe, knocked the young
master down in the ditch, and killed him.
And in mad terror, realising what he had
done, he fled in such haste that he left the
pheasants behind him, and lost his hand-
kerchief,”’

“1 reckon .that's just how
Coombe,”” the constable =assented.

““Of course it is., The handkerchief will
hang Lockett. You must arreet him without.
delay.” - '

“ Yes, if he’s at home. As likely as not
he isu’t.”

Nelson Leo was inclined to agree with Con-
stable West and the butler, and so he was as
far as related to the murder, He said as
much, remarking that the circumstantial
cvidence against Ben Lockett was as strong
as it could be. But he was thinking of
something else, of a problem which he did
not mention. , |
Having given the constable a brief ex-
plunation, telling him what had occurred at
the Hall, and had brought him here at this
early hour with William Cocmbe and his
young assistant, Lee began to investigate on
his own acesut, -

it was,



He searched the edge of the plantation,

and discovered dim footprints pointing to-

y the scene cof the crimie. He could
I‘Té‘rré}fim none on the road, which had a hard
and flinty surface, but on crossing to the
obther side of it he noticed a single footprint
which was as faint as the others. To his
. keen eyes it seemed to differ from them.
He disappeared into the trees and shrubbery
at the base of the hill, where he could be
heard moving about; and when ho returned,
after an absence of ten minutes, there was
a curious expression on his face.

“ I'm rot so sure now as to Ben Lockett's
guilt,” he said quietly. * There was some-
body clse hbere. I' found c¢n the hillside
yonder at a damp spot, the distinct imprint
of a pair of boots. They were made by
large and clumsy boots, and one of them
had po cole.” ' .

“ No sole?” repecated Nipper. “ Then the
person must have been the ragged “tramp
woe saw a3 we were driving to the Hall.”

““ T should say so, my boy. Doubtless he
was.”

“ Do you think we could follow his trail,
guv'nor?’ %

“1 dare say we could, but what would
bs tho use? It must have been scme hours
after the murder when we saw the ‘tramp.
it would be difticult for us to find him, as
he is probably not in that neighbourhood
now." 5

In a fow words Nelson Lee described the
incident to William Ccombe and the con-
stable, asserting that the Lramp had been
on the road near the spot where the unfor-
tutats young man bhad® been killed, and that
he had subsequent!y ascended the wooded
hill. A discussion ensued, and different views
wera expressed.

“It may be that the tramp did the
murder,” Nelson Le¢e continued, ¢ and rifled
his victim's pockets before he fled to the
shelter of the woods. Ben -Lockett after-
wards came out of the plantation, and,
having discovered the crime, he hastily took
to flight because he was afraid he would
» ba suspected.”

“ Or it may be the other way round, sir,”
said  William  Ccombe, ““ More likely
Lockett committed the murder, and after he
had floed, +the tramp found the young
master’'s body, and robbed him,”

‘* Lockett is the guilty party,” the con-
“gtable doggedly declared. ¢ That's my be-
lief, and you can’'t shake it. Ilere’s his
handkerchief, and here are the pheasants he
dropped when he attacked young Beverley.”

““ 1 am inclined to that cpinion myself,
West,” said Nelson Lee. * The evidence is
much stronger against Lockett than against
the tramp, who I dare say came later on
the secene. But there is one point, and a
striking oue, which I have not yebt raised.
Why did Harry Beverley get out of bed at
ghout two o'clock in the night, dress him-
sclf, and quietly leave the house? Why did

\iT THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
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‘he como across the estate by the footpath,

and where was he going when he met his
death? That he could not have had an op-
pointment with Ben Lockett you must
admit." =

“I bhaven't given much thought to that,
sir,” tho butler replied, in a puzzled tone.
“It's very strange, isn't it? 1 can’t ac-

count for it.” |

“ Nor can I, said Constable West,
shaking his head. *‘ It’s a queer business.
YWhat i1s your opinion, Mr. Leé?"”

Nelson Lee merely shrugged his shoulders.

“Come along,” he bade; ‘ we are wasting
tima here. We had better go at once to Ben
Lockett's heome, and arrest him on sus-
picion." |

Nipper, who had not joined in the conver-
sation, shared the views of the others. Ho

{1 had no doubt of the farm labourer’s guilt.

e could see that his master was puzzled
by tho point he had raised, however, and
ho was pretty sure there would” be some
sensational and unexpected development of
the case. It was now broad daylight. For
three or four hundred yards the little party
of four heid along the road, and of a sudden,
as they were passing the mouth of a narrow
lane on the left, Nelson Lee stopped.

“ Look,” he said, ‘ here¢ are the dim
tyre-marks of a car that went in and out.”
‘*“And what eof it, sir?” Constable West
inquired.
T don't know,’” Lee replied. * It is pos-
stble that the discovery will be* of some
value. Wa will see.”

With his companions at his heels he en-
tered the lane, and when he had followed
the tyre-marks for twenty yards or so he
pauvsed and pointed to the ground. Whab
he meant was chvieus. The car had stopped
here, presumably in the nicht; and, after a
long or a short, interval, it had turned round
and gone back in the direction from which
it had come which was towards London.

1 don't understand this, sir,” remarked
William Coombe.

s NOor do L, the constable answered.
“ The lano leads to a field yonder, and ends
there. The persons who were in the car
might have driven in here by mistake, but if
so why did they return as they had comeo,
in the direction of the viltage?”

“ That's - the question, and it is an in-
teresting one,” said Nelson Le:. * There
were at least two men in the car, I imagine.
T.flfl-e:y left it here, for some reason, and went
off.”’ ;

““ And whera do you suppose they were
during their absence, sir?” Constable West
inquired. ;

Nelson Lee did not answer the question.
He stood for a few seconds in deep thought,
a keen sparklo in his eyes. What puzzled
the others, Nipper included. was not much
of a mystery to him. He.had been hoping
to pick up a clue, and he had discovered

 ong, which, he felt, strengthened the vague
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theory he had previcusly formed. Yet it did
not alter his mind in regard to the murder
of Harry Beverley. He was still inclined to
believe that the crime had been committed
by either the tramp or the poacher. .
‘“ We need not bother about the car,” he
said at length. ‘ Not until we have arrested
Ben Lockett, at all events. That we must
do without delay.”

IV. _
THE DISAPPEARANCE OF BEN LOCKETT.
ELSON LEE and his companions re-

traced their steps to the road, and a
brisk walk of half a mile brought
them to a small, ivy-clothed cottage
with a strip of garden in front of it.
They walked quickly up the garden path,
and a8 they reached the door it was opened
by an e¢lderly, bearded man, who gazed at
the visitors in surprise. The man was
George Leckett. lle knew William Coombe
and the constable, but Nipper and the de-

- tective were strangers to him.,

“"What does this mean, West?”” he asked,
as he .led the party into a plainly furnished
sitting-rocom., :

‘*“ We’ve come on unpleasant business,”
Constable West replied. “ We want to see
your son, where is he?”

“I—I don’t know,” faltered the old man,
showing some apprehension.

"““He went poaching last night. Didn't
he come home afterwards?”’

‘““Yes, he did. I heard him come in. He
woke me up, and I fell asleep again. Ben
isn’t here now, though. I missed him when
I ros) this morning. He must have gone out
scon after he returned, for his bed hasn’t
been slept in. I suppose you saw him poach-
ing, West, and he has disappeared bhecause
be was afraid of being arrested.” '

‘“ He was afraid of more than that,” the
constable said grimly. “ Did he take any
gpare clothes with him?"”

“Only what ba was wearing,” Georg
Lockett answered. *° He hasn’t any others.

‘““ Did he wake you to say he was going?
Or did Lie leave any written message for
you?” 3

‘““ No, he didn’t do either.”

“ Don’t try to deceive me, George!™

“T'm not. I've told you the simple truth.”

Constable West produced tho coloured
handkerchief.

" This belonged to your sor, I believe,”
ha said.

' Yes, it does,” George Lockett assented.
*“ I don’t deny it. But what’s the trouble?
Why have you breught all these people with
you??; Is—is 1t something worse than poach:
ing?”’ |

“ Yes, much worse. I have to tell you,
George, that your son has committed a
cruel murde:.” ] e

My boy has? A murder?
possible!”

It can’t be
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~ ““ There can’t: be any doubt about it. Youn
knew that Ben had a grudge against Sip
Roger Beverley's nephew, of course. Well,
he met young Harry in the night near the
footpath that leads to the Hall, and there
was a fight between the two. Harry
‘Beverley was knocked down., He fell into
the ditch by the roadside, and was killed
by striking the back of his head on a stone.
Your son fled in such haste that he droppesd
a brace of pheasants he had snared, and
lost his handkerchief.

‘I found them at the scene of the murder
less than an hour ago, and at the same
time Coombe came along from the Hall with
these people, who are Mr. Nelson Lee, the
London detective, and his young assistant.
They are staying at the White Horse, over
at the village, and Sir Roger Beverley sent
for them because he had discovered that
his nephew was missing.”

““Good Heavens, is it so bad as that?
My boy a murderer! I can’t believe it.
West! There must be some mistake! 1t is
true that Ben had a grudge against young
Beverley, hbut I'm sure he wouldn't have
harmed him! I can’t believe he is guilty!”

** Then why has he disappeared, George?”

1 don’'t know! It. lcoks suspicious, I'll
admit! It—it will make my heart ”

The old man’s voice faltered and choked.
From what he had been told he could not
have faith in higs son’s innocence. He
dropped heavily into a chair, and sa2t there
trembling with anguish, while tears streamed
down his pallid- cheeks. It was a pitiful
sight, and all were deeply moved.

“Jt's a queer case,”’ Constable West said
in a low tone to the detective. ‘' Ben
Lockett’s flight is proof of his guilt.

“* Yes, I am afraid so,” Nelson Lee replied.
‘““ There doesn't seem to be much room for
doubt.”

“JIf he had merely discovered the body
he wouldn't have disappeared, would he?”

‘“No, West; I should say not. But re-
member thit circumstantial evidence is not
always- reliable, no matter how strong it
nmay be.”

‘** It is reliable enough in 4his case, Mr.
Eee, and you kmow it.”’

The cottage was thoroughly searched, on
the chance that the young may might be
-hidden somewhere; usnd then, leaving old
George Lockett in great distress, Lee and
his companion took their departure, and
paused on the road.

““1 am going on to the village with the
constable and my boy,” Nelson Lee said to
the butler, “I want you to return to the
Hall, and break the sad news to Sir Roger
Beverley."” - |

“Very well, sir)”’ William Coombe re-
luctantly assented. “But I dread the
thought of it. It will be the hardest thing
I have ever had to do, Mr. Lee.” ‘

He turned in the direction of  Heather

L Hall, walking slowly; and Nelson Lee, with
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Mippor. and . Constable West, pushed rapidly ]

on .to the village of Eastwoid, and then
to the police-station. . Inspector Basham was
on dubty, and he was acquainted with the
London detective, who held a short and
private conwversation with him. He told the
whole story, touching briefly on the various
details, and the inspactor listened aghast,

““ What a terribly tragiec affair it is!’’ he
exdiaimed, when he had lJearned * all. He
had never had anything like it before in
tiis part of the country! * That fellow
Lockett is guilty, of course.”

“It would seem so,” Nelson Lee mur-
n}q‘l;r.etfi" H - - LE | e

I'll have him sought for,” TInspector

Basham declared.  He is probably miles

awav by now, though. As for the tramp, T
don’'t supposc it matters about him.”
“1 should like him to bhe found also. 1

will see to that.”

“You can have all the assistance you
want, Mr. Lee. By the way, do you attach
any importance to the mysterious motor-car
you have told me qf?”

“T1 would ke to know why it was left in
that lonely lane, and who the occupants of
it were. That is all.” o

““ And what about Harry Beverley? How
do you aceount. for his leaving the house
ab that hour of the night?” ‘

“T havé a ¢im sort of a theory. Basham,
I won't speak of it now, however.” )

The inspector nodded, and glanced at his
wabceh, T shall be engaged until twelve
o'clock. when I will e at your service,” he
said. ‘ The first thing will he to have the
poor fellow's bodv brought to the viilage.
I will send a couple «f my men for it in a
car in des3s than half au hour, and you can
go with them if you like."

“Very weil,”” Nelson Lee replied. I wish
to get back to the Hall as soon as possible.
Meanwhile, T'll have something to eat,’”” he
added as he rose from his chair. “ I.sha'n’t
be llong.”” * | |

It was some distance to the White Horse,
80 Lee and Nipper had a hasty breakfast at
# small hotel in the village, and returned
to the police-station to find the car waiting.
They drove with the two constables—one of
whom was West—to the scene of the murder,
and from there they walked on by the foot-
path to Heather Hall. Wiiliam Coombe
opened the door to them and took them to
the library, where Sir Roger Beverley was
huddled in a big chair by a blazing fire. He
seemed to have aged by years, and there was
@ dull lustre in his eyes as he looked on,
He had partly recovered from the first shock
of the news, and now was in a sort of a
numb state, aware of the loss he had sut-
fered, yet not acutely. sensible to it.

My boy!"~ he said in a piteous tone.
f“My poor Harry! They say he has been
- punrdered! Is it true? Must I believe it?"

“Yes, I fear you must,” Nelson Lee softly
gi?hﬁc(l; & Yi)u ]1?\qtmy deepest sympathy,
> ger, wish 1% was in wer to
comfort youn.” i g

‘Lennard, the detective's iriend.

T
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This Llow will

“ You can't. Nobody can.
break my heart. But one thing you can do
for me, Mr. Lee. Find that scoundrel,
Lockett, and bring him to justice.”

1 haven't much doubt that he will soon
be found. He cannot elude arrest very long,
as a description of him will be widely cir-
culated."” .

‘““I hope not. Do your best, please. Spare
no expense. I am not vindictive, Mr. Lee,
but it will be some consolztion to me if that
ruthless scoundrel who murdered my
nephew is caught and o

The old gentleman's voice faltered, and
he sat gazing into the leaping flames, mum-
biing to himself, ‘his haggard face twitching
with emotion. -

“My boy!" he whispered. * My boy
Harry!"”
Nelsen Lee and Nipper left him, and,

accompanied by William Coombe, they went
up to Harry Beverley's bedchamber, and
thoroughly searched it., They found-nothing,
however, to throw any light on the young
man’'s mysterious departure after retiring
to bed. They descended the stairs and
passed out of the house, and a few moments
later they were spinning along the road in
their car, bound for the wvillage.

“It. strikes me, guv'nor,” the lad Tre-
marked, ‘“ that you are more interested in
the men who were in that motor-car than
in anybody elee.”

“1t is a complicated case, my boy,” Nel-

' son Lee replied, rousing from a reverie,
““ and sensational developments are to be
expected.”

And that” was all he would say ,on the
subject. *- - -

—_—— .

V.
THE. SYUIRE'S EXTRAORDINARY VISION.

HOT':H Nelson Lee had a theory of hi

own, a suspicion which he kept ¢to

himself, he was most anxious, for a

reason which he did not divulze to
his young assistant, that both Ben Lockett
and the.tramp should be found. :

Of the young poacher news was speedily

forthcoming. 1t, was' learned that very early
in the morning, several hours after the
murder had been committed, he had

travelled up to London from a station a
couple of miles to the south of Eastwold,
and the local police promptly communicated
with Scotland Yard, sending an accurate
deseniption of the fugitive to Inspector

The search for Ben Lockett was pursued
in London, and meanwhile Nelson Lee and
Nipper drove about the surrounding country

" in their car, in a widening radius, making

numerous inquiries.. They stuck to their task
for a day, and part of another; and on the

-afternoon of the second day they arrived

at the ,Eastwold  poliee-stations with the

{ tramp, whom they had found sleeping in a-



baru., He was a dull-
witted old fellow, and
the std.tements he |
made in the presence | ¥
of Inspector Basham |!
were to be believed. | Zezzss
Berry was his name, I;' ; '

he said, and on the Wi
night of the murder, |
having stumbled on |
the body of Harryl
Beverley, and per- {nds
ceived tlut he had ,Pi';".. (S
been killed by vio- ‘
lence, he had taken / :

to flight lest ;t;e s

should get ~ into |fi i R
was the

trouble.
Such
tramp’s story, and
when he had told it
he was discharged,
but teld to keep in
-the neighbourhood.

No mnews had yet [
been received from ;
Scotland  Yard, and
that evening, after
tliey had had their

‘supper, Lee and the
Jad came from ‘the

White Horse to the
police-station, and sat
with the mspectm in
his private room, In-

o e

m
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Sir Roger Beverley was standing by a window, all of a trem-
ble, his hand convuisively clutching the back of a chair.
declared afterwards that he had seen the ghost of his dead
nephew crcss the lawn, and suddenly disappear in the

Heo

shrubbery.

spector Basham wasl
in an inquisitive mood.
think that the detective had seme seeret
tiieory of his ewn, something relating to
the mysterious motor- car, and he tried taet-
Tully to get it from him. But Lee was not
to be drawn. le carefully evaded the ques-
tions that were put to him, and now and
again led the conversation into a different
channel, while he puffed serenely at his
pipe.

‘“ As there is nothing for me to do down
here at present.”” he said at length,
““ Nipper and I will go shooting to-morrow.
I have a spare gun, Basham, if vou shouid
care to—"

He was interrupted by a ecall at the tele-
phone. The inspeetor rose und stepped to
the instrument. He conversed with some-
body for a short interval, listening most of

the” time; and when he dropped the re-
ceiver, and turned round, there was a
Btranffe look in his eyes.

THE

e

1le had been led to)

““The most amazing thing has happened
at Heather Hall!” he exclaimed. “1 have
heen talking to - William Coombe. His
master called to him loudly, and he hastened
to the library. Sir Rotrer Beverley was
standing by a window, all -cf a tremble, his
hands convulsively clutclnng the hack of a
chair. He could not speak coherently &b
first, but he finally declared that he had
seen the ghost of his dead nephew cross the
lawn, and suddenly disappear in the shrub-
bery. When the butler told him it must have
heen a delusion he grew very angry, and
insisted that he was right. What do you
think of it, Lee?” -

Nelson Lee sprang to his feet. There was
a flush on his usually colourless features, and
that flush was a sign of suppressed e‘;mte-
ment.

“ Come, we
““ We will hasten to the White Horse,

will be off at once.,” he said.
and

get my car. 1 mmust haw a talk with Sir
Roger ‘about his delusion.”
END.

-

CAN YOU SOLVE THE MYSTERY OF
‘HARRY BEVERLEY?

Prizes offered—see next page!
The Solution ef the Problem will be Unfolded NEXT WEEK'!




R-aders are invited tg write to the Edntor on a.ny matl‘t-r of interest

concerning this journal or them:elves, and should address th:ir

communications ta The Editcr, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The

Flzetway HHouse, Farringdon Street, London, E.(_:.%.

My DEeaAr READERS,

1 hope as many of you as possible will
enter for our Ploblem Story Competi-
tion this week. Some of you may have
quite wonderful deductlons to offer, but

yvou are afraid that when you put them

down on paper, mistakes in spelling, or
grammar, will not give you a chance.
Let me assure you at once that this is
not an English essay competition. It is
a {est of your detective abilities, and so
long as you make your meaning per-
fectly clear you need not WLy about
htemry composition. In selecting the

prize-winners my first consideration willl

-1ng.

be how ncar the competitor gets to the
actual solution, and then the line of
reasoning. by which “he arrives at his
conclusions-—this will obviate mere guess-
The results of the competition wili
be published-in about a fortnight’s time.

Our long, complete story of St, Frank’s
next week wiil be a speual Fifth of
November story with plenty of excite-
mént aud mystery. It will be entitled,
“The Mystery “of the Edgemoor
Hermit!” .

Your sincere friend,

THIE EDITOR.

S i S

i

Problem iStory Competition. !

TEST YOUR POWERS AS A DETECTIVE.

FIRST PRIZE, £1, °

Having read Part I. of ‘‘ The
Strange Affair at Heather Hall,’”
send m your theory, not exceed-
ing 350 words, of the mystery
concerning Hauy Beverley. In
the event of more than one readel
sending 1n a correct solution,
preference will be given to those
] readers whose deductions are, in
the opinion of the Kditor, the
most intelligent and .(,omlnehen-
4 sive as based upon the clues given
in Part 1. of the story. The
decision of the Iditor is final.

TWENTY CONSOLATION PRIZES OF 2s. 6d.
WHAT ¥Y¥OU HAVE TO DO TO WIN A PRIZE.

not ellglble for the competition.

SECOND PRIZE, 10s. l

The Theories of First and
Second Prize Winners will be |
published in the ¢ Nelson Lee
Library.”

Competitors must send their
attempts to ‘“ The Nelson Lee ”’
Problem  Story  Competition,
Gough House, Gough Square,
Flect Street, London, i0.C.

Last day for sending in—Tyes-
day, October 3lst.

Employees of the Company are

! | |




“ 3 A
is all you pay for a superbly s | WH v

made Mead Gramophone .

with massive solid oak /&8 <t
i:abimit. gig&mtlilcrich- &N o .
coloure orn, JAYSRNAN . |
extra large motor fig Why have caything but
iﬂﬂﬁé‘ﬁigﬂﬁﬁé’f the, best ? Your money|
Sent packed free, \GHE cant buy a better 2d.
and carriage paid on \GEEF o 7 A .
10DAYS’ EREE TRIAL \Q 22 2%/ Detective - adventure
Yourmoney tefundec. QUS> paper than the “ UNION
JACK.” Ask your news-
agent to let you see this
week's 1ssue. It's
“Sexton Blake's Own“
. 2?
Paper. '

if not satisfied. Ex-
quisitely designed Port-
able Hernless and
- Table-Grands in solid §
mahogany, beautifully
hand polished, at 40%
2d. every Thursday.

below Shop prices.

for l w e\aiill TUNES
“|EISTS o~ SENT

Co. (Dept G105 ) Birmingham -

e e m—————

— e ' - m— 3

THE HAZARD OF THE FIGHT |

An entirely new type of story, combining
a strong, gripping, boxing interest with. the
thrills of the most stirring and sensational
adventure,

This is the kind of yarn that makes bed

lose its interest. You'll stay up late and

il

get up early to read this yarn once you
have been gripped by its fascination.

It starts to-day in

THE BOYS' REALM|

On Sale Everywhere.




THE NELSON

ON EASY
TERMS.

75 /m

teady to wear and made to
measure, 7,6 monthly. Write

the wanderfu]l value we offer
on Kasy terms. \Write for
patterns and howme measure
form to-day to—Masters,
Ltd.,, 52, Hope Stores,
RYE. (Established 1569.)

1 f If a few extra inches are
NHY BE SHORF? what you need, commcence
the Girvan Scientific Treatment at once. Students
report from 2 to 5 inches inctease. You will
work, eat, and sleep.better, Send p.c. for par-
ticulars, and £100 guarantee, to Enqguiry Dept.,
A.M.P. 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4,

DO YOU FLUSH OR GO PALE ?
-ARE YOU NERVOUS?

Why be ill-at-ease in company through that
~annoying Self-Consciousness and Nervous
Blushing?-.You needn’'t continug to be a

misery to yourself and to others. You can
now: be permanently cured in SEVEN
DAYS of Nervous Timidity, Blushing,

Bashful ,-8Shyness, Self-Consciousness,
Lack of Confidence, e¢tc, Simple, private,
no auto-suggestion drill. Write at once
for full particulars, which will be sent free,
privately, if “ you mention ‘“ The Nelson Lee
Tibrary.” = "Address: " U.J,D., 12, ALL
SAINTS RD., ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

50 War and Peace Stamps, including RARE
This packet is offered

FIUME D’ANNUNZIO, etc.
tAbroad - 6d..P.0.) — II. HOMER,

at *3d. only.
CENTRE BUILDINGS, LYE, STOURBRIDGE. -

This handsome, full'sized Gent’s
Lever Watch sent upon receipt of
1/-. After approral-send 1/- more,
the balance may then be paid by
- 6 monthly instalinent$ of 2/- each.
Guaranteed 5 years.- Chair offered
Free with every watech, Cash re.
turned in full if Jdissatisfied. Send
1l/- now to Simpson's Ltd.,
(Dept. 12.), -94, Queen Road,
Brighton, Sussex. .

YOU CAN BE TALLER.

You can add 2, 3, or mor- inches to vour
height. It’s simple, harmless. Write for full
particulars,  FREE.—LEE EDNDISON 51
Church St., South Shore, Blackpool.

- CUT THIS 9UT. - -

The Nelson Lee Library. Pen Crupon. Value 24d.
Scend 7 of these Coupons with culy 2/9, direct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet Street
1:,(;.4, - You will reéeive by 1 .turn a splnndi(i
British-Made “14ct Gold Nibbed TFleet Fountain
Pen, value 10/6 (Fine, Medium or Broad nib)
If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 3/9 2d'
being allowed for each extra coupon up to six
(Pocket Clip 4d.) Satisfaction guaranteed or cash
ruturned_.- Special New Offer; Your 6;»-11
Name .in gilt letters on either pen for 1/- extra

Lever Self-filling Safety Model, 2/- extra.

- Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictors

o o N
5'6 :
Sole Aeents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs.

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street
6/6 for six months, Abroad, 11f'.t' peLror::lc:;Hm:

Africa: The Central N
Gordon ews Agency, Limited.

for our new patierns and see

) YOURS FOR 1/- ONLY.|

LEE LIBRARY

+PRIGE

FINE ITALIAN Ji
MODEL ACCORD-
JON, 10x10x5% 1ns,,
Piano-finished, 12-
fold metal - bound
bellows, 10 keys, 4
basses, &c. Sent by
return post, to ap-
proved orders, for
1/- deposit (fiil'ld /-
postage, and prom- \ -
ise to send 2/- fort- . i ITUTOR, .
nightly till £0/- in all is paid. £/ Tutor Free. Cash
price 17 /-(Elsewhere Double). Delightjor moneyback,

New Illustrated Catalogue Post Free,
Big Bargains, 7d, to 77/6 (cash or 1/-
: g Week); Accordions,12/6 to 42/-; Gramo-

ey phones, 39/6 t0 77/6; Clocks, 4/6 to 565/-;
Watches, 5/- to 70/-; Jewellery Novelties, Toys,
“’Christmas:Cards and Presents,”” ETC,. ETC., ETC."
PAIN’'S PRESENTS HOUSE (DEPT. 9E), HASTINGS,

- N ' ur funny Novelvy, causing

FREE FU s 'Roars.of Laughter, FREE

o ..~ to all sending-1/- for 100
Cute Conjuring Tricks, 250.Riddles, 18 Games, 5§
Funny Recitations, 10 Fanny Readings, 73 Toasts,
21 Monolognes, Ventriloguism, * Etc: . Thousands
delighted!. Great Funl+ C.<« HUGHES, 15, Wood
Street, Edgbaston” Birmingham. - 7

MOVIES: AT HOME. . Projectors and_TReal
Cinema*: Films. " Lists . Free. Desk C.: Dean
Cinema’ Co., 94, Drayton Avenue, West
Ealing, London,:-'W.13.. : e

Height Increased 5"'_Comp]ete '
In 30-Days. / Course.
No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting.
The Melvin Strong System NEVER
FAILS. - Send stamp. for particulars
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. R A8
(Dept-D),; 10, Ludgate Hill, London, Eng . Bk

- CURILY HAIR!
SUMME R#S"_M_ S“CURLIT' _CURLS
STRAIGHTEST:-HAIR.® 1/5, 2/6, -GOLD
MEDAL DIPLOMA, THOUSANDS TESTI-
MONIALS.:. Pli OO0 SENT.—*—_SUMMERS,
(Dept. N:L.,),'34, CANNON PLACE, BRIGHTON.

§ —Learn the Won.

Don,t BEBulliEd o derful Japanesea

Att of Self-Defence without Weapons. For small boys
and men (also women), Send NOW Four Penny
Stamps for Splendid ITllustrated Sample
Lessons, or 3/6 for Large Portion of Course.—
Denpt, N.L., School of Jujitsu, 31, Golden
Square, Regent St., London, W.1,

FUN FOR ALL. Ventriloguist's Voice Instru-
irent, Invisible, Astonishes, Mystifies. Imitate
Birds, Beasts, etc. 1/- P.0O. [( VYentriloguism
Treatise included). JTdeal Co., Cleveland. SOM.

Stop Stammering ! {55 "
ticulars FREE.-FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,

Southampton Row, London. W.C.1,

CINEMATOGRAPH FILMS. B'g variety, in-
cluding Pantomimes, send 2/- sample 100 ft., or
“15/- 1,000 ft., and list Carriage Paid, Wilford, 8,
Moorland Plare; Hyde Park, LEEDS, '
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Be ‘s;ure and mention ¢ THE NELSON
LEE LI:BRIAR'Y " when communicating
with advertisers.” - '

The ‘Amalearcated Press (1922), Ltd. The
-Subscription- Rates: -Inland, 13/- per annum.
for six. manths, Sole Agents .for . South

No. 388 & Gotch, Limited: and Df&g' Canada: The Imperial News Company. Limited.
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