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’ In a flash the captain swung the ’plane round as he felt the dip. But, masterly
as his effort was, one wing-tip touched the topmost branch of the tree.
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nations.

Big events have been happening
at St. Frank's lately. Last week
it was the Fifth of November
celebrations. Now, scarcely a
week after, comes the anniversary
of the end of the greatest war the
world has ever known. No school,
no institution under the British
Flag, least of all St. Frank’s, can
allow this Day of Victory to pass
unnoticed. The anniversary falls
on a Sunday this year, but the
Head has allowed the school a
special holiday in the week in
order that the usual display and
festivities can take place. This
week’s story not omnly gives an
account of the doings at St. Frank’s
on Armistice Day, but it also tells

how Buster Boots learns the lesson of humility and that des-
potic ruie does not pay, whether among schoolboys or among

If you have not alreadyentered for the Great Footer Com-

petition, you have another opportunity this week, for I am publishing again
the first three series of pictures to be solved, together with the fourth series.
Never has there been such a magnificent array of prizes offered in a
single competition, and, consequently, never have your chances of winning
something been so great. So when you have read this story, don’t forget

to have a shot at the competition.
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THE EDITOR.

CIIAPTER I.
ARCHIE'S BRAIN WAVE!

§é 0O you think so, Phipps?” asked
| Archie Glenthorne languidly. “Or
not¢?”?
é“Pardon, sir?”

““I say Phipps! Dash it!”? protested
‘Archie. “ What, I mean to say, is the bally
uss of my warbling the good old conver-
sation if you don’t listen? If it comes to
that, what are you here for?”

~ Phipps—Archie’s faithful man—coughed
discreetly. ,
“1 beg pardom,-sir, 1 heard your words,

but I didn’t quite catch the meaning,” he
sald. “Do I think what, Master Archibald?”

| House at St. I'rank’s,

““0Oh, come!” said Archie, adjusting his
monocle and regarding Phipps with consider-
able concern. ‘]I mean to say, come!
What’s the idea, Phipps? I make a per-
fectly lucid remark, and it fails to penetrate
the good old gear-bex. Pull yourself to-
gether, laddie, for duty calis!”

Phipps, of course, was quite accustomed
to this sort of thing. He was a man of in-
finite patience and resource—and, being
Archie’s valet, these qualitics were highly
necessary. Ior occasionally Archie was
difficult to understand, and had to be
treated with diseretion, |

The pair were in Archie Glenthorne’s
beautifully equipped study in the Ancient
It was 4 Wednesday,
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off, old companion,

Bl_llali

and & hali-holiday, and the Genial A:s of
the Remove was taking things eaxsily,

Outside, the Novemher day was brisk and
nippy, with a fairly stiff breeze blowing, and
the sun shining out of a pale-blue, washed-
out looking sky. On the playing fields a
Iirst Eleven football match was in progress.
The Remove had no fixture for fo-day, but
there were many spectators for the big
game,

Within Archie’s study, all was cheery and
warm. The fire crackied and blazed cosily
in the hearth, and there was an air of
supreme comfort in the very atmosphere.
Archie felt rather pleased that his study
mate, Alf Brent, was out watching the foot-
ball. For just at present Archie was revel-
ling in his languid peace. Alf was a dashed
good sort, but inclined to be a bit noisy!

“Well, Phipps?’> inquired Arclie,
length.

“You were saying, sir, that duty calls,
ohserved Phipps gravely. “Do I understaund
that you require some special task——"

“Qh, absolutely!” said Archie, nodding.
““That is to say, what do you think?
Referring to the old what-nots that turned
up this morning. Shall we choose the green
stripes, or do you favour the mauve?*’

Light burst upon the hitherto purzled
Plnpps |

““0Oh, you are refzrring to the silk ahutq
sir?” he asked.

¢ Absolutely,” sald Archie. “Dash it,
what did you think I was talking about?
Personally, I'm rather in favour of the

at

mauve. Somewhat striking, if you know
what I mean. Mauve gives a chappie a diz-
tJIlf.{lllbhEd appearance,”’

I should strongly advise you to readjust
your view, sir,” said Plupps respectfully.
S“In my Opinion t-he mauve iz mueh too
u[arin y 72

“Oh I say!? protested Archie. ¢ Really?
T mean to say, don’t you absolutely think
that I should impref-s the populace??”

¢« With regard to the green stripes. sir,”
proceeded Phipps, “they are even 1more
atrocious than the mauve. As I told you
hefore, sir, the only poquh]e course is to
dispatch the entire consignment back {o
the makers, They were sent on approval,
and_____”

““Wait, Phipps—wait, dash it!" inter-
rupted Archie. ¢ Kindly - allow the young
master to roll forth a few words of wisdom!
I mean to say, who’s going to wear thesze
bhally shirts? Kindly allow me to decide
for myseli! Without wishing to tick you
let me remark that
you're getting too dashed finicky! Allow
that to-soak in, old bird!”’

Phipps looked duly chastened, but there
was the same gleam of determination in his
eye.

“ Very well,
the i

‘“ Good!”

¢ Except for the one observation that 1
not consider mysclf responsible for

sir, I will say no more on

D e
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he started,
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any derision that may fall upon you, sir*?
went on Phipps. “1 have always attempted
to do my duty, bMaster Archibzld, I take
a pride in your personal appearance—in see-
ing that you dress in a manner befitting to
your station. If, however, you will insist
upon wearing oolourb that are only suitable
for a fancy-dress carnival, I must absolve
myself from all responsibility.” :

Phipps spoke with feeling, and there was
a kind of break in his voice. At first Archie
sab listening with a frigid expression. Then
and turaed slightiy pale. The
monocle dropped from his eye and dangled
on its cord.

““I mean to say, what?”’ he murmured
feebly. “But, dash it all, Phipps!
Abaolutely dash it! Have a heart, laddie!
I didu’t positively mean to upset you, don’t
you know!®
. ‘*Please allow me to get over this quietly,
sir,” said P]]lppb, in @ sad voice.

““Gadzooks! I never thought you’d be so
bhowled over!” remarked Archie, with in-
terest. ¢ Jolly good! I mean to say, it
shows that you take a vast and ‘well-
assorted interest in the young master. To
return to the washing—or, to be exact, to
the slitrts! Do you really think they're
poisonous???

““You have made use of
sir.”’

‘“In that case, Phipps, bung the ghastly
things back to the criminals who loored
tlua-m off at wus,” said Archie indignantly,

“Now I come to think of it, those eolours
are certainly pretty foul. I mean to say.
chappies who make shirts of that deszign and
colour are little better than blights upon
the old landscape!”

“1 agree, sir,” said Phipps,
smile, I will attend to tithe matter at
once.”

And the valet, without further ado, slid
noiselessly from the room while Artlue Iay
back with eclosed eyes—iutensely pleased
that the matter was done with. Although
Archie had been attracted by the bright
colours, his innate breeding tcld him that
they wouldn™t do.. Archie was always rather
horrified by his attraction towards brilliant
colours. One of these days, he told himself,
h would get really loose and make a per-

cct exhibition of himself.

“It’'s a dashed good thing I've got you,
Plnpp g, old lad,” s;ml Archic fery ently, “I
mean to say, you.-act as a kind.of rudier,
as it were—a priceless balance-weight. You
pull up the Last of the Glenthornes just in
the nick of time——*’

Archie opened his efes, and stared round..

¢ Well, upon my word!’”” he exclainied.
*“The I)hghter s just-like a bally ghost! He
steals in, and he steXls out, and he totters
hither and thither without a chappie know-
ing anything about it! Bally uncanny, when
you come to think of it. Ah, well!" I.sup-
pose we'll have to have fDT‘L} of - the bhest
and brightest!*

And Archie composzed him clf to sleep.

the correct word,

with a happy
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But he was only just gefting into the
first preliminary doze when he heard a dis-
creet cough, soundine far away and distant,
He stared, thinking that he had been half
dreaming. DBut ne. There was Phipps,
" standing before him. The valet had returned
as cilently as he -had gone forth.

“Good gad! You gave me a most horrid
turn!’” said Archie severely. ¢ There you
were, and a moment later there you
weren’t! And now, dash it, there you aie
again! Like one of those bally tricks you
see at Maskelyne and Thingummy’s!”?

- A letter for you, =sir,” gaid Phipps
evenly.

‘“Oh, really?’”® asked Archie, starting up.
“ Good! Probably from the pater It’s just
about time that the dear old chappie buzzed
along his usual message of love and advice,
and so forth.”

Archie took the letter, and languidly in-
spected it.

“What-ho!”” he cxelaimed, becoming more

LEE LIBRARY

] I:égarded as-a brilliant soldier. Had the war

lasted two or three months longer, Archie’s
brother would have become a colonel,

He had been through S8t. Frank’s while
Archie was still comparatively an infant.
But he was certainly an Old Boy, and he
had a kind of affection for the school.
Becoming attached to the Royal Air Force
at the beginning of the war, Rertram had
done some wonderful things. DBertram was
now in the Guards, but he still did a great
deal of flying for the sheer pleasure of it.
His own private machine was a speeding
racer of the most modern type. Indeed,
Bertram regularly competed in all the big
national air races,

“ What-ho! What-ho! What-ho!”? ex-
claimed Archie, as he perused the Iletter,
‘“Not. too long, Phipps, but dashed in-

teresting.”

“Indeed, sir.”

‘¢ Absolutely,” said Archie.
old dear, that Dertie is
Bannington on Arniistice

‘““It appears,
coming down to
Dayv. They've

alert. “This letter is from Bertie! Abso-
Iutely! What, I mean
to wsay, is  Dblowing
up, Phipps? Berlie
deesn’t write to me
at all! I'd practically
forgotten the old ==
lad’s existence!”’ H"T‘i
Phipps maintained lhﬁhh
a discreet silence. A
“You Lknow Bertie,
of course,”” went on
Archie, as he tore
open the flap. ¢ Ah!

The good old Croydon

have till a chance of winni one of
these splendid motor-bikes !
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postmark ! Now, 1

wonder what the
dickens Bertie's been s
doing in that far-

flung corner of the You
Universe?”

“No doubt ycu

mean Mr. Bertram,

‘sir, your clder brother?”’

¢ Phipps., sometimes I have a frightful sus-
picion that your brains are becoming dor-
mant!”” said Archie stiffly. “ Who else could
I mean by Bertie? Absolutely! GCaptain
Bertram Glenthorne, D.S.0.! Sounds pretty
rich, what? One might imagine the chappie
was somebody important instead of just my
brother!”’

It was very seldom that Archie referred
to his brother—mot because there was any
lack of affection between the two, but
because Bertram was twelve years older
than Archie, and this wide guli needed some
bridging. Archie only saw his major
brief intervals during the holidays, and for

Bertram to write was well-nigh unpre-
cedented. - ‘
Archie’s brother had distinguished him-

self superbly during the war—keeping wup
the magnificent traditions of the Fighting
Glenthornes, Not only had he won the
D.S.0., but he had been mentioned in dis-

patches on so many occasions that he was

at |

- arranged a Kind of celebration of some kind,

and Bertie's going to fly over the bally
town, perform sundry stunis, and then un-
veil 2 few dozen monuments, and so forth!
Bertie appears to be several kinds of a cele-
brity these days.”

“I am delighted to hear of his progress,

sir,” said Phipps.
‘“Progress, what?”’  repeated Archie.
‘“Why, dash it, he hasn't started from

Ah! That accounts for the
Why, Phipps, do they have
acrodromes in such out-

Croydon yet!
old post-mark!
these priceless
landish spots?*

¢Croydon, sir, is a large, enterprising
town, so close to London that it can be
truthfully =aid that it is now a portion of
Greater London itself,” said Phipps, with
the air of a lecturer,

“Really?” asked Archic. *Good! What,
I mean to say, don’t you know, Phipps? I'd
always thought of Croydon as a bhally ouf-
post of Empire, as it were—zomewhere near
a bleak and desolate heath!?



a geography master.

““Thornton Heath is a district of Croydon.
sir.”

““ Ah!? said Archie trinmphantly. 1
koew there was a heath somewhere!?”’

Phipps didn't think it necessary to explain
to Archie that the ¢ Heath ?’ at Thornton
Heath was decidedly conspicuous by its
absence. Phipps was a man of few words.
There was nho object in turning himself into
¢ Berfram is

“Yes,” went on Archie.

‘coming down to Bannington on Armistice

Rather decent of him, what?”

Day. And, what's more, he’s promised to
whizz over here during the aftermoon—when
the celebrations are over—and give some
priccless exhibition flights over the school.

“Indeed yes, sir,”? said Phipps. “The
young gentlemen will doubtless he quite en-
thusiastic. It will probably be the occasion
for a big display of patriotism, I trust the

‘weather will be sunitable, sir.”

‘

Archie looked sad.

““That’s the worst of it, Phipps,’ he said.
““One mever knows in this dashed country!
And in November, particularly, rain storms
and hurricanes and what-not are liable to
whizz out of the offing like anything! Still,

there’s mnothing like the Old Country,
what??
“ Nothing, ~ sir,” said Phipps stoutly.

“I’ve travelled in every corner of the world,

abruptly sat down again.

-

sir, and 1 know, Stay-at-home people some-
times bewail the faet that they ean never
et out to see the world. But if they live
in  England they needn't worry—because
there’s nothing better to see!”?

““ Phipps, I'm afraid you wouldn’t do as a
hooster for a foreign tourist agency!!’ re-
marked Archie. ¢ However, we’il let that
pass. I think I’'ll trickle forth and chat with
the lads of the village.” _

Me rose from the Ilounge, and then

“Gadzooks!’ -he said hoarsely,

Phipps Jooked at Archie’s "staring eyes
with concern. |

“I trust there is nothing wrong, sir?”
he asked quickly. |

‘‘The fact is, laddie, a brain wave smole
the young master so swiftly that the good
old legs wobbled!”’ said Archie. ‘It struck
me all of a heap. A brain wave don’t you
knew—a topping ‘tidea with gilt edges and
hound in real leather! In other words,
absolutely the alligator’s elbow!*

‘“Indeed, sir?” asked Phipps po]ite]f. "

“ Listen, Phipps, while the young master
pours forth a few pints of wisdom,” said
Archie, ¢ Listen while I play a few re-
cords! I mean to say, I'm absolutely
enthused like anything!”

And Archie Glenthorne strode firmly out
of the study, and made his way down the
tittle passage—leaving Phipps gquite unper-
turbed. It was nothing new for Archie to
act in this way., The denial Ass had

+ My only sainted aunt!

apparently forgotten that he had instruectegd
Phipps to listen.

In the lobby of the Ancient House Archie
came upon a scene of grim battle. He
paused, watching, his enthusiasm somewhat

‘dampened.

“I mean to say, this is somewhat foul,
lic murmured, in distress.

It was nothing serious—merely Handforth
and Co. having one of their usual argu-
ments, In exact words, Edward Oswald
Hanpdforth was fighting Church and McClure
with such good effect that the two un.
fortunates were already mnegotiating in gaspe
ing tones for an armistice,

“Had enough?” demanded MHandforth
breathlessly. ~ '

“Yes!” gasped Church, ‘“You—you don-
aercus ass! What’s the idea of biffing us
like this? Just because we mentioned
Irene’s name——-?’

“By QGeorge!” sald Handforth thickly.

iIe hurled himself at his chums once more
—and it was rather unfortunate that Archie
had assumed the fight to be over. For the
elegant junior had walked fairly upon the
battle-field, between  the combatants,
Church flung out his arms to defend him-
self, and smote Archie in the back. At the
same second, Handforth lashed out, and
Archie received a broadside, so to spcak,

| with all the force of Handy’s muscles.

“Wow!
Archie despairingly.

I should say, what-ho!?? wailed
““ Cease fire, dash it!
This is absolutely
foul!”?

“Who told you to inferfere?’” hooted
Handforth, grasping Archie by the hair, and
hauling him to his feet. ¢ Clear off, yon
dummy! And if you dare fo mention Irene’s
name I'll turn you inside out!”- '

Archie had 1o infention of mentioning
anybody’s name—he was practically beyond
speech of any Find. He stood there, dazed.
Handforth released him suddenly, with
disastrous effect. TI'or Archie sat down
abruptly on the floor, and gave himself up
for lost. .

Ilis arrival, however, had given Chureh and
McClure an opportunity to fade into the dis-
tance. And when Handforth {urned round
to continue the battle, he found himseli
alone.

““See what you’ve done?’” he snorted,
turning to Archie. ¢‘They’ve escaped!”’

““Good!”?” murmured Archie.  <«“Pray
desist, old lad! I mean to say, here I am,
full of priceless ideas, and I find nothing
but warfare proceeding in vast and goodly
chunks!» | -

“This is oply the heginning!” sald Hand-
forth curtly. - '

“But, dash it all, this is no time for war-
fare!” protested Archie, staggering to hi3
feet. ¢ Armistice Day is near at hand, and
my scheme concsrns a ripping peace ceie-
bration!” , )

1t cannot be truthfully said that Archie
Glenthorne felt epcouraged!



CHAPTER II.
BUSTER’S WANING POWER!

RCHIE was atte}llpt-
ing to dust bhimself
down and maintain

the same time—a difficult
task—when  Tregeilis - West
and Watson and I appeared
Church and MecClure hovered
that there was

“What's this?

on the scene,
in the background, feeling
safety in numbers,

¢« Hallo'" I said, pausing.
~You chaps fighting?”’
¢ FPighting?’” snorted Handforth,
“clare at Archie. ¢ [Iighting that?”

Archie seemed to wilg slightly.

v Dash it all!” he protested. ¢ Why the
emphasis on the word °©that,” old deart”
io asked. * And, when jou come to think
‘of it, it's a pretty gbastly insult for one
char.s2 to refer to another chappie as
¢ that.” 1t isn't done, you know!”

“Isn't it??? growled Handforth. ““I've just
done it!”

¢t wasn't Archie’s fault,” put in
MeClure, from the rear, ‘‘lfandy was
having a dust-up with us, and Archie
bitted in by accident. It’s all over now,
anvhow. I chould think Handy’s satisfled!”

He uttered these last few words in a
hitter tone. He gazed at Church, and felt
his own features., Church was suifering
from a grazed lip, a swollen nose, and a
crumpled collar. McClure himself had the
fmpression that his left ear was standing
out from his head like an inflated balloon,
It was certainly somewhat thick, but
nothing so bad as McClure imagined.

<“* And just because we happened to
mention Miss Irene!”’ growled Church.
<« You know—Irene Manners, of the Moor
View School. Everybody knows that{ Handy’s
a bit soft on her——"

““Why, you

with a

¢“What !’ howled Handforth.
—— Lemme get at him!” :

He created havoc with the throng. Sir
Montie was shoved back, Tommy Watson
was pushed violently aside, but before
Ifandforth could reach Church he was
securely grasped. His struggles to free
himself were of mo avail. -

¢““Steady, you duffer!” I said, grinning.
“ What's the idea of being so touchy?
Supposing you are a bit friendly with Miss
Trene? Can't a chap have a girl friend
now without going off the deep end every
time she's mentioned? If you act like this,
Handy, the whole Remove will think you’re
in lovel” '

- Handfort!) gurgled unintalligibly.

“ That’s just what I =aid!” pot in Church
triumphantly. < 1f it comes to that, Archie’s
a bit struck on Marjorie!”’

Archie turned a delicate pink.

“Oh, I say!’ he protested. ‘‘Dash it.
I mean, when it comes to Marjoric—-

That is, she’'s a pretty priceless proposi- -

an air of cignity at |

Boots turned his back on the girls
and refused to make way for them to
pass. | .

tion, and all that. Absolutely! And if
any chappie dares to say a word againss
her 1'll slap him!"”’

“Ha, ha, hat”

“It's a p'ty these girls came pear the
place at all!” growled McClure. ¢“'These
two chaps ain’t the only ones who’ve had
their heads turned——"’

“There wouldn't be any trouble at all if
you were a bit tactful!”’ I broke in zeverely.
‘““ And don’'t be too cocksure, my lad! One
of these days you might catch the symp-
tons! The best thing is to let it go on,
and say nothing. It's a good thing to see
the chaps being friendly with these girls.
Handforth’s “ heen tremendously improved
during these last two or three weeks!”

By great eiforts I succezded in turiing
the conversation info other channels, and
after a while the juniors cooled down.
Archie Glenthorne, by this time, bad
managed to revive himself, and his former
enthusiasm was bubbling to the surface
again.

And, attracted by (he gathering, a few
other Remove fellows had come up, includ-
ing Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey and Fatty
Little. .-

““What’s all the excitement about here?”
demanded Pitt. *‘* Why this thusness? Any-
thing doing here?”

¢ Absolutely!” said Archie hastily. “Dear
old lad, it may interest jou to know
that I've had a ripping brain wave.”

““It doesn’'t interest me much,” said P'tt
frankly.
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“Oh, but I mean to aa}'” said Archie.

“This isp’t like the others—it’s something’

special. It's one of those dashed ideas that
only come to a cove once in a Ifetime!
Kindly gather round, and lend me the good
old ears!”
. ““You c¢an have this
McClure obligingly.
“Oh, we ean’t" stop
dummy!” said Handforth, with a lament-
able lack of politeness. “Some ‘more of
his rot, I suppose! 1f he ever thinks of a
good idea——*?
‘“ Armistice Day,” said Archie solemnly.
“What?”?
¢ Armistice Day,” said Arch:e

one of mine!” said

¢t {s near.

listening to this

Archie, with a puzzled frown. ‘ Now yon
come to mention it, it does seem soliec-
‘what ridie. But there you are. I mean to
say, there it is! Or, rather, there he iz—
a major in the Guards, No! A captain
in the Guards, I should say. At the same

time, he’s my major. Do you "ras‘p the
trend?”?

«Clear as pea-soup!" said Handforth im-
patiently. ¢ Who c.lu you Inean—your
major?? -

“Why, my brother.”

“We didn’t know you had a brother!”
said Grey, with interest. * You don’t mean
to say there are two like you in the
family 2”2 - |

W
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In other words, the good old Eleventh of
November—the anniversary of the gladsome
hour when the war suddeuly went. weak at
the knees!?”

““ Well, what about Armistice D:n 9 1 in-
auired, smllmg.

o Yes"’ said Archie br:ghtly..

““What do you mean—yes?”

“You see, my major is coming down to
St. Frank’s on Armistice Day!’ exclaimed
-Archie.. ‘““He's a captam_” '

" «If he's a captain, bow cap- he be a
major??? asked Pitt innocently.
‘“Ha, ha, ha!’

_ “Dash it all, that's rather queer!” said

“0f course, we don’t absolutely boas¥
about Bertie,” said Archie,.in an apologetic
tone. * At the same $time, we don’t exactly
keep. him dark. He'’s mst there, you hnow,
and that’s !

¢ What is he—an escaped convnbt‘?” asked
Handforth.

Archie : admsted lns monﬁcle,
tempted to -wither }landforth
glance,

“ My brother,” he said fngldly, ‘-19 an
officer in the Guardsr——Captam Bertram
Glenthorne. During tHe war he did some
fairly sprightly things in the air. I mean

and, at-
with oue
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to say, and what
not!”

+ “Why, of course!” I said. ‘“I’ve heard
of him—won the D.S.0., didn't he?”

“ Well—er—I. suppose he did!”
Archie, blushing.

““ And you don’t want to boast about it?”
snorted Handforth. ‘A giddy General in
the Guards, with the D.S.0., and the V.C.!
A chap who shot down thousands of Ger-
anan aeroplanes during the war!”

‘“ And people wonder how etories get
exagegerated!” said Pitt sadly. ¢ Why, if
this thing was repeated by a dozen clmps
like Handforth, in the end we'd be learning
that Archie's brother “on the wuar single-
lnm!ed"’

**I{a, ha, ha!"
- **What about your
asked, laugling.

Archie explained a)out the letter from
Bertie. There was a great deal of en-
thusiasm when the fellows learned that the
worthy captain was coming down, and
would give an exhibition flight over the
school— a flight which would inciude a
number of thrilling stunts.

In the =pace of flve minutes

pcpularity soared to heights that it had
never before attained. MHis brother was
coming to 8t. Frank’s to provide entertain-
ment for the _whole school! Archie's
major, in fact, was a brick! And Archie
Limself received some of the glory.
" “But that's not all!” exclaimed Glen-
thorne, fairly bubbling with joy at the im-
pression his news had created. ¢ There's
the pgood old brain wave, you know. I've
got a scheme absolutely without price!”

¢ What, is it as worthless as all that?”
asked Pitt sympathetically.

““ GGadzooks!"' said Archie, pained. ‘““ When
1 say without a price, I mean just the
apposite to what you mean.”

““Well, let's have it, Archie!”

¢ Choke it up, old man!”

¢ Absolutely!” said Arechie, distributing
beams freely. *““It struek me, don’'t you
Lknow, that we ought to do something
special on Armistice Day. Flags, and 2ll
that sort of thing. Pafriotic displays of—
of patriotisin! You grasp the  idea? A
good old celebration, as it were!”

. “With your major’s exhibition flight as

a star turn?’’ ‘asked Pitt.

““You've absolutely put your finger on
it!*” agreed Archie, nodding. “ Why, as
it were, cun’t we dig out the Cadet Corps?
1t seems to be impressed on the plates of
memnory that we’ve got a Cadet Corps loom-
ing about in the ofling. Why not gather
it in, and hold a ripping parade? Fancy
drill, and so forth? A parade through the
\lllil"'(‘ with banners and flags, and all
that czml: of material. Ilow about it? Past
the Moor View School, by gad! All the
girls admiring us in our uniforms, what?
Pretty good?”? iy ©

$“By Jove, it

shooting

.the enemy,

caid

major, anyway?”’ I

is pretty godd!” I. said

-heartily.

idea of the terin!

real thing!”
Archie VlStblV swelled with pride.

Archie’s -
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it’s the best
It's the

‘“ Archie, old son,

You've hit it!

““Good!” he said. “I mean, you abso-
[utely approve?” '

‘¢ Rather!”’ chorusced the fellows.

And the matter was decided upon at
once—for therc wasn't a fellow who didm’t
feel enthusiastic. As Archie had outlined,
a parade of the Cadets through the village,
with flags flying, .in commemoration of
Armistice D&}’-—thla was, indeed, a mnotion
of first magnitade.

And, by common c¢onsent, it was agreea
that I should make a«ll the arrangements.
Archie himself was quite delighted at this,
for be was absoiutely hopeless at anything
practical.

The Ancient. House, particularly, was ﬁlled
with delight at the prospect. The juniors
backed me up lomally, Ior, although John
Busterfleld Boots was the .aptain cf the
Remove, his power and influence had waned.

Indeed, the great J.B.B. was a mere
ghost of his former self. ’

Things had been going badly with him—
particularly since the nparrow escape when
the Retreation Club bad been burned.
Several days had clapsed since then—three,
to be exact, but the memory of it was still
fresh in the minds of Buster and his sup
porters.

The terrorism which Bocts wad instituted
in the Remove had collapsed abruptly the
previous week—when I had treated Buster
to some of his own medicine. I'ighting
fairly, without pressure of any kind, Buster
had found himseif in a greatly weakened
position.

For he had relied upén tyranny and force
to maintain his supremacy. But even when
things began to lock black, he Lad believed
that tlie Recreation Club would keep all
his supporter; with him.

And, on the face of things, John Buster-
field Bocts was in a position overwhelm-
ingly superior to my cwn. For he was
captain of the Rpmuve, .with a great fol-
lowing which constituted the bulk of the
Form. And I was merely the leader of the
seemingly feeble Opposition—the Die-Hard
Party, as we called ourselves. We had
numbered twelve, all told.

Then had come the fire—not a serious one,
but fraught with tlie most dramatic possi-
bilities, Luck had certainly been with the
Remove on that night.

Buster himsclf had formed the club. It
was his own special idea to keep the Re-
move under his control. The club permitted
the fellows to indulge in mild forms of
gambling—even including roulette for small
stakes. And the sporty juniors had en-
thusiastically backed Buster up. Fullwood
& Co., and their crowd, regarded the club
as the last word in brilliant ideas.

And the weaker fellows—and these were
the majority—although quite decent enongh

’



g > (i f-— A :
7o) _THE NELSON
: .\' &W' :

In every ordinary way, easily fell victims
to the taunts and persuasions of the so-
called ‘“sports.” Thus, the whole Remove
except the Die-#%ards got into the habit of
visiting this <club, and' sambling with their
1money.

1t was quite safe, because Faster had
taken such precautions that no master or
prefect could enter without full warning
heing received. But there had been a flaw
somewhere, for Kenmore, of the Sixth, had
ggt ““wige > to the things that were going

For a time Kenmore had kept mum—for
the simple reason that he himself joined
in the gambling. Discovered cheating, how-
ever, Kenmore had been thrown out on the
evening of the Fifth of November.

Filled with vindictive hatred, Kenmore re-
ported to the Head!

- And it really seemed that it was all up

with Buster Boots and his close {riends.
Discovery of that roulette table and the
other gambling devices would mean instant
expulsion for the ringleaders,

But Fate, in the shape of a stray rocket,
had come to the assistance of the juniors
The rocket, still burning, had crashed
through the skylight of tne club, and set
light to the place. Thus, the deadly evi-
dence was destroyed before Dr. Stafford
could examine it.

There had been an inquiry, of course, but
Buster & Co, had maintained their inno-
sence so glibly and cleverly that the Head

had given them {he henefit of the doubt.

‘l{enmore’s plan of revenge was spoiled.
But what a lesson the Remove had re-

ceived!
Ilven Buster himself was subdued and
quiet at the narrowness of his escape. The

knowledge that he had come within an inch
of being sacked in disgrace took a great
deal of his natural arrogance away.

As fer the rank and file, they wvere
utterly startled when the story came out.
If that inguiry liad gone the other way,
they would have been hauled before the
tiead and quesfioned! Public floggings
would have heen general, and the news
would have got home, too! The juniors
fairly shivered as they pictured the scenes
withh their parents after the school report
had arrived! . :

Yes, the escape had been a hair's breadth
one. And the effect was great. For the
ivery mnext day twelve Ancient House fellows
came to me and asked to be included under
the Die-Hard banner.

In ome sweep the Cpposition was doubled
~—and now John Busterfield Boots only had
2 majority of nine. And he and 1 had
come to a solemn agreement that the leader
who had the most followers would auto-
matically be the Remove skipper. There
was to be no canvassing for support, or
any attempts to talk the juniors aver.

Under this arrangement, if my own party
became larger than Buster's, I rhould then

{
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become captain of the Remove ~without any
re-election. It would be quite an auto-
matic process.

After the first shock of the fire was over,
John Busterfield Boots had pulled himself
together, and by almest superhuman efforts
he had kept the rest of his supporters
around him. There had been no more deser-
tions.

Thus; J.B.B. was still supreme—but I
was perfectly content. Instinctively, I hnew
that my time was soon coming. And I
didn’t want to make the slightest move,
for Buster & Co. would probably make a
Iot out of nothing, and accuse me of violat-
ing the agreement.

So I was content to remain ab:olutely
passive.

My reward came much more swiftly than
1 had believed. Ard it was entirely Boots’
own doing, He made a blunder which at
once stamped him as a poor leader. In
spite of all his arrogance and coolness, he
wis not the fellow to control a big IForm
at a public school.

Angd the trouble came that very afternoon,
soon after Archie Glenthorne had aroused
enthusiasm by his scheme for Armistice Day.
Reginald Pitt happened to see a notice on
the board—one that had uvot leen there
half-an-hour earlier.

‘“ Hallo!’ said Reggie. ‘“Come and look
at this! Here’s the team for Saturday's
match agaiost Helmford.”

“Oh, good!”

“1'm goalie, T suppose?’” said Mandforth
hriskly.

The memory of the last football match
under Buster’s regime still lingered. It
had been a farce—or, vather, a tragedy.
The game had been utterly ruined. For
Buster had chosen his own favourites, in.
stead .of the best players. It seemed incon-
ceivable that he could make a blunder iike
that again. .

But he did—and, upon due consideration,
it was not hard to understand. For Buster
was not going to choose all the team from
the Die-Hard Party! In fairpness to himself
he couldn’t do it—to say nothing of the
attitude of his own supporters.

llis selections for the IHelmford match
were dictated by the knowledge that his
own supporters had to be considered first
and foremost. He - couldn’t please every-
body—and it was the Die-Hards who
sufifered.

The team was as foliows: Oldfield; Denny,
Crowe; Talmadge, Crooks, Yorke; Buster,
Bray, Nipper, Christine, Pitt.

1 smiled grimly as I looked at the Ilist.
So Buster had made e centre-forward—my
usual position on the field! He had also
included Reggie Pitt, Christine, Talmadge.
and Yorke and Oldfield—all  excellent
players.

The team was a tremendous improvement
upon Buster’s “last, and I could easily
understand that he eonsidered it to bhe a



wise gelection. But at the time Buster
hadn’t foreseen the trouble that was bound
to arise. -

Of the Supreme Six—Boots and his “seb ”
—only Webb had been left out. He had
been so awful that even Buster dared not
inclide him again. And he had shifted
‘himself snd his pals to other positions.
With the six strong members, he considered
that all would be well. e had pleased
everybody! _

But had he?

CHAPTER III.
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A SHOCK FOR J.B.B.! N
DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH let out
a roar as he scanned
the list.
“I'm not down here!” he
shouted wrathfully.

e T ““ Doesn't seem like it! ¥
grinned Pitt. ¢ Take it calmly, old man—*

“Calmly!” roared Haundforth. < Look!
Oldfield in goal! He’s no good—”

““0Oh, yes he is,” I interrupted. < Old-
field’s a pretty decent goalie. He's played
for the Eleven several times, and has
acquitted himself well. Buster has had

Christine’'s advice with this list, I'll bet.”

““The right wing is horribly weak,” said
Reggie critically. ¢ Phew! Buster Boots
and Percy Bray! They'll let us down, I'm
afraid. And then Crooks playing centre-
half! It’s just wicked, you know!”

The indignation quickly spread.

There were  plenty of fellows who con-
sidered that the list was a fairly good one,
under the circumstances. The team wouldn’t
win, of course, hecause Helmford was a
hot eleven; but there would at least be a
game. .

The majority, however, went about breath-
ing words of fury—at least, the Ancient
House fellows did. Even those juniors who
had had no chance of being included in the

feam were angry. And these included
Buster’s own supporters. For it had re-
solved itself into a matter of House
rivalry.

This was what Buster had overlooked.

He had included six sound players, and
he considered that this was a great con-
cession. But when the list was analysed
it was found that there were nine Monks
and only two Fossils! Just Pitt and myself!

The I'ossils were highly insulted and
enraged. |
Owen major was quite hot about it. For

some reason he took if into his head to
make a big fuss. Owen major was one of
Buster's supporters —he had positively
refused to have anything to do with the
Die-Hard Party. Owen major had been
heard to declare, on many occasions, that
Buster was the best skipper that the
Remove had ever had. Owen major had
been a keen player in the Recteation: Club.
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But Owen major had been scared stiff over
that fire, and the consequent narrow escape.
His enthusiasm for Buster had waned a
good deal since, and this afternoon sotne-
thing else had happened. To be exact,
Owen major had been promised a place in
the team—and Buster had forgotten him!
In reply to Owen’s inquiry, Boots had
calmly told him that he would have to wait
until the next match! - _

So Owen major changed—rapidly. He not
only determined to join the Die-Hards, but
he had other plans, too. Owen major, in
fact, had a great idea. Like Archie, he had
heen struck with a brain-wave that after-
noonmn. .

Ile had his own particular circle of
friends, the same as other boys. These
included Hubbard, Doyle, Simmons—to say
nothing of his own study chums, IFarman
and Canham. He rounded them up in
double quick time,

In less than ten minutes, an indignation
meeting was taking place in the Triangle.
And Owen major was addressing the throng
vehemently. He had a plan in mind, and
he wanted to put it info execution. 1le

knew that if he succeeded he would have

even less chance of appearing in the Remove
Fleven; but, at least, he would &c2e the
complete eclipse of the great J.B.B. -

There were at least a dozen juniors round
Owen major—all of them of minor im-
portance usually., Just now they were of.
paramount significance. They included
Canham and IHubbard, and Doyle and
Burton, and Clifton and some tnore.

“The time's come for us to act,” declared
Owen major firmly. “Listen to me, you
chaps. I'm going to make a speech! It's
all rot about {he football, that’'s what I
say. When you come to consider it, it's
all rot! Take Buster's foaoter list, for
example—the cad! I used to be pally with
him, but no more! He's done for himself
now. Ilis ideas are all rot! ”

“Youn mentioned that once before,” said
Doyle tartly.

“I say it’s all rot—-"

Owen major paused, trying tc calin him-
seif a bit, and to get hold of a few new
expressions and phrases. He wasn’t much
of a speaker, and it was only because of
l:is indignation that he was getting on his
hind legs now. He glared round, realising
that his audience was getting impatient.

“If you ask me,” said Doyle, * your
speech is all rot, too!” :

““Hi! Don’t go away,” yelled Owen major,
as two or three of the juniors began to
wander off. ° Look here! Do you believe
in Buster’s favouritiam? Think of it! Nine
Monks in the team, and only two Fossils! ”

“ Rotten! ”

«“ Somethime ought fto be done!” .

“ Oh, what's the use? He’s the skipper,
izn‘t he? ” i

“Yes, he's the skipper; buf we can put
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a spoke in his giddy wheel if we
shouted Owen major, warming to his subject
and becoming lucid. ‘If we stand by and
do nothing, Buster will ruin that match on
Saturday. It's up to us to make a move
—and to make it now!®

Hubbard snorted.

“Blessed if I can seec why you’re so
jolly “excited,” he said. “It doesn't affect
us, does it? We shan’t ever get into the
team, I suppose? What’s all the fuss about?
We don’t care who’s in the eleven!”

Several others nodded in agreement.

“You don’t care!’ roared Owen 1major
hotly, indignation adding to his eloquence
and power of speezh. “You cads! You
miserable worms! What about the honour
of the school? Instead of thinking of your-
selves so much, why can’t you help to rid
tire Remove of this—this evil influence? »*

The audience stared; they hadn’t expected
this of Owen major. .

““You're a fine critic,” sneered Simmons,

“You’ve always boosted Buster——"

“I can change my opinion, ecan’t 1?7
dcmanded Owen. “ When I see the rotten
things Buster’s been doing I get wild! I've
heen an idiot—a fool! We’ve all been fools
to leave Nipper and give our support to
this outsider—this beastly College llouse
tyrant! » )

“0Oh, don’t be silly—"

¢“Silly, am 17> shouted Owen major.
“Don’t we want the Ancient House to be
top? Why should we allow these blessed
Monks to run the whole show? Ever since
Buster came he’s been causing trouble! 1
think I must be blind not to have seen it
hefore, und you fellows are blind still.”

““Buster's too powerful to fight against,”
growled Doyle. “You kuow what a {ist
he’s got——*

““ According to his agreement with Nipper,
he can’t do any more of that bullying,”
retorted Owen major. *““So you needn’t be
afraid of him in that way. I suggest that
we all go straight to Nipper and join the
Die-llards! We'll leave Buster in the lurch
—as he deserves!” |

“ What’s the idea of this? ** asked Clifton.
“ Wasn’t it a distinet understanding that no
chaps were to try to influence other chaps?”>

Owen major looked at him witheringly,

“ Ass!” he snorted. “The agreement was
that no Die-Hards should try to influence
any of Buster’s party—and the Die-Hards
have kept to that agreement strictly! But
we're all members of Buster’s party here—
and 1I'm suggesting that we should chuck
the cad up, and go with Nipper! »

6 th{? i)

“Whyt” repeated Owen. “ My hat! You're
a2 dense lot, if you like! Haven't I just
been explaining why? Buster’s failed to
maintain his control—he’s lost ground
tremendously, and if we like we can polish
bBim right ofl! 2 i

L T —————

like,” !

' That’s us—mugs!

LEE LIBRARY |75

“It's all very well to talk big like that
e - | _

“I'm not talking big—I'm talking sense,”
retorted Owen major, ‘“When Boots
knocked Nipper out and gained the
captaincy—and fthat wasn’t a fair [light,
either!—he promised all sorts of things. He
jawed and jawed and fairly hypnotised us
with his spoof and blather.” When I come
to think of it, I go fairly red with shame!
Us allowing a rotten Monk to boss over us!™

The audience listened with more attention.
Owen major was working them up now; he
had succeeded in getting well “into > his
speech, and his words flowed freely. lie
was becoming more eloquent every moment,

“What about the Recreation Club? * he
went on grimly.,  “It’s burned up now, and
a good job, too! Don’t you fellows realise
what a rotten thing it was? Cards and
roulette—="’

“Not so loud, you donkey! *’ hissed some-
body.

“Oh, we're safe Lere,” said Owen major.
“I’'m trying to clear the fog out of your
heads, and open your giddy eyes! 'Fhat
club was an evil influence, and Buster
started’ it. Now that it’s gone I can under-
stand better—while we could go into that
place and gamble I was under the rotten
spell. I'm downright ashamed of myself,”
went on Owen stoutly. “I’'m not ‘afraid to
admit it, either! ” ’

The audience said nothing, There was no
question of Owen major's courage in
admitting his fault before the juniors. e
was so excited and workedup that he
brought it out spontancously. In ecalmer
moments he would never have admitted his
sins in this frank way.

“Just consider for a moment,” continued
the speaker tensely. “How much did you
fellows make at the club? }Mow much did
you win at cards or ioulette? Eh? Any-
body—I don’t care who! Let’s have this
straight! If any of you chaps won a penny
I shall be surprised!”

‘“You'll get us all sacked if you yell like
that!” muttered Doyle uneasily.

But he and the others, thus goaded by
Owen major, were face to face with the

truth. After all, how much had they really
won? There wasn’t a fellow who could
state that he had won anything! All were

out of pocket.

“There you are!* cneered Owen major
triumphantly. ¢‘I knew it! You've all lost
money! A fat lot of good the club did for
you: I’ll teli you the truth—you seem too
blind to see it for yourself. Buster and
his rotten set, including Fullwood and our
own particular cads, vsed us all as mugs!
Those so-called * sports’
know all about gambliag, and they simply
fleeced us all along the line! Bikter must
have won quids at his rotten roulette table!
And -we're the poor simps who f¢ll into the

| fire at his biddinog!”



Owen major paused, hot and angry. e
was - -surprising the audience, and he was
surprising himself even more. He hadu’t
thought himself capable of delivering such a
speech. But it was easily understandable.
All the pent-up indignation within him was
finding an owutlet. And the crowd became
- worked up, too. .

‘“Owen’s right,” declared Canham.,
“We've been a set of asses.”

“Then again,” went ¢n Owen, “ How did
Buster gain lds imitation popularity? How
did he rope in his supporters? By terrorism!-
For weeks he bullied everybody, and forced
them to rally tound him. You know it!
The Suprame Six, as they call themselves.
got up a secret society amd persecuted
those chaps who defied Buster's rule.

Buster’s got the most
followers, so he's still skipper. That i
where we come in!?”? -
“How? » 2 :
“By going over to Nipper,” replied Owen
trimmmphantly. ¢ All of us—the whole crowd
in a bunch. And as many more as:we can
get, too! Nipper's the best skipper-for the
Remove! Look at the way he led: us in
the barring-out against the mistresses a
month or two ago! Look at the way lic
made the Junior Eleven the crack footer
team of the whole secason! .And. then look
at Buster! That cad has done nothing bub
mess up the sports ever since he beeame
skipper—and he’s going to lose wus the
Helmford match on Saturday, M we let

itemove captain,
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A slight figure was running
towards us. It was Marjorie Tem-
ple. We could see at once that .
something was wrong.

TRemember how atly Little went through
the mill? And Archie and Drent? They
were ~all persecuted and bullied and
terrorised.”
My stars!
f Rather!”
f (o it, old man!”

““Yes: and who put a stop to Buster’s
tyranny? ”’ demanded Owen major, greatly
encouraged by the comments. ¢ Nipper, of
course!  Nipper—the best skipper the
Remove cver had! "It was Nipper who got
fed up and formed the Die-Hard Party. We
laughed at him and jeered him—and we
ought: to be shot for it! Nipper’s little
crowd forced Buster to stop his bullying
games, and the agreement was that the
leader with the most supporters would be

He's right there!”

“How can we stop
cagerly.
“My hat!

it? ? asked Doyle

Ilow? ”* roared Owen major.
joining the Diec-llards, of course!
Don't you see? If we all leave Buster and
go over to Nipper, Nipper will have a
majority. - He’ll he skipper then, and can
tear up Buster's footer list for Saturday!
Nipper will select his own men! ”

The audience became very excited and hot.

“ Great Scott! ? said Clifton. “That's a
creat scheme! Why zhould we put up with
Boots any longer? Only two ossils in the
eleven for the most important match of the
month! If Nipper seleets the feam he’ll
include Tregellis-West and Handforth and
De Valerie, and all the tip-top players.
We've got all the champions in the Ancient

£ By

| House! *
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““You bet we have!”’ shouted Owen major.
‘““ And only two being used! All the rest
left out, to make way for such rank dufiers
as Crooks and Denny and Bray.and that set!
. Are we going to stand it? Are we going to
let, this bragging Monk spoil the whole
footer season, and allow all the other
rchools to cackle at us? This is a matter
of honour, don't forget——*’

“We'll go and join Nipper’s party now!”

‘“ Hear, hear! *

“Come on—Ilet’s find him! > |

Awen major had won his battle, and he
wa3 fiushed and hot with victory. He

hurried away towards the Ancient House,-

witl. the other juniors crowding excitedly
round hini. Handforth was on the steps,
arguing indignantly with De Valerie and
Somerton about the footer list.

*“ What'’s all this fuss about? * .i_le
demanded. “Pity you can’t do something
worth while, instead of wmaking a noise!

I’'m left out of the team, and if you chaps
had an ounce of sense you'd drop Buster
like a red-nrot brick—->

““We have dropped him! > yelled the
erowd; .

“What! > shouted lMandy, his eyes
glittering.

“ We're just going to join the Die-Hards,”
said Owen major. “I've made these chaps
see daylight! We shall turn the tide and
Nipper will be captain again, and them he
can choose a decent team for Saturday!”

“Then—then I shall bhe goalkeeper!”
gasped Handforth. ¢ Oh, great!*

He was full of intense enthusiasm. And
a few moments later, when I emerged from
the lobby, I was overwhelmed. The fellows
fell over themgalves in grabbing at my
hand. They all” shouted at once, saying
that they’d left Buster and -were now ready
to follow my leadership. .

It wasn’t altogether unexpected, but all
the same I was gratified. I had half-
believed that the reign of John - Buster-
ficld Boots was nearly ended. It came to
a finish suddenly, and without much display.

For the fever spread.

Within fifteen minutes other Fossils joined
the Die-Hards. For Buster the affair was a
débacle. The cnly Ancient House juniors
remaining true to him were Fullwood,
Gulliver, Bell, Merrell, and Marriott, And
Buster was welcome to them—for I had no
us2 for these cads.

My triumph was complete. Buster was
swamped out, 2nd when he learned the
truth a few minutes later he nearly lost
that wonderful eomposure of his. -He had
come out, surrounded by the Faithful Five,
to find out what all the shouting was about.
ile vaguely suspected that the fixture-list
had something to do with it, but he never
dreamed of the actual truth.

. _Then he heard the verdict. It came like a
thunderbolt. He had lost his majority, and
T had automatically become skipper! Buster,
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1 almost seemed indifferent.

| wards the gates.

as he stood there, was no longer the Power
that he had been. : '

“Qh!* he said tensely. ¢ So that’s the
idea, is it? All right! :

He shrugged his shoulders contemptuously,
swept a withering glance over his late
supporters, and walked calmly back to the
College Ilouse. Somehow, the juniors didmn’t
feel Iike jeering.

Buster had taken it so quietly that he
<But I knew
what an effort it had beem for him to
control himself, His lips had tightened, and
there was a hard glitter in his eyes.

CHAPTER 1IV.
VENTING HIS SPITE!

INDICTIVE rage con-
sumed Buster Boots as
he approached the
College House. Percy

Bray and the other members
of the Faithful Five were
e startled so much that they
were almost pale.

‘“The miserable worms!” said Percy.
“Leaving us like that—without any warn-
ing! ipper’s skipper again now! 1
expect that list for Saturday was the
cause. I was afraid there’d be a fuss »
““Ob, you’re very clever, aren’t you?”
sneered Buster savagely. )

“Well, didn’t I say—""

““I don’t care what you said!” snapped

Boots. “ Shut up!”?

““No need to bite my head off,”” growled,
Percy  hititerly. “This iz all  Owen
major’s doing—the traitor! No credit to
Nipper 9 _

‘“You’re wrong,”” interrupted Buster.

““All the credit is Nipper’s. Look at it as
you will, you've got to admit that he’s
whacked me by a method that can omly he
described as masterly.” -

“0Oh, I don’t know 2 ' oy

“But I do know!®” said Boots. ¢ Nipper
tied our hands—he made us promise that
we wouldn’t practice any more terrorism.
That’s “~when we started +to0o decline.
Nipper’s deep—as deep as a ‘well, He
knew that the fellows would rally round
him sooner or later, and the burning of the

club helped him enormously. But I
haven’t finished yet!” added Buster
harshly.

“Can't we revive that Ku Xlux Klan
idea?”’ asked Denny. ¢ Look here—* ..

“Don’t talk to me know—I want to be.
alone,” “interjected J.B.B. curtly. “Go to
the dickens! 1'm off for a walk, and if
you follow me I'll smash you! Your faces
make me sick!” . . 5. o

This was rather unkind of Buster, cone
sidering that his chums were doing the
Lest they could to rally round him in his
hour of downfall. But the ex-skipper was
bitter and vindictive, and only held himseli
in control by a sheer effort of will.

He turnéd on his heel, and went off to-
The Faithful Five looked

v
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after him, and then discussed the general
situation. 1ln the meantime, J.B.B. con-
tinued on his way down the lane.

He wanted to be alone—that was his
only consolation mow. He wanted to think
—to make fresh plans for the conquest of
the Remove. He had lost the first round,
but Buster wasn’t beaten. That's the way
he looked at it. I B

Arriving at the old rustic stile which
led into Belltou Wood he settled himseli
on the top bar and gazed moodily into
space. His thoughts were far distant.
And his expression was unpleasant in the
extreme,

The more Buster - thought,
venomous became his temper,

He was alone now, and it was mo longer
necessary to keep up the pretence of being
indifferent. He allowed his features to
mirror the vindictive thoughts that surged
through his heated brain. He was beaten!
ilis power had gone, and before long even
the Monks would desert him. Buster knew
it.

He was a fellow who sparkled under the
spell of popularity and who became morose
and sullen in adversity—just as a flower
will open in the sunshine and wither in the
icy wind. '

At the moment, the icy wind was rather
fierce, and -Buster accordingly withered.
His arrogance had gone., His bold front
was a mere ghost of itself. He sat on the
stile glowering his hatred across the lane.
And mnow and again he would Kick
viciously at the lower bar of the stile.

Ag Archie would have cxpressed it, John
Busterfield Boots was in a dashed foul
mood.

He was so occupied with his thoughts
that he entirely failed to hear girlish
voices in his rear. As a matter of fact,
Irene Manners and Doris Berkeley, of the
Moor View School for Young Ladies, were
walking briskly along the footpath through
the wood,

The two girle, with Marjorie Temple, had
been out for a long ramble, exploring the
rura] delights of the countryside. eing
a half-holiday and a fine afternoon, the
girls had made up their minds to enjoy
themselves. The Moor View School had
not been opened long, and the majority
of the young ladies were strangers to the
locality. They Iliked to ge{ acquainted
with the countryside. :

Irene and Doris were laughing merrily.
They had left Marjorie somewhere behind,
in the wood. She had insisted upon
searching for some  highly-decorative
brown leaves which had taken her [ancy.

the more

[

She wanted them to adorn the study
~mantelpiegse—for these three girls all
shared one study. But Irene and Doris,

becoming impatient, had walked on. They
laughingly wondered how long it would be
before Marjorie came racing after them.
There was nothing <“clinging > about
these sturdy maids. They were dainty
enough, and pretty, too, but they were full

of healthy vigour, and revelled in the out-
door freedom. Attired in tweed suits and
shod with brogues, .they were ready for
any amount of tramping. _

Yet the absence of frilly silks and- laces
did not detract from their charm one whit.
Irene, with her clear blue eyes and fair
hair—tall and slim and graceful—was an
tdeal type of English girlhood. It was she
who had stirred such emotional chords .in
the massive breast of Edward Oswald
Handiorth, - .

Doris was smaller, and her face was
alight with a permanent alertness. She
was the possessor of delighttful curls which
fell entrancingly about her slim shoulders.
And in her eyes there lurked a little imp
which frequently led Doris into minor
trouble. |

The two girls were still talking about
Marjorie when they turned- the final bend,
and came within sight of the stile. A
figure was sitting there—a hunched up,
dejected looking figure.

“Oh, it's one of the St. Frank’s boys,*
said Irene. ‘I do hope he’s nice.” -

‘““ Handforth, for example?” smiled Doris.
“Handforth is a nice boy, in spite of Lis
roughness,” declared Irene firmly. “But
this isn't Handforth—— Why, I declave!
it's that horrid fellow with the red hair!”
““Rats to him,” said Doris lightly.
“They call him Buster, don’t they? If
he tries' any nonsense with us I'll slap Lis

face!”

*“Oh, Doris, be careful!” said
frowning. “You are so impulsive!*

They had mo reason to like Boots. He
had played a mean trick on them a week
or so earlier, and the girls hadn’t forgotten
it. They regarded Buster as one of their
natural enemies. He was a boor, with no
respect for the fair sex.

The two girls almost reached the, stile
before Buster heard them., He grunted,
looked round with a ferocious scowl, and
his expression did not change when be saw
who the newcomers were. He just turned
his head again, and sat there,

“0h, goodness!” murmured Irene. *Did
you see that?” :

““ The beast!”
us like thaty”

They reached the stile and paused, John
Busterfield Boots sat on the top bar, and
there was certainly not reom for anyhody
to pass while he remained in that position,
A boy could have squeezed over, no doubt,
but it was out of the question for a girl
to attempt any such thing.

The girls were rather embarrassed, and
their faces expressed their feelings. Buster
knew very well that they wantcd to pass,
but he had his back to them, and made
no attempt to shift. Irene gave a little

cough.
£ still

Irene,

said Doris. *“Glaring at-

looked round, scowl- -

_ Buster Boots
ing.
“What are i*ou staring at me for?”? he
s demanded sourly, . |



~ Irene flushed crimson,
eyes flashed. - ;
‘“We've got something better to do than |

and Doris’ pretty

to stare at you!” she retorted hotly.
“ Will you please move?’’ she added, with
-admirable restraint. -

“] cam’t be bothered!” snapped Buster.
. % There’s plenty of room!” -

JIrene and Doris. exchanged angry,
indignant glances as Boots turned his back
again. Never before had the girls met
with such outrageous behaviour. Boots
. 'was deliberately -insglting them.  They
didn’t know his frame of mind, and that
he was only too %Ilad to vent his spite upon

the first people he met. But this was no
excuse, Boots deserved to be lorse-
whipped.

“Oh!” exclaimed Irene breathlessly.

“How dare you?”
“Don’'t make a fuss!*” growled Buster.

““Can’t you squeeze through here?”

‘““How DARE you?”? ecried Irene, again.
¢ Move this instant!”
Her tone of contempt and scorn

succeeded in biting through J.B.B.’s tough
hide. But in his present mood it only
provoked him the more. He turned his
head, looked the girls up and down, and
laughed unpleasantly. _

“Ordering me, eh?” he said, with a
snap in his voice. “I won’t- move now!”

Doris jumped forward, and her hand
was held ready to deliver a sounding
smack, when Irene drew her back., Irene
has a horror of ¢ scenes.” She thought
it better to ignore this detestable fellow.

“ Come, Doris,” she said quietly.
“There’s a gap just here; we can easily
slip through.” |

She drew Doris with her, and they

moved a yard or so away, and succeeded
in squeezing through the gap. It was un-
dignified—-it was atrocious. But it was
better than listening to more of Buster's
horrid insults.

“Oh!” breathed Irene, as they walked
up the lane, ““0Oh! The—the cad!”

“Why didn't you let me smack his
face?”’ asked Doris hotly.

‘““Doris, dear, I couldn’t,” said Irene,
her face still flushed. ¢ Couldn’t you see
what a dreadful mood lhe was in? It
would only have made things worse. I'm
afraid to think what he would have done
if you had smacked him!”

““The beast!” said Deris angrily. ¢O0h,
I'd like to whip him!» -
“Quick, dear—quick! There's Archle

and one ¢of the other boys coming along,”
-breathed Irene hastily. < Don’t let them
sece us all red like this! And den't say a
word about that herrid Buster. We

ANSWER

EVERY MONDAY..PRICE2?

¢ Absolutely !”

S

mustn’t sneak on him,
deserve a thrashing.”

The two jumiors who were coming down
the lane were Archie Glenthorne and my-
self. We were by no means displeased to
meet the girls, and we instinctively felt
our ties and brushed our clothes.-

““This, old scream, is .absolutely dis-
tressing,” murmured Archie. I didn't
shovg on the old clean linen, you know
“Rats! You're as neat as a new pin!*»
I chuckled. :

There was mnot much time for Archie to
make any further remark, for we had now
met the two girls, and we paused, and
raised our caps. 1 noticed at once that

although he does

—

'} both Irene and Doris were locking slightly

different te wusual. Their frank, friendly
glances were lacking. They almost seemed
embarrassed. But { took care to act as
though I had seen nothing unusual.

‘““dJust out for a ramble, I suppose?” 1
asked cheerily.

“Yes, .we’ve been all round KEdgemore,
and through Beilton Wood,” replied
Irene. “0Oh, the country’s wonderful
about here! It must be simply delightful
in the summertime.’?

“ Absolutely,” said Archie, mnodding.
“ What-ho! I mean, rather! Great things
have been happening at the .school, dear
girls!  Kindly assist me in cheering.
What I mean s, gaze upon the Remove
skipper, and trot out the old congrats!'”

“Why, what do you mean, Archie?”
smiled Doris,

‘“ Well, the fact is, that dashed smudge,
Buster Bgots, has been bowled over!”
said Archie chattily. < Positively biffed
off the old pedestal, don't you know! '"The
dear chappies have rallied round in the
most frightfully decent way, and Buster
has been quietly smothered, as it were.
In other words, Nipper {s now the Remove
captain, and the sun shines again!”

“Really?” asked Irene, holding out her
hand, “Oh, I'm so pleased! Thank good-
ness that awful boy, Buster Boots, has
been deprived of the captainey, I do
congratulate you, Nipper!” she added
heartily,

They both shook hands with me frankly -
and without the least trace of silliness.

And I had noticed that a quick glance
passed between the two girls. But at the
time-I did not realise its significance., As
a matter of faet, our mnews about John
Busterfield Boofts had explained muech to

them, _

“By the way,” sald Archie, flushing
slightly, and polishing his eyeglass vig-
orously, “That is, what about it? I
mean, somebody misting, what? = How
about the third member of the old firm

“0Oh, Marjorie!” smiled Irene. :
agreed Archig, ‘with con-
cern, “1 sincerely trust the dear girl 18
not unwell? I mean, you're usually out

(Continued on page 15.)
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A clever Detective Story, fea-
turing the brilliant exploits of
Nelson - Lee versus his most
dangerous and unscrupulous
cpponeant,Professor Mark Rymer.

HOW THE STORY BEUGAN. [ cablegram  warning Seymour of his
But for a son by a secrct marriame llangerﬁ. T}u; nicssage is intercepied by
the heir to Lord Lasington would fall the wily professor.
to Professor Mark Rymer, the crafty {(Now read o0i.)

and unscrupulous cousin of the late
peer. The story cpens In  Sydney,

Australia, with Nelson Lee and his 1Til the dagger in his right hand
opponent, Rymer, setting off in search and the glass ball in his lefd,
of the missing heir, who, as Richard he crept out of his berth, and
Seymour, is employed as a stockman i Stole to the berth in which bLis
in the intcrior of New South Wales. infended victim was sleeping.

Rymer’s intention is to get Seymour Thrusting the glass ball into the pocket

out of the way of the inheritance. of his pyjama coat, the professor slid his
The deéteotive and the professor reach | left hand beneath the sheets, and felt for
Garoo Downs within a  few houss of tha a_;pot on Dick's chest wllerc the beatiny
each other, Ixciting experiences from- of his heart was most plainly to be felt.
bush fires and bushrangers delay their Then he raised his right hand in the air,
progress. From Australia, Rymer and and was ’]ust about to plunge his weapon
Nelson Lee follow their quest to New | into Dick’s heart, when—-

Zealand, and from there to Honolulu. “Help! Murder! Help!”

Liymer succeeds in embarking from here The cry rang through the sleeping-car
on the same boat as Seymour, leaving with the clearness- of a bugle-call. At the
I':Te}so:\ Lee behind. They are bound for critical moment Dick Seymour had
San Francisco, to where Lece sends a awakcned, had grasped the professor's up-
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raised arm in a vice-like grip, and had
raised his voice in .a ringing shout for help.
- Aroused by his shout, the rest of the
- sleepers  awoke, Most of them  were
Amerlcans, who never travel unarmed, and,
in less time than it takes fto tell, a do:ren
revolvers were levelled at ‘Mark Rymer’s
head. An instant later the attendant
rushed ‘into the car and switched on the
lights. Seeing the professor struggling in
Dick Seymour’s grasp, he -whipped out his
revolver; but .evem as he did so the pro-
fessor wrenched himself free, thrust his
hand into his py]ama-pockeu, and held up
the small glass ball.

“Back! Back, all of you!” he snarled.
“ This is charged with -nitro-glycerine, and
I have only to drop it on the floor to wreck
the car and blow you all to atoms!”

The passengers recoiled. They had only

to look at Mark Rymer’s Dblazing eyes {o

sce that his threat was no idle one.

For three tense seconds mnobody spoke,.
The silence was positively uncanny. The
only audible sounds were the
breathings of terror-stricken mien and the
bee-like hum of the wheels of the train.

Then Mark Rymer ecmitted a sibilant
sound that was half a chuckle and half a
laugh,

. I think T hold the ace of trumps, gentle-
~men!” he said, stretching out his hand,
with the deadly bomb held lightly between
his finger and thumb. “I have no parti-
cular wish to be blown sky-high, but if any
of ‘'you meve without my permission, either
towards myself, or towards the door of the
car,
this hall on the floor, and we’ll all go on
a trip to the moon together! I should also
like to point out, for fear of misadventure,
that i any of you .were so thoughtless as
to fire at -me, you would certainly end my
earthly career, but you would also end your

own.as well; for as I fall to the ground |

this bomb would slip from my fingers, and

would strike the ground with so much foree

that it would instantly explode.” -

He paused for a second-or two fo let his
words sink in. Then he waved his hand
imperiously round the car.

‘““Back to your berths,
gentlemen!” he murmured.

In the twinkling of an eye the professor
and the 'tttendant whose teeth were chat-
tering with fear, were the on]y persons on
the floor of the car.

"¢ Now stop the train!”’ said the professor,
turning to the attendant. .

Like a man in a dream, the attendant
staggered to the electric push and pressed
the button. A grinding, grating sound
arose, and the train began to slacken speed.

‘ Thanks!” said the professor
“t ‘}’Tow, inte my berth, and look quick about
1 H

A moment Ilater the terrified attendant
was cowering in the professor’s berth. At
the pame instant a hubbub of excited voices

it you please,
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_dared to run the thing 20 fine.
of a

laboured

‘priest,

-or, towards the electric alarm, I'll drop

‘was missing from his safe.

coolly..

was heard procceding from the newhbourmq
cars. The passengers, alarmed by the
application of the brakes, were clamouring
for the same reason.

Quickly the professor strode to the door
at the end of the car. The train had then
slowed down to fifteenm miles an hour, and

was passing along an elevated track,
bounded on each side by gently-sloping
embankments.

Upon reaching the open platform between

the sleeping-car and the next, Mark Rymer
halted and spun round on his heel. For
one brief fraction of a second he stood with
the bomb inm his upraised hand.
. Then, with a moeking laugh, he hurled
the bomb into the sleeping-car, whijst at
the same instant he vaulted over the plat-.
form rail infto space.

None but a man of iren nerve would have
It was
literally a question of the hundredth - part
second, for even whilst he was still
in . the air, before his falling form. had
reached the ground, the silence was rent by
an . appalling roar, accompanied by a
dazzling flash, and the next instan® the
whole of one end of “the sleeping-car seemed

to melt away in a rain of hurtling splinters,

LI L !‘ b - ¢

later ‘a slumbering Catholie
living - alone in a desclate little
mission house on the outskirts of Mary-
ville, was awakened by the sqund of somc-
body moving in one of the rooms down-
stairs.

He lit a candle, and Opened his bed-Toom
door with the intention of going downstairs
to- investigate. Even as he opened the
door, however, he found himself face to
face with the dishevelled figure of an
elderly man, barefooted, and clad in a
mud-stained suit of silk pyjamas.

There was a short, sharp scuffie, a single
piercing ecry for he]p, then the sﬂence of
the grave.

Next morning it was reported inm Mar},--
ville that the priest in charge of St.
Joseph’s Mission had been foully murdered,
and that the sum of  fifteen. hundred
dollars—the proceeds of a recent bazaar—
Later still, but
too late to serve as a clue, it was likewisc
discovered that the unknown assassin had
stolen a suit of his vietim’s clothes, and
had left behind, im a cupboard, a ragged
suit of silk pyjamas.

L] | < ) . 8

F"'U_ur- hours

Three days later, or, to he exact, on the
morning of Saturday June . 18th a
benevolent- looking mdwxdual arrayed in
the garb of & Catholic pnest. and giving
the name of Father O’Brien, arrived.in ¥ew
York, and engaged a. bed-room: at the
Murray Hill Hotel,. in Park .Avenue. -

This worthy * priest” was .none othet
than Mark Rymer. After lullmz the vriest



{n charge of BSt. Joseph’s, and disguising
himself in his victim’s clothes, he made his
way on foot to Albany. 1ilcre he had pur-
chased a copy of the ° Missouri Herald,”
from which ke had learned, to his mortifica-
tion and chagrin, that Dick Seymour had
been rescued from the wreck of the
- sleeping-car, with no morec serious hurt than
a dislocated elbow and a scalp wound.
According to the ¢ Herald,”” he had left
for New York as soon as his injuries had
been attended to; and to New York, there-
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sent to * Oéwald Brooke, Esq.;" af _the
Knickerbocker Apartments. A smaller bag,

. containing a suit of ready-made tweeds, a

collar, a shirt, and a tie, -was ordered fo
be sent to “ Father O’Brien,” at the
Murray Hill Hotel. :

In the dusk of the evening he paid a visit
to a well-known maker of wigs .in West
Tweniy-Third Street. At eight o'clock he
returned to his hotel. :

. Some time betwcen midnight on Saturday
night and seven o’clock on Sunday morn-

; . )
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Before his falling form had reached the ground the siience was rent by an
appalling roar, accompanied by a dazzling flash, and the next instant the whole
of one end of the sleeping-car secemed to malt away in a rain of hurtling splinters.

fore,
him.

Early on Saturday afternoon he sallied
Torth from his hotel; and wended his way
to the famous Knickerbocker Apartments
on TIfifth Avenue. Havingz renfed a suite,
with attendance included, he devoted the
rest of the afternoen to a round of shop-
ping in Broadway and TUnion Square. One
large portmanteau, crammed with wearing
apparel and the like, was ordered to be

Mark Rymer had come in- search of

ing * Father O'Brien” disappeai‘ed fromn

“the Murray Mill Hotel, leaving bchind him

an unpaid hill.

And some time between noon and two
o'cloclt on Sunday afternoon * Mr. Oswald
Brooke,”” a venerable-looking old genflemar,
with silvery-white hair and beard, drove up
to the XKnickerbocker- Apartments, and.
entered infto possession. of the suite of
rooms which “ his kind friend the parish
priest "’ had cngaged for him. | o
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PICKING UP THE THREADS.

N the same day that the dis-
guised professor reached Néw
York, the ss. Doric. with Nelson

: Lee aboard, arrived at San

Francisco from Honolulu.

Immediately upon Ilanding,. the detective
drove to the offlce of the Occidental and
Oriental Steamship Company, where the
presentation of his visiting-card sufficed to
procure for him an Immediate interview
with Mr, Stubbs, the general manager.

“You received my eablegram—or, rather,
Hackfield’s cablegram?’”’ was Nelson Lee's
first question.

“1 did,”” said the manager.

“ And you carried out my instructions?”

* Practically, yes. I didn’t meet the
Ventura myself, for I was unexpectedly
called away on important business the day
before she arrived. But I sent one of my
clerks, who saw Mr. Seymour on hoard the
steamer, and delivered the cablegram into
his hands.”

““* And Mr. Seymour said—"' -

“That he would remain at the Palac
Hotel until you arrived.”

““ Then he is at the Palace Hotel at the
present moment?”’

“1 expect so.”

The detective thanked him, and drove to
the Palace Hotel, which was only a few
blocks farther along the same street. In ten
minutes’ time he was back at the office
again, pale with anger and anxiety.

‘“ Somebody has been guiity of a hideous
. blunder!” he declared. ‘¢ Mr. Seymour is
not at the Palace Hotel. He has never
been there. They know nothing about him!”

A gasp of increduotous amazement rose to
the manager’s lips. 1lle snatched up a
speaking-tube and whistled to one of the
oflices upstairs,

“Tell Kitson I wish to see him!” he
called.

There was 2 moment’s interval ; then Kitson
appeared—a weedy-looking youth with sandy
hair and colourless eyes. He was the clerk
whom Mark Rymer had hypnotised and
robbed of the cablegram.

““ Tell this gentleman exactly what hap-
pened on board the Ventura,” said the
nmanager.

“I boarded the steamer at the same
time as the Revenue-men,”” replied the
clerk in a sing-song voice, ‘I asked the
purser which was Mr. Seymour, and he
pointed him out to me. He was a tall, good-
looking young fellow, with dark-brown hair
and moustache, I gave him Hackfield’s
cablegram, and he said I was to thank Mr.
Stubbs for his courtesy, and to tell him
that he would stay at the Palace Hotel until
Mr. Lee arrived. 1 never spoke to anybody
else on board the steamer except the purser
and Mr. Seymour.”

The detective wrinkled his brow and re-
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garded the clerk with a keen and pene-
trating glance. Somehow or other, the story
did not *“ring true’ in the detective’s
ears. It was too complete, too cirecum-
stantial, too much like a lesson learnt by
heart and repeated. by rote.

- “ Yet the fellow doesn’t look as though
he had brains enough to have invented such
a plausible lie,’”” he murmured to himself.
‘“Can it be that he has been ‘got at’ by
Mark Rymer? Has the professor bribed
him? No! By Jove, I think I know what
has happened! He has been mesmerised!”

He sprang to his feet, his brain in a whirl
of excited suspense.

**Look at me!” he exclaimed, seizing the
clerk by the shoulders, and unconsciously
repeating Mark Rymer’s command.

The clerk obeyed, as meekly as he had
obeyed Mark Rymer. In half a dozen
seconds the detective had *‘ put him under
control,”’ and in five minutes’ time he had
wormed the whole story out of him—how
he had met Mark Rymer on board the
steamer; how the professor had hypnotised
him and stolen the cablegram; and how he
had been ordered fo say that he had given
the cablegram to Dick Seymour, and had
never spoken to anybody else but Dick and
the purser. _

“I cannot tell you how grieved I am that
this should have happened,” said the

manager, when the clerk had been de-
hypootised and sent back to his desk. * At
the same time, I don’t see how I could

have prevented it.”

““ You couldn’t,” said the detective Irankly.
“1I do not blame you in any way what-
ever; youn did what you thought was best,
but luck was against us, and once again
Mark Rymer has scored.”

“ What was Seymour going to do when he
reached this place? Was he going to settle
here, or was he going farther east?”

“I have no idea. I expected to find him
here when I arrived; otherwise, I would have
cabled to his late employer before I left
Honolulu, and asked him if- he knew what
Seymour’s plans were. I may do so yet.
But, in the first place, I shall make it my
business to interview the police and ali the
hotel proprietors in the place, and the
officials at the railway-station, with a view
of ascertaining what has become of him.”

‘“* That’s a pretty tall order.”

** Not so btall as it appears at first sight.
You see, I know for a fact that Seymour
and Mark Rymer were in San Francisco five
days ago. 1 have a photograph of Seymiour
—~given me by his friend Dr. Irving, of
Napier—and I know Mark Rymer sufficiently
well to be able to describe him from the
crown of his head to the soles of his feet.
I am not without hope that, with patience
and perseverance, 1 shall ultimately find
somebhody who has seen them.”

As events turned out, he had no neecd to
exercise <ither patience or perseverance.
From the steamship offices he drove to the

| headquarters of the local police, and in less



than a quarter of an hour he had learned
all there was to learn.

« Seymour?' said the chief of police, when
the detective had wunfolded his tale.
“ Richard Seymour? I seem to remember
the name. Why—yes, of course! Seymour
was- the name of the young fellow who
played such a prominent part in that sensa-
tional- affair last Wednesday night, when the
Overland Mail was wrecked between Omaha
and Kansas City. Surely you have read
the accounts in the newspapers?”

“How could I? I only arrived from
Honolulu this morning.”’

“Oh, yes, of course! I was forgetting
that. ‘Well, what happened was this:
-Shortly after midnight on Wednesday, the
passengers in No. 14 sleeping-car of the
Overland Mail were awakened by a shout

A good many lives were lost,
but Seymour escaped with a dislocated
elbow and a cut on the scalp. His injuries
were attended to by a local medical man,

:;rndkthe following -morning he left for New
or .IJ L

“ But surely the police took his name and
address?”

**0f course; otherwise I shouldn’'t have
known that his name was Seymour.”

**What address did he give?"”

““ Continental Hotel, Broadway,
York.”

** He is there now?"

“Tor anything I know to the contrary.'”

** And the other maun—the elderly, big-
?psg)d man in the pyjamas—what became of
1Hm?"’

“[ only wish I knrew! Nothing has since

overturned.

New
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pressed tightly on Dick’s windpipe.

Half dazed by his fall, Dick lay motionless, and by the time he had collected
his scattered wits, Viark Rymer was knaeling on his chest, his two thumbs

for help. They then found that one of the |

passengers—an  elderly, big-nosed man,
dressed in pyjamas—was struggling with
arother passenger, a young fellow named

vichard Seymour, whom the elder man had
tried to stab. Before the others could in-
terfere, the would-be murderer wrenched
‘himself free, and produced a4 bomb. By
‘means of this he terrified the passengers into
.returning to their = berths, forced the
attendant to stop the train, and then
Jumped off, after first throwing the bomb
into the car and shattering it to splinters.”
“And was Dick Seymour killed?’’ azsked tlhe
detective, in an agony of apprehension.
“No. The sleeping-car was wrecked, and
the cars behind it either left the metals or

been seen ot heard of him, though we have
a shrewd suspicion that it was he who
murder:d a priest on the outskirts of Mary-
ville, and made off with a suit of clotlies and
fifteen hundred dollars in hard cash.”

“ Do vou know who he is?”

*“ No. Thie police cross-guestioned Seymour
at grent length on the subject, but all he
could tell them was that two previous at.
tempts had been made on his life—one in
the isiand of Hawaii, and the other at
Honolulu—and that he was {irmly. ccnvinced
that the author of these attempts was the
same man who had ftried to stab him in the
train. DBut who his enemy was, or why he
wished to murder him, he hadn't the
remotost iden. 1f you can throw any light



upon the mystery we shall be greatly
obliged.”’

Nelson Lee thereupon told tiie chief the
story ‘of the late Lord Easington’s secret
marriage, of the hunt for the Silver Dwarf,
and of the search for the missing heir, *

‘* And- now,”’ he asKed, .at the conclusion
of his story, “ which is- my qulckest route to
New York?"

The chief consulted his wateh.
quarter to ten. : s

‘* If your baggage is.
began

“ It is at Llle door,” ml,errvpted Lee.

‘““Then you've just time to caich the
Overland Limited Mail, which leaves at ten
o’clock, and will drop you in New York at
hialf- pasb one on Wednesday mornmcr But
you’'ve not a, moment to waste.”’

Nelson Lee accordingly bade him a hurried
farewell, and drove post haste +to the
railway-station. He had no time to wire
before the train left, but from Sacramento
he telegraphed 1o * Ru,ha,rd Seymour, Con-
tinental Hotel, Broadway, New York,” telling
Dick that he was coming, blrldmg him re-
main at the hotel until he arrived, warning
him to be on his guard against treachery,
and asking him to ‘' wire reply to Ogden.”

Ogden was reached at a quarter past two
‘on Sunday afternoon, But no reply had
arrived!

With a vague feeling of uneasiness, Nelson
Lee wired to the manager of the Continental
Itotel, describing Dick’'s appearance, and
Ilﬂ]iiﬂg if anybody answering to that descrip-
tion had stayed at the hotel within the
last six days.

"The manager's answer came to hand at
Council Bluffs on Monday evening. It shat-

It was a

pﬂckﬁd—;—" he

tered the detective’s remaining hope. For
this is how the wire ran;
““Man you desceribe never been here.

Know nothing about him.”

ey,

AN ADVENTURE IN THE BOWERY.
n- IV weary weeks elapsed—five weeks
F and three days, to be exact. It was
now the morning of the 27th of July,
and Neison Lee was as far from
;“mding the mlssmg heir as he had ever
een, -

Upon arriving in New York the detective
had driven to the Continental Hotel, and
interviewed the manager. The latter, how-
ever, could add nothing to what he had said
in his telegram,

He had never seen Dick S‘.eymour in his
life, and vobody answering to his name or
description had ever stayed. at the hotel.

Disappointed, but in no wise disheartened,
Nelson Lee had engaged a bed-room and
private sitting-room at the Continental
}otel, and had then commenced an
exhaustive series of inquiries. He had
interviewed the New York police, and had
wired Dick’s description to the Chief Com-
missioners of all the principal towns on the
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"while,
‘patient who was supposed to be

remain in Boston until such time

1o

Atlantic seaboard.” He had caused adver-
tisements to be inserted in the New York
dailies, offering a reward for such informa-
tion as would lead to Dick’s discovery. He
had visited every hotel, both large and
small, in the city, He had questioned and
Cross- questmned the conductors of street-
cars, the oflicials of the elevated railroads,
and the booking-clerks and porters at the
various stations, He had examined the
passenger-lists of cvery ship that had sailed
from New York since the 13th of July.

But so far his labour had been in vain.
From no source could he obtain the smallest
shred of news concerning the man for whom
he was searching.

On this particular morning, however—the
morning of the 27th of July—the detective
received a letter which seemed to promise
a speedy termination to his search.

_ There is no need to reproduce the letter
in full. Soffice to say that 1t was from
the chief of the Boston police, who had
the honour to inform Mr. Nelson Lee >
that a young fellow answering to . the
description of Dick Seymour had recently
been admitted ‘nto the Boston Hospital,
suffering from “an unreduced dislocation of
the elbow.”

“IIe is extremely ill, and the doctors fear
for his life,” wrote the chief. ‘*He deni:s
that his name is Seymour; but refuses to

say anything about his past life, or the

manner in which his elbow was disloecated;
Seeing that he ulmost exactly answers to
your description of the missing man, and
sceing, moreover, that he is suffering from
a similar mjury (you said in your telegram
that Seymour had recently dislocated his
elbow), I have thought it wise, in spite of
his denials, to lay these facts before you,
in order uhat You may exercise your judg-
ment as to whether you think it is worth
rourjwlnle to run up to Boston and questlon
1im.’

The detective did think it worth lns
and left for DBoston by the first
train after the receipt of the letter. By the.
time he :eached Boston, however, the -
Dick .
into unconsciousness,
decided to
as the
man was able to answer his questions.

As a matter of fact the detective was
merely wasting his {ime by remaining in
Bceston. The young man in the hospital waa
not Dick Seymour. Dick Seymour was in
New York, in a low lodging-house in that
vile and insalubrious region of the great
city which is known as the “Bowery » '

If the truth must be told, Dick’s nerves
had been completely ‘hattered. The three
mysterious attempts mhlch had been made
on his life, his ignorance of his enemy’s
identity and motives, the uncertainty as to

Seymour had lapsed
and the detective, therefore,

when another attempt would be made tn

murder him, the loss of the greater part of
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Lhis - money. and all his belongings in the
wreck of the sleeping-car, the terrible shock
he had received on that oceasion—all these
had simply played. havoe with his nervous
system, and had left Fim a physical and
mental wreck.

Day and night he was Launted by the
fear that his unknown foe would renew his
attempts to murder him. He started at the
slightest unaccustomned sound, and blanched
whenever a stranger spoke to him. Nellie
Pryde had become a dream of the past., All
hope of making his fortune and returning
to e¢laim her had been abandoned. His one
ambition—his only aim in life—was to keep
his identity a secret, in order that his
mysterious foe might not be able to trace
him.

In pursuance of this aim he had changed
his name cn arriving in New York, and,
instead of going to the. Continental Hotel,
liad taken Jodgings in one of the northern
suburbs. By the time he had recovered
from his injuries his slender store of money
had well-nigh become exhausted. So he had
moved into cheaper lodgings, and had seb
about seeking  employment. But as he
always declined to say where he had been
last employed, or to give any references (for
fcar of betraying his identity), it had fol-
Jowed that mobody was willing to give him
a situation. From which again it had fol-

lowed that his little stock of money had

grown smaller and smaller every day, until
at last he aad been compelled to take
refuge in a tramp lodging-house in - the
Bowery, and aceept employment as door-
keeper at a Yiddish theatre.

Heir to one of the proudest titles in the
English peerage, owner of one of the tinest
estates in the United Kingdom, with a rent-
roll of over a hundred thousand a year, and
door-keeper at a Yiddish theatre in the
Bowery! Was it any wonder that Nelson
Lee had been baffied in his attempts to find
lim? ,

But Nelson Lee was not the only person
who had been baffled, A silvery-haired old
gentleman, living in luxurious apartments
on Fifth Avenue, and known to his neigh-
bours as Oswald Brooke (but better known
to the reader as Mark Rymer), had been
equally unsuccessful in his search for the
missing heir. Liks Nelson Lee, the professor
had laboured night and day fo find out
what had become of Dick. He knew that
Nelson Lee was in New York, and on
several occasions he had shadowed the
detective in the hiope that he would lead
him to Dick’s hiding-place. But all his
cfiorts had ended in failure. From him, as
from Nelson Lee, the whereabouts of Dick
had been hidden kehind an impenetrable veil
of mystery. S

It has already heen described how Nelson
Lee, on the morning of -the 27th of July,

received a letter which made him liope that-

the end of his quest was in sight. On that

y VEry same morning, by a curious coinci-

dence, Mark Rymer came across an item of
news which filled ‘him with a similar hope..
1t happened in this way. Maving finished
his breakfast, Rymer flung himself into an.
| easy-chair, lit a cigar, and opened a copy
of the “New York World.”” Presently. his
eyeé fell on the following . paragraph, .under
the heading “ Fashionable Arrivals 2 -

. “Mr, and Miss Pryde, late of ‘Kalapana,
in the island of Hawaii, have arrived. in
New York, and are staying at the Fifth
Avenue Hotel, Mr. Pryde has sold his
extensive plantations in Mawaii, and is pro-
ceeding with his daughter to England, where
he intends to purchase a country estate and
settle down. He and Miss Pryde will sail

for Plymouth on Saturday by the
Dardania.” - -
Now if Nelson Lee had seen this para-

graph, it is more than likely that he would
have gone to the Iifth Avenue Iotel before
he left for Boston, on the off-chance that
Mr. Pryde might be able to furnish some
information as to Dick Seymour’s . where-
| abouts. DBut the detective did not see the
paragraph. o '
As for Mark Rymer, as soon as he had
read the item he lcaped to his feet with a
smothered ery of triumph, '

IIe had overheard ‘the conversati\dn
between Dick Seymour and Mr. Pryde on the
lower slopes of Kilauea, and he knew how
deeply Dick was in love with his former
employer's daughter. S

“1f he’s anywhere in New York,” he mut-
tered to himself, ‘“ and if he sees this para-
graph, neither fear mor anything else will
prevent him hanging around the Tifth
,-!L.vienjue Hotel on the off-chance of secing the
girl.’

He tore off his wig and bheard, and.dashed
into an ionner room, A quarter of an hour
[Iater he emerged, and left the building dis-
guised as a hawker of music-hall songs.

IFrom ten o’clock in the morning until long
‘past midnight he plied his trade in front of
the I'ifth Avenue Hotel. a

Three tim2s he saw Mr. Pryde. and twice
he saw his daughter. But of Dick he saw
nothing, for the all-sufficient reason that-
Dick had not yet seen the paragraph in the
¢ World,” and had no suspicion that Nellie
Pryde was in New York. :

The professor returned to his post nexs
day, disguised as a  newspaper-seller.
Shortly hefore noon he saw Mr. Pryde and
his daughter emerge, and at four o’clock
in the afternoon he saw them return, fol-
lowed hy a porter laden with parcels,

At seven o’clock in the evening he saw
them enter a closed ear,. and heard the
old man give the order “Grand Opera
House,”” Then five long, weary hours of
fruitless watching ensued. -

¢“Je’s not In New York, that’s certain,”

-

 he muttered to himself, as a neighbouring
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clock struck the hour of midnight. “If he
were—"’

His musings ended in a quick, spasmodic
gulp. Every fibre in his heing grew sud-
denly fense with excitement.

Round the corner of Twenty-third Street
thkere had just appeared a shabbily-dressed
young man. As be turned the corner into
Madison . Square the piercing light of the
overhapging electric lamp beat fiercely
down on his pinched and careworn face—
the face of Richard Seymour!

Quick as thought the professor crumpled
his unsold papers and his contents-bill into
a shupeless bundle, and dropped them in the
sutter, Instinctively his right hand stole
into the inside pocket of his coat. ‘Then
a look of malignant satisfaction crossed lis
face. Revolver and bowie-knife—both were
there! '

With hungry, wollish eyes, watched
Dick cross - the road and take his stand
beneath one of the lamps, just opposltc the
principal entrance of the hotel.

It looks as though he knew they were out,
and had come to see them return,” the pro-

feszsor mused.

He was right. Dick did know that DMr.
Pryde and his daughter were out. Although
Mark Rymer had not seen him, he had been
to the hotel earliecr in the evening, and
had seen them drive off to the opera-

hiouze,

Poor though he was, he had followed them
to the theatre, and had invested one of his
few remaining coins on a seat in the pit,
from which he had -feasted his eyes on
Nellie Pryde for four delightful hours.

The moment the curtain had fallen he had
Lhurried from the building and had hastened
back to the Iifth Avenue Hotel, in order
to obtain what he firmly believed would be
the last glimpse he would cver get of the
girl he loved.

He had not long to wait. A few minutes
after his arrival a closed ecar pulled up in
front of the hotel, and Mr. Pryde and Nellie
stepped out.

Dick watehed them mount the steps 'and
vanish into the brilliantly-lighted entrance-
Lall. Then sometbhing suspiciously like a
- 'sob burst from his lips, and he turned away
with the intention of retracing his steps to
his-dingy lodgings in the Bowery,

Mark Rymer glid=d after him—down
Broadway, across Union Square, along
Fourth Avenue, and so into that sgualid
recion of opium-dens, gambling-hells, shoot-
ing-galleries, dime-museums, tramp lodging-
houses, Yiddish theatres, and tatooing estab-
lishments, which bears the name of the
“ Bowery.”

Like a human sleuth-hound, Mark Rymer
dogged his unsuspecting victimn through the
crooked slums and squalid alleys of this ill-
famed quarter of New York.

At last, however, Mark Rymer's patience
met with its reward. With chin on breast

he
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and hands deep down in trousers-pockets, .
Dick turned down a mnarrow, deserted

alley—an open ypassage, really—beftween a
Chinese joss-house and a two cents “ amuse-
ment arcade.”’

Yearful of losing sight of him, Mark
Rymer quickened his pace, and darted into
the passage with so much haste that he
almost fell over Dick, who had suddenly
halted and stooped in order to tie up a
trailing bootlace. '

He saw that Dick was stooping just in
front of him, saw that there was nobody
but themselves in the alley, and instantly
he whipped out his bowie-knife and sprang
at Dick with a gnarl of savage triumph.

Quick as he was, however, Dick Seymour
was quicker., Mis ‘five weeks' residence in
the Bowery, if it had taught him pothing
else, had taught him to be on his guard
against prowling footpads.

A sudden shadow on the ground, and a
hurried footstep just behind him, warned
him of his danger in the nick of time, and,
with lightning-like rapidity, he straightened
himself and sprang aside.

The rtesult of this manceuvre was that
Mark Rymer’s knife struck only vacant
space, whilst the professor himself lost his
halance, pitched forward on his face, and
measured his length on the ground.

He was on his feet again in an instant,
but his knife had fallen from his grasp,
and ere he could pick it up Dick darted
towards him-and planted a fist between his
eves. The professor 1eplied with a skilful
feint, which enabled him to get inside his
opponents guard, and in less time than it
takes to tell he had seized Dick round the
waist, and had thrown him heavily to the
ground.

Half-dazed by Lkis fall, Dick lay motion-
less, and by the time he had collected his
scattered wits, Mark Rymer was LKkneeling
on his chest, with his fingers interlocked
behind Dick’s neck, and his two thumnbs
tightiy pressed on his windpipe.

Dick fought and struggled with
demoniacal fur:f, now dashing his fists into
the professor’s face, now dealing him slédge-
hammer blows on the chest, now seizing
him by the wrists, and e\ertma all his
strength to force him to _relax his stmng[mg
grip. But all in vain. Dick’s recent iliness,
coupled with’ the want of proper food, had
robbed him of his strength. He was helpiess
in the sinewy hands of his remorseless foe.

With a last despairing eflort, he sum-
moned up. all his remaining strength, and
tore the protesqor S handb from his throat

“Uelp! i

One e¢hoking, half-inarticulate ery was all
that was permitted to «ross his lips. 7The
next instant something struck him between
the ¢ves, and he remembered no more.

(To be coatinued.)
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THEIR NAMES ARE ALL HERE!

The following list of names will aid you
In making your sosutions

Aitken,
Armitage,

Ashurst Anderson, Armstrong,
Adams, Amos, Aldersen, Ailen,
Archibald, Ashmore.

Brett, Broadhead, Blyth, Boreham, Black-
Blair,

Bradford, Bassnett, Brittain,
Barkas, Birrell, ‘Bradley,

burn,
Ball,

Bulling,
Bowser,

Barnes,

Bishop, Barras, Braithwaite,

Bullock, Bliss, Bateman, Best, Bagge, Barson,

Broadhurst,  Broad, Bolam, Brelsford,
Blenkinsopp, Beedie, Birch, Bellamy, Bain-

bridge, Bowen, Burnham, Boyle, Blackwell, |

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

Coéklhe,' Crosb!e, Cross, Clennel, Cameron,

Chedgzoy, Cock, Chadwick, €lough, Curry,

Cookson, Cope, Cook, Crilly, Chaplin, Collier,
Crockford, Campbell, Crown, Chance, Chip-
perfield, Crompton, Charlton, Conner, Craig,

Cosgrove, Cherrett, Crossley, Carter, Clarke,-

Cotton, Cunningham, Cairng, Clunas, Con-
nolly, - :Cassidy, - Carr, Cowan, Chapman,
Chambers, Clay, Cresswe}l. ~ 5,

Dunn, Dickson, Dorrell, Dawson, Davies,
Donaldson, Dinsdale, Dimmock, Duckett,
Dunean, Dominy, Davison, Duckworth,
Dockray, Danskin, Dreyer, Denoon, Denyer,

Duffus, Dunlop, Dixon, Doyle, Doran, Dale. |

Burton, Branston, Buchan, Blake,

Emerson, Evans, Ellerington, England,
Ellis, Ede!ston, Edgley, Eggo, Eliot, Edge,
Edwards, Emmett, Ewart.

French, Ferguson, Ford, Fershaw, TFload,
Fletcher, Flint, Feebury, Fleming, Fleetwoou,
Flyun, Fox, Foxall, Fort, Forbes, Fowler,
Fazackerley, Findlay, I'eatherstone, Forsythe,
Frame, Fyfe, Finney, Forster, Fitton, Fair-
clough, Fern. .

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

Howarth, Haworth, Hampton, Harrow,
Harland, Hopkin, Hudspeth, Harris, Hamill,
Hill, Hardy, Hamilton, Hawes, Handley,
Hufton, Hine, Hughes, Heap, Higginbotham,
Hoddinott, Hebden Hildi{eh, Howson,
Hunter, Hayes, hutchins, Hannaford,
Harrold, Bowie, Henshall, Hodges, Halstead,
Hupall, Hogg, Henderson, Harper, Hulton,
Hillhouse, Hair, Hart Haines, Hole.

Icvine, Islip, Iremonger, Irwin.

Jennings, Jack, Jackson, Johnson.

Kirton, EKelly., Kneeshaw, Keenor, Ray,
Knowles, Kane, Keenlyside, Kidd, Kilpatrick,
Kean.

(Continued on next page.)
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Linfoot, Longworth, Low, Lindsay, Littie,
Lonsdale, Lockhead, Loungmuir, lea, Licves-
ley, Lane, Lockett, Legge, Lofthouse, Lenny,
Lyner, Lawson, Lambie, Laccy.

Moss, Mort, Moscrop, Meechan, Maitland,

NMitchell, Murphy, Morgan, Milton, Mercer,
Marshall, Mugee, Moore, Martin, Milis,
Mason, Mew, Matthews, DMoule, Myers,
Marsden, Middleton, Maidment, Mehafty,
Mee, Moody, Musgrove, Malcolm, Morton,
Manderson, Meiklejchn, Muirhead, Moffat,
KMuteh, Meredith, Marriott, Mackie, DMen.
love, Mitton, Marks, Marsh, M'’Intyre,
WM'Neil, M’Kinlay, M’'Nabb, M’Intosh,
M'Donald, M'Call, M'Grory, M'Ciuggage,
M'Candless, M’Coll, M'Lacklan, M’Stey,
M'Lean, M'Alpine, M’'Kenna,  M'Inally,
M'Nair, M Minon, McBain, McCracken.

Nuttall, Neesham, Neil, Ncedham, Nash,
Nisbet, Nelson. :

Ostorne, Ormston, Orr, O'Hare.

Pym, Pringie, Price, Parker, Poole, Pater-

soil,- Pearson, Penn, Plum, Page, Preston,
Proberf, Pagnam, Peel, Potts, Palmer,
Prouse, Puddefoot, - Pender, Pape, Pcacock,

Pantling, Partridge, Peers.
Quantrill, Quinn.
Rollo, Raitf, Richardson,

Robeon, Taw-
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lings, Ruffell, Robbie, Rigg, Radford, Ridley,
Reay, Ramsey, TRobb, Ritchie, Rauskiu,
Reed, Rooke, Roe.

Spiers, Smart, Stephenson, Seddon, Sewell,
Smelt, Smith, Scott, Siade, Spencer, Scy-
mour, Spavin, Sampy, Seed, Storer, Stage,
Shea, Steele, Simms, Smailes, Symes, Stur-
gess, Sayles, Spottiswood, Scattergood,
Sinelair, Stuart, Sayer, Sutcliffe, 8alt,
Summerfield, Shaw, Sillito, Suneddon, Som-
merville, Shone, Streets, Sampey, Stapnard,

Skinner, Sage.

Townrow, Turnbull, Tremelling, Thain,
Troup, Tunstall, 1resadern, Tonner, Thoms,
Torrance, Tompkin, Titmuss, Tempest, Tim-
mins, Thorpe, Templeton, Townsley, Toner.

Urwin.

Voysey, Vizard, Vallis, Voisey, Vigrass.

Womack, Walsh, Weaver, Wilding, Whit-
ton, - Wadsworth, Woosnam, Woodhouse,
Walters, Walden, Watson, Wainscoat, Wood,
Wililams, Winship, Wolfe, Whitehouse,
Whalley, Whipp, Wolstenholme, Waterall,
Worrall, Williamson, Weston, Wigglesworth,
Ward, Webster, Whitehurst, Waddeil,
Wright, Wilson, Wren, Widdowson, Wylie,
White, Welsh, Walker.

York.
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(Continued from page 74.) - .
and about, tripping hither and thither, in
one gang—— [—I should say—"
*“ Marjorie. i3 somewhere in the wood,”
said -Doris briefly, P | ' _
‘““In the wood!” repeated Archie, aghast,
“Not alone?” ’ :
" “Yes—she took a fancy to it,)”
said ‘Doris. - “ We tried to make her come
on, but she -wouldn’t shift.
about her—» | ' |
“0Oh, but dash it, 1 do,” protested
Archie, who regarded Marjorie with more
than a casual interest, ‘“I mean to say,
~ the wood! Full of crawly things, don't
you know! I think something ought to be
done!”? :
Irene was about to make some remark

wlien we were all rather startled to hear.

a scream in the distance—a sharp, short
cry of anger. We all turned, and stared
down the lane. And as we did so a slight
figure appeared from pear the rustic -stile,
and ran out into the road. It was
Marjorie - Temple. She stood there for a
moment, holding her hands to her face.
‘Then, turning swiftly, she ran towards us.
We could see at once that something was
wrong. Irene and Doris ran to meet her.
But Archie and I remained still,

“It’s all right,”” 1 said. ““ We don’'t wang
to butt in, old man,” :

“ Absolutely mot,”” said Arechie. ¢ But,
the fact is, I'm worried. ‘I mean, that
scream, you know. Dashed alarming!”

irene and Doris, of course, were instantly
filed with the same suspicion as they
ran down to meet their girl chum. TFhey
thoughi of their own experience at the

etile, and had npever realised, until “now,
that Marjoric was liable to the same

treatment.

But it appeared that matters were far
worse with her,

For Marjorie was crying with Indigna-
tion and shame as she ran into the arms
of Irene and Doris. For a few moments

she sobbed rather convulsively, anger
gradually Dbecoming stronger than her
tears, :

“(Oh, the beast—the cad!*’ she sobbed.

“Why, what's the matter, Marjorie?”
asked Irene anxiously. ¢ What’s happened !”

“Oh, I shall die of shame!” breathed
Marjorie, her eyes flashing with indigna-
tion. ‘“There—there was a boy on the
stile as I came up, and he wouldn't move!
A big boy, with red hair! Before I could

jymp away, he took hold of me, and—and
kizsed me!

Oh, the beast!®

CHAPTER: V.
SWIFT RETRIBUTION!
RENE - -gave Doris a
B  startled horrified glance.

shoutéd, in amazement,
“Yes—yes! I—I coulin’t
stop him!” sobbed Marjorie,
in distress. - “He took
me, and in spite of all my

right hold of
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) 0
- 9 L.

S

‘thrashed—he ought to be whipped!”

Don't bother

‘sitting there,” put in Doris hotly.

' to move !’ he said thiekly.
“He kissed you?” she
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struggles he kissed me! He ought to bhe

“This is terrible!” exelaimed Irene, her
anger causing her to raise her. voice 5o
that Archie and I could hear her words.
“It was Buster, of course! And he was
cad enough to Kkiss you, Marjorie! Oh,
the brute!* = '

Instinctively, Archie and I ran- down and
joined the girls. And itsso happened that
Handforth and Co. had*appeared upon the
scene from the other direction, The chums
of Study D had turned the corner, and
upon catching sight of lrene, Handforth's
pace had quickened in a most astonishing
way. He, too, had bheard those fatal
words.-

“ Pardon me, Miss Irene, but 1 think we
ought to be iIn this!” 1 said quickly.
“Did T hear you say that—that—>

“We must tell the hoys,” Marjorie—we
must !> said Irene quietly. < Don’t worry,

dear. Buster ought te Dbe punished, and
it 1sn’t smeaking, lt's too serious for
that.” -
“ But—but what happened?” demanded

Handforth breathlessly, :

‘““Why,> Marjerie was going to cross the
stile, and she found that boy, Buster l?‘ogts,

And
the cad actually took hold of her and
kKissed her! No wonder she screamed! 1
think I should have died!” _

Handforth Tt cut a terrific bhellow.

‘“He—he Kkissed her!” he shouted
furiously. “ The—the heonligan!”

““ Absolutely ! said Archie, flinging his
topper away, and peeling off his jaecket.
“Bg -gad! Where is the blighter? I'll
dashed well knock him down! 1 mean to
say, he'’s nothing more mnor less than a
blot on the landscape!” -

“0Olh, piease—pleaze!” pleaded Marjorie,
still flushing deeply. “I don’t want you to
do anything about it——" _

“1I'm awfully sorry, Miss Marjorie, but
we regard this as a matter of honour,” I
said quietly. “Buster is a St. Frank's
chap, and he’s acted like a ruffian. He’s
got to be punished. But are you sure it
was Buster? 1 can’t possibly believe that
he'd be such a cad.” e B

“Oh, it was Buster all right,” said Doris
promptly.,

And she quickly told us of the experience
which she and Irene had undergone.

We grew more angry than ever as wa
listened. Our criginal doubts were all thrust
aside. There could be no mistaking tins
evidence. It wasn’t as though Buster was

unknown to the girls—they had met him

before, and knew his caddish .character.
Handforth fairly raved as he listened.

“The beast actually sat there and refused
‘“By QGeorge!
And then after that he had the rotten nerve
to kiss Miss Marjorie!”’

“ Please—don’t I’> murmured Marjorie,

“1t seems to me that the occasion is one
that demands a frightful amount of dashing
about,” said Archie, with a gleam in his eye.
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“What I mean is, we've dashied well got to
move! This Buster chappie, you know.
We've got to find the insect, and lead him
to the baily slaughter!”

I looked at the heated juniors grimiy.

““Look here, you fellows, I wagt you to
leave this to me,” I said quietly. ““ But
first of all I should advise the young ladies
to get back to the Moor View School as
quickly .as possible.” I turned to them.
‘“Yon see, we don’t want you to be mixed
up in any scenes,” I added.go“And there’s
going to be a pretty big scene soon.”

Irene nodded at once.

' “You’re right, of course,” she said. ¢ Come
on, Doris; come along, Marjorie, We can
leave Nipper to avenge the insult. By the
.way, I don’'t like Nipper at all!”

“I'm sorry,” I said flushing. “ What have
I done?”

“Oh, I don't mean you, yourself!"” inter-
rupted Irene, laughing. “1I jnst mecan your
name, Nipper! It sounds so—so undignified.
Besides, it doesn’t fit you at all! You're
such a strong, sturdy looking fellow,
Nipper suggests just the opposite.”

I laughed, and became aware of a peculiar
hard-breathing from Handforth, I found that
he was looking at me with terrible jealousy
in his eyes. Ireme was giving me all of her
attention, and Handforth received none! He
could hardly contain himesel.

“The name was originally given to me by
the guv'nor,” I said smilingly. ‘I suppose
it fitted me at the time all right, when 1
really was a nipper. Mr. Lee's always calleu
me that, and the name's stuck.”

“But surely you’ve got a real name—of
your own??’? asked Irene.

¢“ Why, yes—Dick Hamilton.”

““0Oh, that’s ever so much better,”’ saidq
Irene promptly. “I shan't call you Nipper
at all—I shall call you Dick!”’ :

“ Rather !’ said Doris, nodding.
nice name.”

“Thanks?’ I said, with a chuckle, “ If vou
like Dick better, I'lm charmed.”

Haundforth shuffled his feet.

“ Dick's a

and ,
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““My name’s Edward,” he said carelessly.
“Ted for short.”

#0h, that's a nice name, too!” gaid Irene
demurcly. “Can we call you Ted?”

‘l‘llmther!” sanid Handforth enthusiastl-
ca }F- i
“ All right, good-bye, Ted—good-bye, Dick
—good-bye, Archie!” laughed Irene. .

She and her two companions waved thei
hands and waiked briskly away. And the
instant their backs were turned my expres-
eion changed. I became grim and deter-
mined. The girls were rather disposed to
treat the recent incident too lightly. Mar-
jorie, perhaps, was the only one who- still
allowed a fiery gleam to show in her eyes.
But she was a quiet girl, and just at the
moment she was subdued.

“1 say, that's ripping!” exclaimed Hand-
forth. “%ed, you know! Of course, it's all
rot caliing you Dick, Nipper——*’

“ Never mind that now,” I interrupted
curtly. “We've got something more im-
portant to disctiss than Christian names! The
chief thing is to find Buster, and I want you
to leave this affair to me—as I said before.”

“Not likely!” retorted Handforth, be-
coming angry again. ‘““We'll all be in it!

- We'll tauke Buster, and we'll chuck him in

the duck pond——"’

“Wait o minute!*” I interupted. ‘ Let me
finish, I'm the captain of the Remove again,
and I regard this as a personal affair. As a
favour, T want you feilows to leave Buster
to me.”

“Good idea!™ said Church
“You'll fight him, eh?”

“Yes,” I replied quietly. ¢ There couldn’t
he a better opportunity. DBuster gained the
captaincy by knocking me out, when I was
in a bad eonditicn, after a cold. To-day I've
regained the captainey, and it would be
absolutely fittinug that I should show the
whole Remove that it isn't a fluke. By de-
livering the knock-out to Buster I shall prove
that the captaincy is really mine.”

¢ Absolutely!™ agreed Archie stoutly. " a
sound scheme, laddie. In fact, a dashed ripe
scheme !’ .

“ Buster's acted like an utter cad to
Irene and Doris, and deserves to be shot for
forcing his rottem kiss upon Marjorie,” 1
said hotly. “ Why, even an outsider like Full-

and MeceClure.

-wood wouldn't act in that way to a giri!
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Buster, of course, was in a filthy mood--reck-
less and morose after hearing the verdict. I
suppose he acted on the spur of the moment.
He didn’t care who his vietim was. But he’s
got to pay—and dearly, tool”

- Archie nodded.

«« A priceless proposition, old soul; but
there seems to be ome flaw,’”” he remarked.
1 mean, Buster appears to be lacking. The
badl;ar1 chunk of garbage has legged it pretty
heftily ! ;

* J:l{l can't be far away,” I replied. °‘fin tie
wood, I'll bet. We know he hasn’t come this
way, and there's only the footpath., We're
asses not to have gone before. Come on!”

We hurried away, and I failed to observe
that Church remained in the lane. Church
had caught sight of Armstrong and Griffith
on bieycles, and he ran to meet them. In
the meantime, the rest of us, to use Archie’s
expression, legged it along the footpath.

And our quest came to an end much sooner
than we expected. Yor we had hardly pro-
ceeded a hundred yards when we came upon
John Busterfield Bootg sitting on a fallen log
in a clearing. We.almost went by him, for
the clearing was off to the left, and partially
hidden. :

We strode straight up to him, and.Buster
instinctively jumped to his feet. He scowlea
at us sullenly, and his eyes were alight with
suspicion.  His guilty conscience knew
exactiy why'we had come. -

““ Well 7 he demanded harshly.

I wasted no time in getting to the point.

“Did you insult Miss irene and her com-
panions?’? 1 asked. _

“* Mind your own business!”

.“Did you refuse to get off that stile
when lrene and Doris wanted to pass?”

« Yes, [ did!”? said Buster savagely.
«What of it? I had just as much right to
sit on that stile as tliey had to cross! 1I'm
sick to death of these girls, with their airs!
They think they own the whole county! I
just taught them a lesson—that’s all.”

“You unmitigated cad!? I said hotly.
¢ And what about Marjorie? What the
Jickens do you mean by having the infernal
impudence to touch her?”

“*Touch her??” sneered Buster.

‘“Yes—you not only touched her,
forced a kiss upon her!” '

“Qh!”? said Buster calmly.
interesting !’ .

His assumed coolness irritated me beyond
measure. I o

“ You're going to pay fTor that. insult—
now!” I said. “I'm going to thrash you!”

Buster started;, and took a step backwards.

“ Don’t be a fool!” he snapped. “I didn't
touch the girlt I didn’t even see Marjorie—
don’t know who she is! I’ll admit I refused
to move for the other two girls, but———"

He wagz shouted down by the others. His
denial regarding Marjorie was even more
contemptible than the act itself. And, finding
the bluff wouldn't work, he stood back, and
glared at us balefully.

but

““ That’s very
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claimed. ‘¢ All right—try it! If you call
this fair play, I don’t! Lour of you against
one—— 5
“Not at all!” I interrupted curtly., “D'm
going to fight you single-handed. And even
if I lose the fight, I shall have the satis.
faction of knowing that I've given you some
punishment. The best man’'s going to win.,”

“ Hurrah!” yelled McClure excitedly.

“When we fought before it was an un-
equal .contest,” I snapped. “ But this time
we’'re both fit, and it’ll be even. Now we’'ll
see who’s the best fighting man of the two.”

John Busterfield Boots almost turned pale
for a seccond. My fierce, determined tone
took him aback. But after_that first moment
he gave vent to a harsh, sharp sounding
laugh, and peeled off his jacket.

“ Al right—we’ll fight,” he said shortly.

There was nothing else for it; and Buster
knew this, At least he had the common
sense to see that there was no backing out.
McClure and Archie constituted themselves
Buster’s seconds; not because they were
anxious for this, but- because somehody had
to act in the capacity. -

Handforth and Church were my seconds.
Church wasn’t on the scene, but we assumeqd
that he would soon turn up. We couldn't
understand why he had lagged hebind. But
we discovered the truth a2 minute later.

Buster and I both stripped to our waists
until we were wearing nothing but our under-
vests. In the absence of boxing gloves, this
was to be a bare fist fight, and we should
probably be badly marked in the end. Buv
that couldn’t be helped. There was going to
be no delay over this fight.

But just at the last moment, when Buster
and I were preparing to start, we heard the
sounds of excited voices in the distance. And
through the trees we caught sight of the
familiar St. Frank’s caps and Eton suits.

Then - Church came rushing up, carrying
two pairs of boxing gloves.

“Good!” he panted. ‘“Just in time! We

thought you’d be a long way further onf»
Church was followed by about half the
Remove.

CHAPTER VI.
THE KNOCK-OUT!

XCITEMENT  reigned
supreme. :
Church, it appeared,

had dashed to St.
Frank's on a bicycle, had
spread the story, and ob-
o ; tained the gloves. And the
news had gone tound like wildfire, with the
result that the juniors dashed off at a rum
for the wood. Others were arriving at every
moment.
And that clearlng became an arena.
It was quite large enough for the purpose.
‘In fact, Nature could not have designed -»
. better. There was a kind of hollow in.the

#

£ You're going to thrash me,' eh?’-‘_ lie ex- | centre, and the slopes were filled with caygwr



Junlors, who all had a clear view of the
“ring.”
. John Bas*erﬁeld Boots looked round and
his lip curled.

“ We're going to.have quite a respectable
audience!” he said snecrmﬁ]y.

&£ Ydh‘” .
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A perfect storm of abuse was hurled upon
Busters head. He recoiled, startled at the
b:tterness of the attack. He who had been
.80.'popular - the previous week! It was the
. first time Buster had met with adversity, and
he wasn’t enjoying the etperlence He was
finding out that an idol, once kmnocked olf
his pedestal was a mere object of scorn.

- Armstrong and Griffith,-and many others
were preaent to say nothmg of many
members of the College House. These
Monks were silent. They' stood looking on
with . glowering eyes, ' Instinctively,
were against Buster. Their decent feelings
revolted a=ainst him. But he was a Monk
too, and “still their leader, they couldn’t
1'evile him in the presente of the Fossils..

In the meantime, Buster and I took no
notice of the gathering throng. We were
donning our gloves, assisted by our seconds.
We looked upon the matter grimly, and uot
as a spectacle.

This was to be a ﬁght—-a. real,
battle. '

My object was to punish Buster for his
caddish behaviour to the girls, and to prove
.my superiority over him at the same time.
I was filled with confidence that I could
smash him, bubt it would be no easy task.

. For J.B.B. was pulling himself together.

" He knew, too, the absolute significance of
this contest. Indeed, it provided him with
an opportunity of re-establishing himself in
the Remove. He almost began to feel glad,
as the excitement of the battle surged
turough his veins. e began to have more
corifidence in his ability.

Alrcady he was a shattered leader—his
power had gone. :Only a very few members
of the Remove still stuck to him. Fight or
no fight, he was done with, so far as the
- Rtemove was councerned. If he lost the battle,
the position could be scarcely any.the worse,

But if he won?

If he won! Buster’s eyes shone with a wild
hope.” If he won, the fellows would forget
his misdeeds, they would forget everything
e\cept the one fact that he had beaten me

fairly and squarely. And they would rally
to ‘his support by the dozen—he would be
skipper again, and rule supreme!

That was the dream that came to John
Busterfield Boots. It braced him up,
‘tightened his muscles,. and put a keen cdge
on his determination. His jaw squared it-
sclf, and he was eager to begin.

What a sensation—if he won! Deposed
and rejected, and re-established all in ouwe
short afternoon! It was indeed a wondrous
thought! ' '

I could see the subtle ehange in him, and
more than ever I knew that I had my work

determined

they

cut out. Buster was not a sullen, beaten
fellow. He was firmly determined to fight,
and to fight to the bitter end ~He would
give me a run.

Percy Bray and Denrny had rushed up,
demanding to be Buster's seconds. ~Archie
and McClure were only too. pleased to relin-
quish their joebs. And Tommy Watson in-
sisted upon being one of my seconds, with
Handforth.

Reggie Pitt was the referce, and nobody
objected to him. For Reggie was known to
be as straight as a rod, with a cool head and
a fine judgment.

“I'm ready !’ said Boots grimiy.

“You, too, Nipper?’ asked Pitt. “ Good!”

He glanced at his watch, gave a-final look
round the airena, and a hush fell over all
the fellows. s

“ Time!” said Rqute brlskly

There was no handshake at the beginning.
I had started out to give Buster a thrashing,
and the formalities were dispensed with,
Buster approached cautiously from his corn..,r,
sparring for an opening.”

But I was in no mood to play to the
gallery. My one object was to thrash Buster,
and to do it as quickly as possible. This was
no e¢xhibition, for the amuscment of the
crowd. Neither was it an ordinary fight. 1
had a duty to perform—a duty wluch 10
volved the ihonour of the school.

And, although perfectly cool, 1 presscd
the attack to the full extent of my ability,
I wanted to give Buster as much punishment
as I DObSlbl}' could. He deserved: it.

But his guard was perfect, and the round
was half over before I had an opportunity
of getting in a direct punch. Buster was
enraged hy one or two light taps, and he
swung at me viciously with his right. Side-
stepping swiftly, I returned his blow with a
swinging left, gétting under his guard, and
landing a heavy punch on the chin.

- Buster staggered back, but came on with
rcdoubled fury. :

Thud! Thud! Thud! , o

My gloves hammered upon Buster’s chest
with short, hard blows. He succeeded in
hitting me once or twice, but only lightly. We
clinched, broke away, and I forced the pace
until Buster was backing asvay, desperate
and infuriated by his own patent inferiority.

He was stunned—bewildered. _

That other fight, which had taken place a
few weeks earlier, had given Boots the im-
pression that he' was at least nearly. a
match for me. And he had assumed that
by putting forth every mnerve and sinew, he
would be my equal.

But in this very first round he found out
his mistake..

In science,. in footwork in quickness in
every form of the game I had Buster beaten.
And as I found this out, I gloated within
me. Buster was startled and the dis-
i:mery had the eflect of mal-:mg h1m reck-
ess )

Just before time he fairly hurled himself
at me, lashing out wildly and savagely.
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blows were easily swépt aside.

He reeled )
back from the effects of a punch which
caught him fairly on the point.

And before he could recover I pressed the
attack. Buster suffered severely. He received
three sharp body blows in quick succession,
a direct drive on the nose, a punch on the
left eye, and his guard went to pieces. At
that moment I could have delivered the
knock-out, but Pitt would not allow it.

“Time!” he gaid briskly.

The call of time had saved Buster from
being beaten in the first round. He stag-
vered to his corner, and was immediately
seized by his seconds. Water had been ob-
tained from a near by brook, and Buster
wag fairly drenched with the icy cold spray.

it had a wonderful reviving effect. When
he came, up for the next round he was
looking practically himself again—except
for a much swollen nose, a pufly eye, and
one or two other marks. His arrogant air
vf cocksureness had gone, to be replaced by
i grim, sullen ohstinacy.

'The second round was very much the same
a3 the first. But now Buster was more
cautious, He took no chances. Ile realised
fhat it was quite useless to force the pace,
or to assume the aggressive. Throughout
the round he clung tenaciously to defensive
methods. And although I tried more than
once to deliver the knock-out, Buster ¢vaded
nie. '

“It's all right, old man—you’ll win!”’
said Handforth, after the round was over.

““I think I'll bhave him now,” 1 said
(qnietly.

*“You bet!” said Watson.
last much longer!”

Boots still kept up his defensive tactics
in round three. But now I pressed him so
“severely that he was compelled to make a
-stand. Suddenty flying info one of his
- (desperale tempers, he again tried to take
me by surprise. But he only succeeded in
receiving further punishment.

IIf was as cool as ice, aund sure of my-
sclf.

Tommy Watson toid me afterwards that
my display was a masterly onc—but perhaps
Tommy was biased. He declared that my
<xhibition of Dboxing was one of the
prettiest he had seen for years.

By the end of the third round Buster was
very weak and grogzgy. He almost fell as
lte went to his corner after the call of
** Time!” Percy Bray and Denny were much
alarmed and concerned.

““ Better throw in the towel!” said Denny
dubiously.

** No, confound you!”’ snarled Buster. * If
you do that T’ll never speak to you again!
I'Il fight until I'm whacked!” -

And so round four started, with Buster
only partially recovered from his punish-
ment. 1lle was still groggy. I punished him.
severely during the first few seconds. One
hlow sent him sftaggering backwards, and 1
dropped my fists.

*“lle ean’t

Rimpartial

“ Had enough?” I asked quietly,
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‘*Yes—yes! [I—1 couldn’t stop
him !’ sobbed Marjorie, in distress.
‘“ He took right hold of me and, in
spit?’c’oi all my struggles, he kissed
me

. Somehow, I didn’t feel like punching him
any more. I couldn’t bring myseit to
deliver a smashing blow when he was in-
such a weakened condition. In spite of my
anger, I had a little pity for this sagging
figure. He had received so much puypish-
ment that I was wiiling to tinish the aflair
then and there.

But Buster took a mean,
advantage of my generosity.

Seeing my hands down, he leapt in, and,
hefore I could raise my guard, he delivered
a smashing blow on the ¢hin whirh sent me
hurtling down with a thud that shook every
bone in my body.

I lay there, dazed.

“One—two—three—-"
tween his teeth.

Reggie was furious; but, being a strictly
veferee, he had to admit the
fairness of Buster's blow—fairness, that is, -
regarding all boxing rules. It was my own
fault that I had lowered my hands. :

But, as a sportsman, Pitt was positively
mad. Busfter’'s action was mean, con-
temptible and dastardly. If he obtained the
decision because of his aetion, not a

ccutemptile

counted Pitt, le-

} mmember of the audience would hopour him.
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They rtefrained from hooting, or making
any demonstration. The situation was too
tense for that. My chums waiched, pale
with anxiety. Buster’s pals were already
glowing with expected triumph, -

But at the count of “ nine’ I sprang to
my feet. A great sigh of relief went up,
accompanied by two or three hoarse cheers.
I had deliberately waited, allowing wiyself
to recover.

Buster started back, 'scowling-—-nsick with
disappointment.

I dide’t wait a second. Inwardly I was
infuriated. My attack was grim and cool
and devasfating. Boots’ guard was knocked
aside, and he wilted and shrank under a
storm of blows. . .
Then, seeing my opening, I finished the
fight in whirlwind fashion. 1 delivered an
uppercut which caught Buster {fairly and
.squarely, and practically lifted him off his
feet. He Tolled over, and took the count.
“Hurrah!”
“ Nipper's the winner!” _
“ Good old Nipper—bhe's the chap for us!”
It was Armstrong who shouted the last
remark—Armstrong, who had been one of
Buster’s most faithful supporters. There was
1o doubt ahout the revulsion of feeling in
the Remove!

Buster's exhibition of caddishness
sealed his fate. -

His chums, the Faithful Five, picked him
up and attended to him tenderly, They were
pale and shaken with disappointment. Buster
Limself was coming round mnow, and there
was an expression of calm resignation on
his face. It was not exactly what 1 had
cxpected to see, :

The crowd shouted and cheered, and made
a tremendous demonstration. I had es-
tablished my supremacy in a manner that
would have a lasting effect. The Remove
was behind ime now,

Buster, having been helped to his feet,
was sponged over, and then assisted into
his clothing. He was a sorry spectacle.
ot that he was marked very severely. Con-
sidering the severity of his punishment, he
showed comparatively few signs. But he
looked utterly cowed, and all lhis bluster-
ing arrogance had vanished.

‘““ Well, you whacked me!” he sald quietly,
as I approached him. -

“ Yes,” I replied. “1 whacked vwou,
Buster; but we haven't quite done with
you yet. Take him by the arms, you fellows,
and help h4im along.”

“What. do you mean?”
Buster looked startled.
“ What are you going to do?”

““Take you to. Moor View School!” I re-
plied curtly. ¢ You're going 1o apolozise to
the girls—especially to Marjorie!”

had

he demanded.

| his mentality.

CHAPTER VII.
A BLIGHT MISTAKE!

ERCY BRAY glared at

me balefully.
“ Aren’'t you satis-
fied?”’ lhe shouted.
““You’'ve knocked Buster about
until he’s nearly crocked, and

o now you want to make an
exhibition of him! 1t’s hitting a man wken
hie's down!”
~ “Oh, no!" I replied sharply. ‘* Get that
idea out of your head, Bray. I've thrashed
Buster for being a hooligan—but that isn't
zufficient. An apology from Buster himself
is needed.”

** Hear, hear!”

“ Nipper's right!”

“ Make him go and apologise!”

The whole crowd backed me up. There was
no question about the sincerity of the de-
wands. Buster’s own clique protested. The
others knew well enough that an apology
from Buster was essential,

Boots himself shrugged his shoulders.

“1t’s no good me protesting,’”” he said.
“I'm not in a position to say much. Do
}'uul;”coufounded worst—and be bhanged to
you!

There was a vindictive, ugly gleam in his

eve. But he had quite suflicient sense to
sce that he was indeed helpless. His
thcashing had subdued him, and he was

sick with chagrin to find that his dream
was over, and that the Remove no longer
backed him up. :

Muarched along between__Handforth and
Pivt and several others, he went up the lane
after emerging from the wood. Only a few
juniors followed him, for I had quietly -
addressed the crowd, asking the fellows to
keep out of this. It would only cause fresh
embarrassiment to the girls.

And, like good sports, the Removites con-
sented. Reggie Pitt himself dropped out as
we passed the school gates. &o it was only
the original little bevy of us who accom-.
panied Buster to Moor View School—just
Handforth & Co., Archie, and myself,

As he walked along, Buster recovered a.
ereat deal of his strength. The effect of
tha knock-out was wearing off, and although.
he was sore and aching his sturdy frame soon
recovered its full vitality. And as the
g¢rogginess left him, so he seemed to im-
prove in spirits.

This was another surprise for me. I had
hren expecting him to grow sullen, morose,
and savage-tempered. No fellow, being leil
along to apologise to a girl, would be in the
hest of tempers. -

But John Busterficld Boots was the type
of chap to spring a surpise. Victory, suceess,
triumph—all these things got .into his blood -
and aggravated his arrogance, i

But defeat was something new; we had.
ngver seen how he would act in defeat. We
did not know what effect it would have uvpon
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‘We had not walked far past the school
gates before Buster turned to me.

“ No need to lead me along, like a sheep
to the slaughter!” he said grufly. * Don't
be afraid—I won’t try to get away.”

‘“ All right, Let him walk alone, Yyou
chaps,’” 1 said. :

Handforth objected at first, but I silenced
him with a look. In moments of this kind

1 was capable of subduing even Handy.
Somehow, there was something about
Buster’s attitude that pleased me. My

instinct is not frequently wrong. I felt that
Buster was going to surprise us.

““Yes, you lashed into me
thoreughly,” said Buster, after a while.
“1 shall be a sight by to-morrow. Well,
I dare say I deserved it. I was In a rotten,
vindictive mood, and I'm glad you pulled me
out of it.” '

1 said nothing, but I was pleased. With-
ou$ any question, the thrashing had done
J.B.B. a world of good. Ie was net turn-
ing sullen, as I had feared. Defeat was
having the opposite effect upon him. It
was bringing—realisation. -

** Sorry I took you by surprise during that
last round, Nipper,” went on Buster frankly.
“T14 was a caddish trick. But I was just
about dotty with rage. I'm cool now.”

. " My dear chap, don’t say a word!” I
.said quickly. * The fight’s over, and there’s
nothing else to be said.”

I noticed that Handforth and Archie were
regarding Boots with suspicion. They
couldn’t understand this humility of his.
It was so unexpected. But I knew that
Buster was sincere. The conceit had been
knocked out of him, and there was & dis-
tinct chance that he would improve from
this minute onwards. Many a bragging cad
has been turned into a good sportsman by
i sound thrashing.

If Buster turned over a new leaf, I should
indeed feel rewarded for my efforts. I had
no wish to see the fellow go down. My only
- hope was that he would {ind his true seli
and live down his former actions.

We came into sight of the gates of the
Moor View School. The November afternoon

pretty

was getting a little dull now, and there were

signs of a frost. The air was nippy and
sharp.

To our satisfaction, we saw two or three
of the girls standing near the gate, and as
we drew closer we recognised them as Irene
Manners, Marjoriec Temple, and Doris
Berkeley. There were two others with
them—Edith Marion and Connie Oakland.

They all looked at us as we came up.

“ Nowv, Buster, it’s up to you!” 1 said
softly.

For an instant John Busterfield Boots
seowled, and an obstinate light crept into
I'is eyes. But he shook himself, and I saw
his jaw grow firm. A slow flush crept up

into his neck, and spread over his features. |

Ite bowed low before Irene and Doris,
“Please allow me to express my regret for
being such a detestable boor,” he zaid hand-
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somely. “ There was absolutely- no excuse
for my caddishness, and I can only crave
your forgiveness.” - '

The two girls flushed, and looked at him
awkwardly, .

“ Well, you were horrid, and I'm glad you
refﬂ:se it,” said Ireme, her voice quite cold.

‘Horrid isn’t the word,” said Buster with
‘a great deal of his old assurance. * The
fact is, I was in a rotten temper, and ought
to have known better. I'm in a different
frame of mind now. As you will observe,
my face is somewhat battered. Nipper did
me the good service of giving -me the best
hiding 1 ever had. Fortunately, I’ve got
the courage to admit myself in the wrong.”

I felt strangely warm to Buster as he made
these brave observations. For they were
brave. It requires sterling courage to
apologise in a way that is a real apology.
It is so easy to mumble out a mere pre-
tence—but so difficult- to apologise with a
ring of sincerity. And Jobn Busterfield Boots
had done the thing in a well-nigh perfect
manner,

“I'm so glad!”’ said Irene quietly. * Gf

“Well, rather!* said Doris promptly.
“ I’ve never known a boy say he’s sorry like
th® before. I forgive you freely, Buster.””

“Thanks,” said Boots. “1 feel much
better.”

And he looked much better, too. His eyes
were shining with a big relief—and with
the complete satisfaction that comes to one
who knows that he has aeted squarely. 1f
only people would realise it, there is nothing
quite so uplifting as to admit oneself in the
wrong—when one really i3 in the wrong.
It takes a load off the mind, and one gegains
self-respect.

But we were all puzzled, at the same

| time.

Why bhad Buster given his attention to
Irene and Donis? Why had he ignored
Marjorie—the girl e had so grossly and
badly insulted? Perhaps it was because he
was too ashamed of himself,

_ Marjorie herself solved the problem.

For some moments she had been looking at
Boots in surprise, astonishment, and some-
thing that wus very akin to consternation.:
We had hardly noticed her, for our
attention had heen ocecupied by Buster.

But now Marjorie impulsively stepped
forward.

' Oh, but isn’t there some mistake?’’ she
asked breathlessly. * I—I don’t understand!
Is this really the boy who refused to move
from the stile?”’ _

“*Why, of course!”’ at
once.

‘““ But he isn’t the boy who—who Insulied
me!”’ panted Marjorie. )

“ What!’’ I shouted. ‘' Didn’t Buster kiss
you, Miss Marjorie?” .

She shook her head, blushing.

“ Xo—no!”’ she said quickly.
some other boy!”

replied Irene,

“It was

“You see,”’ said Buster, *“ I'm not quite so
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bad as you thought, Nipper. I tried to ex-
plain at the time, but you wouldn’t listen to
ine. But perhaps it was just as well—I’m
feeling. all the better for it.”

We were quite staggered and for a moment
gazed at one another in.sheer consternation.
1 had fought Buster because he had kissed
Miss Marjone and now it turned out that
he wasn'f rruxlty at all! In some way, there
had been an awful blunder. -But how? -

“PDash it all!” said Archie. ** Without
wishing to doubt your word, old lad, it seems

bally queeri. There's a l'rlrfhttul suspish
buzzing through the old bean that Miss
Marjorie is attempting to shield you.’

i Why, no—don’t be silly!” said Marjorie.
“This isn't the bO} at all! He was bigger,
and his hair wasn’t quite so red. ‘Besides,
he was dressed in an ord:nary suit—not in
Etons. Ile was rough, too.”

We had been misled from the first by
assuming that Marjorie was well acquainted
with Buster. As a matter of fact, she had
never met ‘him, although she had heard
quite a lot about him. Marjorie hegself had
been under the impression that it was Boots
w0 had insulted her.

. Buster himself gave vent to a short laugh.

* Perhaps I can explain the little puzz}f d;
a

he said. < After these two young ladies
passed through the gap—owing to my beastly
behaviour—I got up from fthe stile, and
strolled along the path. And I hadn’t
walked “a llundred vards before I met a
certain young genbleman with tow-coloured
hair—it would be an insult to genuine auburn
locks to call that hair red. He was big and
loutish, and I fancy he goes under the
chgrming name of Lumpy Bill.” |

“ Lumpy Bill!”' roared Handforth.

“ Lumpy Bill?"’ I echoed. ‘‘* Why, he's the
village loafer!”
- “So I have  always understood,” =said
Buster calinly.. * Well, this fellow passed
me, and stood staring for a minute. But I
took ne notice and went into that clearing.
I was too mad to care what happened to
anybody. I just sat there and glared at
nothiug. Of course, it was Lumpy Bill who
sat on the stile and wno had the nerve .to
as®ault Miss Marjorie.”

- T say, Buster, I'm c;c:n'rw,'--—mr»t‘ull\r c.orr3 i
I said earnestly. ““ Why, T wouldn’t have
forced you to fight if I had known this! 1
thought all along that 1uou couldn’t be such
a be 1sb as all that—-"

" It's all right; don't v.orr'r"’ smiled
Buster. “1 deserved the bhmqlunw for the
other thing. Besides, it's done me a lot of
good. FOr the ﬁrst time in my life I'm
realising that I'm not a tin god.”

There was no attempt at facetiousness
about these words. Boots was simply eandid
—he seemed to enjoy admitting his faults.
e was cleansing his conscience. Already
he was standing more upright. ,

Without a doubt, John Busterfield Boots |

wis turning the corner!
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 CHAPTER VIIL
READl ;OR THE GEAND PARADE!

UMPY BILL [}aid tho

_ penalty two. days
- Iater.
He was discovered

by Handforth and Co., Pitt,
and a few others. They were

' in the village, and captureil
Lumpy Bl]l as the latter was coming out of
a small inn, It was the first opportunity
the juniors had had.

The village lout was seized, forced to run
the gauntlet, and finally dropped into the
And when a few indignant vil-
lage folks caine round and tried to stop the
proceedings, Pitt curtly told them why Biil
was being punished. The villagers warmly
urged the juniors toc zo ahead.

The match against llelmford was pla}e{l
with great cathusiasm, the team consisting
of all the best players that I could pick
from the Remove., For two duys practice
had been the order of the day, aud the
Remove had been getting back into some- -

1 thing like its former shipshape condition.

And the Saints won the match comfort-
ably, beatmg lHelmford College by two clear
goals, -.It was a fine tussle, and did much
to bring even more juniors under my banner.

Bob Christine, for example, who played in_
the match, left Buster for good, and his"
two chums, Talmadge and Yorke, also
placed themselves under my leadership.
This was a signal for a few other Monks,
Buster's crowd was growing smaller - and
smaller every day. Matters were indec:l
seridis for him when juniors of his OWil
House forsook him,

But, somehow, he wasn't taking
matter as badly as we had expected.
arrogance had gone—his™ blustering
importance was no longer in. cwdence
he was not sullen,

1fe went about as calm and serene as ever,
but kept strictly to his own circle. He
hardly ever moved unless he was surrcun:izd
by the Faithful Five. They seemed to have
furmed themselves into a kind ot‘ isolated
band. -

Everything, in fact, u.as.gomg, fine.

And Armistice Day came round, eagerly
awaited for. To the intense diappointineus
of the Ilemove, the day broke duli, cloudy
and with «a drizzle of rainfall, 1t was, in-
deed, so thick and murky that the spirits of
all were sent cown to the lowest depths.

And this was to be a special day, too!

Archie Glenthorne was thoroughly pipped,
as he:expressed it to Phipps.. He had never
been %0 dashed upt-et in his life. The thing

was foul. ; .

But Archie needn’t have worried. Towards
the middle of the morning the _drizzle
ceased, the skies began to clear, and Dﬂtvtll( S
of blue peeped here and there amid the
murk. - And by noon the sum was shiniog,
and a soft breeze was chosing -the. last of
the giddy -cleuds away, -

L'.le
His
self-
Bug



To the joy of all concerned, dinner-time
arrived to find the wintry sun shining, the
air crisp and sharp, and with atmospheric
vonditions in general as well nigh perfect
a3 they ean be in the month of November.

The spirits of the school arose as rapidly

as the mists had vanished.
" And the celebrations, which were almost
on the point of being abandoned, were
quickly organised. I was fairly busy on
‘the job, for there was a great deal to do—
and most of it was in my hands.

Being Armistice Day, we had the after-
unoon cntirely to ourselves.
was all mapped out—a parade of cadets
thrgugh the village, round through Edge-
more, and home again—with a final. display
‘of special drilling on the playing fields.

By the time this was throngh we.expected
to see some signs of Captain Bertram Glen-
thorne, D.8.0. TFor the final event of the
day was to be the exhibitien #fight b
-Archie’s brother, _ -

Just lefore dinner, Archie was intensely
gratific § to receive a telegrami. Crowds of
feHlows gathered round him as Archie opened
it, and scanned the wards. The expression
of anxiety left Archie’s face.

‘* What-ho!? he
‘¢ What-ho!? Slpw

*“ Ass! What does it say?? ‘demanded
Handforth. . 7w : :
: - v Bay?” repeated Archie. ¢ Oh, rather!
1{’s from Bertie, don't you know. The dear
cl:appie will be dropping in on us at about
three-thirty.”? .

‘“ Let’s hope he doesn’t drop too swiitly—
‘that’s all!”? grinned Pitt. “ When a fellow
in an aeroplane talks about dropping on
you, it’s a bit significant. Well, thank good-
ness he’s eoming—we’re not going to be
dished out of that bit of excitement.?

Armstrong sniffed.

“ Fat lot of excitement in seeing an aero-
ptane!*’ he said tartly. '

¥ admit that it won’t be very hectic,
but in these days we have to be thankfal
-for small mereies,” eaid Reggie wisely.
““ Weeks -go by, and the most exciting thing
that happens is a fight between two cats,
or a sparrow’s scramble! But here we’re
going to see one of our distinguished war
heroes performing marvellous stunts on. his
Jatest air flivver!® )

*“ Air which, dear old soul?? asked Archie
politely. : - : .
~ *Oh, sorry!” grinned PRitt. ‘A Flivver,
you know, . is a Lizzie.. .But your major’s
machine is rather more distinguished, eh?”

“ As a matter of fact, old thing, I haven’t
-the faintest idea what the hally thing is
like!” confessed Archie. ¢‘But I'm dashed
‘glad’ that everything is topping.
to say, FPm always so irightfully nervous
when 1 hear that -Bertie is- whizzing here
and -there ‘on:’ the old ’bus.
hlighter for- taking risks. A perfect dare-
‘devil, by gad!® ' C ° 8 -

‘According to Archie, Captain Glenthorne's
¢xhinhition flight would not be a very tame

The programme

exclaimed ° gladly. | _ .
iy | and a portion of the column commencet

I mean

He’s such a ]

aifair. And we set about the preliminaries,
feeling  that the afterncon-was going to be
an interesting one. # s R Aa
And it was, too.
The Cadet parade wa

-

an unqualified
success. Over tiiree parts of the Remove
participated. And all' the juniars looked
finc in their neat khaki uniforms. --Consider-
ing that we had had very little opportunity
for drilling practice, the display was excel-
lently performed, i i /

We marched through the village, a2 brave
procession. Big Union Jacks were held, to
| say nothing of patriotic banners. It was

| something quite new for Bellton, and the

-

whole village turned out to lock on, and
to cheer. Celebrating Armistice Day in this
fashion was a novelty to the sleepy place.

And most of the juniors were highly grati-
fied to find that the Moor View School had
turned out in its entirety to wateh the
parade go by. The girls lined the high
banks mnear the school, and cheered and
clapped as the procession marched by.

The only- distressing incident was when
Handforth caught Irene’s eye in the middle
of uttering an order. landforth was so
smitten that he gave the order all wrong,

marching into the ditch—for strict obedience
+ to orders was as rigid as the laws of the
Medes and the Persians. In the nick of
time, Pitt countermanded the order, and
the column was restored to its eriginal
shape.

Handforth was the only one who walked
“into the ditch. _ “

He did so quite unconsciously, still push-
mg his chest out, and with eyes right—
towards Irene. It wasn't to be expected
that he could see where he was going with
his eyes averted in this way. -

Happily, Edward Oswald pulled himself
up while he was only immersed to his knees.
He struggled out amid general laughter, and
his attempts to regain his dignity were
funny, : .

Upon arriving at the school, the special
drilling took place—a fine display, which
the ead pronounced to be most praise-
worthy. The Cadets had now donned bright
sweaters of different ecolours., A living Union
Jack was formed, to say nothing of other
interesting devices.

The audience was considerable—consisting
of half the villagers, and Miss Irene and
all her chums. They had heard all about
the proposed display, and the . exhibition
flight by Archie’s brother. They didn’t want
to miss the fun, _

Somebody had suggested winding up the
day by giving an impromtu concert in the
big lecture hall. It was adopted enthusias-
tically, and every amateur singer and
musician was roped in, I .

- And the satisfaction was even greater
when the Head announced that all visitors
to the concert would be welcome—and whei

Miss Charlotte Bond, ¢f the M(_Jor View
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School, gave 'permission to her pupils toj
. the loop, tail sliding, rolling, and all flwe

attend the concert if they wished.

The drilling bad finished at three o’clock,
and there was an interval during which re-
freshments were served in the pavilion. And
a sharp look-out was kept for the expected
airman. :

Three-thirty arrived, and gtill there was
no sign of him. -

But five minutes later Willy Illandforti

sang out that he could see a speck- in the

sky. - And almost before the crowd knew it,
Cuaptain Bertram Glenthorne, D.S.0., was
overhead. , |

The big event of the day was at hand.

CHAPTER IX.

A SUPREME MOMENT!

- RCHIE clutched

Alf DBrent’s sleeve.

_ ¢ Dash it all!” he

said huskily. ¢ This
—this is too frightful for
words, you know! I mean
to say, the dear chap-
pie is positively asking for it in chunks!
I'm all of a dither!”

. And Archie certainly did look flustered.

1lis anxiety was for the safety of his
brother. Without the slightest doubt, Cap-
tain Bertram Glenthorne was giving one of
the most daring exhibitions of stunt flying
that St. Irank’s had ever seen. ‘

Armstrong’s sneering remark that there
‘was nothing to see in an aeroplane flight was
given the lie direct. Aeroplanes were fairly
common, even over St. Frank’s—in fine
weather as many as five or six might be
seen passing over in the course of a day.

But that was all they did do—pass over.

Nowadays people take little or no notice
of aeroplanes. But it is an altogether
different thing when a machine is giving ah
individual display—particularly when the
pilot is one of the most famous stunt
artists of the day.

‘Archie’s brother was no longer in the Ser-
vice. but he had lost mome of his sKkill
Being an officer in the Guards, he merely
used his aeroplane for pleasure purposes.

Iv was a small machine—a racy-looking
hiplane, glaring red from tip to tip. The
engine was of enormous power, capable of
hurtling the machine through the air at
close upon two hundred miles an hour.

Bertie had won many races with this
flying monster. Curiously enough, tae ’plane
did not give much- impression of speed when
at a great height, and this was partially
due to the fact that the engine was muflled
s0 eflectively that the only sound was a low
purr and the whining swish of the whirling
propeller.

Having circled over the school aft a height

at

of three or four thousand feet—Bertie's:

usual  cross-country altitude—the red
machine commenced swooping downwards
in a steep glide.

ien there was a fine displa; oping
Tl tl V. f display of lo

other well-known stunts. And it was all
done s0 perfectly that the juniors never
dreamed of danger. Captain Bertram’'s cou-
trol of his machine was almmost uncanny.

Finally, he came down to within three or
four hunared feet of the grouund, and then
proceeded to make a good deal of hair stand
on end. One can watch stunt flying at a
high altitude with perfect equinamity—but
when an airman begins to do Tfancvwerk
near the ground, one’s heart jumps iafo
one’s mouth.

And Bertie was a perfect terror.

ITe took no actual risks—he was too skii-
ful for that, Ie endangered no lives, for
he did these low-flying anties over the
meadows, adjoining the playing fields. If
there was any disaster, Bertie himself would
be the only oné to suffer. But Archie’s
brother was the master of his machine.

Several times he swept down, passed the
playing fields, only twenty feet from the
ground—hurtling aleng at a hundred and
eighty miles arn hour. There's nothing quite
so impressive as a racing aeroplane roaring
by at the level of the tree-tops.

A great gasp went up as tlie red machine
suddenly shot skywards like 2 rocket in
the middle of one of these dashes. With-
out any preliminary warning, the machins
simply hurtled itself skywards; nose fore-
most, carried clean up by Its own
momentum, and the ftremendous thrust of
i1ts own engine,

It was at this point that Archie nearly
had heart failure, . S

The machine staggered after reaching two
or three hundred feet, rolled over on .its
back; and many juniors yelled with terror,
as an accident seemed inevitable. TFor the
biplape dipped, sagged sideways, and
swooped earthwards like a stoune.

But the spectators needn’t have worried.

Captain Glenthorne was enjocying him-
self. Just when disaster seemed certain, the
engine roared a nhew note, and the ’plane
shot olff at a tangent, and commenced to
climb. And again it rose to a big height,
to perform new evolutions and swoops. Cap-
tain Bertie had succeeded in startling S8t,
Frank’s,

“My hat!” said Handforth. #I-I
thought it was all up, you know!”’

““The reckless ass!” said Church warmly.
“Why, he might kill himself by doing that
sort of thing.” .

I chuckled. |

““You don't seem to understand, my son,
that a machine of thig kind is under perfect
control in the hands of a skilful pilot.
Captain Glenthorne can do just as he likes
with it, and  the danger is practically nil,”
I said. *“Archie’s brother is an expert—
that’s all.” &

““All the same, dear old tulip, T do wish
he’'d have a heart!” exclaimed Archic
breathlessly. ¢ I mean to say, I'm all
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flustered and woozy! The old pumping
‘apparatus is doing chunks of overtime!?”’
And Archie held his heart, breathing
rapidly. ‘ '
Buster Boots, who was near by, laughed
~in his usual way.

“Not so had, but I can't see what all
the exeitement’s about,”” e remarked, with
rather a supercilious air, ‘‘Personally, I'd

rather ten times go up for a spin than}

look at all this stunting.” )
“Perhaps you’d like to do that trick-
flying?” asked Pitt. .
“J won’t say anything about trick-fiying
—but I'd like to go up for a flight,”” replied
Buster. “ And if
‘wouldn’t mind looping the loop, cither.”

¢ Perhaps you’ll have a chance some day,”

said Heggie.
Five minutes later Captain Glenthoine

shut off his engine, and proceeded to glide |

to earth as lightly as a feather. His
maehine, although a raecing model, was
capable - of fluttering down in the most

pteturesque way. And at last it touched the
grass lt)f the adjoining meadow, and came
to rest, - :

There was an immediate rush to surround

hiim,

Captain Glenthorne got out of hiz pilot’s
geal, and removed his flying hehmet, and
stood revealed to the crowd.

“Hurrah!”

‘“Good old Bertie!™

He was cheered vigorously. Archie bhad
referred to him as Bertie so much that the

jnnilors were quite familiar with the
name. Apd they were anxious to see this
intrepid airman. He was surprisingly hke

Arehie in features—but stronger, with the
air of 2 man of action. His age was about
iwenty-eight, he was clean-shaven, and when
he spoke his voice had the same intonation
as Archie’s. But he used none of Archie’s
fiowery phrases.

* Anybody, like a trip?’* asked Bertie
when the dcmonstration was over.

**Ha, ha, hat!”?

“Don’t laungh—I'm not kidding!” said
Glenthorne major. “F'm ready to take up
any fellow who likes to say the word—but
I can’t promise more than a dozen flights,
¢'ome along—one at a time, and I'll take
von for a spin round the district.”

The juniors were dubious at first—they
still thought that Bertie was kidding. But
when I jumped forward, and climbed into
the passenger seat, the fellows began to
realise that it was a genuine offer.

. “No stunts, of course,” said Bertic.
‘“Just a straight trip, and yow’ll land as
safely as you start.
the llead’s permission.??

“0ht?

Many of the juniors couldn’t believe this,
bat i$ was a faet. Flying nowadays i8 g0
cafe that the Head saw no reason why a
few pleasure spins should not he indulged in,
if anybody cared to zeccept Bertie's invita-

Y

..

it comes to that, I

It’s all right, I’ve got.

Buster knew welil enough that he
had been cut dead. And the jeers
of Armstrong and Co. seared into
him. But he shruaged his shoulders
and strode indoors. :

tion. But, of course, there was to be no
stunting with passengers.

Capt. Glenthorne was about to ciimb back
-into the eockpit when Archie appeared, red
and flustered. He had just succeeded in
| forcing his way through the crowd. Archie
 was not a fellow to use violent methods,
and he had had a dashed bally time, as
he afterwards remarked.

“What-ho! So there you are, Bertie, old
eompanion!” greeted Archie, as he appeared.
“ Greetings, and all that! Absolutely!”

Bertie grinned,

““] was just wondering why you hadn’t
turned up, Archie,” he  said cheerfully.
“ Coming for a spin?”?

¢ Absolutely!” said Archie. “That Iis,
after Nipper has waltzed skywards for a
timme. But, really, Bertie, kindly allow me
to voice a somewhat vigorous protest.
What I mean-is, all this diving and dipping
stuff! You dashed near came to knocking
holes in the ground ten minutes ago!”

““Nonsgense !’ laughed the rcaptain., “It
lonked dangerons, but it wasn’t.”

“We!ll, Kindly refrain,” said Archie



stiflly. “I mean to say, it may be all right
for you, but what about the bally specta-

tors? Here we are, expecting to see you
push the school over, and every time you
miss the dashed place by a dashed inch!
I mean, it’s dashed upsetling!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Well, you’d better dash away, and let
me get on with the washing!?’ said Bertie,
with a chuckle. “Sorry to disappoint you,
Archie—but I've got far too much respect
for the school to try to push it over.
Besides, there’s a remote possibility that I
should get a few scratches in the process.”

And Captain Glenthorne climbed into the
cockpit, and requested cverybody to get
back into the playing fields. And, with the
meadows left clear, the zngine was restarted,
and avay went the aeroplane.

There was no dipping and twisting this
time, Bertie took me for an exhilarating
run over to Bannington and back, the
whole flight occupying less than five
minutes. .

Captain (Glenthorne brought his pass
senger flights to an end, and snnounnced
his intention of giving a final exhibition of
trick flying before setting back to Croydon
—for he kept 'his machine at that famous
aerodroine.

The crowds stcod by, watching for the
stunting to begin. The red machine leapt
off the ground in a very different style now.
Bertie had no passengers on board, and he
could do just as he pleased,

But suddenly, in the very middle of the
turn, the machine dropped abruptly—slip-
ping down sideways, perilously near to a
tree. Everybody felt their hearts give a
Jump; but there were many laughs, too.
This was just another of Captain Glen-
thorne’s little jokes. '

But it wasn't!

. It all happened in a flash—so swiftly that
many fellows who were turning away didn't
even see it. What actually happened was
simple. The biplane got into a minor alr
pocket—one of those strange atmospheric
phenomena which all airmen dread.

The *‘pocket' eonsisted of a portion of
air that was much more rarified than the
surrounding atmosphere. Consequently, the
machine dipped. At any ordinary flying
height it wouldn’t bhave inattered—the pilot
wml)uld acarcely have noticed the pocket at
all,

But now, in the middle of a banked turn,
and quite near the ground, the effect was
disastrous. .

In a flash, the captain swung the plane
round as he felt the dip. But, masterly as
his effort was, one wing-tip touched the
topmost branch of the tree.
spun round like a top, crashed through the
branches, and hit the ground with a splinter-
ing crash.

In spite of all the captain’s efforts, the
accident had happened. Bertic succeeded
in reducing the force of the impact, but

The machine |

upon striking, the nose dug into the ground,

the tail rose, and the machiae 1gurned a
complete somersault. And Captain Glen-
thhorne was imprisoned beneath the wreck-
sgei : '

"CHAPTER X.
WAS HE AFRAID?

S TR N
“a It was a great;
Gahe) | long drawn cut gasp

of hworror.

The spectators were trans-
R fixed at first., [Faces werse
A NBBESS Pale, eyes were staring., And
during those first few seconds one could
almost have heard a pin drop. The drama-
tic suddenness of the accident was appalling.

In that first moment, which -eemed an
eternity, there was no sign of movement
from the plane. And the same thought
came to all of us. The daring airman had
been killed!

But in a flash I realised that this was
scarcely likely. The machine had been so
near the ground that the crash was only
slight—and the pilot’s cockpit was well pro-
tected. The chances were that Bertie had
been trapped in his seat—for, of course, he
was strapped in. '

Something else happened--something un-
expected.

The machine had fallen on the far side
of the meadow, fully a hundred yards from
the playing fields. And John Busterfield
Boots peered from a gap in the hedge.

IHe was much nearer to the wreck than
we were, Obviously, Buster had been
watching the proceedings from this point all
the time. Instinstively, being nearest, he
rushed towards the scene of the smash.

He was seen by scores of withesses, and
A great cheer went up as they reallsed that
Buster might be in time. But the danger
of approaching that petrol-soaked wreck
was ghastly,

Buster had run half the distance when a
big puff of smoke surged out cf the debris
—as though heralding something worse.
Buster paused, hesitated, but ran ‘orward
again, Then he fell.

For no apparent reason he went headlong
to the ground, and lay still in the grass.
I‘And the spectators ceased to paze upon
1im,

For other things were taking place. It
must not be supposed that we were con-
tent to leave everything to John Busterfield
Boots. Whilze he was running forward from
his side of the wreck, a number of us
dashed along from our side,

I happened to be nearest, and I led the
way, with Archie, Pitt, Handforth and two
or thres others at my heels. From still
another direction Fenton and Morrow and
some more .seninrs were rushing up.

Archie and I and the other junlors were
the first to arrive.
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The Immediate neighbourhood cof the
wreek Teeked with petrol fumes and oil
smoke., The air was foul with it. But we
didn’t think of the danger then. Our only
CaTe Was for Captain Glenthorne.

Quick! Grab this!” I panted. ¢ (Cume |

1, Archie—-"*
“Abqoluteh 1 gasped Archie huskily,

We seized the tail of the machine, and,
exerting our strength, lifted it clear of the
ground. Thus, il Captain Glenthorne was

still conscious, he would be able to wriggle 8 i

out. Previously he had been imprisoned.
“ Bertie!”” shouted Archie, in angulsh,
# Pear old lad
““Cheer up, young 'un—I'm all right!”
came a voice which filled us with iladness.
“Thanks, boys—fine! That’s the idea!”

Bertie’s voice was cool and firm. In
some extraordinary way, he had unstrapped
himself, although pinned beneath the over-
turned machine. And now he wriggled out,
jerked himself upright, and gave one swift
took at the engine.

** Come on—too risky to stay here!” he
said crmplv

Another dense puff of smoke and fumes
surged out. We ran back—realising, now,
the awful danger. Captain Glenthoroe ap-
pearedd to be absolutely wnscratehed—but
as a matter of fact he was bruised, sprained,
and had a gash in his arm two inches long.

But he made light of these injuries.
Archie was so relieved that he could scarcely
speak.

““We—we thought you were killed,
panted Handforth.

“Dou't. look
I've

*“Not me!” grinned Bertie.
0 scared, kids—this is only a picnic!
heen in many a worse crash than this.
t'‘onfound that inferual air pocket? There
gocs the poor old hus!”

And the cheering had been tremendous
as soon as it was found that everything
was all right. Bertie merely tied 2 hand-
kerchief round his cut arm, and leisurely
walked up to the wreck.

1lis inspection was satisfactory,

¢ Why, bless my aunt and uncle!” said
Bertie. “The good old ship’s bardly
touched! Smashed rpropeller, torn wing tip,
dented mose and one or two minor break-
ages., A gang of mechanics can put her
right in half a day, Good luck! Debter
than I expected.”

And Bertie fairly danced with joy. This
machine was a favourite of his, and he had
dreaded the thought of it being destroyed.

Dr. Stafford, who was on the sceme by
this time, graxe and concerned, offered
Bertie the hospitality of St. l*raulx 3. Need-
less to say, it was promptly accepted, much
to Archie’s delight.

Captain Glenthorne decided to remain
until mechanies could be sent from the
aerodrome, armed with all the necessary
gpare parts., He reckoned that Le would
be able to get away after a couple of days.

sir!”’
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In the meantinie, Bertie decided to
- thoroughly enjoy himself at St. Frank’s.

It was nearly tea-time now, so Archie
triumphantly claimed his elder Erother as
a guest. The Head relinquished Captain
Glenthorne in Archie’s favour—but only for
tea. Bertie would dine with Dr. Stafford.

‘The excitement was all over now, and it
happetied that Bob Christine and Yorke
came upon John Busterfield Boots as the
latter was about to enter the College House.
Christine, with a cold Jook, caught his arm.

“T say, Buster, I'd forgotten about you
nntil this minute. What's the matter:
Why did you fail?” :

‘““Fail?” repeated Buster, staring.

‘“Yes, you cad!’ shouted Armstroag,
who had certainly turned uguainst his former
leader. ¢ You were nearest when the aero-
plane crashed, and yet you were too funky
to run up!”

“ Why, you—you—"

Boots flushed deeply, and for an instant
it seemed that he was abont to fv at Arm-
strong. -But, with an effort, he controlled
himself.. -

‘“Well?2?? sneered Armstrong, “What's
the good of denying it? Do you think we
weten’t watchinZ? As soon as that puff of
smoke came out of the wreck, you dropped
tc the ground like a log—and stayed there,
too.”’ '

. Buster bit his lip.
t ¢TI tripped!”’ he said cuietly.
my ankle.?

‘“That’s a fine story!” shouted IHubbard.
“Tripped, eh? You didn’t do anything of
the sort! You dropped to the ground be-
cause you thought it would be safer to lie
flat when the explosion came.”

And this, indeed, was the cbvious explana-
tion of Buster’s action. '

“I tell you I tripped!” repeated Boots
harshly. “Don’t you believe we? Do you
think T was shamming?*

- “Yes, we do!”

“Yah, funk!”

‘“ College House coward!™ _

Bob Christine and the other Monks rrerely
shrugged their shoulders, gazed contemp-
.tuously at Buster, and walked indoors. RBus-
ter knew well enough that he had been cut
dead. And the jeers of Armstrong & Co.
seared into him., But he shrugged his
shoulders, and strode indoors:

¢“See that?’? yelled Doyle. & He's
even limping!"?

“ Funk!” . ' '

John Busterfield Boots went to Study Q
with his face burning. And when his rage
died down, he bitterly told himself that the
Juniors were not to be blamed. FEverything
.had gone against him to-day with a ven-
geance! : : :

- And his bitterness was not lessened by
the fact that the juniors were unjust. They
thought he was afraid to go up in an aero-
plane—but he didn't like to explain that
his parents had forbidden him to take any |

“1 hurt

not

such trip. He had wanted to go for a
passenger flight, but could only have done
so at the cost of breaking his word to his
mother. |

So Buster had thought it better fo get
away by himself, where he couldn't be gues-
tioned. And for the fellows to think that
he had shammed! It was galling—it was a
difficult pill to swallow. |

His one idea had been to get to the -
wrecked aeroplane. He had tripped—he had
hurt his ankle! So Buster mused to him-
se!f as he flung his big form into an easy-
chair, _

¢ 0Oh, they're all against me—all turned
on me like a lot of wolves!”’ he muttered.
““Can’t they understand that a chap can
hurt his ankle for five minutes, and walk
straight afterwards? Oh, the rotters!”

Was it really true that he had- hurt him-
self? Or had he funked? Quite a con-
troversy went on about this in the Remove
during tea-time. And the general verdict
was overwhelmingly against Buster. During
the course of this day he had lost every
cunce of his power. '

And, what was more to the point,
had lost his supporters.

Even the Monks repudiated him. At a
general meeting, Bob Christine was restored
to his former position as leader of the
Monks. The only fellows who clung to
Buster were those who had come€ to St.
Frank’s with him—the TFaithful Five. - And
they only did so out of loyalty.

John Busterfield Boots was almost a
changed being. His failure and his down-
fall left him utterly subdued. His nature-
was just of that kind which only sparkles
in the limelight. Scorned and rejected, he
almost ceased to take interest in life,

But there was plenty of good in J. B. B,
after all—and now that his pride had re-
ceived a fall, there was just a chance that
the smouldering decency in him would find
its way to the surface.

THE END.

he
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GUARANTEED 25 MILES.
Ha.yd!ne & Co0,,647, Fulham Rd., London,

'FPREE.: Casgh 'price 15/-,

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

RHEUMATISM CURED

42, Eldon St., Gateshead.
Sira,-—I am 65 :vears old and
was afflicked with Rheuma-
tism. I suffered terribly
night and day, and my doctor
suggested hospital treatment.
This I took, but after twenty :
weeks I.found no relief. I :
was advized to” try Urace. R
Within a month, r Urace 2
had effccted a preat change

in me. I was enabled to have = &3 ;
& good night's rest instead of torture, My
friends are surprised at my appearance, thanks

to your Urace trcatment.—¥Yours fnlhl’ullv
Wm. Hall.

TRACE and URACE alone can cure Rheumatism.
It directly attacks the cause—uric acid—dis-
golves and expels it from tha 8 11;em, and prevents
its recappearance. That i8 w it CURES and
CURES QUICKLY. 1/3, 3/-, and 5/- per box,
from Boote, Timothy White & Co., Taylor's, and

all Chemists and Stores, or direct from-
the " URACE
Laboratories,

; 108, - Woburn

House, Store
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ihe ‘BIG-VALUE. L S Rl

A fine New Modeclpn | i1l 9

Accordeon,10 x 9 x 54N
ins., plano ﬁmahed, ¢
11-fold metal-bound
bellows, 10 keys, 2
basses, &c. Sent by§h
return’ ﬂpost ~ to ap-§
{'roved orders. for
d/- deposlt and 1/2
postage, * &c.,~ and
promise to send.2/-
fortnightly till 17{6 in all is paid 2/- TU’TOR
Post Frce (ELSE-
WHERE DOUBLE) - Delight or Morey DBack.
FREE Llustrated Catalogue Post Free. Big
Bargains, Watches,: Clocks, Musical Iu
struments, &c.—PAIN'S PRESENTS HOUSE,
(Dept. 9 B), HASTINGS.- (Established 1889.)

, HEIGHT GOUNTS

tn winning auccess Let the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
P.Q: for particulars and our £100
guarantee ta Engquiry Dept. A M.P.,

17.8troud Green:Road, London; N. 4

Hﬂw -DO -YOU . SPEND YOUR
- WINTER EVENINGS ?

WHY NOT BE A CONJURER ?

You can hlghly amuse yourself and your friends
with one of our CONJURING OUTFITS, _each
containing an assortment of new mystifying
tricks and complete in decorgted box with full
mstructions 1/6, 2/6, 3/6, 5/6, and 8/6,
post free, - SECURE ONE OF THESFE! Send-for
frco Catalogue,—J, BISHOP & CO., 12,
Argyll Place, Regent St., London, W.l.

' Catalogue of Boots, Suits, Costumes, | Cinema Bargains! Films 50 ft., 1/-; 100 ft.,

Overcoats, Watches, Rings, Clocks, | 1/9; CINEMAS from-4/9 (post 6d.); Film ,,PP'

Accordions, ete Faw terms from 3j~ windors,Spools,cte. Stamp for BIG BARGAIN LIS s,
; . monthly. fMAST] RS, LTD., IHE —A E. Maxwell, George Street Eastmgs.
Prmtcd and Published every Wodnoaday by the Proprietore, The Amalgamated Press (1922), Ltd,
The Fleetway House, TFarringdon Street, London,” 15.C.4. Advertisement Offices; The Flevt-
way Honse, Farringdon Street, TLondon, E.C.4. Subscription Rates:. Inland - and = “Abroad,

11/- per annum 5/6 for six montls,

Limited,
No. 440.

Canada :

“8ole Agents for South Africa :
Sole Agents for Australia and New Zoaland
The Impmlal News Co.
D/R

The Central News Agfflf“h

Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for

Limited.
" November 10, 1923.

Messrs,
(Canada},



