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Several juniors left their beds and gathered round their leader in utter

Buster rattled his hand up and down, causing the handcuffs to clink s
amazement,

cantly.

|
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new boy

The Remove at St. Frank’s is in a state of
civilwar. John Busterfield Boots, the amazing
, has, with the aid of his friends, the
Faithful Five, got himself elected captain,
Not content with this, he has organised most
of the fellows into a gang known as the Ku Klux
Klan of St. Frank’s. Only about a dozen iuniors
stand out of this ;
And now Nipper has organised arrival society,
which he calls the Die~-Hards. In this story the

but they include Nipper.

rival factions of the Remove get to grips, and Buster Boots has his hands

pretty full,

The second set of pictures in our colossal Footer Competi-

tion appears on page viii, of the Detective Story Section.

THE EDITOR.,

(THE NARRATIVE RELATED THROUGHOUT BY NIPPER.)

CHAPTER 1.
HANDFORTH 18 SMITTEN!

: O0OM! Boooom! g
Church, of the Remove at St
Frank's, looked round at the window
of Study D, in the Ancient Iouse, as
the gale boomed and shrieked round the
angles of the old stone huildings.
‘“Whew! It's getting higher every
minute,” said Church soberly. ‘¢ Looks like
developing into a regular snorter. We'll
biave tiles and chimpeyvs down during the
night if this keeps on.”
“Yes, it looks pretty

bad,”” agrecid

MeClure. “Take a squint at the elms in
the  Triangle. They're  swaying  tre-
mendously. I'll bet it's pretty bad at sea -
to-day. The waves must be terrific at
Shingle Head.” '

Churct nodded, and continucd looking out
of tha window.

The famous chums of Study I} were par-
takineg of te.. It was by no means dark
yet, and, indeed, the sun was still shining,
But it was weak and watery and the sky
looked pale and washed-out, with a few
scurrying clouds hastening wildly mto the
west.
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It was an October gale—rather more
violent than usual and there was every
indication that it would develop into a
veritable burricane. The juniors, as a whole,
were not at all sorry. It was something
unusual—and rather exciting. Therefore it
was welcome,

Edward Oswald Handforth, who generally
did most of the talking in Study D, was
silent for obee. Church and MeClure
couldn’t understand it. Ever since their
leader had come out of the class-room, he
had been in this solemn, silent condition.

There was a dreamy, far-away look in
MTandforth’s eyes. He sat at the table,
hardly taking any interest in the meal
Church and MeClure knew better than to
bother him tco much—he was inclined to be

abruptly violent when in this mood. With- |

oub any warning he would probably lash out.
Handforth was absenf-miinded, <too.
Several times during thie aftesnoon he bad
surprised Mr. Crowell, the Form-master, by
answering questions at random. And, upon
coming to himself, he bad turned violently
red, greatly eonfuscd. :

He was In the same condition of_ab.sent- '

mindedness now—only mors so.

Ancther terrific gust of wind swept down
upon the old school, and fairly shook the
building. A great cloud: of dead leaves
came sweeping across the Triangle, and
many of them were flung fiercely against
the window of Study D. They rattled and
hissed upon the panes. And the window
itself shook in its frame. Outside, the trees
swayed despairingly in the hurricane. A
branch came tearing down with a crackling
crash.

“ My goodness said Church. ““ There
poes one branch, anyhow—it’ll be the whole
tree next time. I say, Handy! What about
that rabbit hutch you were making? You
left it out 4n the open, you know, and
there won’t be much of it left by the time
this storm’s over.”

Handforth took no notice of fthe words,
and Church and - McClure regarded him in
astonishment. "These moods were not very
uncomimon with him. He would become ab-
stracted like this after he had heen reading
a thrilling detective story. He would de-
clare that thie author was all wrong, and
the problem ought to have been solved in a
totally different way. And he would dream
about what he would do when he left school
—when he became a celebrated investigator.
For that was Edward Oswald’s ambition,

But it was very uncommon for him to be
as absent-minded as this. The rabit hutch
that Church had referred to was something
of a joke. There had been an argument the
previous day, and Church had scoffed at
the idea of any fellow keeping rabbits. This
had been quite suflicient for llandforth to
immediately start the construction of a
rabbit-huteh. |

But he wasn’t really interested, and he
had left the task balf finished. And now,
to the surprise of his chums, he was slowly
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and deliberately proceeding to spread some

‘marmalade on a slab of cheese. Apparently,
he mistook the slice of cheese for a piece
of bread-and-butter.

“That’'s something new—eh?” grinned
McClure. “I say, Handy, don’t you think
you'd better pay a bit more attention to
the grub?>

Handforth bit into the cheese, and was
sublimely unconscious of the unusual pature
of his food. A moment later he was tip-
ping some salt into his tea and Church
thought it was time to interfere.

! “Wake up, you ass!” he shouted, bang-
ing the table. )
Handforth started.

“Eh?” he gasped. “ What—what—"
He broke off, and lay back in his chair.
“Irene!? he said dreamily. ¢ When yon
| come to think of it, that’s a ripping name!”
Church and McClure exchanged startled

| glances,
| ““Greatb Scott!”? muttered McClure
blankly.

“Blue eyes and bobbed hair!”? said
Handforth, as though talking to himself.

““I never thought bobbed hair could look
g0 jolly nice! I wish I knew what her
other pname was.. Still, Irene is—

- The rest of his sentence tmailed away into
a mumble, and Handy stared at the opposite
wall with that same dreamy expression.
His chums grinned delightedly, and winked
at one another with ecstatic joy. |

Handforth had revealed the secret—quite
unconsciously -

And a complete flood of light came to the
assistance of Church and McClure. Now
they knew what was the mmatter with him.
His recent absent-mindedness—his extreme
docility—was all explained,

In a word, Edward. Oswald was smitten!?

Irene, the fair, was the cause of all the
remarkable changes which had oceurred ip
the one and only Hapndforth. In a way,
Church and McClure weré not extremely
astonished. | -

For they Hhad met Irene, too—and there
was no doubt whatever that she was a per-
fectly priceless girl.

They didn’t know her other name.  She
was a pupil at the Moor View School, which
had recently opened within a very short
distance of 8t. Frank’s itself. The -Moor
View School was really a private residence—
a place which had titherto been known as
the Mount. |

But, unexpectedly, about fifty young
ladies had appeared upon the sceme. They
were all pupils' of Miss Charlotte Bond,
who was the principal of the school. And
the girls were as fine a lot as one could
wish to see—the majority being about fi{teen
years of age. J |

The establishment was high-class—indeed,
exclusive. Only the daughters of very
rich people could reside at the Moor View
School. And it had been rumoured that
many of the girls had titled parents. The




place was, in fact, every bit as select as
St. Frank’s itself. . ;

Church and MecClure were still grinning
as they thought of the recent events.

The young ladies who had lately come ]

into the neighbourhood had gained the im-
pression that the Remove was a most un-
desirable collection of fellows. On the very
first day of the girls’ arrival, they had seen
the Remove engaged in a free fight on
Littla Side. :

And Miss Irene and two other girls had
afterwards encountered ° some  Remove
fellows who had deliberately made fun of
them. It was not surprising, therefore, that
all the giris hud gained a wrong impres-
sion,

The fault lay at the door of John Buster-
field Boots.

The new captain of the Remove was the
cause of all the trouble. The unspeakable
Boots had done a
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with you?” he added, winking at McClure.

“Matter?” repeated Handforth. ¢ Oh,
nothing! I've been thinking.”

“What about?” S

“Oh, I—er—— What's it got to do with
you?” bhe snapped. ¢ Can't I think now with-
out you bheing o jolly inquisitive?”

He turned a rosy red, and Church and
McClure eyed him with affected astonish-
ment. But they Kknew why Handy had
turned red. And they were secretly chuek-
ling over the fact that they were in the
secret, If Handforth had only known that
he had given the game away!

Edward Oswald looked at his plate, and

started.
“Who—who this?> he

did demanded

very pgreat deal of
damage to the pres-

tige of the Remaove,
and it might take
weeks and months
to undo the harm
that had been done.
Handforth had
met Miss Irene a
few days earlier,
and he had been
charmed by her
sweet personality.
She was, indeed, a
most attractive
young lady. Baut
she didn’t think
much of Handforth.
IFor she believed

sourly. *1 suppose you think it’'s a joke—
to spread some muarmalade on cheese?”

“You did it yourself, old man,” sand
Church sweetly.

- My hat!”’ said

Handforth, with a

start. “ The — the

fact is, I've been a
bit  absent-minded,
you know.”

“@Go hon!”

““Yes, I've been
thinking about
things,” went on
Handforth. “It’s a
bit stuffy in here.
I think we’d better
go for a walk.”

“ A walk?? echoed
“MecClure. A walk
in this gale?”

that the chums of
Study D had assisted Buster and Co. in the
trick which had been played. Handforth
was furious about this, but it apparently
made no difference. He was smitten.
- “Poor old chap!” murmured Church.
““No wonder he’s been so quiet lately. He
hasn't punched a single chap for two days!
But what an ass to go and let it out like
that!» '
‘““He can’t help it!” breathed McClure.
“ We'd better go easy. Don’'t let him sus-
pect we know, or we shall be slaughtered.”

Haondiorth was quite unconseious of the
conversation that was going on. Church and
McClure were  wise, It would be a fatal
mistake for them to let Handforth know
that they were aware of the truth. He
would undoubtedly be very sensitive on the
subject. |

A tremendous gust of kind swept down
and shook the window so violently that even
Handforth was awakened out of his dream-
lika traunce.

“What—what was that?” he asked,
startled.
“The wind, of course,” said Church,

**You’ve been pretty well asleep for the
last half-hour, Handy. What’s the matter

S sl AT Gl L SR oSS e "R

" said.
| breeze.

“ Which gale?”

““ Great Scoti{!” yelled McClure. ¢ Don’t
you know there’s a hurricane blowing?”

Handforth looked out of the mindow in
some. surprise.

“ That’s funny—I hadn’t noticed it!” bhe
“But it’s nothing much—only a

I'm. going for a walk—you chaps
can stop here,” he added ecarelessly. L
want to do some more thinking.”

Church and Mc¢Clure quickly made up
their minds.

“You can’'t go alone!” said Church
firmly. “I expect you're trying to think

out some deep detective problem—eh?”

Handforth nodded eagerly.

“ Well, not—not exactly, but I’ve got to
be alone,” he said vaguely. “I don’t want
you chaps bothering me. You needn’t look
at me like that—you’'re not coming! I—I'm
just going up the road, towards the moor.”

“0Oh! In the direction of the Moor View
School?” asked Church casually.

Handforth started, and went pink.

“Well, yes—I—I suppose so!” he said
hastily. “But what’s that got to do with
you?” he went on, suddenly becoming flerce.
“ Not that I'm particular which way I go.
Blow the Moor View School! Do you think



I care a toss about it? Why should I be
interested in the Moor View School? I don’t
care a enap about the girls!” |

Handforth's- pains to elabonate on the
subject was significant enough, but he didn’t
realise this. | e

‘“Oh, well, if you insist upon going alone,
you must go!” said Church. “But it looks
jolly queer—going in that direetion.”

Hapdforth gulped. 2

{
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“But if you dare to interfera with my
thoughts, I'll jolly well  slaughter you!
I’'m not going to be pestered and bothered
when I'm thinking out an  abstract
problem.,”? - | |

Church and MeClure said' no. more. They

had gained their point, and they let well
alope. They krew, of course, that Hand-
forth was simply going out in the faint
. .hope of catching sight of Miss Irene.
.- “There’s no telling what a chap will do
when - he’s in love,” breathed Church.
- '“Fancy going oub in this gale—and expect-
~ing to see her! My hat! I’ve heard that
lovers are optimistic, but this takes the
bun ! '

“ A chap who’s smitten will hang about
for hours,” whispered McClure. “And if
he catches one second’s glimpse of the fair
young thing he’ll consider that he’s fully
rewarded! Jolly queer, ain’t it? But 1
never tnought Handforth would make sueh
ah asi ol himself!” '

Edward Oswald glared at them.

““What are you chaps mumbling about?”
ho asked suspiciously. -

“Oh, nothing! Just  talking!®
Church. -

They left the study, and having obtained
tlieir overcoats, they sallied out of the
Ancient House. A - terrific burst of wind
came shooting along, and nearly lifted them
off their feet. A hail of gravel stones,
whisked by the gale, pelted their legs.

said

“I—1 say!” protested Church. “We’'d
hetter chuck it, you know.”
“Rats?” said Handforth firmly. *¢‘There’s

no telling—she might be out for a walk
- herself i

“ What, 2’

“I—1 mean, anybody can go for a walk
on an evening like this!” said Handy, in a
roaring voice, evidently believing that a
show ¢of violemce would cover up his mis-
take. Come on; domn’t argue!”?
¢ 0Oh, all right!*

Struggling against the wind, they crossed
the Triangle, and passed out through the
main gates into the lane. There was
plenty of daylight left, for it was still
quite early in the evening—in fact, only
.late afternoon. - |

Once in the lane, the wind was sweeping
sideways across the path, and  they were
~well protected by the high banks and hedges.
The wind whistled over their heads, leaving
the lane itself in comparative calm. Only
the hoot and whistle of the wind, and the
swaying of the hedges and trees, told them |

All right—come with me!” he shouted. |

of the tremendous forces of Nature that
were loose.

‘““ Why not go to the village ?” said Church
casually. ‘““We can drop into a tuck-shop,
and have some fresh pastry——»

“Rot!” interrupted Handforth., “ Let’s
go this way—towards the moor. There’s
nothing like the moor on a wild evening
like this—something grand to look at, you
know.”

““Yes, she’ll look ripping!’ said MeClure.

“She!” said Handforth, with a start,
“ You—you——"’

“The moor!” explained McClure inno-
cently. _
“Qh, yes, of course—of course!? said

“But what’s
you ass? I

Handforth, with a slight gulp.
the idea of saying °‘ she,’
thought you meant——"
‘““What? Thought I meant what?*
“ Oh, there's no telling what dotty things .
you’ll say!”? replied Handforth, with con-
fusion. ‘““Come.on; don’t lag so much! I
wish I badn’t brought you now! How the
dickens can I think if you keep talking?>
His chums remained silent, for they were
rather keen upon seeing what MHandforth
would do when the Moor View School was
reached. There was no indication that the
leader of Study D was thinking very deeply.
He Xept a sharp look-out, turning every
now and again to look back along the lane.
Church and McClurec knew the reason for
his watchfuluess, but they pretended to be
solemn. .
The gale was howling wildly as they turned
the bend and came -vithin sight of the girls’

school. Handforth’s eyes were eager. But
there was not a single soul in sight. The
lane was deserted.

Arriving opposite the gates, Handforth

glanced casually along the drive to the
school itself. He caught-a brief glimpse of
two girlish forms in the big porch, but the
next moment they kad gone.

““Pity about thosce girls,”” said Church re-
gretfully.

“What’s a pity?”? asked Handforth.

““ Why, they think we’re a set of rotters,”
replied Church. ¢“Remember that fair-
haired girl? The one with the ripping blue

{ eyes?”

“ Rather!” said Handy, his face lighting
up. ‘“Irene, you mean?”’

“TIs that her name?” inquired Mc¢Clure
casually.

“Why, yes, I—I think so0,” said Hand-
forth, suddenly becoming cautious. *‘Did
she have blue eyes? As a matter of fact,
I didn’t take particular notice of her. As
youn chaps know, I don’t care a toss about

girls.?” - |

“Of course you don’t,” e=aid Chureh
stoutly. “But Irene’s the. prettiest girl:I've
seen for months! DPainty, with ripping

dimples, and her voice iz jnst like rsilver
hells !” '

“That’s what I thought,” agreed Hand-
forth. . - e
“You said you didn’t notice her much!*
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“Oh, well, a chap has to hear her voice,
I suppose,” said Handy, with exaggerated

- carelessness, ‘*And she called us eads!
Cads, you know! All through that rotten
suster! Let's turn back.” »

‘] thought we were going to the moor?”
asked McClure.

Handforth took no notice, but turned
round and walked back along the Ilane.
They had passed the school, and Handforth
had no further interest in walking on. Miss
Irene would not be in that bleak direction.

There were no signs of any girls at all as
the three juniors passed the school a second
time. Handforth sizhed regretfully, and
hastenad his steps. He had suddenly
realised that it was a pretty hopeless
scheme. Therz was no chancé of seeing
Irene that afternoon. -

The gale roared and buffetted as the Re-

movites walked along.
. “Getting worse every minute,” said
Church. “I vote we gef im as soon as
possible. I'm not nervous, but one of those
trees might blow c¢ver any minute. nd
there’s always the danger of a falling
branch.”

“Rats!"’ said Handforth snappily.

He was very short-tem:vred now. Ie was
disappointed, and he -'s3iked taster. His
jaunt had been for nothing, and it made
him irritable. And then they turned the
bend which brought the gates of St.
Frank’s into sight.

Edward Oswald came to an abrupt halt,

““ My goodness!”’ he said thickly.

His face Hushed, his eyes suddenly grew
eager and intent. There, in the lane, stood
a slight girlish figure! She was a young
lady with fair hair—a young lady in silk
stockings, short skir$, and a red woolien
jumper, with a red tam-o’-shaater to match.
Standing there, with the wind blowing her
golden Tocks away from her face, she looked
‘20 exquisite picture of young, healthy girl-
hood.

¢ Miss breathed Handforth
drearmily

But thea his expression altered, and his
eves grew flerce. For Miss Irene was talk-
ing to somebody! She was talking to a
St. Frank’s fellow! And the fellow was no
less a person than Archie Glenthorne!

Handrorth’s eager look vanished, and he
turned aimost green with _jealousy.

Irenec!”

T —

CIIAPTER II.
MiSS IRENE’S PERIL!

RCHIE
' had
the Ancient House

without the slightest
expectation of meeting with
any young jadies.

If the truth must be told,
he had been thinking of Miss Iiene more
than once just recently. Her blue eyes bad
appeared befere his mental vision on ftwo

GLENTIHORNE
emerged froin
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Handforth had lifted the girl
clear from the ground. And now,
with her face as pale as chalk, she
lay in his strong arms. |

or three occasions, and Archie had a vaguc
idea that he was somewhat impressed., He
wag the only junior who had really met the
Moor View girls on amiable terms—Dbut this
had been before the unfortunate misunder-
standings,

Archie sallied ount of the Anciest Iousc
because he was rather anxious about his
study mate. Alf Brent had gone down to
the village to post two or three Iletters.
imd had promised to be back within half-an-
our, -

The time limit had expired, and Alf had
not returned. Mysterious things had been
occurring recently—particularly in connec-
tion with Archie and Alf. And the Genial
Ass of the Remove feared that his chum
had met with some disaster.

He had warned Alf about going alone.
but Brent had insisted. He had declared
that there couldn't be any possible danger
in broad daylight. But as he hadn’'t re-
turned, Archie was getting quite concerned.

Ile emerged from. the gateway, the breath
nearly knocked out of his body by the gale,
and he started down the lane. But instead
of seeing. Al's figure, he found himeelf
gazing upon a sligcht feminine form.

Miss Irene was only a few jards distant,
and walking brigkly. She was alopne,” and
apparently returning to the Moor View
Schicol with all speed. Archie felt- himsell
growing rather warm as he stood there.



THE NELSON

The frst glance had told him that this

girl was the one with the fair, bobbed hair |

—the:-one whom the others lad. referred to
as Irene. Instinctively, Archie straightened
hisg - tie, and pulled himself more upright.
It was ton late for him. to retreat, for Irene
had glanced up, and had seen hlm

“It appears,” murmured Archie, nerv-
ously, ‘““that it is necessary for me to
indulge in the good old greetings! Dash it!
Bally squeer, bul the old knees appear to
he most frightfully wobbly! Most awk.,
dash it!”

Ilowever, he braced himself up, and as
the girl drew level, Archie gracefully raised
his cap, and howed.

her face was rosy-cheeked and cval. There
was nothing of the shy miss about this girl,
Neither was she one of the “forward »
variety. She was just natural.

And she looked siraight at Archie as one
boy might Iloock at another—she gazed
straight into his eyes. And there was a.
cold, frigid expression in her cwn glance.

All the marrow seemed to {reeze in
Archie’s bones. Handforth had glared at
him with ten times Miss Irene's intensity,
but Archie had remaiped utterly unaffected.

This girl’s glance, however, was shattering.
¢¢J—I—— That is, “5—-— I should say,
you-—?* Archie pause realising that he

was scarcely lucid. *¢ What-ho!

So there
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“ Greetings, fair lady!” he sald gallantly.}

¢ A priceless ‘evening, what? Or, to be more
exact, a somewhat foul . evemng' Abso-

Iuteiy 132 .
" For a moment Miss Trene hesitated. She |
gave Archie one glance, and a flash of her
eyes, and walked cstraight on. Greatly morti-
fled, Archie regarded her retreating form.
"He had heen deliberately snubbed. And it

was very painful, because he certainly didn’t
deserve it. -

But suddenly. Miss Irene paused, hesitated
for another moment, and ~#hen turned back.
Archie’s heart ﬂuttered as -the girl walked
.;trm‘ght up to him, and looked him in the
ace

Trene looked delightful in her red jumper.

Mer slim fisure was trim- and straight, and

You are, what?’”’ he went on, managmg to
brace himself up. ¢ Dashed prlceieqs of you,
Miss, Misg—??

‘“My name is Irene Manners!”’ said the
girl frigidly. -

““Really??’ asked Archie, brightening up.
‘I say! Irene Manners, what? That, as it
were, is a dashed pr:ce]ess sort of name,
don’t you know! A name that trips off the

 old tongue smoothly, ‘and all that sort of

 thing. Charmed to meet you, Miss Manners!
Of course, we've met before—* 0

¢ Will you allow me to speak p]ease?”
asked Miss Irene coldly.

“(Oh, rather! Kindly dash into it!"”’ said
Archie.

A few mements ago you raised your cap



to me,’” gaid Miss Irene,
- me good-evening.”’

‘“ Absolutely,” said Archie. “You see—"’

‘““ Well you please understand that I don’t
want you {o bother in future?’ went on
the girl, “ And I should like you to tell all
your chums that none of the girls of the
Moor View School intend to recognise them.
I hope I have_ made myself clear.”

Archie went pale. .

“Oh! But, I zay!” he ejaculated, in
great distress. ¢ Really, old dear! I—I
~inean, reaily, Miss Manners! That’s most

frightfully hard lines! I mean  to say,
we're not so dashed unspeakable——"’

“We regard all the boys of the Remove
as cads!”’ said Miss Irene icily,

““Cads!”’ agreed Archie. *‘But, really! I
- should say, really! Allow me to point out
that you're absolutely and positively off the
old track! Most of the dear chappies are
—are—— Well, they’re dear chappies!”

“I don’t want to argue with you,” said
the girl, still regarding him freezingly. ¢ But
“do you call it gentiemanly to play mean
- and contemptible tricks? On the first day
we got here we saw you all fighting in the
~ playing fields. Why, it was dreadful!”
Archie gulped.

Not all us!” he

‘““ But, really!
bhastened to explain. “For example, I
It was Buster's doing. The-

“You also wished ]

of

wasn't there.
. foul blighter has been turning the bally Re-
move inside out, you know. Buster is a
frightful beast!” '

‘“ Buster?”’ .

¢ Absolutely,” said Archie. ¢ The ex-
crescence who is at present captain of the
. Remove. Buster Boots, 'don’t you know.
He's a priceless worm, and all that. But
the other chappies are rippers—Nipper and
Handforth and Pitf, and- all that crowd.
We ain’t all cads, dear girl!’”’ he added re-
~ provingly.

For a moment Miss Manners :oftened—
then she tilted her chin. § ]

«“ Al the same, we don’'t want jou to!
. Faise your caps to us,” she =said curtly.
. “ Pleaze remeniber that we are strangers.
And if you are foolish enough to wish me
good-evening again, I shall ignore you.”

And with a firm set of her. pretty mouth,
she turned away and walked up. the lane.
Archie stood staring at her retreating figure,
his temperature rising to such an extent
- that he was burning all over.

¢ T—T mean to say!” he murmured feebly.
¢ That, as it were, was somewhat poisonous!
Ticked off, by gad! Ticked off by a girl!
I mean to say, how absolufely ghastly!”

Archie was more distressed than he could
possibly imagine. Miss Irene had made a
mistnke—an awful mistake—And Archie had
heen unable to explain the situation to her.

Unfortunately, she had refused to listen.
Reing 4 perfectly- human girl, and heir to
all feminine characteristics, she was de-
-eidedly self-willed. -And che had rot allowed

Archie to get a word in edgeways, as ik
were. -
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It
she had becn an angel, she wouldn’t have

Miss Irene was by no means an angel.

been a pupil at the Moor View School. She

‘wag a very sweet girl—but she probably had

her full share of faults. -

And it must be said at once that she was
quite unfair in refusing to give Archie au
opportunity to tell her the exact facts.
She and her companions had made up their
minds that the Remove was no good, end
there was an end cf it. It was a decidedly
feminine viewpoint.

And Archie felt helpless in the situation.
An impulse seized him to dash forward and
grab her firmly by the shoulders, and ¢ tick
her off ”” in turn. She deserved it. It
would do her good. it

But Archie didn’t possess the pluck. He -
had the courage of a lion when it came to
any perilous crisis, but in all matters re-
garding the ladies he was something like a
freshly landed fish. .

He was further dismayed by the Instinctive

 knowledge that he was rather impressed by

Miss Irene. He liked her all the better be- -
cause she was at fault. Archic didn't care
for the clinging, helpless tvpe. There was
something virile and spirited zbout Irene.’

Archie started as he observed Handforth
& Co. up the lane, He hadn't seen them
before, for all his attention had been given
to the girl. But they must have seen himn
talking to her!

“ Dash it all, they'll chip me!” Lv mut-
tered. ‘‘How frightful!”

The chums of Study D, In-the meantime,
were slowly advancing. Miss Irene was now
walking towards them with her neat, crisp
stride. And she was looking straight ahead,
into the distance.

Handforth was very flushed and eager.
The very thing he had hoped for had hap-
pened, He was nobt only catching sight of
the young lady, but actually passing her in
the lane—and, moreover, she was quite
alone! :

Handforth glared at Church and McClure,
who were decidedly in the way. Church and
McClure were beginning to get quite in-
terested, and were wondering what their
leader would do. '

The gale was roaring overhead, causing
the leaves and small branches to scatter
themselves wildly cver the lane. And it
was as rauch as Miss Irene could do to keep
a straight course as she walked along with
the wind baffetting her from a side angle.

However, she managed to walk with con.
siderable dignity. and without even glancing
at Handforth. They all paused and raised
their caps. Handforth smiled with friendly
ease. At least, he thought he smiled with
friendly ecase. As a matter of fact, he
looked extremely self-conscious. '

And the chagrin of Handforth & Co. was
complete as Misgs Irene merely tilted her
«hin, and marched off. She gave them not
even a single glance. She ucted almost as
though they had no existence,
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- Thxsmay be ours !

And Handforth gave a startled gulp. She
had ignored him! She—the girl with the
blue eyes—had absolutely passed by without
even giving him a look! And he had been
fooling himself that she was just the kind
of gir] to be impressed by his strong, manly
appearanze, |

It was more of a shock than Handforth
cared to admit. And Archie was still stand-
ing there—Archie, who had actually talked
to her! In that moment, wandforth hated
Archie like poison.

Irene had talked to that fatheaded duffer,

but had ignoréed him. He emitted a low
grow! of fury. _
“By George!” he breathed. “I'm going
to smash that ass to smithereens!”
“Eh?” said Church, startled.
‘“ Archie!” thundered Handforth. “I'm
going to slaughter him!” '
““What for?” asked MeceClure. “What's

Archie done?”

““She talked to him—and she wouldn't
look at us,” hooted andforth.

“Well, what of it?” grinned Chureh.
“You’re not interested in that flapper, I
suppose? After all, she’s c¢nly a «illy school-

Biff !

“Yow!’ howled Church wildly, as Hand-
forth lashed out. *‘ What’s that for?*

Handforth didn’t think it necessary to
explain. In fact, he suddenly realised that
his actiol)s were very significant. He was
reveazling to his hitherto unsuspecting chums
that he was interested in Irene. At all
events, Handforth had believed them to be
unsuspecting. He would have been startled
if he had been told how much they knew,

“0Oh, 1ats!” growled Handy. ¢ Qirls are
all the same! Even the pretty ones! They
always try to make a fellow look small!”

He said this in order to allay any eus-
picions that might have been aroused within
the minds of Church and McClure. And
he stood looking up the lane at Miss Irene.

She was walking with the same brisk stride,
and Handforth mentally decided she was
just as pretty from the rear as from any
other point of view. Her figure was wonder-
fully graceful, and her walk was supple and
good to see. Indeed, Handforth became
almost dreamny as he stood there.

And the gale roared and hooted more

wildly than ever.

A partieular fierce whirlwind of air
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came howling down from the meadows—3a
powerful burst of the storm that con-
centrated all ifs fm-les upon this section of
the lane.

The hedges bent mnearly double, and the
trees creaked and moaned in anguish,

Handforth’s ecap went flying, ard Church
staggered as he stonod, nearly overbalanced,
And then, just ahead came a crackling crash
of sound, even above the wild voice of the
gale,

The startled juniors saw a great tree
branch sever itself from the parent trunk.
1t came crashing down, right into the lane—
to fall on the top of Miss Irene Manners.

She realised her danger, and made a quick
jump to the side of the road. But she was
just a second too late, and she vanished
amid the entangling meshes of the great
branch.

L et —

CHAPTER II11.
STOUT WORK BY HANDFORTH!

“ 00D Heavens!™
shouted ilandforth
wildly.

In that one second

“he had gone pale to the lips.

All his sentimental thoughts

regarding Miss Irene vanished

Afler all, they were omnly trivial

in a tlash.
—insignificant. Just the harmless emotiions
of a schoolboy.
There was a girl in danger—in grave peril.
It mattered not to Handforth whether she

was pretty, plain, or downmght ugly. Ie
would have acted just the same in any case.
The one sheer necessity was to get her out
of her predicament.

Without wasting a fraction of a second,
Handforth rushed forward, half dreau:‘lu.':f*r
that she was mjmcd Church and 1\I(:Ch,u*«e,
pluciy enough, it is true, were too startled
to move. They iust stared.

Handforth, as he drew nearer, cculd see
Miss Irene strugglmfr vainly to save herself
from the madly lashmg branches of the
great limh. And a second squall came hurt-
ling down, hard on the heels of the first.
Indeed this squall was even more fierce and
more terrible. _

The whistling hoot of the gale was like
something solid. It was terrifying—it almost
stilled the senses. And Church and McClure
became aware of a danger of which Hand-
ferth himself knew nothing.

The great tree itself was staggering!

The full might of the storm pressed
against the thick foliage. Accompanied by a
crack]iug rcar, the whole tree sagged aeross

the road, and commenced falling. Church
sereamedd,
*“ Handy !”* he shouted desperately. “‘Come

back—coine bacik!”

IFor the tree was falling right across the
road—fully .upon Miss Irene. It would
thunder down, and crush to death both the
girl and Handforth, For the latter was now
running headlong into the heart of the peril.



But Handforth himself was aware of the
danger now.

He didn’t give a single thought to his own
safety. His one grim determination was to
drag the girl back—to extricate her from her
helpless predicament, and to save her from
this ghastly death. .

Handforth acted in the cnly possible way
—roughly. ' - ;

This was no fime for pgentle methods.
Five minutes earlier the very thought of lay-
ing hands upon Irene’s sacred person would
huve caused himm to feel faint. But now he
crashed through the ¢tree branches, and
reached forward. -

He seized Irene by the shoulders, got a
firm grip under her arras, and simply vanked
her out backwards. Overhead, l'ke some
smothering monster, the giant tree was
crashing down.

The whole thing was over in ten seconds.

With his ears filled with a thousand
sounds, Handforth staggered back with the
girl in his arms. He tripped, foundered,
and gave himself up for lost. Buf, by a
superhuman effort, he managed to hurl him-
self clear,

Crash! ; ;

The mighty trunk of the tree thudded
down within a foot of him and the girl.
The impaect was so terrific’ that the sftoncs
were sent flving from the road surface, and
the whnle ground shook.

That massive trunk had hurtled down upon
the road omnly a bare two seconds after the
pair had vacated the spot. Without - the
slightest shadow of a doubt, frene would
have been crushed to death if Handforth had
not flown to her aid. Ior she could never
have freed herself in time. . ’

; Ehurch and McClure dashed up an instant
ater. 4 _

¢ Oh, thank .Ifeaven!? gasped Church.
¢ We—we thought—" _

He couldn’t express the fear that had been
in their minds. They were intensely thank-
ful to see Handforth safe. And there was
the girl—lying in Handforth's arms!

Edward Oswald had lifted her clear
almost without knowing it. Th: extremity
of the peril had made all his self-conscious-
ness vanish on the instant. He had lifted
Miss Irene clear from the ground, and held
her there. :

She was a pathetic sight, now.

For the girl had fainted—and smali
wonder. In that moment she had believed
herself to be doomed. She had just given
one small scream, and had swooned even as
Handforth pulled her clear. .

And now, with her face as pale as chalk,
she lay in Handy’s strong aims. Her tam-
o’-shanter was gone, and her golden hair
waved in the fiercely buffeting wind. Her
red jumper and her zkirt were torn in
several places, for the had been caught
under that falling branch.

““ Out of the way!” said Handforth grimly. )

“I’ve got to carry her to the Moor View
School! She’s injured—she might be dying!”

-

*“0h,
fearfully,
There was every reason for Handforth’s

my goodness! > breathed McClurt

fear. The girl looked even prettier than
ever in her sore distress, but Handforth had
uo thoughts for her beauty now. She had to
be taken to a place where she could be
cared for. The leader of Stidy D was a
fellow of action. There was no room in his
composition for sentimentality when it came
to a crisis. .

“We—we’ll help you to carry her!” said
Church quickly.

‘“No, you won't!” snapped Handforth.
“Why, she’s like a baby—as light as a

feather! Blessed if I can understand why
gu'ls; are so jolly ttrong! There's nothing in
‘'em !”’ .

In this Handforth was slightly wrong. 1
was only the urgency of the situation that
made the young lady seem light, As a
matter of fact, she was no small weight to
carty, and Handforth would have found
this out if he had been compelled to take
her all the way to the Moor View School.

But before he ¢ould start off, Irene opened
ler eyes.

““Qh!” she sighed., *‘ What—what—"

She broke off, Irene cpening her eyes
wider as she saw_that her cwn face was
within a foot of Handforth’s rugged coun-
tenance. With surprising alacrity she
recovered. Probably any girl would have -
recovere# as quickly, upon finding herself
in somebody’s arms. :

As for Handforth, he nearly dropped hLer
on. the spot. While she had been uncon-
scious, he was as bold as brass. But to
suddenly find her looking straight into his
eyes was staggeriag. His grip seemed to
weaken, and it was only by a great effort
that he retained his hold.

“JIt’s all right, Miss Irene!” he said
.gruffly. ¢ You're injured. I'm going to
carry you home——*

“Indeed, ycu’re mnot!” interrupted the
girl. < Please set me down at once! *

““ But—but L

“1 insist!” she said firmly.

Handforth was as weak as any other

fellow would have been in the- circum-

e ———
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Well worth winning !
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stanees. The command was imperious. Very
gently, he set the girl upon her Ieet, but
maintained a steady hand wupon  her
shoulder. :

“Jt’s all rot!”’ he growled. “You fainted
just now, and that great branch fell -right
on the top of you! 1 expect you're injured
—those branches must have bruaised You
frightfully.” .

The girl winced as she tried to walk.

“J—I believé my foot is hurt,”> she
admitted. “Oh! I—I con’t know what to
say to you! And I feel so mean, t00—
you’re cne of the boys I called a cad a few
days ago!” 7 _

“Yes, that was a bit offside! > said
ITandiorth. ¢ Still, no need to_make a song
abeut it! It was Buster's fault—he ruined
everything. You'll let me help you back to
the school, won’t you?”?*

““Yes, if—if you want to!”’ sh2 said softly.

“We do want t¢ ! said the three juniors,
in one voice.

“ Thanks ever so much!”

“ Who told you to butt in? ¥ demanded
Handfoxth, glaring at Church and McClure.
“Like your giddy sauce! Now then, Miss
Irene, xou’ve got to-lean on me, and the
quicker we go the better. Church, you’d
better rush for the doctor—-"

“0Oh, mno, no!”? interrupted the girkL
“Pon’t be silly! I don’t want a doctor!
I've only got one or two scratches. I'm not

hurt at all, really.”
“You’d bave been killed but for Handy,”
said Church,
“ Dry upi” hizsed Handforth fiercely.
“Handy?” repecated Irene, Ilooking at
Ldward Oswald., “Is that your name? *
“T'm Handforth—Ldward Oswald Hand-
farth, of ihe Remove,” said the leader of
Study D. “I say, I didn’t try to play a
trick on Yyou the other day. That was
Buster’s doing. I was mad aboul it—"
“I'm quite sure you didn’t try to play
any tricks—Handforth,”’ said the girl quietly,
looking straight at him. “And I want to

thank you ever so much for being 0
brave.” -

“Qh, draw it wmild!” muttered Handy,
flushing. » '

“ (Oh, it was wonderful—really and truly it
was !’ went on Irene, her eyes lighting up. “1
thought I was going to be killed, and I went
all faint. Then I heard you, and you caught
hold of me and dragged me clear. 1 shall
never forget it—never! And I called you a
cad! You do forgive me, don’t you? *

“ Forgive you!” said Handforth, with a
gulp, “I—I say, of course I do. And as
for pulling you away from that tree, it was
nothing at all. Come on! We’ll get a move
on, It’s getting dark!”

Irene’s left ankle was paining her a little,
but, escort:d by Handforth and Co., she
had no difliculty in reaching the Moor View
School.
thkree juniors ag she turned to enter the
gateway. Hawndforth had positively refused
to go inside. The thought of being sur-

She shook hands warmly with all.
ducing him to Miss Irene.

rounded by dozens of girls had made him
feel quite fuaint.
“] say, Miss Irene, you won't say any-

thing about this, will you? ” asked Hand-
forth uncomfortably. . .

“Indeed I ghalll” .

“@Great Scott!” gasped Handy. ‘ Don’t

—for goodness sake! There’ll be an awful
lot of talk, and—and you know what the
chaps are! I—I expect you girls are the
same! Everybody will think—will think—’

IIe paused, blushing furiously, unable to
explain. ' _ ' :

“You silly!” laughed Irene. “Just as if
that matters. I want to tell everybody how
brave you were, and I want to let the girls
know that the Remove isn’t .all composed of
nasty boys. ‘But if you really want me to
keep it a secret——>*

“] do—rather!” said Handforth eagerly.
““Say the branch fell on you, and let it go
at that. You won’t be telling a lie.”

The girl's eyes softened.

“1 knew you were brave—and now I know
you’re modest,” cshe said frankly. ‘I think
we shall be good friends, Handforth. All of
us,” she added, glancing at Church and
McClure, “Qh, 1’'m so glad!»

She turned, &and hurried towards the
schooiliouse, limping slightly. She vanished
in the gloom of ihe big porch. And Hand-
forth uttered a long sigh of sheer happi-
ness.

“Isn’t she gorgeous?  he breathed, ¢ Ay
hat! What a girl! >

Chureh and MeClure grinned.

“She’s certainly a good sport,” agreed

Church. ““ We never expected anything like
this, did we? Just fancy! Coming out for
a bit of a walk, and meeting Miss Irene!
You were great, Handy!> .
“Eh?»” said Mandforth, glaring.
“The way you dashed to the
damsel’s rescue,” caid Church.

fair
“She was a

goner, sure emnough, until you dashed in.
We thought you were booked, too. Thank
goodness it turned out 0.K.”

“And it’s good to know that she's

changed hec opinion about us,” remarked
McClure. *“Of course, she’ll tell all’ the
other girls, and they won't be so jolly
uppish any more. But there’s no -telling
with girls,” he added reflectively. ¢ They're
a queer crowd. You never know how to
take ’em.” o A

““ And—and 1 held her in my arms,” said
Handforth absently.

£f E]]? r

“1 carried her—2  Handforth paused,
and started. ‘What the dickens are you
asses grinning at?*’ he roared Vviolently.

“Come on! Let's get back!*”
And the chums of Study D ,marched
briskly back towards St. Frank’s. Hand-

forth didn’t care a rap for the gale and
the whirling leaves. He wa3j grateful for it.
For the gale had been the means of intro-

And she was his friend—she had said so!
There was only one fly in the amber—
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The Faithful Five'r had never worked so hard before.

fellows had gone down to prayers they were sawing away, attempting to set

their leader free !
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‘Archic Glenthorne! Archie had been talking
to Irene. Well, if Archic dared to address
her again— But Handy calmed himself,
sure of his own position.

« He walked on air, as happy as the pro-
verbial King. ‘

CHAPTER 1IV.
THE DIE-HARDS IN A BAD WAY!

« HAT-HO! What-ho!”
said Archie Glen-
thorne, peering

into the gloom.

“In other words, tally-ho
and yoicks! Who goes there
—what?”?

Handforth and Co. materialised out of
the dimness.

““ Oh, here you are!”
forth aggressively. | |
¢ Absolutely,” said Archie. “I'm waiting
for the dear chappie—Alf, to be exact.
You haven’t run into the old scream, by
any chance? Dashed queer, don’'t Yyou
know. He ought to have been back "
“Never mind, Alf,” interrupted Hand-
~forth fieréely.. I want to have a word with
‘'you, my lad!?*
- Archie adjusted his monocle, and peered
forward. ; ,

““ Dash it all! Why the furious tone, old
Iad? > he asked mildly.

exclaimed MHand-

Long after the other |

you sound friéhtfully dangerous. Thére‘s i
kind of growl in the old voice—"’

“Did you see what happened up the
lane?” demanded Handforth.

‘“ Absolutely——" ¢

“ What? ”?

. “I—I mean, absolutely mnot!” stuttered
Archie. ‘“(Gadzooks! You’re getting me

hot and bothered! What, as it were, is the
big idea? Up the lane? I’ sorry, laddie,
but I fail to grasp the trend. The brain
departmeat closes early, don’t you know!”

““Then you didn’t see that tree fall across
the road? ¥ said IHandy.

“Not to notice it, old bird,” replied
Archie. “I'm sorry, and all that, but I'm
dashed puzzled.” -

e couldn’t make out why Handforth was
questioning him so closely. Archie had seen
Miss Irene pass the chums of Study D, but
she had been out of -vision round: the bend
when the tree c¢rashed down.. Handforth
was relieved. '

“That’s all right, then,” said Edward
Oswald. “Now, look here, Glenthorne!
What were you saying to Miss Irene? »

“¥Eh? Why, idash it, you mean what was
she saying tc me!’”’ protested Glenthorne.
“1 regret to tell you, cvld darling, that the
dear girl was decidedly crisp. I'll even go
so far as to say that she was frightfully
unkind.” . ,

¢“ What do you niean, you ass? ¥’

. ] “I trust I haven’t
displeased you in any way? I mean to say,

“ Why, she absolutely told me to,l my
 bally face that if 1 dared to address her

——— % =
— ——



again she would give me the bird!” said

Archie sadly. ‘“Me, don't you know. She
positively refused to recogunise me!”

Handforth grinned with delight.

“ Good!” he said heartily.

“What? I 1nean to say, dash . it!?”
objected Archie. “ Good, what? I call it

verging on the ghastly! What, as it were,
have I done? Why should I be shunned
and spurned? Why should the whole
Remoye be shunned and spurred? For the
dear girl positively declared that we’re all
the bally same!”

“Qh, did she!” said Handforth, with a
start! .“But, of course,
it “happened? * _
_“ Befere what happened? * inquired Archie
n:ildly.

“ Nothing! ”’

“ Upon my word! How, may I ask, can
rothing happen? ¥ demanded Archie. “I

can understand something happening, but
3

“Qh, never nind!?* interrupted Hand-
forth airily. “I haven’t. got time to waste
over you, anyhow. As for Miss Irene——"

“« Pardon me, old lad, but it sounds dashed
familiar to refer to the young lady by her
Christian name,” interrupted Archie re-
proviagly. “1 mean to say, it isn’t done.
Absolutely not! The priceless girl is Miss
AManners.””

“ Miss Marners, eh?” repeated IIand-
forth., “ Irene AManners! By George! That’s
a ripping name, when ycu come te think of
3 AL ) :

‘¢ Ahsolutely,” agreed Archie. “But I'm
dashed upset. The tissues, in fact. are
feeling washed out and limp. It's a fright-
ful pity that these girls sbonld think so
hadly of us,” '

“They don’t,” put in Church. “ Don’t
voun worry, Archie, that's all over now. It
was all a misunderstanding, and there’s no
need to think any more about it. Blessed
fuss over nothing, in my opinion!” he added,
with a sniff. - : '

Handforth and Co. marched into the
gateway, and were nearly blown into the
Ancient House, accompanied by sundry
leaves and a cloud of gpit. Archie remained
cutside near the gateway

His thoughts were now divided between
Miss Ireme and Alf Brent.  Archie was
sorely troubled over both of them. . He
- was worried about Alf, and greatly pained
concerning Miss Irene Manners., It was
very seldom indeed that the elegant junior
had been “ ticked off '’ so severely by any
young lady. . |

And it was- all the more distressing be-
cause he hadn't deserved anything of the
sort. The words of Handforth & Co., how-
ever, gave Archie some slicht encourage-
ment. He was not permitted to ponder over
the subject much longer, in any cdcase, for
a figwre suddenly loomed up from the lane.

It was Alf Brent.

Alf wag not quite Rimseif. His collar was
missing, his {ie was smothered in wmud.

that was before

| Klan,”

His neat Eton suit was crumpled and torn.
And Alf himself was filled with a suppressed
rage. ]

** So here you are —what?”’ sald Archie
brightly. *° Welcome, laddie! Dashed glad
to see you, and all that! TI've been wait-
ing for hours, don’t you know? But kindly
allaw me to remark that you look rather
poisonous,”’ :

Alf Brent gave a snort.

“I'm wild!” he said fiercely.
raving!”’

‘“Dash it all—"' )

" Those—those cads!”’ went on Alf, his
voice quivering with heat. * They got me,
Archie—got me in broad daylight, and
took me into the wood!” 2

** Gadzooks! You—you mean Buster and .
his frightful crowd?” .

“0f course; bhut they were all dressed
up in white gowns and hoods—just like
those pictures you see of the Ku Klux
exclaimed Alf grimly. *“ But let’s
come indoors, 1 want to get cleaned up.
Then I'm going to.see Nipper, and ask him
what he’'s going to do.”

‘““ A sound scheme, dear boy,” approved
Archie. *“In- fact, a priceless wheeze!”

They went indoors, and parted in the
lobby, AH hurrying upstairs to wash and
change, Archie went to the luxurious study
which he shared with Brent, and languidly
rested himself upon the soft lounge.

“Good!” he murmured. * Just time to
have forty of the hesti—what? A dashed
restorative to the old nerves, and so forth!”

He closed his eyes and composed himself
for sleep. But sleep wouldn't come.
Archie found himself thinkfng of the various
events which had been recently taking place
in the old school. : )

Of course, John Busterfield Boots was an
outsider—an absolute cad, and all that sort
of rot! Archie assured himself upon this
point in the most decided terms, Boots was
the cause of all the recent trouble.

Buster was a College House junior.

18 Iim

Ever

‘since his arrival at St. Frank’s, abt the be-
{ ginning of the present term, he had been

asserting himself in no uncertain manner.
Having gained the leadership of the Monks,
he had not been content with that.

Buster was now the captain of the whole
Remove. He had eusted me from my posi-
tion, and I was no longer a power. Buf
there was nothing -of the disappointed ex-
leader about me. I was sure of my ground,
and felt convinced that Buster’s supremacy
was only a passing phase. His success had
been built upon such fragile supports that -
they- would never carry him far. :

Indeed, at the present mioment, ‘hig chief
reason for popularity - was ithat he ™ had
inaugurated the Remove Recreation Club.
And this precious institution was nothing
more nor less than' a’ meeting-place for 'in-
dulging in mild gambling. -~ There was a
danger that the gambling would not always
remain mild.
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- It was not very surprising, perhaps, that
the majority of the Remove fellows had
succumbed to: Buster's soft words. They
hiad listened to him, soaking in his per-
nicious ridiculing of so-called mollycoddles.

Buster's doctrine was to the effect that
-any fellow who believed in clean football
aud healthy amusements was a soff nin-
compoop. In order to live fully, a fellow
had to indulge in such delightful pastimes
as card playing for money, roulette, and
sa forth.

And this Recreation Club of Buster's
was a very complete afiair.
full official sanction of Mr. Stockdale, the
Housemaster of the College House. Needless
to say,
pression that the club was perfectly harm-
less and innocent.

Most of the fellows were excited about it.
It was something novel—something that
they had never even dreamecd of. They
were ready enough 1o listen to Buster's
scoffing talk when he declared that there
was nothing wrong in it. He ridiculed the
idea of the roulette table being wicked.

After all, the fellows only played in six-,

pences and shillings. What harm was there
in that? And why shouldn't they have a
little fun—particularly as it was so safe
and easy? ;
Buster was a remarkable talker., He had

such a way with him that he could con-.

vince plenty of the fellows that black was
white. Ever such jumiors as De Valerie,
and Jerry Dodd and Owen major and Single-
ton—and fellows who were normally quite
decent and above board—even these were
convinced by Buster's ready tongue. They
-fooled themselves into believing that every-
thing was quite all right, and that they
were merely being good sports. |

And that was the position in the Remove
at present,

- Over seven-eighths of the fellows were held

fast under Buster’s sway. And it was potf
merely by his Recreation Club that Buster
gained such support. Certain juniors had
absolutely refused to come under his
jurisdiction. These, needless to say, were
all Ancient House boys. The Monks backed
Buster up solidly . @

Those Fossils Wiio were opposed to the
new skipper were being subjected to a kind
of terrorism. John Busterfield Boots had
his own crowd—the fellows who called them-
selves the Faithful Five—had formed a kind
of Ku Klux Klan. Their first victim had
beetr Fatty Little.

They had persecuted him, terrorised him,
and had finally compelled him to break
away from thia Die-Ilard Party.

This latter was a small Opposition which
had been started by me. It had come into
being  suddenly—dramatically. At first I
had never dreamed of opposing  Buster or
questioning his authority .as Remove captain.

But upon the occasion of the opening of
the Remove Recreation Club I had found

it necessary to put my foot down fatly “and

It had the

Mr. Stockdale was under the im-
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determinedly. Under no circumstances could

countenance this ﬁambling house, even
though it was camouflaged under the guise
of a harmless club. -

S0, on the spot, I had called for sup-
porters. I had asked all the semsible, far-
seeing Juniors to rally to my support. 1
had asked them to show thgir disapproval
of Buster’s insanity by brealfng away from
him eatirely. But I had been somewhat dis-
appointed to find that only cleven fellows
rallied to the call., The others were all
under the hypuotism of Buster’s per-
sonality.

There were twelve of us altogether—twelve
fellows who had marched out of the club on
that first night as a protest. And we had
called ourselves the Die-Hards, and we were
hoping that we should gain further sup-
porters.

But Buster had been active.

The original twelve consisted of Tregellis-
West, Watson, Pitt, Grey, Handforth,
Church, MeClure, Archie Glenthorne, Fatty
Little, . Alf Brent, Somerton, and my?elf.
But now that Fatty Little had been forced
info submission, there were only eleven of
us left.

In short, the Die-Hard party was in a bad
way. ;

For Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent were
now being victimised, and there was every
indication the Die-Hards would be reduced
to nine. Then, indeed, Buster would tri-
umph—and I should be in danger of losing
my remaining supporters.

I did not blame Fatty for deserting us.

- Buster’'s methods ~were cunning. The
rotters and the weaklings supported him be-
cause he appealed to their baser natures—
and the worst of a fellow is far readier to
spring uppermost than the best in him,
One’s baser nature is generally the more
susceptible to beguiling words.

But those fellows who had wills of their
own, and were ready to oppose this tyrant
—this eself-styled Boss—were subjected to
constant and persistent tyranny and per-
secution. Buster was a fighter, with a
boxing ability second to nome in the Col-
lege House, and he ruled with a rod of
iromn.

Fatty, keen enough to support me, had
been reduced to a state of jumpy nerves by
a succession of ill-natured, petty persecu-
tions. On the top of this—just when his will
power was sapped of all its strength—he
had been captured by the Ku Klux Klan.

This latter was another of John Buster-
field Boots® ideas. The St. Frapk’s
“pbranch ” of the Ku Klux Klan consisted
of the Supreme Six—Buster and his eligue.
They had captured TFatty, and threatened

‘him with added persecution, to say nothing

of clipping off all his hair, unless he con-

sented to leave the Die-Hard Party. And

Fatty, being only human, had succumbed.
‘And now, to-day, all sorts of extraordinary

‘things had been happeuning to Archie Glen-

thorne and Alf Brent. They had met with



2 gseries of distressing misfortunes right
from the moment they arose. There was no
‘goub't, that Buster and his allies were again
usy. -
" "And this time they meant to take two.
According to the previous arrangement,
Archiec and Alf would be pounced upon
“during the evening, They were both jumpy
and nervous, after the evemts of the day,
and were beginning to think that the game
wasn’t worth the candle. In other words,
‘their morale was sadly affected. This, of
course, was just Boots’ object.

Alf came into the study after he had
washed and dressed, and found Archie whill
reclining on the .couch, deep in thought.
He had not been able to indulge in his
usual “forty of the best and brightest.”

“1 don’t know,” said Alf gruffly.
“What’s the use?
“Ih?? asked Archie, starting. ° What?

I mean to say—" .

_“ What's the use?” repeated Alf. ‘““Blessed
if-F can see any sense in holding out, Archie.
Buster’s a rotter, but we needn’t mix with
him and his gang. Goodness knows I'm
not a quitter, but there doesn’'t seem any
hope for us by sticking to the Die-Hards.”

“But, my dear old ecarrot!” protested
Archie, adjusting his monocle,
at Alf in a startled way. * But, my dear
old tvlip! I mean to say, Nipper’s at the
belm, dou’t you know! Nipper, the laddie
with the bulging scheme-box! He’s- bound
to do things soon! He’'s the Chief of the
Die-lMards—*

“1 know that,” said Alf.
Nipper done?»

“E@?” Well, give the chappie a chance,
dash it}»? |

“He’s had plenty of time,” growled Alf.
“ Look .at Fatty!  He's left us, and I don't
blame him. It isn’t worth going through
all this persecution, just to belong to a
miserable minor party that hasn’t a mite of
power.”

‘‘ Well, of course, there’s something in
that,” agreed Archie thoughtfully. “ Now
you come to put it so dashed concisely, I've
got to agree, old hird.” .
" They wcre certainly low in  vitality!
" Buster’s plan was working well! . '

- And then I bustled briskly into the study.

“Ob, here you are,” I said, in a crisp
voice. ‘““Glad you’re both still alive and
kicking! Come on!?’ |
- “Come on—where to?” asked Brent.

‘“ Common-reom,” I replied. “It’s empty,
except for our gang. Buster and his crowd
are In the precious Club. We're holding a
fuIL Die-Hard meeting—the whole eleven of
us.

“ But
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what’s’

“ Absolutely !’ said Archie brightly. ¢“Ig
this where we do things, laddie?”

“Got a scheme against Buster?” asked
Alf, in an eager voice. ¥,

“ Not exactly; but we’re going to see that
you two fellows are kept guarded,” I re-
plied grimly. ¢ After what’s happened to-
day I'm not taking any chances. But you
needn’'t worry—I've got plenty of schiemes.
Trust me, children, and I’'ll pilot the party
to victory. And we'll soon have members -
galore.” .

““ What,”” said Archie, ““did I tell you?”

He and Alf accompanied me 1o the
Common-room, whers Handforth and Co. and
the rest of #the Die-Hards were waiting.
They were all grim and determined.

“ All right; nothing's happened,”
Reggie Pitt. “We're all safe bere,
Buster can’t do a thing.”

el

CHAPTER V.
THE CUNNING OF BUSTER!

ANDFORTH was nob
looking very satis-
- fied.
_ “] don’t agree
Y with this,”” he said gruffiy.

- “Its almost like an ad-
~  mission of weakness—all of
us crowding together in a clump. Why not
go on in just the usual way? Why nobt go
to our own studies?” g
- I shook my head.

“When you talk about an admission of
weakness—youw’re right,” I said. “We are
weak, - and there’s no sense in irying to
make believe anything else. Buster’s party
outnumbers us so heavily that we shouldn’t
stand an earthly chance unless we clung
closer together.” '

‘“And have we always got to do this?”
asked Tommy Watson. .

“ Not always, but until we gain a few
more members, anyhow,” I replied. “I'm
afraid you fellows are a bit. impatient.
Buster’s got the upper hand, and it’s no
good trying to fool ourselves. The chances
are that he’ll make a big effort to get hold
of Glenthorne and Brent this evening 2

““He'd better try it on!” growled Hand-
forth. - - S

The door of the Common-room opened,
and we looked over imn that direction
quickly. Although the rest of the Remove
had gathered in the Reereation Club, there
was a constant suspicion that a raid was
imminent. £ o o -

But the newcomer was only Tubbs, the
pageboy. wite

““Sorry to disturb you, young gents;” said
Tubbs. ““But I'm just lookin’ for Master
Glenthorpe——** -~ =~ - . .o S

“ What-ho!” said Archie. “Here we are,
old scream!”: .. . s U ¥ )

¢ Mr. - Crowell ‘wants .to
study, sir,” said Tubbs. "

(Contihuéd on page 15.) -

said
and

see ~you in his



DOUBLE-LENGTH INSTALMENT OF THIS FINE SERIAL!

g N\ /" K
T

»
"
L

¢

; CONTAINS THE VERY BEST DE
' . BTORIES,

PRESENTED WITH “ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY.” October 27, 1923.

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.
But for a son by a secret marriage
the heir to Lord Easington would fall

to Professor Mark Rymer, the crafty
and unscrupulous cousin of the late
peer. The story opens in Sydney,
Australia, with Nelson Lee and his
opponent, Rymer, setting off in search
of the missing heir who, as Richard
Seymour, iz employed as a stockman
in the interior of New South Wales.
fymer's intention i3 vo kill Seymour.
The detective and the professor reach
Garoo Dowuns within a few hours of
each other, Exciting experiences from
bush fires and bushrangers delay their
progress. At length, Rymer discovers
that Seymour has been gone two years,
and was last heard of in New Zealand.
Both Nelson Lee and Rymer proceed to
New Zealand, and here discover that Sey-
mour has gone to the Sandwich Islands.
The professor then makes further at-
. tempts on the life of the detective,
‘Now read on.)

[

L
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i

A clever Detective Story, fea-
turing the brilliant exploits of
Nelson Lee versus his most
dangerous and unscrupulous
opponent,Professer Mark Rymer.

FOUND AT LAST!

A quarter of an hour later, Mark Rvmer,
hatless and breathless, rushed into the
Geyser House Hotel, at the end of the
valley, and gasped out the startling news
that his ‘“manservant, John Andrews,”’ had
suddenly turned giddy on the edge of the
Champagne Pool, and had fallen in.

A rescue party was instantly organised
and despatched to the scene of the
‘“accident.”’ Their search, however, proved
barren of result; and at half-past six next
morning the professor resumed his journey.

Rotorua was reached on Wednesday night,
and Auckland on Thursday. The Sonoma,
from Sydney to San Francisco, arrived at
Auckland on Friday night, and left, with
Mark Rymer aboard, on Saturday.

On the following Tuesday week, after a
voyage of ten days, the steamer arrived at
the capital of the Sandwich
Islands. Here - the professor transhipped
into a local steamer, and on the . following



evening he landed at Hilo, on the 1sland
of }I*mau, and found himself within fifty
miles of Lord Easington’s missing heir!

T was late in the evening when Mark
Rymer went ashore at Hilo, s0 he
decided to put up for the night
there, and ptroceed to Kalapana next

day. As luek would have it, there was a
third-rate hotel just opposite the  landing-
stage, and as soon as the professor had
engaged a bed there, and had satisfied his
hunger,” he interviewéd the proprietor.

"*“ Do you kiow a firm of planters in this
island of the name of Pryde & Co.?? he
asked.

The proprietor removed a corn-cob from
his “mouth, and e¢xpectorated t.hrough the
open wlndow

“ 1 should say,”’ he replied, mth a well-
marked American drawl.

«T ant given to understand,’’ continued }

the professor, ‘‘that the head of the firm
is a wealthy hnghshman named Mortimer
1’!‘}?68 LR

¢ That’s so,’? said the Yankee ¢« Least-
wise, he ain’t exactly the head of the ﬁrm—-—
he's the firm itself.??

““You mean that he is the sole pwpnetor
of the cancern?”

{3 Yep .

f Married?’? | Ty

“ Widower.”? _ ' e

“‘ Any children?’’

“‘One daughter—a regular da1s:,'”

““ Where is his estate?”?

«‘Kalapana.’’

v Where s that??

“It’s a small seaside town on the south-
cast coast,” ; >

¢ Far from here?”?

‘“‘Forty miles by road; twent) five as the
crow flies.”’

‘“‘How can I get there?’

“ Ride, drive, or walk.”’

‘‘No trains?’?

The Yankee laughed. :

“T guess mnot!’” he said. “We ain't
arrived at railroads yet.’’

* < Does Mr. Pryde live at Kalapana?’

““No. I reckon yew'll have heard of
Hilauea?’?

The  professor nodded his head. Kilauea
is the largest active voleano in the ‘world.
To be strictly accurate, Kilauea is the name
of the crater, and tJhe name of the volcano
is Mauna Loa.

T 66°Waal,?? contmued the Yankee, ¢ Kilauea
is abowt twelve miles inland from Kalapana,
and Mr. Pryde’s estate is between the two.
His house is half-way up the mountainside.”’

“‘Do you know his marnager?’’

“ Dick Seymour?’’

‘““Yes., What's he like??

- «Ta]l, broad-shouldered, dark-brown hair
am’t, moustache, gooﬂ-lookmg, stmng as an
0X.

#¢“Where does he live?’>

ki3

“On the outsklrts of Ealapana Going
fo see him?? -

““1 think so.?

- ¢“Waal, when you get to Kalapana, jest
ask the first man you ‘meet to. show yew
Dick Seymour’s bunvalow, and ef he ain’t
blind he’ll do it.”?

“I suppose I can’t get from here to
Kalapana and back in one day?? .- -

“Yew. might, but I reckon it’d be a
tight fit. I guess if I were yew, I'd stay
the night there.’?

¢ Is there an hotel in the place?”’

‘““Jest one—the Stars and Stripes.”’

“ Then I’ take your advice and stay
there. I -should like to start from here first
thing to-morrow morning. You.can loan me
a horse??

‘““Why, cert’'nly!- What time would yew
like him hrought around?”? ‘

¢« Nine o’clock sharp. Breakfast at cight.’’

““ Right yew are!’’ said #he landlord, as
he replaced the corn-cob between his lips.
“T'll see yew fixed up!’? .

He was as good as his word, and at nine
o’clock next morning the professor started
- out on his forty-miles ride.-

It was six o’cloek in the evening when he
reached the little seaside town, where he
stabled his horse at the Stars and Stripes,
and engaged a bed for the night. .

““What a ‘lovely  view you have!”’ he
remarked, as he joined the -landlord on the
wooden verandah in front of the hotel.
““That’'s Kilauea, isn’t it?’’ - 5

“JIt is, sorr,’® said  the landlord, who
hailed from the Emerald Isle.

‘“ And to whom does that estate belong?’’
inquired the professor, pointing to a lnnfr
vista of sugar-eanes, banana-trees, - and rice-
fields, which extended from the outskirts
of the town to the foot of the veleano.

| ¢‘To Mr. Pryde, sorr. 'Tis wan av the

t foinest istates in the oisland av Hawaii,

and the man phwat owns it is worbth ivery
eint av a couple av million dollars. And
[-t-heres no wan hut a shp av a girl to
inherit it!??

<« Does he manage the - estate ‘himself *?
asked the professor, who wished to find:out

| where Dick Seymour. lived, without appear-

) ing too inquisitive on the 'pmnt.

“ Not intoirely. He laves' the greater
part av the management to a broth av a
t bhoy from Austrailyer. A lucky young chap
is Dick Seymour!?’

'~ ¢« Dick Seymour? Is ‘that the manager’s
name?’’

““Yes, it is. He hadn’t a cint to call his
own whin he landed in Hawail eighteen
months ago. Aud luk at him now! He's
manager av the istate, and gets a thousand
dollars a year, wid an ‘illigant house to live
m, and a couple av natives fo wait'on him

’and and fut. That’s his house; ‘ye ean just
see the roof over beyant thim ‘trees on the
far side av that wood. Sée it?””

“ Er—yes—I think so,’ said the professor,
| Prett‘mlm to stifle a vaw '
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- He had got the information he required.
and he now wished the landlord to under-
stand that he was not at all interested in
-his gossip, and had only been listening
-out of politeness. :

““I' think I'lt go for a stroll before I
have supper,”’ he said. I should like  to
have a look round the town bhefore it’s dark.
Expect me back about nine o'clock.”’

He nodded to the landlord and sauntered
away. S

As soon as he had turned the corner of
the road he quickened his.pace, and struck
out in a bee-line for-the house whose rool
he had seen ¢ over beyant thim trees on the
far side av that wood.”’ _ i

A quarter of an hour's walk brought him
within full view of the house, which proved
to be a wooden bungalow, surrounded by 2
miniature plantation of screw-pines and
candlenut trees.

“As he paused to take stock of the place, a
tall and athletic young fellow emerged from
the door and stood for a moment on the
verandah, with the golden ligcht of the
setting sun shining on his handsome [ace.

Quick as thought the professor concealed |

himself behind the trunk of a neighbouring
tree.

Scarcely had he done so ere a small
Hawaiian boy, who had been Ilying asleep
at the foot of the tree, scrambled to his
feet with a whimper of fear.

‘““ Aloha!” (Love to youn.) “Don't ke
frichtened,”’ said the professor, patfting him
on the head. ¢“BMe¢ no going to hurt you—
savvy? Here's a nickel for you.”” He
thrust a coin into the youngster’'s hand.
““You speakee English?'’ he asked.

The dark-hued laddie nodded his head.

“ Then tfell me who that. gentleman is,’”’
said the professor,
figure standing on the verandah.

““Dat Massa Seymour,’”’ said the bhoy.

OUR DETECTIVE .

pointing to the tall

Mark Rymer's arm dropped limply to his-

side, and he trembled from head .fo foot.
Every nerve in his body tingled with excite-
ment; every artery pulsed and throbbed as
though it would burst. For quite ten
seconds he stood and gazed at his intended
vietim in a silent, gloating triumph. Then
two words burst from his twitching lips
in a low hiss: :
““At last!”

—— T p—

MARK RYMER OVERHEARS AN INTERESTING

CONVERSATION.
LISSFULLY . unconsciong of the

glittering eyves which were watching

him, Dick Seymour gazed across the

serricd rows of sugar-canes in the
direction of Kilauea.

On one of the lower slopes of the famous
voleano, now bathed in golden sunlight,
and distinctly visibiec from the verandah of
Dick’s bungalow, stood a large stone house,
built in the style of an KEnglish country
mansion, and approached 'by a winding

F
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carriage-road, which zig-zagged . up the
mountain-side and - terminated at the

entrance-gates. This was the residence of
Mr. Pryde and his daughter, and as DBiek

| gazed long and earnestly at its sun-reflecting

windows, a self-reproachful sigh rose to his

lips.

“It's wrong of me; I know it's wrong,’’
he muttered to himself. I oughtn’t to go,
vet I can’t resist the temptation,”’ - -

He placed one hand on the verandah-rail,
and vaulted over into the -garden. A
moment later he had passed through a
rustic gate, and was striding through the
sugar-canes in the direction of the road
above mentioned. .

Like a cheetah stalking his prey, Mark
Rymer glided after him. He thought that
Dick was going to Mr. Pryde's; and . he
flattered himself that he had only to shadow
Dick until he saw him enter the house, and
then select some suitable spot where he
could lie in wait for him, and shoot him as
he returned to his bungalow.

The professor’s calculations proved to be
y, however. Dick was not going #to
Mr. Pryde’s. About half-way up the road
which led to the house was a lit{le grove
of palm-trees, The road had been cut
through the very heéart of this plantation,
and was bordered on each side hy a perfect
jungle of trees and bushes. TUpon reaching
this spot Dick halted and consulted his
watch. Then he planted himself with his
back to one of the trees and fell into a
reverie. : :

“ Humph! That's the idea, is it?’’ mused
Mark Rymer. ‘“Waiting for somebody—eh?
For whom, I wonder? Miss Pryde? Very
likely. Dr. Irving said he was in love with
her, M'yes! I think I see how matters
stand. Blaster Dick has arranged with his
employer's daughter to mect him here at a
certain time, and he has turned up too soon.
Now, if I could only creep a little nearer
to him, s0 as to get a clear view of his
head—-"?

His hand stole into his pocket in search
of his revolver. Then a Dblasphemous
imprecation burst from his lips. He had
left his revolver at the Stars and Stripes
Hotel!

I'or a moment he was literally beside him-
self with rage and mortification. Then a
murderous gleam leaped into his eyes, and
an expression of gavage determination
crossed his face.

“I'll not be beaten!’’ he hissed between
his clenched teeth. “¢Revolver or no
revolver, I'll not let such a golden oppor-
tunity slip. I have my knife. A dose of
cold steel will do the trick as cffectually
as a dose of lead!”’ ; - @

He left the road, made a wide detour
along the mountainside, and ultimately
reached the little palm-grove. With every
nerve astrain, he then commenced to ecrawl
on his hands " and knees towards the spot
where Dick Seymour was standing. .
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A yard or two behind the tree against
which Dick was Jeaning was a rounded
boulder of solidified lava. Upon reaching
this boulder, the professor paused and
whipped out his pocket-knife. Having
opened the biggest blade, he grasped the
knife in his uplifted hand, and was just
ahout to leap wupon his unsuspecting
vietim from behind, when the measured
tread of 1pproachmg footsteps fell on his
ears. With a smothered oath, he hastily
concealed himself behind the block of lava,
and no sooner had he done so than the
well-dressed figure of a somewhat portly
gentleman hove in sight.

Dick had heard the footsteps, too,
had awakened from his reverie with some-
thing like a guilty start.

““ Good-evening,' sir!’®> he said, raising his
hat, and addressing the new arrival, who
was none other than Mr. Pryde.

- ¢ Good-cvening!”’ said the latter gravely.
“¥ thought 1 should find you here.”

Again Dick started, and his sunburnt
cheeks turned just a trifle redder. Before
he could find his tongue, however, Mr.

- Pryde walked up to him and laid his hand,
not unkindly, on his shoulder.

“T don’t think I've been a bad friend to
you. Diek,”’ he said.

- “‘You haven’t, indeed, sir,”’ said Dick.
“You’ve heen the best friend- I ever had.”’

‘“Then don’t you think you owe me some-

thing in return?’’ asked Mr. Pryde.
““When you came to Hawaii, eighteen
months ago, you were penniless. I gave

rou employment, and in less than a year
I promoted you to he manager of my
estate at a salary of two thousand dollars
a year. I do not claim any credit for
that, for I shouldn’t have done it, of
course, if I hadn't thought you were worth
the money. At the same time, I do think
I had a right to expect that you would
treat me in an honourable and straight-
forward fashion. Can you look me in the
faece and say that you have done so?”’
Dick hung his head and made no reply.

“You know wmy position, and I think
you know something of my ambitions,”
continued Mr. Pryde. “I am a rich man
—richer, perhaps, than you think—and all
that 1 have will one day be my.daughter’s.
Is it unreasonabhle on my part, then, to
expect my daughter to make a brilliant
mateh—to marry a man whose wealth and
position are at least equal to her own?’’

Dick still remained silent.

“I am not going to tell you how I have
diseovered your secret,”’ continued Mr.
Pryde., ‘‘Suffice to say that I have learned
to-day for the first time that for several
months past you have been making love to
Nellie, and have. been in the habit of
meeting her without my knowledge.

“T refused at first to believe it, but
when I spoke to Nellie on the SUbjECt she
frankly econfessed that such was the case,

and 1

~accord,
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and that she had promised to meet you
here this evening.

‘¢ Now, considering all that I have done
for youw, do you honestly think that your
conduct in this matter has been that of an
honourahle and self-respecting man?’

At last Dick found his tongue.

““ No, sir,”’> he said, looking his employer
full in the face; ‘““I have acted like a cad
—like an ungrateful scoundrel! I have no
excuse to offer, except the excuse that to
see Miss Pryde is to love her. But I
ought to have been eontent to worship at
a distance, and in silence. It was rank
folly—it was worse than foolish, it was
wicked to dream of winning her,

«“I must have been mad to think of suc]r
a thing. But you have brought me to my
senses. Do not misunderstand me. I do
not mean that you have cured me of my
love for Miss Pryde. That can never be.
But you have opened my eyes to the base
ingratitude and presumption of which T
have been guilty. You have also made
me realise how impossible it is for me to
remain in your employment. If I were
to remain here, not all the promises in
the world could restrain me from showing
Miss Pryde how much I loved her. I
must go away, at once and for ever!’’

“T am glad to hear you say that,’’
said Mr. Pryde. *‘‘As you truly say, it is
impossible that you should remain here
after what has happened; and if you had
not suggesied going away of your own
I should have felt it my—my pain-
ful duty to ask you to accept a quarter’s
salary instead of a quarter’s notice. Even
though you have relieved me of this
responsibility, and. have practically taken
your own discharge, I shall still be pre-
pared to pay you e

“Not a cent!”” said Dick firmly.
‘“ Please do not add to my humiliation by
offering me money.” :

Mr. Pryde bowed.

““Just as you like,”” he said. “I had
no thought of humiliating you when I made
that suggestion. If you will not allow.me
to help you with money, you will perhaps
allow me to help you in some other way.
Where will you go when you leave here?’’

“T neither know nor care,’’ said Dick
recklessly.

Again Mr. Pryde laid his hand on the
young Tfellow’s shoulder.

“Don’t talk like that, chk” he said.
‘“I should never forgive myself if you were
to go to the bad. I should feel that I
was meorally responsible for your ruin. I
admit that I think you have been to
blame in making love.to Nellie without my
knowledge, but with that exception I have
never seen anything in yYour conduct since
you came here which had been that of an
upright, fearless, and thoroughly honour-
able English gentleman. I don’t think I
ever came -across a young fellow for whom
I conceived a greater liking; and- I don't
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mind telling you, candidly and {rankly,
that if only you had a decent income and
an assured position, there is no man in the
world to whom I would more willingly
give my daughter than yourself.'”

Dick drew himself up to his full height,

?nd looked his employer squarely in the
ace.

“You mean that?’’ he asked, with
eagerness.

‘““Every word of it,”" said Mr. Pryde
earnestly. :

“Jf I come to you in a couple of years,
and show vou that I have an income of,
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“ Where will you go?”’ -

““To New York, I think. In the Sand-
wich Islands there is no scope unless oae
has capital. In new York it is different.
A young fellow with brains and pluck can
always be sure of ecominz out on top
there.”?
: M&'. Pryde smiled grimly, and shook his
1ead.

“I'm afraid you've a lot to learn abouf
New York,’” he said. “ However, I don't
wish to discourage you. On the contrary,
I should like to help you. I know several
prominent business men in New York, and

- =

S0 sudd-an was the attack that before Dick realised what was -happening he
was lying on his back, and Mark Rymer was scuttling across the bouilder-
strewn plain with the fleetness of a hunted hare.

say, twenfy thousand dollars a year, you
will permit me to renew my suit for your
daughter’'s hand?”’

“YI will. In the meantime, however,
there is one condition I must impose.”’

¢“ Name it.'? ,
“ During those two years you must give
me vour word of honour that you will not
attempt to commupicate with = Nellie,
either by word of mouth, or by messenger,
or by letter, or by telegram, or by
means whatever,"’

‘T accept your condition."’

*“You will leave Hawaiif'’

““At once.'!

any |}

shall be only too delighted to give you one
or two letters of introduction.?’

“It's very good of you, sir,”’ replied
Dick, “but I would rather you didn't
I would much prefer to do things entirely
on my own, so to speak.’’

‘“It will be a hard, uphill fight, Dick.”’

“ Al the more credit if I win through,
sir.  Good-bye! TI'm grateful for all your
many kindnesses in the past, and for the
hope you have given me 0 spur me on
in the future."’

“*Shan’t I see you again hefore you leave
Hawaii?"’

“ No, sir,

]

l,

You will not sce me again
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until I come to claim the fulfilment. of
your promise. If I do not claiin it in two
yoars’ timé, you - will. know that I have
gone under. Once more, good-bye!”’

He -raised his hat, turned on his heel,
and strode away up a narrow, winding
footpath that led towards the mountain

summit.
For a few maments \Ir l’ryde stood
-wazing after - him. Then, with- a wistiful

s;gh he slowly walked in the direction of

his house.

M he glided from his hiding-place,
_and once more started out in

stealthy pursuit of his intended victim.

By that time, however, Dick had dis-
appeared. round a turn in the winding
footpath, and when next the professor
caught sight of him he had gained the
summit of one of the ldwer slopes, and
was heading straight for the crater of
Kilauea, which is not the usual cone-
shaped hill, but an enormous oval pit, two
miles in length and a mile and a half in
width.

The walls of this pit are fully five-
bundred feet in depth, and at the bottom
is a_ lake of liquid lava, which is in a
continual siate of seethm« agitation. At
pight the cloud .of vapour which hangs
over this gigantiec cauldron begins to glow,
and -lights up the walh of the pit Wlth a
weird effect.

Standing on the edge, one looks into a
sca of flame and molten lava that boils
and bubblis in odd and ever changing
shapes. -

Rising trom the mldat of tlus ﬁery lake
..ue over-_fifty tiny craters, cach -of which

- perpetually sending forth jets“of lava,
or spitting out - flame and smoke.

Jutting -out from the sides of the pit—
which is lknown .to the natives by the
name. of ¢ Hale-mau—m'm  or ‘*The House
of Fire >’ —are a number -of. circular rocky
leddges, and by cautmus]y descending these
it is pos’sm'e for the “adventurous traveller
to make his way to the very edge ‘of the
boiling podl, and to stand quite close to
the ﬁer_',r jets..

01 the rorth sule of the crater are the
Government road from - Hilo and a hand-

‘““ THE HOUSE OF FIRE.”

ARK RYMER waited until Mr.
Pryde was out of sight, then

some medern hotel, Lnown as *“VYolecano
House.”’
On the south side i3 a rocky, boulder

strewn plain,  as . lonely and desolate as
the desert. of Sahara. .

As Kalapana lies to the south of Kilauea,
It followed that Diek Seymour reached the
crater- by way of this plain.

By that time the sun had sunk to his
rest, and darkness had descended with
Ehat startling suddenness which is peculiar
to ‘tropical climes.

Upon rea-hing the edge of the pit, he

knife

folded  his arms -across his chest and gazed:

into its Jurid depths with an air of deep
dejection. [Exactly why he had come he
could cot have explained; yet, nevertheless,
he was conscious of a  certain semse -of
consolation jn gazing at
agitation the bubbling’

of lava; -

brain.

When Mark Rymer perceived him stand-
ing thus, his thin lips parted ‘in an evil
smile. - -

- ¢“Verily, the
into my hands!’? he wmused.
and my task will be e¢nded.  Not only will
Dick Seymour’s fate be sealed, but I shall

also be spared the trouble of disposing of

his body., Kilauea will do” that for  me,

and will hold my secret till the crack of =

doom. At the same time, I may just as
well be prepared for emergencies.’?

Once more he whipped out his pocket-
and opened the blade. Then he
dragged himself in snakelike fashion across
the boulder-strewn plain, hiding behind the
boulders when the eerie light glowed
brighty, and resuming his advance when
the light died down again.

Inch by inch he lessened the gap between
himself and Diek, till at last there was
less than a couple, of yards between them.
Then, scarccly daring to hbreathe, he rose
to his feet. But even as he did so, Dick
spun round on his heel with a startle

gasp, which was changed an instant later to

a cry of alarm, as the professor, with a
panther-like bound, sprang - towards him
and aimed a lightning blow at his -heart.

With matchless presence of mind, Dick
lashed out with his fist, and struck up
the professor’s arm. Nothing daunted, the
latter dropped his knife, and grappled with
his rival at close quarters.

For a moment they reeled and’ swaycd
on the very brink of the smoke-enshrouded
crater. Then an ear-splitting yell of fear

rang out, and an instant later, locked in
| eaeh -

others arms, the - two - men over-
balanced themselves and vanished into- the
pit.

—for the yell of fear had been uttered by

Mark Rymer—be was none the less certain:

that his doom was sealed; that he and his

unknown foe must meet déath together in

the lake of fire, five hundred feet.below.
Happily, Iwwever, hé was . wrong

surmise, They were saved from . de-

struction by the fact that, as already men- .

tioned, the inner walls of the crater bristled

‘the °ceaseless
which -
seemed to him to be fitly matched by the
whirling turmoil which was raging in "his

Fates have delivered him
“ One push, -

Though not a sound escaped Dick's hps’.

in hlS -

with numerous ledges, one of which. fortu-:

nately projected fromr the walls of the.pit, -
about twenty feet below the spob-where %Iﬁc.u
e
consequence was, that instead of plunging. -
into the lake of lava, they fell on to this

two men had overbalanced themselves.

projecting ledge; whereupon Dick loosed. his

grip on the pmressor s throat, clutched him
by the coat-collar with one bhard, and



anchored himseli
other. ; s Bk 4 . .

For more than a minute they remained in
this positiop, neither of them daring to
move, and both more or less dazed.

Dick was the first to recover his scattered
wits. .He¢ dragged himself into a sitting
posture, and slowly; passed his hand over
the professor’s face, which he hal not yet
seen, and -which he was still nnable to see
by reason of the darkness.

““ Big nose, high-domed forehead, deep-set
eyes, no moustache,” he murmured to him-
seM.. Then, aloud: ‘ Who are you, and why
did you attack me?” |

There was no.reply. The professor’s brain

to the ledge.with the

was rapidly recovering its cusfomary. alert-.

ness, and he realised that if he spoke he
would furnish Diek with a means of recog-
nising him in the future.

“You won't speak—eh??’ growled Dick,
as he slipped his hand into his hip pocket.
“VYery. good. Perbaps this will assist you
to find your tongue.”

He whipped out a revnlver, and clapped
the muzzle to Mark Rymer’s head.

“Unless you answer me before I have
counted three,” he began—but ere he could
complete his threat his -volce was drowned
by a short, sharp, deafening explosion, which
appeared to take place in-the cenire of the
molten lake, and which was followed by an
ominous, sullen, hooming roar. -

*““The lava 1s rising! There's going to be
an eruption!”’ gasped Dick, leaping to his
feet. ‘*Quick! There's not a second to be
lost! Follow me!” :

He thrust his revolver into his pocket,
and began to climb up the rugged side of
the pit, swinging himself from ledge to ledge
with the agility of a squirrel. -

Mark Rymer lost no time in following suit,
but, as events turned out, their panic-
stricken haste proved entirely uncalled- for,
for by the time Dick reached the crater’s
mouth the booming roar had died away, and
the seething, bubbling lava, which had risen
some forty or fifty feet, was slowly sinking
back to its former level. - : f2 .

As soon as-Diek realised that the danger
was over. bhe once  more whipped out his
revolver; and the instant Mark Rymer
serambled out of the -pit, Dick pounced
upon bim, seized him by the lapel of his
coat, and thrust the revolver into his face.

“ What’s your name?’’ he said, - -

“Jobn Smith!” said the professor,
low, sullen .voice, as unlike his own as he
could possibly make it. '

““ Where do you come
next question.

“Hilo#: -0 © _

Dick.- shrugged his shoulders. :

“ Yauire: lying ! .he said-curtly. “I don't
believe a word-you've said. Howgver, we'll
soon find -out whether you're speaking .the
truth or  not. Right about: face—quick
march !*. . . = p

“Where—where are you going to take
me??’ stammered Mark Rymer, holding back
and pretending to be overcome with terror.

from?” was Dick’s

{¥| OUR DETECTIVE STORY SECTION]

in a |

-Dick pointed to the distant lights of the
hotel on the north side of the crater; -
“I’'m going to take you to Voleano
House,” he said. ‘“ The proprietor is a Hilo
man, . and he knows everybody in that
neighbourhood, so that it you— o
His sentence ended in a startled ery, for
at that moment Mark Rymer suddenly
dropped on his knees, grasped bhis ecaptor
by the ankles, and jerked him backwards
oft his feetf! | s .
So sudden and unexpected was this novsl,
form of attack that Dick Seymour was com-
pletely taken by surprise, and before.he had
realised what was happening he was lying
on his back, and Mark Rymer was ‘scuttling
across the boulder-strewn plain with the:
fleetness of a hunted hare. "
Fuming with chagrin, Dick scrambled to
his feet, and dashed away in hot pursuit.
By that {ime, bowever, the darkness had
swallowed his assailant up, and -although,
just at first, he was able {0 keep on the
professor’s track by following the sound of
his flying footsteps, the time soon came
when the footsteps were po longer audible, .
and further . pursuit was  impossible.
Under these eircumstances Dick bad no
alternative but to abandon the chase, and, .
with his brain in a whirl of bewildered
conjecture as to the meaning of this
mysterious attempt upon his life, he struck
out at a swinging pace in the direction
of his bungalow. _ _
*(Another Long Gripping Instalment Next Week.)
HAVE YOU SEEN THIS?
The world-famous Story-Book 15 now on sale.

", .
_______________

L, e

A biz Budget of School, Sport and Adven:
ture stories—beautiful coloured plates—in.

| teresting How-to-make articles.
TRICKS, . JOKES, ACTION PICTURES!

THE ANNUAL for “ Nelson Lee” |
readers ' of all ages. . )

| GET A COPY AT ONCE.—Price Six Shillings.
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First Prize £100 Second Prize £50

30 Splendid “JAMES Y MOTOR-CYCLES,
(Complete with Lamp, Horn and Licence-holder, Value £50.)

10 Two-valve WIRELESS SETS 1100 MATCH FOOTBALLS.
(Value £20 each.) 100 FISHING-RODS.
120 *JAMES ” Comet Cycles 6 Riley BILLIARD TABLES.
Complete with lamp, bell, ete. Value |20 Modei Steam LOCOMOTIVES (with rails).
£7 15s. 40 FOOTBALL OUTFITS
20 GRAMOPHONES (Boots, Stockings, Shorts, and Shirt.)
50 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES. 1 100 Pairs of ROLLER SKATES.

250 BOOKS AND OTHER CONSOLATION PRIZES.
MUST BE WON'!

All these Magnificent Prizes of Big Sums in Cash, MOTOR-CYCLES, WIRELESS SETS,
RRAMOPHONES, etc., are open to YOU and YOUR FRIENDS—and the way to be a win-
ner vourself is simple! It is THE OPPORTUNITY OF A LIFETIME |

SECOND SET ! SECOND WEEK !
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M THE NELSON

~ Competition
Rules and Conditions
Which must be strictly adhered to,

1. The First Prize of £100 will be awarded
to the competitor who sends in the correct,
or nearest correct solution of all eight
sets of the pictures, according to the
Editor’s official solution.

| 2. The Second Prize of £50, and the others in
the splendid variety of prizes, will be
awarded in order of merit.

3. All the prizes will be awarded. If two
or more competitors tie, however, the prize
or prizes, or their value will be divided,
and the Editor reserves full rights in this
respect.

. No solutions may be sent in until ail the
~sets of the. pictures and the necessary
coupon have been published. Full diree-
tions will then he given.

5. The names under the pictures must he

written IN INK,

6. Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible to compete,

7. Entry to this competition is on the full
understanding that the Editor’s decision 1s
final and legally binding throughout.

Readers of the “The Champion,” ¢ Boys’

Friend,” “Union Jack,” ‘Boys’ Realm,”
« Pluek,* ¢ Magnet,”” “Young DBritain,”
“Gem,” “The Popular,”” ¢ The Rocket,”

and ‘“Boys’ Cinema,” are also taking part
in~this Contest, so that additional attempts
may be made with the pictures from these
allied journals,

ALL YOU HAVE TO

DO.
is to write IN INK in
the allotted space

under each of these
puzzle - pictures the
name of the Footballer
which you think the
picture represents.
Thus with No, 1. in
the first set (see page
X.) the picture clearly
means BALL. In the
same way you have to
discover the names in-
dicated by these other
six pictures. In all,
there will be EIGH1
SETS OF PICTURES,
so keep your solutions
until the other sets
appear.

DO NOT SEND YOUR
ENTRIES YET.

'THEIR NAMES ARE ALL HERE.

The following list of names will aid ycu
in making your solutions,

Ashurst Anderson, Armstrong, Aitken,
Adams, Amos, Alderson, Allen, Armitage,
Archibald, Ashmore. S

Brett, Broadhead, Blyth, Boreham, Black-
burn, Bradford, Bassnett, Brittain, Blair,
Ball, Barkas, Birrell, Bradley, Barnes,
Bulling, Burton, Branston, Buchan, Blake,
Bowser, Bishop, Barras, Braithwaite,
Bullock, Bliss, Bateman, Best, Bagge, Barson,
Broadhurst, Broad, Bolam, Brelsiord,
Blenkinsopp, Beedie, Birch, Bellamy, Bain-
bridge, Bowen, Burnham, Boyle, Blackwell,

Bennie, Ballantyre, Buchanan, Bamber,
Byers, Banks, Brooks, Blood, Baker, Bird,
Bromilow. -

Cockle, Crosbie, Cross, Clennel, Cameron,
Chedgzoy, Cock, Chadwick, Clough, Curry,
Cookson, Cope, Cook, Crilly, Chaplin, Collier,
Crockford, Campbell, Crown, Chanee, Chip-
perfield, Crompton, Charlton, Conner, Craig,
Cosgrove, Cherrett, Crossley, Carter, Clarke,
Cotton, Cunningham, Cairns, Clunas, Con-
nolly, Cassidy, Carr, Cowan, Chapman,
Chambers, Clay, Cresswell,

Dunn, Dickson, Dorrell, Dawson, Davies,
Donaldson, Dinsdale, Dimmock, Duckett,
Duncan, Dwvminy, DPavison, Duckworth,
Dockray, Danskin, Dreyer, Denocn, Denyer,
Duffus, Dunlop, Dixon, Doyle, Doran, Dale.

Emerson, Evans, E!lerin'gt-on. England,
Ellis, Edelston, Edgley, Eggzo, Elliot, Edge,
Edwards, Enmmett, Ewart. . .

French, Ferguson Ford, Forshaw, Flood,
Fletcher, Flint, Feebury, Fleming, Fleetwoou,
Flynn, Fox, Fexall, Fort, Forbes, Fowler,

| Fazackerley, Findlay, Featherstone, Forsythe,

Frame, Fyfe, Finney, Forster, Fitton, Fair-
clough, Fern. - _

Grimshaw, Gill, Gilchrist, Gough, Gillespie,
Grimsdell, Gittins, Gibson, Graham, Gold-
thorpe, Grundy, Gallogley, Gibbon, Gomm,
Gregory, George, Getwood, Groves, Greig,
Gardner, Gallagher, Glancy, Greenshields,
Gourlay, Goodchild. r |

Howarth, Haworth, Hampton, Harrow,
Harland, Hopkin, Hudspeth, Harris, Hamill,
Hill, Hardy, Hamilton, Hawes, Handley,
Hufton, Hine, Hughes, Heap, Higginbotham,
Hoddinott, Hehden, Hilditeh, . Howson,
Hunter, Hayes, Hutchins,  Hannaford,
Harrold, Howie, Henshall, Hodges, Halstead,
Hugall, Hogg, Henderson, Harper, Hulton,
Hillhouse, Hair, Hart Haines, Hale, |

Iivine, Islip, Tremonger, Irwin.

-Jennings, Jack, Jackson, Johnson.
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- ANOTHER OPPORTUNITY FOR THOSE WHO MISSED LAST WEEK !
L SEE BELOW.

Kirton, Kclllg.'. I{ﬁeeshaw, Keenor, Kay, | . Robson, Rollo, Raitt, Richardson, Raw-
Knowles, Kane, Keenlyside, Kidd, Kilpatrick,, | lings, Ruffell, Robbie, Rigg. Radford, Ridiey,
ean. . & Reay, Ramsey, Robb, Ritchie, Ranskin,

Linfoot, Longworth, Low. Lindsay, Little,
Lounsdale, Lockhead, Longmuir, Lea, Lieves:
Iy, Lane Lockett, Legge, Lofthouse, Lenuny,
Lyner, Lawson, Lambie, Lacey.

Reed, Rooke, Roe.

Spiers, Smart, Stephenson, Seddon, Sewell,
Smelt, Smith, Scott, Siade, Spencer, Sey-
mour, Spavin, Sampy, Seed, Storer, Stage,
Shea, Steele, Simms; Smailes, Symes, Stur-

Moss, Mort, Moscrop, Bleeban, Maitland, | gess, Sayles; Spottiswood, Secattergood,
Mitchell, Murphy, Morgan, Milton, Mercer, Sinelair, Stuart, Sayer, Suteliffe, Salt,
Marshall, Magee, Moore, Martin, Milis, Summerfield, Shaw, Sillito, Sneddon, Som-
Mason, Mew, Matthews, Moule, Myers, merviile, Shone, Streets, Sampey, Stunnard,
Marsden, Middleton, Maidment, Mehaity,! Skinner Sage,

?{ee,d Mnody,MI\II:llsgrove, htallriolu:i, B;?réer;, '

Slanderson, cikliejohn, Muirhead, offat, | - : :

Mutch, Meredith, Marriott, Mackie,” Men. TI};%WHI‘%‘:’;}qbﬁ?rnr}‘)&g:ldeféen?ﬁl:i:g; r;r:‘[;}g::r;’

Lf_{?g' T M't'gi’.'k. lM?.rks, .I"EMS[I’ M"Int}'r]e. 'l‘orral,)ﬁce; -’l‘lbmp'kin, T‘itmus’s, ".l‘»empést, TimI

T AN, .}\I?\al?b, ..M Intoslh, ming, Thorpe, Templeton, Townsley, Toner,

M Donald, M’Call, BM’Grory, M'Cluggage, ’ ‘

M'Candless, M'Coll, M’Lacklan, M'Stey, o

M'Lean, M'Alpine, M'Kenua, M'Inally,| CIWin.

M'Nair, M'Minn, McBain, McCracken. Voysey, Vizard ViiGiar Volsey. Vleraay
. o ’ ’ 11y R 8 o-e "

Nutfall, Neesham, Neil, Needham, Nuash,

Nizbet. Nelson.

Womack, Walsh, Weaver, Wilding, Whit-

ton, Wadsworth, \;«’oosnfc{n, Wogdh:‘?usg.

Osborne, Orm , ‘Hare. Walters, Walden, Watson, Wainscoat, Wood,
Stol, \Orty, §'Hare Williams, Winship, Wolfe, Whitehouse,

Pym, Pringie, Price, Parker, Poole, Pater-| Whalley, Whipp, Wolstenholme, Waterall,
son, Pearson, Pcun, Plum, Page, Preston, | Worrall, Williamson, Weston, Wigglesworth,
Probert, Pagnam, Peel, Potts, Palmer,| Ward., Webster, Whitehurst, Waddeil,
Prouse Puddefoot, Pender, Pape, Peacock, | Wright,. Wilson, Wren, Widdowson, Wylie,

Pantling, Partridge, Peers.

Quantrill, Quinn.

White, Welsh, Watlker.
York.

= FIRST SET—Specially reprinted for new competitors.
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to enter this Compe~ T\ )
tition to-day, Here is § ;
the set of pictures.
published last Wed-
nesday. New Compe-
titors can ftherefore
start right away.
: 7% 7 o A
To aid readers we § T & YR //%

explained last week
that the first picture
here represents the
name BALL,

Now get on with
the other solutions in
the same way!
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(Continued from page ?'4 )

ad!” said Archie, startled. “ That’s
mt’her rightful, don't you kmow! I mean
to say, hauled on the old carpet,” what?
On the mat, and ail that sort of stuff
“ Mr. Crowe]l tells me to find you, Master
Glenthorne, and bring you 1o his . study
quick,” went on Tubbs. ¢ ‘Tain’ nothing
#Zik_you, young gent.” -
SN uthm dglll me"” repeated Archie. L |

“Pain’'t ,my busmess, Master Glenthome
but I did ’appen to ’ear Mr.
something to Master Morrow, who was in
the study just then,” went on Tubbs.
«Qeems like Mr. Crowell’s heard from your
father, sir. He’s got a letter there, and
some bhanknotes, I believe—>

“ What-ho!™” said Archie, with relief.

<“That, of course. is somewhat diff.! The
pater mentioned bomethmg about sending a

ripping subscription to some bally fund or |

other. Laddies, I must away! Kindly
allow me to triekle forth, and——"

‘““Wait a minute, Arehie,” I interrupted.
“You'’re not going alone!”

“Eh? But—*

“You've got to have a guard!”

““ Gadzooks!”

‘““ Buster’s the kind of fellow who takes

advantage of a sudden opportunity,” I con-
tinued anml_», “He's probably got an am-
bush read-'f, and before you get to Mr,
Crowell’s study you'll be pounced upon and
dragged away!”

-** That, of course,
agreed &relne
few measures—what 9”

“Yes; five of us will go with you as a
bodyguard,” 1 replied. “Pitt, you’ll stay
here with three more and look after Brent.
I don’t suppose for a minute anything will
happen in these few minutes, but it’s just
as well .to be on the safe side.”

- Reggie Pitt nodded.-

“Wise wards, O chief!” he said.
ahead ! ' ' e

My precautmn although probably - un-
necessary, was better .under all the circum-
stances. It wasn’t likely that Buster Boots

would hbe poisonous,”
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would bhave an ambush ready for Archie
Glenthorne, but it was ]ust as well to take:

due precautions.

And so we callied out of the Common-
room, Handforth leading the way, and the
- rest of us surrounding Archie as though he
were some royal personage in danger of a
bomb outrage. :

And thus we proceeded along the corri-
dor until we teached the corner. Mr.
Crowell’s study was round the bend. We
paused at the corner, and found that the
coast was quite clear. Qur suspicions, after
all, wére unfounded.

T4 Go on, Archie; we’ll stay here,” 1 said,
in a soft voice. “I don't buppo:.e T,
Crowell will keep .you long, and we’ll be
waiting 3o that we can escort you back.
Can’t march straight up to the door.”

Archie nondded

Crowell sayin’

“ 35S0 ‘you suggest takmg a

Your Sklll may make thls yours !

“Dear old chappie,'I must be allowed {o
remark that your brain is frightfully con-
centrated,” he declared, witlt admiration.
“I mean to say, a aaod old "escort. back—
what? Priceless! Remain here, dear old
tulips, and Archie will- soon be back in. the
fold. Absolutely!” i

The elegant junior set- his tie a little
straighter, brushed a spe¢k or two of dust
from his jacket, and marched up to the door
of Mr. Crowell’s study. After a preliminary

| tap he entered, and closed the door behind

him.

Handforth gave vent to a grunt.

‘“We're ha,vmg a fine time, ain’t we?” he
asked s.ire.xstle.t]b _

“Don’t growl!” T exclaimed. “We
couldn’t let Archie go alone. Me had to be
protected——**

¢ But, you ass, there's nothmg to protect
him against!”

“ Xo, but we werent sule of that,. were
we?? 1 said. *‘You dont- seem - to reahee
one thing, Handy, bub you've got to geb it
firmly in your head. We’re in the minority.”

““ The what?” said Handforth, staring.
“ Ass! We’re in the passage!”?

““ You—you funny ass!” I said, glaring.
“TFhis isn’t the time to joke! We, the Die-

-Hards, are absolutely outnumbered and the

only posmble way to meet with any success
is to keep cenatantly on the alert.”

““Oh, hwell I suppose you're right!” said
Handforth. “ But I don’t see any fun in .
this. I think -we ought fo .start something
drastie. Why not go to the giddy club and
smash up that rouletie table? N.ow,‘ that

would _be sqomething sensnhle' " Go to the
| place, and create havoe
“ All - in good time,” 1 Sdld “But you

fellows never seem to realise that it’s the
most fatal mistake of all to act before the
time is ripe. All the Remove fellows are
under Buster’s sway just now. -Give them
time to escape fromn his influence! It won’t
last 10113——]115 kind of leadership is only tem-

perary. I'm playing a waiting game 2

“ Hear, hear!” agreed Handforth. “We're
waiting all rlght'- I wonder how much
longer that fathead’s gmnﬂ to be?  Once
Archie starts jawing, he gces- on for
ages!”® s . .8

He looked round the cormer, but there

was no sign of Archie emerging from Mr.
Crowel’s stndy. And then came a sharp
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fcotstep in the corridor bechind us.  And
we heard a cough, tovo—a well known cougb.
In that instant I knew something was
wrong, and I turned red with suddem anger
and alarm. _

f'wirling round, I came face to face with
AM:. Crowell!? _

“Wecell, boys, what are you doing here?”
inquired tho Form-master pleasantly.
“ What is this—a deputation?”

“ Where's Glenthorne?” roared Hapdlorth.

“ Good gracious! What is the muatter
with you, Haodlorth?” .

“It's all right, sir; nothing &o worry
about,” I Interrupted. ¢ DBut, you see, we

thought Glenthorne was in your study with
Some-

vou. We were waiting for him here.
how, wo inade a mistake.”
“ Undoubtedly,’”” replied Mr. Crowell, a3

liec walked forward. * I have just returned
from DBannington, and gave no Instructions
for Glenthorne to be senl to my study.
lowever, e may have come to see me of
his own accord. I will soon tell you, boys.”

As Mr. Crowell opened the door of his
study, we gazed at one another signifi-
cantly. One or two of the fellows were
rather bewildered, but there was nothing
mystitying in this affair to me. I knew just
what fmd happened—I knew how we had
been tricked. N

AMr, Crowell turned his head, smiling.

“You were mistaken, boy—Glenthorne Is
not here. If there Is anything that I can
do—"" ,

“‘ Tt'’s all right, sir, thanks,” I interrupled.
“It’s not important.”

The Form master nodded, and closed his

study door. Ilandforth and the others
looked at me in consternation.
“But—but Archie went In there!"

breathed Watson amazedly.

« An ambush!” I said curlly.

“ Ambush?’’ )

«“0Of course,” I declared. “Oh, what an
idiot! But how was I to know? How was
I to guess that those ecads would bring
Tubbs Into their rotten schemes? DBuster
. and his gang must have been waiting inside
Mr. Crowell's study—koowing that old
Crowell wus out. Archie walked straight
into the arms of the enemy.”

In splte of my anger, I could not help
feeling a twinge of admiration [or Buster.

For the cunniug of this scheme was great.

As we hurried down the corridor we suddenly
caught sight of Tubbs. But he instantly
took to his heels,

¢« Hi! Come here!” roared Handforth.

“0Oh, let him go—he couldn't help it, poor
Kid!” I said. 1 expect Buster threatened
him with all sorts of awlul things if he
didn’t do as he was told. The main thing
is to get back to the common-room and
preveut anything happening to Brent.”

We hurried to the Remove common-room
and burst in. It was a shock, but not alto-
gether a surprise, to find Reggie Pitt and
the other guards sorting themselves out,
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- strong.

L from under our very noses!

One of Lhe
and there was

brulses.

and rubbing wvarious
windows stood wide
no sign of Alf Brent.

“They‘'ve got Brent, too!” yelled Hand-
forth.

“It wasn't our [ault!” said Pitt, with
concern. “By Jingo! A whole crowd of
chaps swept down om us, headed by Arm-
AVe were outnumbered four to one,
And while the rotters kept us busy, Brent
wus ‘shoved through the window. And tho
crowd vanished immediately afterwards.”

I gritted my teeth. Buster's actlvity was
staurtling. In splte of all cur precautions—
in spite of 4ll the steps that we had taken
t» safeguard the pair—they had been taken
And now, no
doubt, they were in the hands of this eo-
called Ku Klux Klan. As far as I could sce,
the Die-Ilard Party had lost another two
members! _

Aud I was right. Wlthout having mueh
hope, the nine of us hurried out into the
Triangle. There was just a possibility that
we Immight spot some of the Monks. But ro.
The Triangie was nothing but Dblackness—a
roaring, gale-swept area, where the leaves
and the gravel dust whisked up in continuous
eddies. The gale was dylng down somewhat,
but it was still very powerful.

And after we had roamed round a bit,
we saw the hopelessness of our guest. When
just as we were returning into the Ancieat
llouse doorway, two figures came staggering
out of the wild darkness.

They were Archie Glenthorne and Alf
Brent. Archie did no talklng—somehow, he
didn't seemn capable of it, but Brent told
us, in a dull, heavy volce, that he and
Archie had left the Die-llard Party. :

Something had happened to them—but
they would not say what. They couldn't
give any details, I knew, of course, of the
terrorism that John Busterlleld Boots was
capable of, and I didn't blume the two
juniors for their attlitude.

There was one satlsfactory feature about
the case. Brent and Archie had absolutely
refused to support Buster. They had pro-

open,

mised to leave the Die-Hard Party, but
weuld remaln neutral.
In any case, they were lost to me. The

Die-Hards now numbered nine onlg! I was
very grim—and very thoughtful. Somethin
would certalnly have to be dome! Instea
of golng backwards, we should have to go
forwards!

CIIAPTER VI,
THE NEXT VICTIM!

OHlN BUSTERFIELD
BOOTS grinned amiably.
“Well, that's that!"

he said, as he dusted his
Jacket. ‘“Pretty quick work,
eh? Two more of the
boundera pone, and another
for us., I'll bet Nlipper's feeling

SUCCESS
pretty rotten!”
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“My hat, rather!” grinned Percy Bray.
“ Poor chap! He and his giddy Die-Hards!
If you ask me, they die jolly easily! Once
they get into our power, they knuckle under
- Jike scared rabbits!”

Three members of the Supreme Six were
e¢hatting together in a corner of the Recrea-
tion Club. This was situated in the cld
laboratory annexe, just behind the cloisters,
where everything was quiet and still. At
least, it was quiet and ‘still usually. At
})re(si?nt the wind was howling and moaning

oudly.

- Buster Boots and his chums had just come
in, after attending the little matter in-
‘volving Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent.
The two Die-Hards had been dealt with
very drastically. Their treatment had been
even worse than Fatty Little, and they were
not to be blamed in the slighteSt degree
for becoming mneutrals. After all, they
hadn’t turned traitors., -

‘“It’s not a bad idea to take them in
pairs,” said Denny.

““Best, idea we’ve struck yet,”’ agreed Bus-
ter. “We’'ve got nine more to deal with—
five raids, to be exact. We’ll take Nipper
last, all by himself. Why, by the end of
the week we shall have squashed this Die-
Hard Party out of gxistence!?”

“Good!” said Bray. “Who'’s going to be
next?”

“H’m! Let me see,”” mused Buster.
“Church and McClure? No—Handforth will
probably be difficult just now, and he’s
bound to be lively. Tregellis-West and Wat-

son? No—we’ll take them at the last, next
%0 Ni;:per. I think it'll have to be Pitt and
Grey.’

“Just what I was
nodded Denny.

‘‘There’s one alteration I'm going to
make,’”” continued Buster, in a low voice.
“We’'ll do none of the usual persecution to-
morrow. No sniping with pea-shooters, and
all that sort of thing.”

“Why not?”? asked Bray. ¢“That's all
part of the treatment!”’

*“I believe in having plenty of change,”
caid the Remove captain calmly. ¢‘And
don’t forget that we shan’t always have the
. Juck that we had this evening. The further
w2 go, the more these chaps will take pre-
cautions. And we don’t want to give them
any inkling as to who the next two victims
will be.”

‘Do you think Pitt and Grey will knuckle
under??’ asked Denny dubiously. -

“I don’t think—I know!’’ replied -Buster.
“[ shall force them to obey my will. . You
needn’t worry—I'm absolutely confident.”’

And the great J.B.B. strolled away, and
.'stood looking on at the big central table—
~ where roulette was being played feverishly
and excitedly, . It was rather a pitiful game,
when you came . to look at it seriously..
 'The fellows were playing. for sixpences and
- shillings—some for halfpennies and pennies.
There was a certain hectic excitement about
it, but it only lasted while the game was

going to suggesd,”
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on—afterwards came the reaction. Quite
a number of the juniors had been slacking
noticeably at their work of late.

But the juniors fooled themselves into
believing that this was enjoyment, Later on,
perhaps, when they came to their senses,
they would realise the utter foolishness of
their actions, _

And in the meantime, while the Remove
was pretending to enjoy itself, the WDie-
Hards were holding another meeting. The.
nine of us had gathered together in Study
C. And I was conscious of the fact that
many of the fellows were loeking impatient
and indignant. Handforth, of course, was
talking—growling and grumbling about my
inactivity, And even Pitt and Grey were
looking at me in rather a queer fashion.

“Don’t you think it’s about time ws
woke up, old man??’ - asked Reggie Pitt
quietly. '

“Js that meant to
iibe?”’ 1 smiled.

‘“ Why, no, but—-"?

i« Al right—we won't start any argu-
ments!®? 1 said smoothly. <“But here we
are, the entire Die-Hard Party—nine of us.
We’'ve lost three of our members, and we’ve
got to look the facts in the face.”

“It’s all the fault of being so jolly peace-
ful!” snorted Handforth. ¢‘I don’t believe
in this watching and waiting game. [t
doesn't pay—and this has proved it! The
further we go on, the less powerful we get!
What’s the good? How the dickens do you
suppose that we can fight against that great
crowd??” : '

“We're not going to,” I replied.

“Not going to?”

“ No—there’s only one plan for us
adopt, and we shall go ahead with it,” i
said, ¢‘We chall attack Buster Boots, and
nobody else.”

“ Nobody else?” repeated Pitt.

“Buster made the mistake of going for
the comparatively harmless fellows in our
party,” 1 continued. “ Instead of making
his attacks upon me, he went for Archie and
Fatty Little and Brent. Brent’s a good
man, of course, but Archie and Fatty were
mainly ornaments.”?

“] don’t see what you’re trying to get
at,” growled Handforth. -~ ' -

¢« Why, just this,”” I explained. . < Buster
has left our party with all the most 1m-
portant fellows untouched. Therefore, when
you say that we’re weakened, you’re wrong
—we're as strong as ever we were. Im a
matter of brute force, twelve is hardly any
better than nine. But this won’t be a fight
of brute force—but of brains.”

“ And the brains of the Die-Hard Party
are still intact, eh?!* grinned Pitt.

¢ Bxactly,”” 1 replied. ‘I have just been
waiting to see how far Buster would go—
to find out what his -plan was, and how
~he would put it into execution. Handy

-be a little friendly

to

doesn’t believe in the waiting game, but I
do. It's always =afer in the end—and it



gives us a bigger advantage—bigger than
you realise!”

“How?” demanded Handforth grufily,

‘““ Why should [ tell you the obvious?” I
said. My dear chap, think! Buster has
the impression that we’re all trembling with
fright—wondéring who the next vietim is
going to be. He thinks we’'re helpless. But
it would_be rather a surprise for Buster if he

knew that next  victim marked down fcr
treatment was—himself!”
- Himself?” _bre:;thed Pitt, his eyes

gleaming.’
‘¢ Precisely!” I said calmly. < We've let
things go on nicely—until Buster has been
lulled into a sense of complete security. But
to-morrow Buster will go through such a
dickens of a time that he'll begin to wish
he’d never dreamed of this persecution stuft,
What's sauce for the goose, my sons, is
sauce for the gander!”

“You—you mean—-**

“I mean that Buster won't find his own
medicine at all palatable,” 1 said grimly,
-*“ Particularly when he gets that medicine in
a much more concentrated form. Look here,
you chaps—I'm getting a bit tired of you
accusing me of inactivity and slacknesa.
There’s been a method in my attitude all
the time. If you’ll only trust me, we’ll kill
this terrorism once and for all—we'll kill it
within twenty-four hours!”

The Die-Hards looked at me eagerly, and
- with renewed enthusiasm.

“By gad!” said Somerton.
you know—jolly deep!’”
f“It’s not a question of deepness, it's
simply a matter of judgment,” I replied.
“To you fellows it seems I was waiting an
unnecessarily long time. But that was just
a part of my plan to egg Buster on. You’ve
generally noticed, haven’t you, that . I
always wait a good bit before doing any-
thing decisive?”

“Well, yes,” said Reggie.

“But in the end I generally meet with
success, don’'t I?” I went on. ¢ Why?
Simply because I do take my time. Don't
forget, my sons, that nothing lasting or per-
manent can be accomplished in haste. That
doesn't apply merely to this sort of thing,
but to everything of importance in life. 'To
do a job thoroughly, you’ve got to put
vour heart and soul into it, and you’ve got
to take time. Then it’s done properly.”

‘“The lecture will be over at nine!”
grinned Church,

“0Oh, dry up—I'm not Ileeturing,” I
growled. “I'm simply trying to show you
fellows that my system is the only good
one. We're going to make reprisals., What
happened during the Great War? When the
Germans came and bombed England, the
British did nothing for weeks and months.
And the Germans kept on bombing us. But
at last—when the British did start on the
job, they did it thoroughly!”

“But what's that got to do with us?¥
said Ifandforth, staring.

“0On- an insigoificant scale, we're about

““You're deep,

to adopt the same tactics,” I replied. “But
we're not going to make Buster's bloomer.
Instead of going for the smaller fry, we're
aiming at the top. It’s Buster himself
who'll suffer to-morrow. 1In fact, Master
Boots will get something of a shock.” .

The Die-Hards regarded me eagerly and

intently.
asked Pitt

“ What's
crisply. ;

For a full half-hour I talked. Then I .in-
vited suggestions from the others. Many
cam® particularly some wild and woolly ones
from Handforth. These, needless to say,
were not adopted.

At bedtime we went to the dormitory as
usual, but there was no sleep for nine fel-
lows belonging to the Ancient House. At
eleven o’clock I crept out of bed, and
aroused the others.

Our party consisted
mysteriously vanished.

It was not until two-thirty that we re-
turned. We had been absent for three and
a half hours, and returned tired, weary, but
thoroughly satisfied with our work. We felt
that the loss of a little sleep would be
amply repaid on the morrow.

After all, revenge is very sweet!

And the morrow would be Buster’s own
little birthday!

the programme?”

of six—and_ we
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CHAPTER VII.
THE BITER BIT!

LLANG—clang—clang!
““The rising bell
clattered out its usual

unwelcome note 1in
the College House. The fel-
lows in the Remove dormitory
| rolled over, yawned, stretched,
and the majority of them snuggled down
for an extra snooze.
I was getting wintry these days, and
many of the mornings of late had been very
chilly indeed. ;

John Busterfield Boots turned over, and
sat up.
up. But, somehow, it seemed that his right
hand was caught against the bedrail, at
the top. It was Buster’s favourite sleeping
position to lay on his back with his hands
above his head, clasped there over his red
locks. Sometimes his hands would grasp
the bedrails for a change.

¢t What the dickens—-'* began Buster.

As he moved his right hand there was a
clang of metal. Dimly, he remembered
arousing himself into a half wakeful posi-
tion on at least two occasions in the dark-
ness. He had had an impression that some-
body had been holding his wrist.  But he
must have been dreaming. IMe certainly
hadn't been aroused. - 3

But now, fully awake, he twisted round,
and stared up at his hand curiously. And
then his éyes bulged out. His face became
red with anger and amazement.

At least, he made a move to sit—



“*Who did this?’’ he roared suddenly.

It was most upusual for Buster to roar— |

he generally kept ealm and cool. But the
circumstances at the present were such that
it would have been rather surprising if he
had used a norimal voice.

For his right hand was securely fixed to
tha bedrail—mot by string or rope, but by
means of a glittering steel handcufl!

John Busterfield Boots was manacled to
hizs own bed!

He grabbed at the handcuff, and pulled
it- hard. But it was securely locked, and
so strong that all Busser’s efforts were use-
less. It was not the regulation type of
police handcuff, but something more delicate
in construction, but probably stronger.

“T say, old man, what’s the trouble?” in
quired Percy DBray, from the next bed.

“I’'m handcuffed to the top rail!”
shouted Buster. .

““You're what?”

¢ Can’t you see, you idiot?’’ snapped J.B.B,
“Look at this!»”

He rattled his hand up and down, causing
the handcufl to eclink significantly, Bray
jumped out of bed, and ran across. Denny
and Crooks and a few others followed Bray’s
example. They gathered round their leader’s
bed in utter amazement.

““Who did this?’ demanded Buster hotly.
‘ Somebody in this dormitory, of course! If
it’s @ joke, I don’t see the point! QGet the
key, somebody, and let me fr2e! Come on
—don’t waste any time!”’

The juniors looked at Buster, and looked
at one another in consternation and sur-
prise. '

_ “‘But—but we don’t know anything about
it,” protested Bray.

“Somebody does,”” retorted Boots. ¢ He'n
better own up quickly, too!”

By this time nearly all the other Monks
were aroused, and they collected rouna
Buster’'s bed in a great throng. There was a
considerable amount of excitement, too.
And the one concrete fact which emergea
from all the talk was that nobody possessed
a key to fit the handeuils.

Nobody came forward and owned up %o
playing this practical joke. Buster, in fact,
could obtain no satisfaction whatever.

¢“1It’s no good, old man—it wasn’t a fellow
of this dormitory who handcuffed you like
that,’”” said Crowe. “ Why, you ought to
know that nobody here would dare to do
that! Must have been one of the Fifth
Form chaps.”

- ¢« Or perhaps one of Nipper’s gang!’ said
Percy Bray.

“PDon’t be a blithering. fool!”” snarled
Buster. “ How could any of Nipper’s crowa
get in here? And don’t stand gaping at me
like that! Do something! How do you sup-
pose I'm going to get dressed?” |

““ Goodness knows,” said Bray.

- Buster was able to sit on the edge of the
bed, but he could not move away from the
vicinity without taking the bed with him.
And, as Bob Christine pointed out. Buster

Buster Boots started round,
gasping. As he leapt to his feet the
chair came with him. For some
reason it was stuck securely to his
trousers. _

couidn’t very well go down to prayers and
take his bed along with him. |

There was a roar of laughter at this, and
Buster fairly writhed. If there was one thing
he detest more than another, it was
ridicule. t here he was—the skipper—the
Boss of the Remove—held up to ridicule
before the whole -Form! The position was,
indeed, positively humiliating,

And as the minutes passed, the situation
became really serious. By a sheer effort of
will power, Buster forced himself to
remain calm. All sorts of grim ideas for
punishment passed through his active brain.
When he discovered the culprit, he would
make the fellow wish he’d never been born!

At this early period of the day, Buster
did not suspect the Die-Hards of any
trickery. Bubt the object of the- little pre-
liminary was gained. The great Jolm
Busterfield Boofs -was made a laughing
stock in his own dormitory. )

He was held up as a butt before his own
supporters. Handcuffed like this, to the
bed, he couldn’t get away—he couldn’t even
dress. During the first few minutes it had
seemed almost trivial. But. as  the time
passed, Buster quickly realised that the situa-
tion was frighiful. e

To break the steel manacle  was onf of the
question, ard to unlock it seemed impractic-
able. How could he unloek it without the
key? And how could he find the key when
everybody professed ignorance?
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““ Something’s got to be done!” snarled
Buster, when most of the other juniors had
hastiky dressed. ‘‘ What’s the time?”

¢ Quarter to eight!”’ said Bray.

“Prayers in a quarter of an hour!” said
Buster, “ And I'm chained here like this!
By Jimmy'! Haven’t you got any sense?
Can't you think of something?”

‘The Faithful TFive, who were fluttering
round Buster like lost sheep, gazed at one
another for inspiration. Until this minute
even they had not fully realised the delicate
nature-of the situatiom. '

“ Why, I—I suppose we shall have to tell
somaebody ! said Crooks.

“Tell somebodv"’ yelled Buster.
< One of the masters—"’

¢ }ou--wu madman !’ snarled Bubter ~

“ What else can we do?” demanded Crooks,
turnine red. “If you think we can set you
free, wud better think again! It requires
» 4 giddy locksmith for this job! We’ll have

to go and tell Mr. Stockdale, and he’ll tele- {

J:hone to the ironmongers in Bannington.
Old Sharpe, in the village, is no good. It'll
be Lhiours before he gets you free, Buster.”

Buster breathed hard. :

‘““You've got about as much sense as a
rabbit!” he said thickly, “Do you think
I'm going to have Mr. Stockdale ta?un*"
about this? .Do you think I'm goin 1ave
tlie whole school grinning at me? If this
gets out all the fags will howl—the Fifth will
yvell—and the Die- Hards will vell, too.”

¢ But—but what can we do?’” asked Bray
helplessly.

He gazed at that steel manacle. It was
locked so .loosely round the. bedpost. It
scemed such an easy, simple matter to set
Buster frece. DBut it wasn’t! The bed might
liave been smashed by a sharp blow, but this
would be worse than useiess, for the hand-
cuft would still be fixed to Buster’s wrist. It
would be an improvement, perhaps, but the
Captain of the Remove couldn’t Wr.!.lk about
in that state.

“Look here!” sesnapped Buster tensely.
“Go down to the carpentry room, and grab
some big files, and shoot back here as quwk
as you can. It's the only way—I've got to
be filed free.”

“But*-but that haadcufl's
““We can't help tﬁ/at must do something!’
snorted Boots. “Brmrr a hacksaw, tco, and
a portable vice. Bueck up!”

It is unmmecessary to go
details.

The TIaithful Five had never worked so
hard beforec. They smuggled all the tools up
into the dormitory, and long after the other
fellows had gone down to prayers, they were
sawing away, atten‘pun" to set their leader
at llbertv

[t was eight o’clock by the time they had
fixed up the apparatus, and prayers had
hegun. It was a quarter to nine by the time
Johr Busterfield Boots was free. Breakfast
‘had been on the go for fiftcen minutes!

made of stecl

into painful

=

Buster’s wrist was in no way hurt, but his
whole arm ached from the stiff attitude he
had been compeiled to adopt. By means of
files, hacksaws, etc., the awful handcuﬁ
had been removed.

“ By Jimmy!’’ snarled Buster, as he rushed
into his clothes. “I'll find “out who did it!
And then he’s going to pay!”

And when the Supreme Six walked into the
dining-hall there were some inquiries at once.
And the unfortunate juniors all received two
hundred lines for heing late. And they had
to scramble through their breakfast at light-
ning speed.

But if John Busterfield Boots thourrht he
was going to get some rest, he had made a
mistake. During the latter part of his quick
meal, he had found it almost impossible to

sit still. For some reason he was intensely
irritable. And this irritation grew worse
and worse,

He found himself itching all over—a horri-
ble, maddening sensation which was unlike
anything Buster had previously experienced.
He went straight out of the dining-hall, and
dashed towards his own study. But before
he got there he changed his mind, and rushed
upstairs.

He said nothing to the others, because he
didn’t want to have any fresh ridicule. For
Buster had begun to suspect. He had heard
of such a thing as itching powder. And the
rapid development of this complaint of his
was significant.

He couldn’t keep still for a moment, but he
was quite convinced that he had contracted
no illness. And that affair of the handcuft
had put the idea into his head that he was
being victimised by somebody.

Buster ran like mad into the nearest bath-
room, and flunz off his clothes. Even then
he got no relief. He was in a terrible state,
and couldn’t keep still for a second. In
sheer desperation, he filled .the bath, and
plunged into it.

And after a thorough scrub, from head to
foot, relief came.

Twenty minutes later, Buster went down.
stairs—wearing <¢lean things, and having
donned a different suit. He was absolutely

-.certain, by now, that ‘his first surmise had

been correct.

He went into Study Q, and found Bray
looking out of the window.

“ Where the dickens have you been, old
man?”? asked Percy. ¢ Just look out here.
The whole Triangle’s strewn with twigs and
branches. That gale was pretty severe, you
Eknow——"?

“ Hang the gale!” snarled Boots, drOppmg
into his armchair. |

“No need to .snap my giddy llead off 1!
said Bray. “ What’s wrong, Buster? Why
did you fly upstairs like that ?”

““ Look here, Percy. I'm not going to tell
the others, but I'll tell you,” said Boots. «“1I
can’t explam it, but some bhthermg !dlot

.having a game with me !>



- “What on earth do yonm mean?”

Bray, staring.

He whistled when he heard about the
itehing powder. )

“J can’t understand it,”” he said, at length.
‘“Who on earth could be doing it? Every-
body on this side is under your control;
there is not a chap who would dare to play
tricks of that kind.”

“We don’t know, but we're going to find
out !’ growled Buster. “ What’s that on the
mantelpiece?’’ he added curtly. -

¢ 0Oh!
it down. I found it in the box ten minutes
ago. Bellton post-mark. I didn’t know you
knew anyboedy in the village.”

- %1 don’t!*” said Buster curtly.

He tore open the euvelope, and removed
a smooth piece of card. In thce centre of
this, in printed characters were the.words:
¢ RETRIBUTION IS AT HAND.” Buster
caught his breath in sharply.

“ By Jimmy!”’ he breathed. “I've got it!"

“*Eh?” Got what?” |

“The Die-Hards—Nipper and his gang!”
shouted Buster, jumping up. < Why, what
the-— Great Scott!”

He started round, gaspingz. As he leapt to
‘his feet, the chair came with him. Yor some
unearthly reason, it was stuck secarely to
the seat of Buster’s trousers,

asked

CHAPTER VIIIL
THE TORMENTING OF BUSTER!
/7 ELL, I'm jiggered!”

13
" said Bray blankly.
“Can't you do
something?”* hooted
Boots glaring.

Percy seized the chair, and
gave it a firm tug. It came
away all right, accompanied by a tearing,
ripping sound. The complete seat of Buster’s
trousers was left on the chair. J.B.B.
looked rather terrible. And Bray, for the
life of him, couldn’t help bursting into a
cackle of laughter,
¢ You—you fool!?”
¢ Funny, isn’t it?”

Fairly quivering with ruage, -he eXamined
the chair. 1t had a leatherette top, smooth
and polished. To the casual touch it was
quite normal. But by allowing his finger to
rest on the surface fcr a moment, Buster
found that the leather became sticky.

«“My only hat!” he muttered. ¢ This—
this chair was prepared! Clue of some kind!
Can’t you understand, you ass? The rotten
stuff was painted on, and it dried.”

“ But—but——"? .

““ The Die-Hards?!” shouted the  skipper.
«This is Nipper's doing! The handcuff—
the itching powder—the letter—and now this
—-this rotten chair stunt!”

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Bray. “I—I
say, Buster, Nipper's pretty smart, you
know! These. dodges are betfer than any
that we thought of.” _ : :

s

snarled Buster,

1

1

A letter for you!” said Bray, taking |

|

|

chimney?”

“ Are they?” snarled Buster. ¢ Don’t stand
there talking rot—go Upstairs and get me
another pair of trousers! I can't go out like
this, can 1?7

Bray hurried away, and Buster was morti-
fied when the other members of the Supreme
Six marched in, It was impossible for Boots
to conceal his discomfiture, for the junicrs
obtained a clear view of his rear.

““ What the dickens——»

“ Ha, ha, hal!”» |

“Had a dog at you, old man?”

Crash! %

Crooks went down, howling. Ths next
second Denny staggered, too. And after
that the juniors didn’t see anything funify
in the situation. Buster quickly explained.
He didn’t like his own medicine at all! He
had never realised, in fact, what it was to he
tormented in such a way. And the day was
only just beginning!

¢ But—but when <¢ould Nipper have done
all this?? asked Crowe doubtfully. I dop’t
see how——"? ' -

“] don’t care what you see, or what you
don’t see!” hissed Buster. . “ This note’s
enough for me! Can’t somebody poke that
fire? The confounded room’s getting ful
of smoke! What’s wrong with the rotten

For some unaccountable reason, the flie
had begun to belch forth volumes of smoke
into the rcom. And all efforts to make the
chimney draw were unavailable,

Crash!

Without warning of any kind a big picture
on the other side of the room fell to the
floor., There was no glass in it—and it
wasn't hurt. But the sudden shock -was
cnough to give Buster another violent start.

‘“ Who -did that?”’ be shouted thickly.

“It—it fell down of its own accord!”
stuttered Crooks. ¢I—I saw it! I say,
there’'s something queer about all this!”

Boots snateched up the picture, and exams-
ined the string. -

“By Jimmy!*’ he breathed. ‘ Look at this
string—rotten! It’s been soaked in some
chemical of some kind. The fibre rotted,
and that caused the picture to fall!”

Ho looked round uncertainly, half ex-
pecting some other startling incident fo
happen. These things coming, one on top of
the other, were deccidedly nerve-racking.
Buster, in fact, was undergoing exactly the
same treatment that he had planned for
Fatty Little and Archie and Alf. But the
things that were happening to Busfer were
much more refined—much more subtle, There
was: nothing crude about these stunts.

Bray refturned with another pair of
trousers, and Buster quickly dounned them.

. «1 don’t know how they managed to do
all this, but I'll find out!*’ he . said, going
to the cupboard. “ What’s the, good of
asking you idiots to do anything? That fire
wants a sheet of newspaper in front of 1it.
I'Il seon have it going.” -
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Buster opened the cupboard door, there
was a lightning thud, and a gloved hand shot
out and struck him with such force in the
chest that he reeled over with a sickening
crash. '

““ Good Heavens!”

“ What the—" .

The Faithful Five stared at the cupboard.
There, - quivering in the air, was a long
chunk of wood with a padded boxing glove
at the end of it. It was held, somehow, by
a powerful spring, The opening of the
cupboard had released it, and Buster bad
been taken completely by surprise.

He was nearly foaming at the mouth as
he picked himself up.

He -had no words—he could hardly speak
at all. Zhat cupboard arrangement had been
-fixed up like a Jack-in-the-box,
wasn’'t so much the force of the blow, hut
the unexpectedness of the whole thing.
And before Buyster could properly get over
the effect Per#y Bray happened to lean on
the table rather heavily.

He did so, preparatory to sitting down on
the corner.

Crash! .

The table, for some remarkable reason,
collapsed, taking Bray with it. The four
iegs splayed out in every direction. Bray sat
up, gasping.

“What happened?’” he asked faintly.

¢ Confound  them!” hooted  Buster.
&< They!ve_theyrve_?’

He broke off, gasping, as Bray rolled off
the edge of the collapsed table. As he did
so the table appeared to obtain life of its
own. It leapt up, and rezumed its former
innocent appearance.

“ Great Scott!” gasped the Faithful Five.

They  examined the table, and found that
the four legs had been sawn off, hinged, and
were proviaed with powerful springs. The
table, in fact, was now very simiiar to the
trick fables one sometimes sees on the stage.

*“ This—this is too much!”’ muttered Buster
harshly. f .

Thud! . 3 L 3 | _

Something fell down the chimney like a
stone, bringing with it such a quantity ol
-soot ¢that the fireplace was smothered.
Buster stared .at a biz chunk of brick, and
noticed that a string was tied round it,

There was a label on that brick! Buster
felt rather faint as he grabbed at it. These
tormenting incidents, coming one after the
»ther, were tearing his nerves to shreds. He
had treated Fatty Little fo a system of
intensive persecution. But Buster was get-
ting the same treatment with five hundred
per cent interest. It was his own game,

- played more skilfully. +
tH% seized the label on the brick, and looked
ar 1%

« BEWARE—AT ELEVEN O'CLOCK
" PRECISELY!?

at this!” panted Boots.

=

« Look—look
swallowiny hard.

and it

!

§
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He jumped round wildly as Crowe hap-
pened to kick one of the fire irons. It was a.
sure indication of his nerves. He thought-
something else was going to happen. The
Faithful Five read the words on the label,:
and looked grave. :

“ Eleven!” said Bray. “But we shall be
in the class-room then!”? S

¢ Perhaps—perhaps they're going
something. even there!” said Denny,
without relish.

Buster looked at his supporters with con-.
cern. He could see that they were affected
by this business. His position was so help-
less that he didn’t cut much of a figure as a
powerful leader. It was this knowledge that
made him grind his teeth with rage.

Hitherto he had been supreme. He had
always maintained a cool and calm front—
a quiet, reserved dignity. But under the .
present circumstances it was impossible.
He was thankful, indeed, that the rank and
file of his supporters did not know. But -
this made no difference to his own condition,

When the bell for morning lessons rang
a moment later, Buster was already looking -
haggard and worn. He was on the jump.
He constantly expected something else to
happen. And the very fact that it didn’t,
was, if anything, all the more trying.

¢ Well, after all, you’ve got to hand it fo
Nipper that he’s pretty cute,” said Webb
cautiously. “ He’s taken a leaf out of your
book, Buster, and improved upon yYour own
methods.”

“ Oh, has he?” shouted Buster roughly.
“That’s all he’s good for—imitation! He
couldn't think of anything himself, could he?
And I'll get even before I've done!”

There was a sudden violent explosion in
the corner.

" What’s that?” shrieked Buster, jumping
a yard into the air.

‘“ Goodness knows!” panted Crowe, white
to the lips. .

A haze of smoke hung in the corner, but
there was no explanation for the sudden,
deafening report. |

“ I~I1 happened to tread on a loose board
just now!”’ muttered Bray. ‘“1 was going
over to get my books. Why, my hat!
g‘]::is,1 board’s all loose—if wasn't loose be-
ore!”’

‘““It's been faked!"” exclaimed Buster,
shivering in every limb—partly from rage,.
and partly from nervousness. *‘ That’s it!.
The first chap who happened to tread on
that board caused the spring to go! There's
some kind of firework arrangement fixed
underneath! The—the dangerous Iidiots!. .
They might have set the place on fire.” .

But a swift examination revealed an in-
genious system of wires. They were so
arranged that they set off a percussion cap.
This latter was fixed inside a tin box just-
beneath the floorboard. It was quile safe’
and harmless. : | '

to «do |
not



Still shaky, the Supreme Six went to the

Form-room. Buster's friends
jumpy as he was.
of all this persecution was directed at
Boots himself. And the Faithful Five could
not help thinking that Boots was getting
far better than he had given,

‘““ Nipper took a long time to wake up—
but now he’s started, be’s going to cause a
lot of trouble!” murmured Crooks to Denny,
as they went along the passage. *‘ Shouldn’t
be surprised if this is only just the be-
ginning.” _

** Looks like it,”’ said Denny. * What’s
going to happen at eleven?”

'* (xo0odness only knows!”

They went into the Form-room, and Buster
sat down in his seat very gingerly. He
remembered, probably, that he had tam-
pered with Fatty Little’s seat a day or two
earlier. But,-no, the seat was quite firm.
Buster opened his desk and made a quick
examination of the contents. Nothing had
been touched there,

Buster gave me a fierce, venomous look.
But 1 met:it with an expression of com-
plete .indifference and mild astonishment—
a3 though I wondered what on earth was
biting him, .

And then Mr. Crowell came in, and lessons
commenced,

Half an hour hadn’t elapsed before John
Busterfield Boots was soundly caned in
front of the whole Form. This was a
ghastly experience. The skipper being caned
in front of his own supporters!

But Buster deserved it. From the instant
Jessons began he had been inattentive,
abstracted, and didn't even attempt to do
his work. After warning him several times,
and giving him a hundred lines, Mr. Crowell
lost patience. He had Buster out in front
of the class, and caned him.

‘“1 hope, Boots, that you will profit by
your punishment!” said Mr. Crowell tartly.
‘Buster crawled back to his seat and looked
grim, He had noticed that many fellows
were grinning. Previously, they had always
Tegarded him as a fellow of great power—
they had not dared to grin at him. Buster
had wit enough to realise that once his
i‘}!}ﬂuence waned it would be all up with

im,

He watched the clock incessantly. Twenty
to eleven! He tried to work. Quarter to
eleven! For the life of him, he couldn’t
concentrate upon .his lessons at all., He
had an awful fear that something terrible—
something big—would take place at the
stroke of the hour.

'This nervous tension was a hundred-fold
worse than any actual shock.

And this, of course, had been my object.
There is nothing so bad in this world as
snspense. By letting Buster know in ad-
vance that something was going to happen
et eleven o’clock, he was in a state of
absolute torment,.

Seven minutes to the lhour!

were not so

For, after all, the brunt §

Mr. Crowell, looking up, saw Boots' gaze
fixed fascinatedly upon the clock,
Boots!” said the Form-master sharply.

Eugter jumped vielently,

Ye-es, sir!” he gasped. ' Great good-
neissl You—you startied me, sir!”
_ "“Indeed!” snapped Mr. Crowell. “ What
i3 the matter with you, boy?”’

“ Nun-nothing, sir!”

““Then don’t let me catch you acting in
this ridiculous way any more!’ commented
the Form-master. “ Kcep still, Boots! Good
' gracious! Why do you keep fidgetting about
in that absurd fashion?’!

Buster muttered something under his
breath, and by a sheer effort of will forced
himself to attend to the lesson. And the
time was now four minutes to eleven!

CRICKET COMPETITION RESULT.

2300 Awarded?

In this competition twenty-one competitors
correctly forecast the order in which the
seventeen County Cricket Clubs finiched up
-at the end of the season. The First Prize of
£100 has therefore been divided among:—

Rosa Acworth, 8, Ceieff Road, Wands-
worth; G. Bees, 80, Old Street, Clevedon,
Somerset; Leslie 8. Brown, 16, Futham
Street, Beeston, Leeds; Arthur J. Collison,
70, St. Olave’s Read, East Ham, E.6.,
B. Cook, 17, Greenhill Avenue, Allerton,
Liverpool; L, F, Dalby, 7, Spring Road,
Ipswick; H. Edwards, Westminster Bank,
Fishponds, Bristol; W. Fincher, 16, Bishop
Street, Wolverhampton; William Hibbert, 9,
Hardwick Street, Hunslet Carr, Leeds;
Arthur F. Jones, 60, Beversbrook Road,
Tufnell Park, N.19; J. Kirk, 2, Weetwood
Terrace, Far Headingly, Leeds; Wim. Milnes,
30, Dolly Lane, Newtown, Leeds; L. Oakley,
215, Warwick Road, Sparkhill, Birmingham;
S, S. Perkes, 37, Back Street, Dudley;
F. G. Pickwick, 9, Cicely Road, Peckham,
S.E.15; Arthur E. Temlinson, The Common,
West  Hallam, Nr. Derby ; Charles
Walter, 10, Curzon Road, Maidstone, Kent,;
Robert Ward, Old Post Office, Pontrhydyrun,
Nr. Newport, Mon.; Miss D. Welch, 103,
Chesterfield Road, Bristol.; A, N. Wells, 95,
Collegs Avenue, Gillingham, Kent; T,
Whittington, The Cambria, Cambria Road,
Loughboro’ Junction, 8.E.5. .

So many competitora qualified for the third
and fourth grades of prizes that division
amongst them of the amount offered was
impracticable. The Second Prize of £50, the -
Third Prize of £30, and the one hundred and
twenty prizes of one pound each have there-
fore been added together and divided among
the one hundred and sixty-seves competitors
whose lists contained two errors each.

We regret that pressure on space precludes
our publishing the names and addresses of
all these competitors, but a list may be seen
at the Fleetway House, London, E.C.4.

- SOLUTION.
Order of teams in the championship will

he published next weck.
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The Die-Hards, who had been wntohmg
Buster more closely than fthey had been
watching their work,  were secretly de-
‘lighted at all the signs. Boots was quite
unnerved—that was obvious.

And it-gave us all exquisite pleasure fo
se¢ the ftyrant suffering in this way.
little more of this, and he would lose all

control. By the end of the day, indeed,
1 was hopmg for a big result—a permzment;
result,

Eleven o'clock!

Boots sbared at the clock-face feverishly.
Then he glanced at the door, at the
windows, as_though expecting some dread-
ful thmnr t.\hqppen And suddenly he gave
a wild- S[II‘]Ek. and leapt up.

“ Yarooh!” he howled violently.

Mr. Crowell,
dropped. his clmlk and spun round.

* Boots,”” he thundered, * why did you
make that extraordinary Toise?”’ -

‘“ Something bit me,
dancing about with - pain.
- ** Something bit you?” repeated Mr.
Crowell. " “ What do you mean?”

“I—1 don't know, sir,”’ stammered Buster.
“ But something came up. through my seat,

and it felt like a red- hot iron going - into
me.,”’
Mr. Crowell, who had had extensive ex,

Denence of fello“s putting tacks on other

fellows® seats, hurried to Buster's place
and examined this particular seat with |
care, He f[ound nothing—no sxgn of any

tdck

“1 have no doubt, Boots, that you regard
this as quite a good joke,” snapped “Mr.
Crowell sourly.
you will pay for it dearly, You will write
me five hundred lines, and I shall require
them by this e¢vening. And if there is any
further disturbance from you this morning,
I shall take you to the House-master to
be flogged."”

Buster sank back in his seat gingerly, and
knew that he had made an absolute fool
of himself. 'All this nervous tension! All
this fear of something awful!
a mere prick in the leg!

But that was ‘just the subtlety of the
‘whole scheme. It hadn't been the shock
itself, but’ the fear of it. Buster was
IIEaI‘IY a nervous wreck, and by the time
lessons were over, he had only slightly re-
~covered. For there was the constant dread
that he would only escape from the class-
room ¢to rTun into further mysterious
troubles.

Indeed, even as he was walking down the
passage, in t
Tubbs appeare

, carrying an orange-coloured
envelope.

- ““ Telegram for Masf,er Doots,” he an-
nounced importantly.
“ For—-for me!” muttered Boots. * Oh, it

must be from home!

Ife tore ‘it open and stared at the flimsy
form. The wire had been dizpatched from
lelmford—*he town twenty-five miles away

“* 1t is so good, indeed, that |

And then just .

midst of the Faithful Five,.

who was at the blackboard, r|

sir!"’ }elled Boots,

-

e

from S§. Irank's.

L how~!

. former

Buster knew nobody in
" Helmford, and his worst fears were cou~

firmed. The telegram simply said:

“Re ready!
come!”

** What is
ousiy.

John Busterfield Boots allowed the tele-
gram to be taken from him. The 1'aithfnl

At midnight your time will

it?” asked Percy Bray anxi-

I'ive read it with startled expressions.

It certainly did seem that the tncle had
turned'

CIHAPTER IX. "
'THE WITCHING HOUR OF MIDNIGHT!.
XACTLY Lhow he got

through the after-
noon, - Buster didn’t
quite know.

. It was made all the more
nerve-trying because nothing

i -~ whatever happened. A few
mysterious things had occurred during the
interval before dinmer, and the interval after
dinner. - J.B.B. had been kept on the jump
all the time.

Bt there was not the sl:ghtest indication
a5 to tha source of these peculiar
manifestaftions. The majority of them
scemed to happen naturally, and without
any premeditated purpose. ‘But, as a matter
of fact, I had made full arrangements well
in advance, For example, it had been quite
an easy matter for me to telephone to one
of the Helmford College fellows, and to get
him to dispatch that wire.

Mr. Crowell was so exasperated during
the afternoon by Buster’s inattention that
the Remove captain got further. lines. And
as s00n as lessons were over for the day,

| the great J.B.B. retired to study Q.

But it was with great caution that he sat
down on the couch. He was afraid of every-
thing. He wouldn’t bave been particularly
surprised if the ceiling had fallen in on
him, The Faithful Five gathered round him

‘“How do you feel?” asked
sympathetically. * Better, old man?”
““No, I don't feel better!” snarled Buster.
““ There's nothing wrong with me, any-
Mind your own infernal business!”

‘““ You've had a pretty rotten day—--"

“I’'m starting things moving to-night!”
declared Boots, recovering a pghost of his
aggressiveness, ‘' Yes, by Jimmy!
We'll grab Pitt and Grey, and we'll give
trem such a time they’ll wish they'd never
seen St. Frank's at all! We'll get some
straps, bind fthe cads up, and: whip them
until thef howl. Then we’ll tar and feather

like physicians in consultation.

Bray

fem!”’

e

“I say, go easy—
““It's the only way!

(12}

snapped Buster.

“ There's no sense in dealing lightly with

these cads! We've got te retaliatel”
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. " Yes, and then they’ll retaliate back!”
pointed out Bray. " You see what's hap-
pened already. You started this persecution
stunt, and the Die-Hards have beaten you
at your own game!”

*“ Beaten me?’"

“"Well, yes!” said Bray boldly. “ Might
as well admit the truth, old man! You're
going through a rotten experience, and
you can’t deny it. And what’s going to
happen if you treat Pitt and Grey as you
suggest? Why, these Die-Hards wiil
probably start on us next—mnot you alone!
The best thing, In my opinion, is to drop
this terrorism stufl aitogether!”
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Buster curtly sent out the information that
the club was not to be opened that evening.
It was a foolish move of Buster’s, and he
soon realised it. For, in his determination to
persecute Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey, he
antagonised his own supporters.

But he always had his own way—he never
gave in. Having taken up a firm stand,
he couldn't withdraw without Ttevealing
weakness, So, although he made a blunder, he
~adhered to it. As a net result, a large

ALY
7

number of fellows reviled him as a rotten

captain. Previously they had been full of
praise. '
Buster, in fact, was having a pretty
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As Buster opened the door there'was a lightning thud, and a gloved hand
shot out and struck hinm with terrific force !

“It doesn’t pay!” agreed Crowe and
Denny, nodding. |

"““Oh; so youre afraid of your rotten
akins?’’ exclaimed Buster harshly. *“ Well,
if you don’t ohey me, I'll finish with you
for good! Understand? 1 mean this, and
I'm going through with it!”’

- !* What about. the club?”’ . .
. "*The elub won’t be opened this evening—
. we shatl. be too busy!”’ .y

. ‘* The other chaps will kick up a fuss,”
said Percy.

“Let ’em!” |

. The other fellows did kick np a fuss,
Fullwood & €Co., and Armstrong, znd a host
of others were mightily indignant . whey

ghastly time. There was a gnawing worry
-at the back of his mind. What was going
to happen at midnight? How could any-
| thing happen?
By that time the Remove would be in
bed and fast asleep. .And surely the Die-
Hards couldn’t hope to effect a taid on the
Remove dormitory in the College Iouse?
They wouldn’t stand am earthly chance.
But if it wasn’t a raid, what was it?
Buster thought of all sorts of schemes to
safeguard himself. He remembered that
farce of the morning—the eleven o’clock
stunt. A very simple contrivance. Just a
tiny hole bored in the seat, with a spring
‘attached to it fixed beneath. Pitt, whe sat
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behind Buster, had merely jerked a thread,
releasing the spring, and plunging the pin-
point into Buster’s anatomy. Another jerk
of the thread had pulled the apparatus
away completely, leaving no trace.

Was this midnight affair to be something
of the same kind?

The very uncertainty of it all made Buster
grit his teeth with helplessness. DBut he
had somethwag to occupy himself with in the
evening, and he felt slightly better. He
_rélade full plans for the capture of Pitt and

rey.
twenty other followers. The idea was to
make a determined raid upon the common-
room, or any other place where the Die-
Hards gathered. It was certain, in any case,
that the insignificant Opposition Party
would cling closely together..

But again Buster’s plans were foiled.
Percy Bray was sent out spying. He
came back with bad news. The mnine Die-
Hards were together all right, but they had
taken the precaution to place themselves
sedately in the small lecture hall, next to
the school library. ‘ -
‘““ Well, we can get them there, can't we?”
asked Buster curtly.
“ Too much noise,”

NELSON

csaid Crooks, shaking

his head. *““It’'s not far from the Head's
study—""

“ But that's not all,’”” interrupted Percy
Bray. “* Those beasts have got -old
Leblane with them—he's lecturing on
French!” :

* What!" snarled Buster savagely.

He crunched his teeth, but that didn’t
improv& matters in any appreciable degree.
Buster went along to the small lecture hall
to -have a look for himself. And, sure
enough, Monsieur Jacques Leblanc was hold-
ing forth vehemently and with much
flourishing of hands.

It was absolutely impossible to raid the
Die-Hards while a master was present.
Buster was full of bitter fury. He reviled
the Die-Hards for taking shelter behind a
master. It was a& mean, caddish trick—an
admittance of defeat. o

But just at -about supper-time — five
minutes before the bell was due to ring—
Crooks came in with the startling informa-
tion that Monsieur Leblanc had just come
home from Bannington.

Buster gave a bellow of rage, and dashed
to the small lecture hall. He arrived just
as the supper-bell rang. The Die-Hards
were there, and Monsieur Leblanc was just
peeling off his little black moustache, and
removing a curly wig.

““ Hallo, Boots!"" 1 said sweetly.
thing wrong? You look sick!"

Buster nearly fainted. All the evening he
and- his supporters had been
Holding themselves r1eadx to attack the Die-
- Hards, they had been fooled! TIor Monsieur
Leblanc of the lecture- hall waz just me,
And the disguise wasn't at all perfect,
~ either. But in the dimned® of the half-

* Any-
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He gathered his Kaithful Five and|

spoofed !

lighted room 1 had played the part with
ease. .
And now it was too late to nab Pitt and
Grey. The bell had rung, and the Monks
had to go over to their own House. Prefects
were already stalking abroad, in order to
round .up the stragglers. "
Buster nearly choked as the- Die-Hards
velled with laughter. They had calmly been
doing their prep, writing letters, reading
hooks, etc., and generally enjoying the
evening. And Pitt and Grey. the marked-
down victims, were untouched! =

Up in the Remove dormitory, in _ the
Collegze House, Buster and the Faithful Five
were talking in tense tones.

They were alone. The rest of the juniors
were af supper. The Supreme Six were
missing theirs, so that they could have a
quiet talk. And -Buster was nearly foam-
ing at the mouth with rage and helpless-
ness. - s

“ Well, you can’t get away from it, old
man,” .said Bray. “ This is Nipper's day!
““ It’s the first time .he's really started any-
thing, and he’s had one. long series of
successes!” @

“ Yes, and something else is going to
happen at midnight,”" said Crooks.

“‘ I suppose you think I'm done, eh?’ de-
manded Buster thickly. * You think I'm
going to allow this foolery to affect me?”

“ Hasn’t it allected you?’ asked Webb

innocently. ;
“You fool!” hissed Buster. “ Of course

it hasn't!”’
‘“* Sorry !’ said Webb. *‘ My mistake!”
added

** At least, only  temporarily!”
Buster, realising the absurdity of his denial
“ As soon as I've had my revenge, I shall be
top dog again! But we’'ve got to get over
to-night. Just wait until to-morrow, and
P'lt get busy! As far as I can see, these
rotters are planning to make some kind of
a raid at twelve o'clock.” ]

“ How do you know ({t’ll be a raid?”
asked Percy. -

¢

“I don’t know, do I?"” sald Buster in
exasperation. “ That’s just the darn
trouble! I don't know what's going to
happen! But look here! None of us are
going to sleep until after midnight! The
rest. of the chaps mustn’t know, because it
isn’'t good for a leader to be in a belittling.

position. Thank goodness I can trust you
fellows.”
“We're with you, old man!” said the

Faithful Five leyally.

““ Good! Then we shall have to keep a
watch until after midnight,”’ declared
Buster. ' Who's game to slip out at about
eleven, and rtemain on guard in . the
corridor?’’ L E b

‘“ Leave that to me,” said Percy Bray.

“ All you'll have to do'is to. keep watch,
and give me the tip in case anything sus-
picious happens,” said Boots. *““ We rcan’t
afford to leave fthat corridor unprotected.



There are two or three alcoves where you
could easily crouch. Two other chaps will
remain on guard at the windows. And I'l]
- hold myself in readiness to fight!*’

: ﬁnd 30 the arrangements were made in

u L]

But, at the same timme, every member of
the Supreme Six had "a vague fear that some-
- thing might go wrong. They were guvarding
against something they didn’t know of.
Perhaps it was merely a trick—a scheme
to keep them awake. In all probability
nothing would happen at all at midnight.
But the nerve-tension was there all the same.

By eleven-thirty the Supreme Six were
jumpy and nervous, and John Busterfield
Boots was in a pitiable condition. He was
in sueh a state that he would be ready to
scream if a board suddenly squeaked. The
horrible uncertainty was more than trying.

Perey Bray, outside in the corridor, kept
his eyes openr and his ears on the stretch
He crouched back in the alcove most of the
time, a dim figure in his striped pyjamas
and flowery dressing-gown,

Now and again he ventured to creep
cantiously- to the head of the stairs, and
listen. But all was silent. There was no
trace of any disturbance—no indication of
any unwelcome marauders.

And so the minutes passed in the same

agony of suspense.

It was within a minute of midnight, and
Buster was looking at his watch. Like a
¢at on hot bricks, he paced up and down
the dormitory. He couldn’t keep still in

bed. He was- suffering the same as he had
suffered that morning—only twenty times
worse.

And then, abruptly, the door opened.
“ What—what’s that?”’ gasped Buster
. hoarsely. -
““Only me, you ass!’ said Bray. ‘“Quick!
I just heard something out here.”

The other members of the Faithful Five
crept forward. §

** No—don’t leave your posts!” whispered
Bray.
- getting in through one of the windows. Don’t
be so jolly nervous—there's ncthing to worry
over. Come out here, Buster, and listen.”

John Busterfield Boots gritted his teeth,
and slipped through the door. Any activity
was better than that tension. He closed
the door softly behind him, and Percy Bray
grabbed him fiercely by the neck, and puljed
him over backwards. The next second he
was pounced upon by half a dozen gim,
' active forms. They ecarried him off swiftly
and  silently, bhis struggles futile—his

- attempts to shout, with a rug over his face,

impossible.

In spiteof every precaution, Buster was
- a prisoner! .
And Percy Bray chuckled quietly. to him-
‘self. He whispered to one of the dark
figures, and, strangely enough, his voice
now sounded like Reginald’s Pitt’s!

‘“ For all we know, they might be

CIIAPTER X.
THE END OF THE TERROR!

‘6. OUD!’ I murmured
softly., ¢That’s the
style! In with

- him!”
John Busterfield Boots was
carried swiftly info a box-

n—— room further along the corri-

dor, and the door was closed. The box-
rcom was dark, except for a single candle
which burned on a shelf. :
., No light penetrated outside, for the door
itself was protected with heavy curtains.
In one cormer lay Percy Bray himself—un-
ceremoniously bound up in a blanket, and
carefully gagged. The blanket was to keep
him warm, for otherwise Percy was in a
state of nature., Reggie Pitt was wearing
Bray’s distinctive pyjamas and dressing-
gown. .

_Pitt’s disguise, in fact, amounted to this
siimple attire, and nothing more. He was the
same size as Brayl and in the gloom of the
corridor his features had been invisible.
Pitt had mimicked Bray’s voice ¢nd intona-
tion to perfection. Buster had never guessed.

Bray, of course, had been captured ten
minutes after he had gone on duty—for all
the Die-Hards were lurking about the
corridor. We had gained admittance soon.
after ten—long before Buster hkad suspected
any activity. ' .

And now the Remove Eoss was Lelpless in
our power, '

His feet and hands were quickly tied, and
he was allowed f{o sit in the chair. We
stood around him, and I 1einoved the
muffler from his face.

‘““Better not shout,” I suggested. “OUne
or two prefects sleep in this corridor, I
believe, and we don’t want any trouble.”

“You fool!” snarled Buster. “I shan’t

-get into a row—you’re the fellows who’ll

suffer ! _ |

‘““Pardon me, but allow me fo point out
your little mistake,” I =aid sweetly. “If
any prefect or master comes along, we shall
all be in the =same boat. Quite apart from

“that, it is very much against your interests

to raise an alarm. I don’t think the Re-
move, as a whole, would praise you up to
the skies for falling into a trap like this.
Not much of a position for a strong leader,

eh? - Not exactly caiculated to make the
‘chaps respect yon?® B |

Buster ground his teeth in vain.

“Well?>? he demanded harshly.
Your worst!” . o F

‘¢ Apparently, you have an idea that we
intend to threaten all sorts of awful things,
and perform a few dirty tricks,”’ 1 emarked.
“ But that’s gquite wrong, Buster. We have
simply got you into thia’ position because
we mean to stop -your game! We mean to
put an end to terrorism!”

“Oh!” growled Boots. “llow?*

“You cad!’ snorted Handforth. * You've

had a pretty rctten fime to-day, haven’t

"‘DO .
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you? How do you like it, eh? How do you
like your own treatment?”

Buster scowled. :

‘¢ You couldn’'t think of an}' new ldea, any
how,’”’ he sneered.

““« No—we improved upon yours,” I said
calmly. *“We don't intend to waste time,
Buster. Sleep’s a very necessary item, and
we want to get as much of it as possible.
We had a short vight last night—and I
think you'll understand why. Two short
nights will spoil our beauty!”

“What do you want?’’ demanded Buster
herceh
“1m going to talk to you squarely !’ 1
retorted. ¢ Now, look here, Buster, are you
going to put an end to this t-jl‘d.l][]"—thls

Ku }\lu\ Klan stuff and the reign of
terror?”’ )
““No!™ said Buster. “I'm going to do as

"1 like!"’ )

“ Are you going to fight fair?”” I went on
sternly., ““Do you realise that you've been
fouling all along the line? Do you call it a
fair method to kcep the chiaps under your
control by sheer tyranny and despotism?”

“You're mad!”’ panted Duster.

““No; I'm quite calm,” I replied. “ And
I'd just like to know your views, because
our own actions will depend upon them.
Are you going to allow ;our supporters to
leave you, if they feel, of their own free
will, that they would rather come cnder
my banner??*

““No, I'm notl"”

“You mean that you'll continue to hold
them under the terror?”

“If you like to put it that way—yves!”
said Buster. “I'my in power now, and I
mean to keep in power.”

““Then you only expect to remain in power
by practising these methods of tyranny and
torture?” I asked sternly. ¢ In other words,
Boots, you're a rotten sportsman! You're
lafm:d to fight fair because you know you'll
ose!" B

“Think what you like!” muttered Buster.

“ We have two parties in the Remove,” I
went on quickly. ¢ Your party and mine.
The Die-Hards are only nine in number, but

there arc three fellows, at least, who would |

come back to us instantly if the terrorism
was stopped. And you know as well as
do that we should gain other oupporter
too, And if you realiy want. more, we'll gne
you more!"’

‘“ What do you mean?”?

e My dear man, it’s simple,”” 1 said coolly.
‘““As a rule, I'm not a fellow fo start any-
thing quickly, and without full consideration.
I've allowed you to run on for over a week,
watching and-observing, But now I've made
full preparation, and 1'm ready.”

‘“ Ready for what?”

«« Anything!"" I replied crizsply. ¢ Let me
make myself clear. The ide-Hards lLave
proved to-day, I think, that they are

I

3

\

capable of giving better than they receive.
If it means more, we'll beat you ‘at every
turn. There won'b be one reign of terror—
but two reigns of terror!” »

Buster laughed openly.

¢« All right—go ahead!” he said.
nof afraid of you!”

¢ There i3 another point that I wish to
make quite clear,” I continued. “ A. week
or two ago you had a fight with me, and
you won. A3 you Know, I was just recover-
ing from a severe cold, and I was in bad
condition. But now I'm fit.”

¢ What—what do you mean?’ asked
Buster, starting.

““I mean that you have two chances,” I
said. ¢ Either youn'll give me your solemn
word of honour that all terrorism in every
shape and forim ceases from this minute—
or you'll be taken qtr..ught into the dormi-
tory, and we’ll fight 'as we stand—bare-
fisted! The winpner will have the control
after that!"”

Buster nearly choked.
““You—you mean cads!” he snarled.

“Ts that what you call mean?”’ 1 asked
quietly. “I'm giving you a fair <hance—an
opportunity to stop this tyranny without
your supporters knowing a word about this
affair. Give me your promise, aud we’ll go
quietly away. On the other hand, the whole
Remove will hear of this night’s work, and
on the top of it you’ll e compellad to fight
nie in front of your own crowd!”

A gleam came into Busfer’s eyes.

“I suppose you’re thinking that your pals
will pounce on us and kick us out, eh?” I
went on. **Don’t you believe it—don’t be
so optimistic! When I tell them what
the game is they’ll be perfectly agreeable.
They won’t be at all averse from witnessing
a fight. Now—I'll give you two minutes to
decide.”

I turned away, and talked with the other

fellows. And Buster sat there, clenching and
unclenching his fists, and swallm"mg hard.

44 I"m

‘He knew that he was lieaten—he knew it!

For it was more than ke dared do to face
me in the Remove dormitory. I was fit now,
and Buster was quite certain that I should
succeed in knocking hiin out. He was
nervous and jumpy after his long day of
tension,

And for him to be knocked out in front of
all his crowd would be absolutely fatal.
His power would vanish like the morning
mist before a summer’s sun. A beaten man
can never lead.

On the other hand, there was still a chance
for him. Already schiemes were beginning
to take shape in his mind. If he agreed to
end the tyranny he would still pe captain.
The Remove, as a whole, would know nothing
of this affair. And in h]b usual cunning way,
he might be able to make capital out of

(Continued on page 30)
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his capitulation.

denly.
- ] agree

He made up his mind sud-

" he said curtly.

‘¢ Good!” 1 exclaimed. “I thought you
wouldn’'t be obstinate. You see, Buster,
we've gob -you on the end of a piece of

string, and you know it. Now, I'm taking

the risk of accepting - your -word, But
although you've been a bit of a tyrant, 1
still think you’ve been a bit of a tyrant, 1
respect your own word of honour.”-
““Thanks!”’ said Buster sourly,

““ Repeat, after me, these words!” I said:

““ 1, John Busterfield Boots, give my
faithful and solemn word of honour that
from this moment onwards I ¢hall pot

Remove by any
or tyranny, or

attempt to coerce the
methods of persecution,
terrorism.’ »’

" Boots repeated the words firmly.

“ Now, again,” I went on: ¢‘Further-
n:ore, I hereby release Fatty Little and
Archie Glenthorne and Alfred Brent from
any oaths they may have taken. I permit
them to return to the Die-Hard Party with-
out, prejudice.” ”

Duster looked at me sharply and vin-
dictively, but repeated the words. .

““And when I give my solemn word of
honour, I keep to it,” he added quietly.
* An oath is an oath, Nipper, and my word
is mood. All this repeating of words is
theatrical rot. From this moment onwards
there won't be any more tyranny, and you
can be satisfied on that point. The Die-
Hard Party will be able to start on an
equal footing with my own party. And Lere’s
iy hand on it—honour bright!”

[ took liis hand warmly,

“Good for you, Buster!” I said, v:'ith
approval. “Then it's settled. ’Nuff said!”’

Three minutes later John Busterfield Boots
and Perey DBray slipped back into fheir own
cdormitory, and the Die-Hards melted into
the darkness. And as we refurned to the
Ancient House I felt a glow of triumph
within me.

The ¢nd of Buster's reign was within sighs.

There was no question whatever that his
throne was crumbling bemeath him. Fight-

ing fairly, Buster would have no chance
whatever.

4
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And I was vaguely pleased with his unex-
pected frank attitude. Some of the others
thought that he had been acting—but I
didn't. Somewhere below the surface there
was some good in John - Busterfield Boots.
And a little of that goed had come out
spontanecusly.

Would he ever change? Wou he find
himself, and become decent?
I wondered!
THE END.
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FREE Road, Brighton. Sussex. : ;

- UGB Iy . s Tumsiecs sy
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, , . s ' Tbe Technological Institute ot @t. MWritain,

specially written for beginmers, given away free 72 THANET HOUSE, 231-232, STRAND, LONDOK, W.C.2. .

with this month’s issue of
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the great ‘ How-to-Make '’ Wireless Magazine. Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure
Buy a copy to-day and read how easy it is to for esther sex. Write at once and
build a Sct to listen to the splendid concerts now get full particulars quite FREE
heing broadecast every cvening. On_sale _at all privately.—U.J.D., 12, All Saints
booksellers, 1/-; or 1/3, post free from Radio R4., ST. ANNES-ON-SEA.

Press Ltd., Devereux Court, Strand, W.C.2.

HEIGHT COUNTS | {2 AYy MAGIC TRICHS,

\4 - Invisible. Astonishes. Imitates

% birds,beasts,etc. Lot 1/-(P.O.).
Waonder Co., 43, George St _,
Weston-s-Mare. (Business by -
post only.) "

in winning success. Let the Giryan
System increase your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100
guarantee to Enquiry Dept. A M. P_,
17,Stroud Green Road, London, N.4. A

Catalogue of Boots, Suits, Costumes, 100 ft. Sample, 1/6 post free, with .
FRE 7 Gioews, | FILMS

Overcoats, Watches, Rings, list. Machinesfrom7/6.—‘"RADIO "’

Accordions, etc. Basy terms from 3/- \ P s e
monthly. MASTERS, LTD., RYE. ) CHEAP- FILMS,34.Churcth..WestHam,L 15
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8 Yours for 3d. ..o\

&y The ' Big Ben’ Keyless Lever Watch AT 3

& on THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERHS 9 &

\Q ever put before the British Public - N «
b by one of London's Oldest-Estab~ /7=<." "Wy

| lished Mail Order Houses. Tl Py AN

\ . “FRE An absolutelyy "'4 ]

Fraa Gift of Z :

a Solid Silver English i)

Hall-mwarked Double Curb \-)

Albert, with Scal. attached, |

giveu Frea with every Watch. \;\.

== Svrecification: Gent's Full- L:'\

size Keyléss Lever Watch, l"‘

=1lmproved action; fitted patent
recoil  click, preventing

breakaze of mainsprim.
by overwinding,

N 10 Years' Warranty,

% . Sent on receipt of

3d. deposit; after

\& approval, send 1/

{\ more, Thc balance

. may then be paid

' by 9 monthly pay.

ments of 2'- each,. '

iy Cash refunded in @
wy full If(llSadtl“;f'lC‘d

i Send 3d. now L"\

74/ 3.A. DAVIS & 00. u-
: " (Dept, 87), %= l:"
26 Denmark Hill, k\
London, 5 E. 5. '\
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HOME CINEMATO-
GRAPHS and FILMS

New Scason’s Illustrated Cata-
logue of Toy and Professioual
Machincs and Accessories, now
. rcady: Films, all lengths
and Sllbjt..bt.ﬂ. ior sale or
@ W cxchange.

SN ITORD'S (Dept. A P,
/13, Red Lion SquarTe,
= Loggon;zy.c.l.

Fﬁquihes :
promptly -«
a.ttendm,d to.

A = Ao Py -
-— -

If yvour like Football t11is is :r,rour Gra.me
for the long w1nter eve:ung:, .

In 30 Days. ] Course.
NoAppliances. NoDrugs. No Dicting.
fhe Melvin Strong Systemm NEVEDR

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

A fm:,
Accordeon, 10*{9::5’ '
ing,, piano-finished, §rS
11-fold metal-bound
bellows, 10 keys, 2§
basses, &c¢. Sent by ER
rcturn post, to ap}§
i\wv ordoers,
ﬂflpt}blt and 1/2
and

Dostag &e.,
promise to sond 2/-

fortnightly till 17/6 in all is paid, 2!-
FREE. Cash price 15/-, Post Freo
WHERE DOUBLE).

—Illustrated Catalogue Post Free. Bip
FREE Bargains, Watches, CGlocks, Musical ]_u

struments, &c.—PAIN’S PRESENTS HOUSE,
(Dept. 9 B), HASTINGS. (Lst'tbhbhed 1889. )

Height Increased R /_Commplete

UTOR
(ELSE-
Dellgllt or Moty Baclk,

FATILS, Send btd.lllp for particulars
and lestimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd.
(Dept.S), 10, LudgateHill, London, Eng,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS

Send fUl Lih{'\

of Machines, Films, ctec.  Swmwple Film, 1/-, posy
frcec.—Desk E, DEAN CINEMA CO 94,
Drayton Avenue. WwW. 13

CHOOSE 40 STAMPS, : 6d., from

packet of 500, 100 for 1/-.% ‘-c nd ]mbtag<
—B. L. CORYN, 10, Wave Crest,
Whitstable, Kent, ... S

We send abh-

. FREE. FREE. FREF, Y ena 2.

The Mystic Dancing Charlie Uhaplin.

o @l who send 60 TLO. for onrTillTis.

- trated catalogue of Magic Tricks, Puzalix,

Jokes, » cte.—The Eclipse \mc]tv B I

, (Dept, K), Trancis Terr., London, N.Iv

curg’ " yoursoell

StOp Stammenng s T did, “Par-

ticulars” FPREE.~—~FRANK: B HUGHBS, T
Southamptou" Row, London, W.C.1. =«

LOOK An (nlalg-: ment ft}r"?]j ' pustuu;l.

* Genuine. {This_offer s limited, so-seld

Your pllc)tuwmph\ oW tuTayl’or sPhotOgrRPhlf‘
Prlntlng Works, 121, Kestor St., Boltou.
CUMPLETE LCRYSTAL

WIRELESS— ~ RECEIVING SET 3:"

' GUA RANTEE D 25: MILES 2
Hiydu:e & Co. ,647 :E'ulha.xn Rd London,.

FREE! -Sct uf2§ RoumanianStamps FREE to those

scnding postage "(abroad. 6d.) . and’ 'ukmg o ke
pmu%dl Sheets.—NT 'FLORICK, 179 Asylim
{'u:f(l'*" Peckham, London,” B.12.156. v a ¥R

3.3 ft. Exciting I‘llm od.  Each Film m Nead

T tin box _Wilth our Blg Bargaxn Lists, * Coui-
plete  Cindiia” “Quifits < from 479" (pust: 6d.).—
A. E. Maxwell, George Street, Hastings.
A most exciting indoor Game just like RPuII mm‘mﬂ “Sys, edm N - ““-,*‘”" le_,j_ﬂ
Printed in 3 colonrs with Rules and Dises com- . gﬁr Be sure (U'.'d ment{on " The .L_ljh
plete, Size 17 ins. by 20 ins. Price+1/3 carr :m, NG!SOH Lee L!b!fb’j when com- ET
paid. Specially mnuhlul ?'2f3 H—J'_" d I‘t i iL]
RADNOR CO.. (Dept. A)." 10,” South St,, ]ﬁ municating with advertisers. =
London, E.C.2. - RE! o
S . I —
Prirted and Ptzblwlmd every Wednuesday by tho Propuctma. The Amalgamated Press (1922), Lt g
The Fleetway Housc, ]:arnu;}duu Street, Loudon, I.C.4. Advertisement Offices : TuaAbFleaﬁit;
way Mousc, Tarringdon Street, Tondon, J.(.4. Subscription Rates : }nland and ro
11/- per annum; 5/6 for six months. Sole Aw nis for South Africa: The Central News Agency,

Limiled. Solo Agenl,s, for Australia and New Zealand :
The Umperial News o

Canada :
No. 438,

Messrs., CGordon & Cotch, Limited; and fof

- (Canada), Limited.

1923.
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