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Handforth’s fist shot .ﬁcross the table, and landed squarely in the centre of
L{WcCIu-re’s chest.
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A Lonyg and Laughable
Whitweek Story of the
celebrated Boys of St
Frank's at the Wembley

Exhibition.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
WHIZ-MONDAY MORN,

OW then, lazybones!
Show a leg:”

“.N
o
Lol

In this disrespectful  fashion
Willy Handforth addressed his
elder brother as he shook him vigorously
by the shoulder. 1t was Whit-Monday

morning, and the Handforths were at home,
at. their father's London house.

Edward Oswald Handforth opened his
eves, blinked. and regarded Willy as though
he were some undesirable insect,
= ¢ Clear off ! he said sleepily. ** What are
vou doing in my bed-room? 1f you don’t
get out of it 1Ml M &

.My dear ass, it's nearly eight o’clock,
and vou're expecting Chureh and McClure
at half-past,” interrupted Willy. ¢ Besides,
We're going to Wembley this morning, - and
vou've arranged to meet all the chaps.”
_Recollection dawning, Handforth- yawned.

#¢ By George, ves!” he exclaimed. ¢ Nearly

eieht? All right, T'il get up—but I won't
move an inch until you get out of this

bed-room.
have you
marks?’% - S e
“His minor sniffed.
“I've got something

You won’t think I'an going to
standing by, making funny re-

N

better to do!™ he

Up you get!

1 his

| in  this neighbourhood, William,

said tartly. “I'm going to feed
monkey, and——7

“Don’t you bring that monkey in here!”
saidt  Handforth darkly. =1 don’t forget
what Lappened on Saturday morning, when
you sat the beastly thing on my pillow!
I woke up and thought I was in the Zoo!”

“That's nothing -new,” said Willy. “You
always think you're in the Zoo when you're

my

dressing. You must look in the glass to
put your tie straight.”’
And with this parting shot, Willy

sauntered out of the bed-room, and made
way into his own. He went to the
window, looked out, and whistled f{rom
sheer over-exuberance,

1t was a glorious June morning, and real
sumaner. The sky was blue, and flecked
with a few fleecy clouds, and the sun
was already beating down with an intensity
which indicated plenty of heat to come.

Willy whistled untunefully, and made the
air hideous with his morning song. Just
down below, on the lawn, Sir Edward Hand-
forth. his respected pater, was having a
glance at the snorming paper. Sir Edward
looked up, removed his  glasses, and
frowned,

“There are quite enough uncouth noises
without



your adding to them!” he said, frowning.
* Cease that infernal din this instant!”

The whistling stopped as though a tap
had heen turned off.

“ Al right, pater,” said Willy cheerfully.
“It's a funny thing, though—I always
thought you liked music.” He turned
away from the window. < Must have got
out of bed the wrong side this morning,”
he deecided. “Queer old bird, the pater.”

snd he commenced whistling again, even
shritler than before, and proceeded to get
into trouble with his mother. She, on her
part, was longing for _
{he day when holidays
would be over. Both
~Sir Edward and Lady
Handforth were gener-
ally worn and hag-
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week. So it was safer, quieter, and much

less expensive to let them have a room
each. : ; e
Handforth looked startled. He couldn't

feel anything now. And when he stared
down the bed at his feet there was no
lump there—nothing at the bottom of the
bed to account for that icily cold touch.
It was really one of the most extraordinary
things that had ever happened.

Then, as he lay there, watching, it seemed
to him that there was a slight movement
beneath the sheets. Yet he himself wuas
perfeetly  still. I1e
suddenly threw the
bed-clothes back with
a feeling of alarm.

: Six . “Great jumping
age of Sixth Form corks!” he = gasped
blankly. . -

gard by the last day
of every vacation.

In the meantime,
Handlforth was decid-
ing whether he should
vett up or nol. He
fonk a look at the
shky through the win-
dow, and decided that
he would. Then he |
clesed his eyes, and |
conciuded that  the
hed was  jolly coni-
[ortable. And . there
wasin’t any hurry, any-

wWiay. Church and
MeClhure wouldn’t  be

on_the spot until half-
past eight—and, at a
pinch, he could easily

There, calmly worm-
ing its way up from
the bottom of the bed,
was a snake! A real,

live active-looking
snake. It paunsed for

~a moment, and gazed

at Handforth with its

strange-looking eyes.
With one leap, and

"a howl Ilike some
creature from the
forest, Handforth
charged out of bed.

He grabbed the snake
hy the tail, swirled
it round, and slung it
through the window
with one movement.
““Thank goodness!”

{
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H_ip dOWH.StEﬁI‘S . in ,/"S.‘\ he Dbreathed,. ALy
time, even if he didn’t . PR’ hat! What a narrow
turn out until twenty- 6L/ escape!”’
five past. : L He sank down on
So the bed won the No. R4 the bed, pale and
battle over the blae Fenton’s closest friend, and g shaky, trying to col-
sky, which was rather one of the most popular Xeag lect  his thoughts,
lamentable. But - in tl hool. Moi =g Then, gradually, a
! ) L - seniors in the school. Morrow - , :
Handiorth didn’t - is a genuine _hrick_good. “‘\‘E‘: hards ]\‘BEH 'ght’ter en'
actually go to sleep BEE  patured, kindly, and a sound =] tered his eyes. Pos
— ! 2 : & sibly he was wrong
again. He lay in bed, ES¥ sportsman., He possesses a g sibly ; >2
with ~a dreamy ex- = are oilt of derstanding >4 but somehow he could
; : i — VLS = gL R Ea not hel connecting
pression in his eyes. E@EAg and hasn’t an enemy. o S Y D OE b
He seemed to have PEQ) * { the snake’s preseunce
: /(@\ ¥ in  his  bed with
suddenly -~ remembered g™ - e
something. Fitst he = Willy’s recent visit.
turned a delicate S

shade of pink, then he smiled at nothing,

and finally ae closed his eyes and looked |

screnely happy.

* At this moment something icily cold
touched one of Handforth’'s feet. He gave
a violent start., He was quite alone in bed
—he wouldn’t sleep with his minor for a
fortune. Indeed, his ‘'mother insisted that
they should have separate bed-rdoms.

? She had tried one bed-room for them

carlier, but had discovered that it wonld
be necessary to refurnish it about once a

CHAPTER 11

GREAT SNAKES!

IR EDWARD HAND-
FORTH -nodded ap-
provingly.

- He was still read-
ing the paper, but ‘it was
one of his habits to nod his

. head . approvingly when he

read an article that pleased him. He hal
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just finished the leader. It was wholly
political, and it exactly expressed the views
that Sir Edward himself had been advo-
cating at meetings for the past twelve
years.,

““The man who wrote this article,” said
Sir Edward, “is a man with brains! He
has sound reasoning, fine judgment, and
Iis views are amazingly accurate. Splen-
did ' o

ifle spread the paper out, and sought for
further interesting topics. At any moment
‘hie was expecting the breakfast-gong to
sound, and he stood on the lawn, in the
shade of one of the leafy trecs.

Sivr Edward was quite unaware that some-
thing had recently sholt out of Edward
Ozwald's window, had caught in the {ree
branches, and was slowly but surely drop-
ping down from twig to twig. Finally,
it seemed to lose its grip, and came the
rest of the way with a run.

Plop !

Handforth’s recent bed-fellow landed fairly
and squarely in the centre of Sir Edward’s
newspaper. And Willy, who happened to
glance out of one of the upper windows at
the moment, - was bereft of all furbher
songs to see his father suddenly leap aboflt
three feet into the air, give a roar like a
rliinoceros, and dash across the " lawn at
full speed.

Sir Edward was not easily startled out cf
Iiis usual dignified ealm. But when snakes
drop out of his trees in the temperate

elimate of London, it was decidedly time
t¢ do something about it.
Griggs, the gardener, was busily anni-

hilating some green flies on some of the
flowers on the other side of the garden.
He turned, startled, as Sir Edward panted
up.

“Snakes!” gasped Handy’s pater,

“ Beg pardon, sir?” asked Griggs, staring.

“ Snakes, man!” roared Sir’Edward, red in
the face with heat and alarm. “ Confound
vou, Griggs! Haven't you got any sense
this morning?” _ '

“ But—but I don’t understand, sir 3

“What do you mean by allowing snakes
to roam about this garden?” demanded Sir
Edward. “Good heavens! 1 might have
Feen bitten! It dropped right out of the
tree! Fell into the middle of my news-
paper! Upon my soul! I've never had
such an experience in my life!”’

Griggs was dumbfounded.

‘“ Snakes, sir?” he repeated incredulousiy.
¢ Quter them trees?*

““Yes, outer them trees I mean, out
of those trees!” snorted 8ir Edward.
“What do you know about it, Griggs? 1
had not the slightest idea that snakes
flourished 2

“ Rummy—that’s what it is,
mented Griges heavily.

sir!” com-

———— o
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He gazed at Sir Edward rather sus:
piciously. He had alway3 thought his
master was quite a temperate man. Still,

when he saw snakes at eight o'clock in the
morning, on a fine summer’s day——

And then Griggs abruptly cocked his head
to oitg side, scrateched an in¢h of his chin,
and nodded.

““ Ah!” he said sagely. 1 reckon I've

got it, Sir Edward. Like as not your
young Master William will know sometihing
about that there snake.” r

“ Master William?”  ejaculated Sir

Edward. **Rubbish! Stuff and wmonsense!
Do you mean to tell me that my sons go
about with snakes? You're getting more
foolish every day, Griggs!”

He stalked away, mopping his brow. Now
that the alarm seemed to be over, he
ditmly realised that he had béen somewhat
undignified. And he went back 1o the
other side of the lawn. picked up his paper,
and looked round = cautiously. After all,
it had been a mistake to leave the snake
there without seeing where it went to.

“Ripping morning, pater,” said Willy,
strolling down ¢he garden path with his
hands in his pockets. * Congrats.””

“What do you mean, young man?’ asked
Sir Edward, frowning. -
~“ Why, I never knew you could sprint like
that, pater,” said” Wiliy. *As for clear-
ing hurdles, I bet you'd—— - |

“*William, say nothing about that!”
ordered Sir Edward, feeling in his pocket.

“On o account let your mother know,
H'm! You're going to Wembley to-day,
aren't you?” ‘ _

“That's the programme, dad.”

“Got some money?”

“You gave me ften bob last night,” sai¢
Willy, failing to add that his father hac
also added another pound.

“Ten shillings, eh?” said Sir Edward
“Hardly enough! I've got some loose silve:
here—tuke this, my boy.”

“Thanks awfully, pater,” said Willy.
pocketing about twelve shillings. “it's al;
right--don’t worry, I shan’t let on about
that little weight-redueing stunt of yours.
Keep it up, pater—it’ll do you good!"

Willy strolled off, Jeaving his father look-
ing after him in a rather helpless way.
Sir Edward was always rather helpless
when dealing with his youngest offspring.

And Willy, getting indoors, pulled a long
black thing out of his waistcoat and gazed
upon it lovingly. It was nothing more nor
less than the snake which had been causing
all the troubie. ™ It was rather remarkable
that Sir Edward hadn’t seen the bulge.

“Sebastian, old lad, I nearly lost you
that fime, but it was worth it!” he said
confidentially. “You gave old Ted a fright,
you made the pater do a few stunts, and
vou've earncd me twelve bob! Keep on
like that, my lad, and you'll make = way
for yourself in life!”
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CIIAPTER III.
TWO VISITORS,

IGHT - THIRTY

THE NELSON

was

near at hand, and
Handforth was just
finishing his toilet,

As a rule, he dressed, and
goft down in about six
minutes. Seven was the out-

ide, and his record was two and a half.
sut this morning, for some reason, Edward
dswald” was making himself resplendent.
He out-Archied Archie Glenthorne himself.
Attired in Oxford bags, he surveyed him-
self in the mirror.  His shirt was just
right, His necktie set with a beautiful
twist to it. Altogether, he considered he
wis looking his best--which was saying a

lot. He took at least five minutes to brush.

his hair. _

And just as this was completed to his
satisfaciion, there came a tap at the door.

“Come in, fathead!” he sang out, without
turning, :

‘he
cnterad, |

“If you please, Master Edward——" she
began, ' '

“Oh, it’s you, Ellen!’ growled Handforth,
looking round. “If you're going to tell me
Pm late for breakfast, I'll jolly well iell
you off!»?

“The gong
Bdward 2

“Then what do you want to come hother-
ing now for?’ asked Handforth. “By the
way, Ellen, how do I lock? Not bhad, eh?”
he went on, turning himself round for her
inspeection, “I’ve  been rather particular
this morning, you know,” he added ecare-
fessly, "We're gcoing to put in the day at
Wembley.”

door opened, and a parlourmaid

hasn’t sounded yet, Master

The maidservant smiled, and nodded
approvingly,
“You're looking wonderful, Master

Edward,” she said, with perfeet gravity, I
do hope the weather keeps fine for you.
’d love to go to Wembley again. I went
fast year™ _ '

“That’s nothing,” said Hand{orth. ‘1
went three times last week! Jolly fine
place, Wembley. You never get tired of the
Exhibition—particularly the restaurants.”

“Yes, sir,” said Ellen. *“But I just come
up to tell you that two young gentlemen
have called—’

" “0h, cood!” said Handforth. “0ld Church
and McClure. I'll tell you what, Eilen,
shove ’em in the dining-room, and tell ’em
to wait. Tell ’em I'll only be two ticks.”

“Very good, Master Edward!” agreed the
maid.

She went off, and five minutes later Hand-
forth himself strolled sedately down the
stairs, crossed the hall, and wmade for the
dining-room. - He rather prided himseill
that he would show Chwrech and McClure up

-y P
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_pretty strongly. He never did think much

of the way they dressed.

He entered the dining-room, took two
steps forward, and halted.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” he ejaculated,
staring.

Seated on the cornmer of the table was
Chuhby Heath, of the St. Frank’s Third
Torm. And investigating a dish on the

sideboard was Juicy Lemon, his bhoon coni-

panion. Juicy had just selected a banana,
and he proceeded to.peel it leisurely.
“Hallo, Handy!” he said, with a nod.
“Ripping morning. How’s things? Willy
all sercne?”
Handforth simply stared. e had

expected to find church and MecClure, his

own chums of the Yourth Form. And 1t
was rather a shock to him to discover
these fags in possession. Chubby Heath

was eating an orange, and he was amusing
himself by placing the pips between finger
and thumb, and projecting them with hurt-
ling foice at the oil paintings,

“Buliseye tibat time!” he
“Got him fairly on the nose.  What-ho,
Handy! Got over that affair yet? Feeling
all right after being nearly killed in that
explosion at St. Frank’s?”

Handforth found his voice. He really
seemed to find about three voices all rolled
into one, and when he spoke the windows
rattled.

“What are you doing here?”’ he bellowed.
¢« Never inind about any explosion! What
are you doing here, you young asses?”

“We’re waiting for Willy,” replied Chubby
Heath. “But what’s the idea of trying to
burst your vocal chords? You've secn us
hefore, ain’t you? We're always going
about with Willy at St. ¥rank's—"

“That’s not the point!” roared Handforth.
“Youn've e¢ot no right in this house at all!
I was expecting Church and MeceClure. I
come here, and find you two idiots burgling
our food!” .

“Qh, cheese it!” said Juicy, eyeing a
pineapple with some doubt. “What’s it put
on the sideboard for? Visitors, of course!
1 say, Chubby, what about halves?”

But the pineapple was saved from an un-
timely fate by the appearance of Sir
Edward. He had really come in to find out
what all the noise was ahout. Then he saw
the two fags.

“Oh—ah—yves!” he said gruflly. “Friends
of yours—eh, Edward? I mnderstood they
were coming. But not quite so much noise,
if you don’t mind. Good-morning, boys——"

“Good-morning, sir!” chimed in Chubby
and Juicy, making strenuous efforts to hide
all traces of fruit—which was rather difhi-
cult, considering that orange pips were all
over the fioor, orange peel on the table, and
a banana skin sticking out of Juicy's
pocket.

“Friends of
with a sniff.

announced.

mine?” repeated Handforth,
“These? I wouldn’t touch

'em with a bargepole!  They're Willy's
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young pals! How on earth they got here is
a mystery to me!”

But it seemed that Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon were quite welcome, for Sir
Fdward smiled upon them, shook hands,
and then took himself off.
f+1t that the house was becoming a positive
Trme for fags.

R e e ]

CHAPTER 1IV.
OFF TO WEMBLEY,

REAKFAST was
and it was prac-
tically nine o’clock
before Church  and

McClure, of the Fourth, put
in an appearance. They rang
the bell, and marched mtu
the hall as bold as bmss—lust as the clock
was striking the hour.
Oswald tmitmrr for
SeVire e\pwmum
“Oh, so you've ecome?” asked Handforth

glariug.

“!Jndn’t_ You ask us to come?” said
McClure, in surprise. “What's the idea of
remfferatmg reception? Aren’t you

over,

them with a grim,

this
pleased to see us arrive on the tick?”

“The tick?” roared Handforth.
half an hour late!”

“Rats! You asked us
nine!” said Church. . -

“Nine! Nothing of the sort!” said Hand-
forth, with a start. “Oh, well, it doesn't
matter!  You've missed bu‘akfa&t that’'s
all. It serves you right—you'll have to go
hungry until we get to Wemblev i

“We  had hrmhimt before we started,”
explained Church. “And we shan't need
aunything at Wembley until lunch-time. It's
no good going to a place like that to eat.
We want to see the sights.”

Handforth zaid no more about his chums
being late. Now that he was reminded of
it, he remembered that nine o'clock had
been the fixed hour. So, upon the whole,
lie let them off.

“Come on—we’ll start straight away!" he
announced. “We're going to meet Pitt end
Grey, and lots of the other chaps in the
Fxhibition,
fime.”

“1sn't
McClure.

Handforth looked distressed.

“Don't talk to me about my minor!" he
growled. “He put that rotten snake of his

to be here at

your minor coming?”  asked

in my bed this morning, and I haven’t been .

able to biff him for it yet. I believe he’s
going to Wembley, but if he interferes with
us,
him into the lake!”

“How about your sister?”

“Fna®’ said Handforth. “Oh, she's not
going—at least, I don’t know whether she
is or not,” he added frankly. *“I
seen her this morning—lazy young bounder!

Fdward Oswald

They found Edward

56'1?(-)‘1.1 . [.e

so we don’t want to waste zny-

it'tl only take me two m:nules to chuck -

haven’t

s
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I heliese she’s zoing to meet some of her
pais—Irene and the rest. But we ncedn't

bother about those glfrvlmg flappers,” he
added carzlessly. “Let's be off.”
They started, and Church and McClure

were feeling slightly dazed. To hear lrene
referred to as a “giggling flapper” by
Handforth was something unusnal. If they
had wused those words last term at St.
Frank’s, Handforth would have turned
Study D into a bear garden.

They were {rankly nonplussed, bui said
nothing. It was far wiser. And they pro-
ceeded on their way to Wembley. Hand-
forth wanted to take a taxi all the way,
hut Church and MeClure refused to submit
t» this lavish display ol wealth.

“It's  sheer extravagance,” said Church
firmly.

"I'm paying. fathead!” roared Handforth.

“That doesn’t matter—we're not going to
let you chuck good money away,” retorted
Church. “The best way is to go to Maryie-
hone Siation., and then get an electric
train. It fakes us straight into the centre
of the giddy FExhibition. No¢ need to walk
miles from the entrances.”

“My hat! I hadn’t thought of that!” said
Handforth, “That'll come in useful another
Line.”

“Another time?" repeated MeClure.
youw’ve heen 1o the Exhibition goodness
knows how many times this vear! And the
place is ouly just opened! You went about
four times last week!™

“It’'s a marvellous exhibition,” said Haud-
forth impressively. “You ean’t sec it all in
a day.”

““Tlt_‘.",

“Oh, well, you get tired of the switehback
after once or twice,” said Church. *“And
thnse ronindabouts aren’t  particularly
exciting. Of ecourse, it's decent on the

= - 4 " -

“What about the FExhibition?” asked
Handforth. “It seems to me, my sons, that
all vou ecare about is the Amusement Park!”

“What else are we going for?” asked
McClure, in surprise.

Handforth refused to discuss the matler,
and his chums were more puzzled than ever.
Until now. they had never known Handforth
to take =uch an interest in the Exhibition.

They arrived among thousands of others,
for the fine weather had drawn a huge Bank
Holiday crowd. And it seemed prnblemfit[c al

whether the «ther St. Frank’s fellows
would ever be located.  Handforth had
foraotten the meeting-place, and Wembley

is a considerable size.

But Church and MeClure were not se
forgetful. They waited in front of Indis,
and just facing the lake. This was the
agreed-upon spot. And almost at once they
ran into Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent.

Then Reggie Pitt & Co. were sighted,.
L to sax  aotuinz of the Onions Brothers:



and Buster Boots and Bob Christine. In ]

fact, all the prominent members of the Sti.

Frank’s Fourth ¥Form were bent upon
wembling at Wembley.
CHAPTER V.
STRANGE CONDUCT OF IANDFORTH,

¢ HAT-HO! Greet-
_ ing, and all that
kind of stuff!”

gaid Archie Glen-

thorne, as he adjusted his
monocle. * Good gad! Iand-

forth, old fright, allow me to
congratulate you! I mean to say, this
frightfully swagger attire, what? Why,
dash it, you’ve absolutely beaten the
record!” |

Handforth beamed.

“Think s0?” he asked. “Good! The fact
is, Wembley’s a smart place, and it’s just
as well to look your best.”

“Absolutely,” agreed Archie. *“Well,
Inddies, what about it? Is this where we
trickle? We’'ve seen the old Exhibish, so
now let us away homewards——"

“You ass, we've only just
grinned Reggie PFitt.

“ Absolutely! But I mean to say!” pro-
tested Archie.- “Crowds and all that. I'm
fearfully afraid there’ll be a frightful
amount of fearful pushing and shoving. and
what not. 1t makes a (}mpple so dashed
hnt and hothered!”

“Yeave him to me, you chaps!” grinned
Alf Brent. “JI've got a nice little pro-
gramme for Archie.”

“Pnt him through
Watson with a chnckle

arrived!”

it!” said Tommy

“QOddslife!” waqped Archie. “You don't:
ntean to say
“Iirst of all, India, because that’s

nearest!” said Brent, taking out a paper
and looking at it. “Then I'm going to take
him through Burma and Bast Mrlca, and
then we’ll drift on to Canada, drop into
Australia, and then work our way round to
the Palace of Arts and the Palace of
Industry. That's just to start with.”

Archic looked weak and helpless.

““Goad gad!” he said in a hollow voice.

“I suppose "we¢ shall get through that
pirogramme by lunech-time,” continued Al
Brent, with a wink at the Fourth-Farmers,
“T'1 take nus a bit of time to go through
the Palace of Engineering. And stnctl:,r
speaking, we ourrht to go throuch South
Africa and a few. of those other places.
Then we ean end up by two or three hours
in the Amusement Park.

“S O S!” breathed Archic feebly.
laddie, hear the young master’s
fly to his assistance!”

“You haven’t got Phipps now.
you've got me!” said  Brent

“Phipps,
ery and

Archie—
grimiy.

“ Phipps is left at home, and you'’re done.
We’ve come to the Exhibition, and I'm
going to make you see everything—even if
I have to carry you round!”

All the sun had gone out of Archie’s life,
and he looked at Alf with a glassy gaze.
But Alf was firm. :

“Come along!” he said, taking Archic's
arm. “See you later, you fellows—we’re
hound to run across one another some time
during the day. We can’t very well go
round in a great crowd.”

“That’'s a good idea!” said Handforth,
as the chums of Study P went off together.
“It’s no good spoiling things by crowding
together, Let’s enjoy things in twos and
threes.”

“That’s what Jack and I thought,”
Rpgﬂ:e Pitt.

‘Begad, the same here!” agreed Trege]]h—
West, * Tommy an’ I are waitin’ here for
Nipper. The frightful ass is late.”

The juniors eemrated, and Handforth &
Co. found themselves- being pushed by the
crowd along one of the asphall pathways.
There were so many people ahout that it
was rather awkward to stand still talking.

aid

Handforth _was looking at his watch
anxiously.

“H'm! Time'’s getting on!” he said.
“YWell,» T suggest we go “to the Palace of

]?.ngineermfr to start with.”

His chums made grimaees.

“There’s nothing in there to look at!”
objected Church.

“The Palace of Engineering!” said Hand-
forth firmly. ‘“And don’t you try to get
ount of it! I'm taking you about to-day,
and I'm going to show you a few things
worth sceing. And if you iry to give me
the stip I'll find you again in two minutes.”

Church and McClure gave it up as a bad
iob, and resigned themselves t0 going
through the Palace of Engineering. After
all, it might be very interesting, and it
wouldn’t be quite so hot in there.

They were going along, talking, when
suddenly Church grabbed at McClure’s
sleeve, ' |

“My hat!” he muttered. “TLook at that!”

“Look at what?” |

“ Look at Handy!” .

For some extraordinary reason, Handmrth
had dropped bhehind, taking advaniage of
the fact that his chums were canversing.
And now, under the ‘impression that he had
given them the slip, he was pushing his way
through the people in no uncertain manner.

“Well, I'm blessed!” said MeClure
blankly. “ And he was just telling us not

to hunk! He’s done it himself!”
“Come on!” said Church quickly. “We
can’t let him go off alone—goodness knows

what he’ll. gett up to! He’s been rather

quecr all the morning, and I noticed some-

thing funny abhout him on Saturday, too.”
v Tmt s winat I thought,” agreced McClure.
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“*There he goes! I say, we shall have to
huck up. or he’ll escape altogether!”

They were compeiled to push their own
war along, regardless of the throng. I*pr
if they once losi sight of Handforth amid
these thousands, the chances were they
would never ﬁncz him again,

CHAPTER VI.
STILL STRANGER CONDUCT OF HANDFORTH.

DWARD OSWALD
E HANDFORT I

breathed a sigh of
relief.
He waz standing on 1the
asphalt path near one of the
Exhibition’s smaller restaur-
ants, It was "a tasteful, dainty Ilittle
funcheon-room, with delicately curtained

windows, and neat little tables inside, with
pretty covers and many flowers.

Handforth was looking back in the direc-
tion he had just come, and a sigh of
safisfaction escaped him. _

“Good!” he murmured. ¢ They'll never
find me again now, and I can eftsm ask ’em
what the dickens they meant by giving mc
the slipl” -. no

This was nothing more nor less than
barefaced, CDHE‘»IdPI‘lH“ that he himself was
the culprit, And H'mdforth proceeded to
lounge elegantly in the restaurant, just as
though he were the owner coming to inspect
i, -
Hisz satisfaction might not have bheen so
preat  had  he  known that Church and
MeClure were watching him from behind a
neighvouring kiosk. And as  he passed
through the doorway, they glanced at one
another blankly.

“He's gone in there!”

“In that ating-place!”
MecClure.

“ As clear as dayvlight.”

They came from behind the kiosk and
advanced. It struek them as an extra-
ordinary thing that Handforih should sneak
into a restaurant alone. KEven Fatty Little

said Church.
ejaculated

would hesitate before doing a thing like
that, although Fatty rezarded food as a

relizgion.

ror Handforth to slip off to feed himself
in solitude was too remarkable for words.
For Edward Oswald was oper-handed—as
generous as anyhody possibly could be. It
had sometimes bheen said in the Fourth
that he absolutely kept Church and McClure.
This was not sirietly true, but his chums
undoubtedly found him lavish to a degree,

And there he was sneaking into a
restaurant alone! x

““0f course, we can’t allow this.” said
Church firmly. “We'll go in. And we'll
shoy nim that it isn’t such an easy matter
to leink off like that, DBesides, what does

.was sitting af a table by himself.

‘“ What-ho! QGreeting, and all that
kind of stuff!’* said Archie Glen-
thorne, as he adjusted his monocle.
‘“ Qood gad! Handforth, old fright,.
allow me to congratulate you! |
mean te say, this frightfully swag-
ger attire, what ? Why, dash it,|
you’ve absolutely beaten the record !*’

he want to eat for? He had a good break-
fast?!”

- They ocniered the restaurant.
Handforth in no time. The place was nof
packed by any means, for it was a long
wayv from the lunch hour. Edward Oswald
He didn’t
see his chums enter. and he didn’t seem to
be taking any notfice of anybody except the
waitress.

At least, Chureh and MeClure assumed
that she was the waitress helonging to his

and fonad

table. For Handforth was gazing at one
voung lady in particular with a fixed, intent
rezard.

All the waitresses in this restaurant were
daintily attired in pink and blue, and theyx
wore littie frillv aprons and neat caps.
They were parficularly attraetive. And the
one upon whom Handforth was bestowing his
gaze was a small, nice-looking young lady
with dark, fluffiy bobbed hair.

“The ass  must bhe
nuirmured Church.

They went over to his table. and ¢at
down., They looked straight at him, butl he
dida’t secrn to see them., His gaze was

going dotty!”
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siill elsewhere,
sat, and he took no notice.
“What’s the idea, old man?” askcd Church

abruptly. _ ;
Handforth came to earth, and gave a
violent start. -
“Eh?” he gasped. 5
He gazed at the pair in a scared sort

of way, and at the same time the colour
ro3e to his face, and he went a beautiful
red. His embarrassment was awkward,

“Yes, and so you jolly well ought 1o
hlush!” said McCluare, '

“ Blush?” ejaculated Handforth faintly,

““ Leaving us standing like that and sneak-
ing off!”” said McClure indignantly. *“That’s
i nice thing to do, after what you’ve said
to us. It's the first time I knew you in-
chuded gorging as a secret pastime!”

Handforth gave a kind of gulp, an
light of keen rvhef entered his eyes. Why
he should look relicved, his chums didn’t
know. Then, with all his usual assurance,
e blustered.

“What rot!” he said. “What are you
talking about? I looked round, and you
chaps weren’t with me, and so T came in
here. Anything funny about that?”

This was sheer pretence.

“Look here, Handy, did you give us the
slip or not?” ‘asked Chureh pointediy.

“ The slip?” said HMandforth. ¢ The fact
s, )

His wvoice trailed away, and a sirange,
«0ft expression came into his face—an ex-
pression, indeed, which Chureh afterwards
deseribed to MeClure as heing *“fearfully
soppy.” Edward Oswald was sitting baek
in his chair, watching the waitress as she
crossed to his table. His interest in his
<hums, and in his general surroundings, had
:nmmmntly waned.

“Your roll :n'd huiter,
sweetly,

“Oh— er—rnther!” blurted out Handforth,
‘l‘ "‘h:nk Ripping! I—I say, Miss, I—

Sr> * she asked, half torning back.

“I—I'1 like a v:‘up of coﬂc.e, please,”

Handforth.

She nodded, and went away. Handforth
breathed heavily, a dreamy look erept into
his eyes, and he leaned one elbow on the
table, and rested his chin in hizs palm

and a

sir,”* =aid the girl

aaid

remained in this attitude, having completely
forzolten that his ehums were watching him
111 the

Lime,

CHAPTER VIIL
THE AWFUL TRUTH.

C HURCIT and MeClure

exchanged significant
we're

glances,
‘“ He's forgotten
Chureh.
e must

here!?’ whispered
That’s what it is!

‘“Poor old <chap!
be going off his

rocker! I shouldn't be

Right in front of him they ]

picked up his roll,

e

' wants a drink of water.

e——Y
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surprised if that awful experience at St.
Frank’s has affected him.”

“You’ve hit it!” agreed McClure with

concern.  ““But we were in that as well, you
know—~and we're ali right,”
“Sometimes an adventure sends some

people dotty, and others are as sane as any-
thing,”” said Church, “Look at him! It
he likes, he can hear every word we say—
and he doesn’t pay any attention.”

Handforth had gone into a kind of dream,

He still sat there with his chin in bhis
palm, and his roll and butter lay untouched.
And his ehums looked at him with deeper
and deeper anxiety. It wasn't so long ago
since that dreadful affair at St. Frank’s.
Only a few davs, in 2 way of speaking.

The ifamous old sechool had been partially
demolished by a devasting explosion, and
some new pians regarding the scholars were
now heing mapped out by the Board of
Governors and by the headmaster,

During that trial, Handforth & Co. had
heen 'impriﬁoned in a tunnel, and not only
they, but everybody else, had thought thatb
they would perish. This strange behaviour
on Handforth's part was possibly an after-

math,
“Rolls and butier, teco!”? exelaimed
Charch, “ With his pnckets bulging with

doesn’t even order a p]ate of

money, he
Oh, he’s certainly

ham, or somathing tasty.
dotty.”

Handforth suddenly ecame to himself.

Ile looked across at his chums, started,
and then smiled in a queer kind of way. e
broke it, and procecedeil
to smear it with mustard.

““Oh, you chaps are s&till here, then,”
said tartly.

“Of course we're still here—didn’t we
arrange to go round the Exhibition to-
wether‘?” Rﬁ]\Ed Chureh, “We're waiting for
you to finisn that hot snack.”

he

“0Oh, vyes, of eourse,” said Iandforth
h;—mtily. “What do you mean—hot snack?
I’m only eating rolls and butter.”

He took a bite, and Church and McClure
watched with interest, Tlor a second or
two, Iandforth didn't mnotice anything
wrong. Then he abruptly ceased eating, anl
his face assumed an extraordinary expres-
sion of consternation.

“Great pip!>” he gurgled, bolting the
mouthful with one gulp. “Oh my goodnes:.
What the dickens

“¥ou’ll be charged extra f{or all that
mastard,? said Chureh. < 1I've heard that
it's pretty- good as a medirine—but, dash
it all, there’s no need to take it by the

poonful.”?

“J—I thought it was butter!” breathed
Handforth, holding a hand to his mouth.
“I'm all burn:! Where's—where'’s the——?"

He paused, and a soft light came into
his eyes.

“Beotter  go and
Churchy, old man,*
hours hefore she comes

garab the waitress,
said MceCluare. *It’'l1 ho
here, and Handy
You know what
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these waitresses are—slow as the dickens.”

Handforth flared up
- ““Rot!” he snorted. *‘She’s
She's the smartest waitress I've ever
—always on the spot——*’

Ile paused, turned red,
fused.

¢ She’s always smart?™ repeated Chureh,
staring. “How do you know? Have jyou
been here bhefore?”

¢ Don’t—dou’t bother about thayv water,”
said Handforth carelessiy. “1t doesn't
matbter—my mouilt’s all right now. 1f you
fellows can't beliave vourseives, you'd better
g0 out of here. I'm not altogether sure
that I like being seen with you-—you both
look a bil untidy.”

He eyed them eritically, and Church and
McClure were more than ever convinced that

never 3ow!
seen

and looked con-

something drastic had happened in their
leader’s intellicence department. It wasn't

like him at all to criticigse thelr appearance,
and to eye them up and down as though
they were tramps. And his own smart
appearance was most unusual, too.

He was just about to address them aguin
when the waitress came up with his coffee,
She tripped along, smiling, and placed the

cup in front of him, and passcd him the
SUgaT. _
“ Will there be anything else, sir?” ghe
asked. LE
“PDupno!” said Handforth softly. “I—
I 3

“I'm so glad it's turned out so nice for
the Bank Holiday,” said the waitress in a
conversational tone. ¢ You were hoping 't
would be fine, weren't you??

¢ Was—wus 1?7 asked Handforth, that
soft look appearing again,. :

“\Why, yves, when you were iIn
Iriday,” said the girl, glancing across at
the startied Church and McClure. < [s there
anyvthing I can get?” she added, coming
down to business.

“Two coffees, pleace,”
the spur of the moment.

She went off, and Handforth followed her
movements down the room, until she got as
far az the servineg counter. In order t‘o do

Licre on

said Churclht, on

this he had to dodge ¢very. now and again |

to keep her in view.

““That girl’s got a giddy nervel!" said
MceClure with a sniff. ¢ Talking to you
about the weather, Handy! Noft so very
cood looking either—-""

He paused for Ilandforth had suddenty
pushed back his sleeve.

¢ Say that again!” he muttered thickly.

—“Say what?’’ gasped McCiure startled.

“ About that girl!” roared llandforth,

«“Eh? I only said she wasn’t goad
looking 3

Biff! .

Handforth's fist shot acrosa the tabie,

and landed squarely i the <centre of

- McClure’s chest. His chair fi
gave a wild howl as he lost his ba!ance,

anddthe next moment he crashed over back-
WwWards
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ped back, he

.
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CHAPTER VIIIL
WOPSE AND WORSE!
NFORTUNATELY,
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MceCiure's troubict
were even more
severe.

ITe Ianded on the floor wilh
a fearful thud, clutched at
anything that he could grab
and seized the cloth of the neigh-

hold of,
bouring tabie, against which he had fa!lel!

With one beautiful sweep he pulled the
cloth off, and emptied fhe entire contents
of the table over himself.

The ¢rashing and smashing was appalling,

¢ Gireat Scobtt!™ gasped Handforth blankiy.

“Now yolu've dnnc it!" zaid Chureh.
“You silly ass! It'll cost you a quid to pay
for that damage!™

Chureh seemed to think more about the
damagca to the crockery than 2lceClure, who
wags :.:EO“L\ and pamfulh sitting up amid
the debris. Penpie had started up in various
parts of the restaurant. And one severe
old lady was distinetly heard to remark that
these schoolboys ouwht never to be allowed
through the gates of the Exhibition.

Not only two waitresses eame hurrying up.
but the manageress as well. By this time,
AMceClure had sorted himself out. He wasn't

hurt mueli, but he was decorated with
several pats of butter, and everybody in
the vicinity was sneezing, owing to the
breaking of a pepper-pot.

Handforth didn't quite remember how he
got out of the place. Tie »paid up, and
{hur{:h and McClure led him outside. Onece
in the throng, they felt happier there were
no curious eyes upon them now.

Handforth was looking slightly dazed.

“What's she going to say when I go there
next time?" he murmured miserably. ¢ Per-
haps they won’t ¢ven let me in!’ (}h, my
zrn.[}dnﬁf.:" !"

Chureh anid Mc(lure underztood all.

The dreadfu! truth was exposzed to them,
and it was far worse than they had ab first
suspected. Edward Oswald wasn’t merely
going insane. His complaint was much more
seriouz, He was in love!

Everything that had been obscure,
becams clear.

His stranze behaviour during the last few
days—his £3T away look—his sudden desire
+0 dress pattiiy. All these things had their
simple and natural explanation. Then there
was his  indifterent referenc-e to Irene
Mannsrs. Even that was ciear. Iandforth
had always had rather a soft spot for Irene,
but she ‘was now apparently nothing in his
tifs. A new love had come along®

Church and MeClure wondered why on

earth they hadn't scen it before. The finai
proof was when he had biffed McClure in
the chest for passing a comment on the
waitress” appearance. That evidence was
casb-iron. '

And to say that the pair were startled is

now

-

L fo pub it inadequate!y. They were nearly



Old Handy—in love
No wonder he

knocked off their seats,
with a Wembley waitress!

liad been to the Exhibition three or four.

times these holidays! -

Handforth had had rather a fondness for
Tommy Watson's cister at one time. le
iad quite liked Violet. Then he had trans-
ferred his alfections to Irene. But they
were both mild, flimsy affairs compared to
the fire of this one. Church and Me(lure
bad never seen him so completely “ under
before.

-And, gradually, their feelings of astonish-

ment gave way to
one of indignation

These three never had
any secrets from each

PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO’'S WHO.
Fourth Series—Sixth Form.

absent-minded moods every minute or two.
It was one of the worst possible signs.

““That’s enough!” he exclaimed frigidly.
“I’'m not going to have you talk about
that girl! She’s—she’s—— Well, never
mind! And, look here!” he added darkly.
“If you breathe a word 1o the other fel-
lows, I’ll never speak to you again! I'll
tell you something you won’t like to hear!”

“How ecan you do that if you'll mnever
speak to us again?” asked McClure. * And
don’t start  Dbifling here—we shall be
arrested, or something.”

' Handforth turned on
his heel, raised his
nose in the air, and
marched ofi. He was
evidently on his high

other — it was like ~ 1 -erac o ix .

Handy’s nerve to keep OEE—The alﬁ:;;%ﬁ’fg of SIRth Komm horse, and he was

them in the dark all | ' mortally  afraid =~ of

this time, talking  about  his
“What’s her name, charmineg Phyllis,

old man?” asked Church and MeClare

Church suddenly. foilowed at a distance,-
“Phyllis!”’ said wolried and troubled.

Handlorth dreamily.
“Great stars! Phyl-
lis!”- ejaculated
MeClare,
“"What's the malter
with il asked
Church, *“Phyllis isn’t
so bad—rather a mnice
name, in fact—"
“Eh?” gasped Hand-
forth. “"Whoe— who
told you her name was
Phyllis? I—1I mean
Let's go und
have a look at the
waxworks!”
“I didn’t know there
were any waxworks!”
said Church. “And

—

CHAPTER IX.
UPS AND DOWNS,

HE leader of
study D,
denied the

society of his
lady-love, sought 1o
find distraction in the

gay world of the
amusenment park. Al-

most without knowing
it, he wandered on io
the giant switehback.

Church and MeClure
wateched him, bhut
didn’t follow,

"ﬁ'ell, we know he's

it’s no good trying to @w " safe there,” said
get away from the By Arthur Morrow’s opposite McClure, as Mand-
subject  like that. Bt in almost every respect. The forth took his place
Look here, Handy, are most unpopular senior in the in the waiting car.

you really in love school.
with that gir1?”

“You — you fat-
head!” roared Iand-
forth. “I'll jolly well

smash you—-"?

and fakes

Lo

“I say, chuck it!”

interrupted Church. _
“ Everybody’s looking at us. Don't get
.ouchy—we know ali about it, You can

:onfide in us, sureiy? She’s a jolly ripping
sirl.  Pretéy as a picture, too! I thought
aer brown eyes were simply topping!*
“They’re not brown!” said Handforth
softly. ““They're a lovely violet! They’'re
big, swimming pools of glorious radiance
b
“ He's

‘““Help!”? gurgled McClure.
lutely on his last legs!®

Handforth came {o himself. He was get-
ting into the habit of going off into these

abso-

A genuine rotter—ill-
natured, cunning,
He is resentful and malicious,
keen
torturing tbe juniors.

- “He can’t give us the
slip—we’ve only got
to wait until he comes
Oﬂ.ﬂ

“I should have
thought he was giddy
enough without going
on there,” remarked
Church disdainfully. “What a good thing we
dragged him out of that restaurant. He'd
have stayed in there 21l the morning, eat-
ing until he was inflated. Isn’t it marvel-
lous what a chap’ll do when he’s in love?”

Church and McClure could think of no
way out of the gquandary. The whole thiny,
of course, was ridiculous. Handforth him-
self would probably reulise this after the
first full flood of his admiration had womn
off. But unless something drastic was done,
be would only go and make a hopeless ass
of himself.

and cruel.

delight in
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H.,mdfolth in bplte ot‘ This d.f.’.’"['e'wl\e Ways,
and his strcu"ht to-the-point bluntness, was
peculiarly E»lleE])tlblB to feminine charms.
He was the last fellow in {he world one
would have suspected of gentler moments.

Vet he was the first to Fall vietim to a
pair of liquid eyves, or a head of flully hair.
Church and MeClure, being quite cold-

bloeded as regards femininity, were frankly

non-plussed.
And the situation was delicate, too.

Handforth was diffiecult enough to deal
with on any ordinary matter, but when he
was Iin love-—particularly [)fleIE}lld.tE'l} in
love like this—it was positively dangerous
o address him, He seemed to imagine that
one was committing sacrilege by mention-
ing the girl’s name. s

The switchback car started, and Church
and McClure waited about until it was
due to return. ' Their whole day's enjoy-
menf. was being spoilt. And they had been
looking forward to this Whit \Iomhn. too.

They couldn’t go off without Handforth—
they daren’t leave him to himself—and
with him there was no chance of any fun.
The outlook was bleak and dreary,

““Well, there’s one thing,” growled
McClure. “If we do happen to miss him,
we shall know where to go. IHe’s bound

to dodge back to that reataurant as soon
as he can get the chance.’

“Why not find some of the chaps, and
tell ’em?”’

“ Better mnot,?” said MeClure, whal\mﬂ fiis

head. * We want fo keep a thing like this
secret. In a way it's a hs"rlee to the
study. We don’t want to wash our dirty

Iinen in public. Let’s keep it dark, and see
if we can’t think of some cure.”

But Church and McClure were not expert
in this sort of diplomacy. It required a
more strategic touch than theirs—and,
all appearances, the problem was going to
get omne,

Handforth didn’t know it at the moment,
and he probably wouldn't know it for a
long time. But Fate was now taking quiie
a }}lﬂ' hand in the game. Handforth, sit-
ting ~ in the switehback, was tobally
oblivious of his surloundmm. He waxz sit-
ting in that restaurant again, picturing the
qpple of his eye.

And then the switchback took the first
giddy, merve-destroying dip.

Handforth hadn’t even troubled to take
hold of the bar. The car dropped like a
stone into the depths, and Edward Oswzld
nearly left his seat, and he gave one wild,
frantic yell.

““What the—— Great pip!” he bellowed
hoarsely.

He grabbed at the bar, and clung there
as the car rushed headlong up the opposite
slope. He remembered where lhe was now,
and wondered why on earth he had e&ver
ceme on the thing. And before he could
answer this qnestion he went plunging down

by -

+ thinking  of

Fee ey R

the next depth, which was about twice s
had as the first. =~

“You've got a fine nerve—I don't think,”
said a voice in his ear. < Faney yelling like

that on a switchback! Why, it was lovely!”

Handforth gave a jerk. 1t wss ridiculcus,
of course, but it scemed to him tha*t his
minor was talking into his ear. Perhaps
it was conscience.  After all, he had been
an asz to yell like that——

“Ripping, isn't it?” asked the voice,

% g elwulhted Handforth, turning his
head. .

There, in the seat immediately behind hin,
with his face so0 close that he could feel

Handforth re-
face to face with

his hot breath, was Willy.
coiled as though he were
a «ragon,

“‘Jx hat !” ejaculated Handforth, agha:t,
“You voung rotter !
“ What's up with
¢“ (et off this car'™
3f it’s all the =ame to you, I'll wailt till
we get down ‘the next dip,” said Willy
politely. ¢ The pater objects to my taking
these high jumps. But I’ tell you what-
if vou jump off the car-—I'll go after yvou!”
ITandforth took a deep breath. He needed
it, too, for the car fairly leapt down the
next descent, gave a giddy lurch as it went
over a kind of hump—a Ilast attempt to
reduce the passengers to unconsciousness—
and then swept into a curve, where com-

plete darkness reigned. o
“This is fine!” said Willy. 1 think we'l
stay on here two or three times, Ted. And
as you're here. you can pay. I wouldn’t
deprive you of that pleasure for worlds.”
““When we get to the end of this ride, I'm
lake ! said

you?” asked Willy,
roared Handforth.

going to chuek you into the
Handforth. ¢ Ever since 1 came to the
Exhibition I've had nothing but worry and

trouble. And on the top of it 1 find you
belund me "

*Life's full of consolaticns!” said Willy
sweetly.

CHAPTER X.
WILLY'S WINNING

€ ES,” repeated Hand-
forth darkly. Al |
come on this water-

chute for a little
enjoyment, and 1 find vou be-
hind me !>
““T like that!”’ said Willy.
sitting in this seat, without
and suddenly you

WaAY.

*I was calmly
amthmg

come and blot out the whole view. And
then you -=say that I came and sat behind
you! DBesides, it’s the first time I Kknew

was a water-chute.”

¢ Well, roundabout!®”’ snorted Handiorth,
- “Have it your own way,” said Willy.
“I'm blessed if I Kknow what's up with
you to-day, Ted. You've gone all squiffy.
I bhelieve it stavted last I'riday, when you
came home looking mooney——"

this



et i

I2

. *“Looking what?»

“Well, you know—kind of soppy!” said
Willy calmly., I know you can’t help it
to o certain extent, but there’s a Ilimit.
And this week-end ['ve been getting quite
concerned,”

“Well, you can joily well mind your own
business, and go and eab coke!” said Hand-
forth, as the car slowed up and he prepared
to alight, “And don’t follow me, or
call a policeman ” :

He stepped off the car, and landed with
a beautiful crash on his back on the plat-
form—having neglected to observe that it
wasn't quite stopped. _

“That’s a silly thing to do,” said Willy,
with a snitf, It doesn’t do your white
bags any good!”

Handforth picked himself up, speechless.

“Don’t let it out here!” warned Willy.
-1 don't know, Ted, 1 don’t think I shall
bring you out again., You're always such
i beastly bother! I don’t wonder managers
refusing to allow children in theatres!

Willy’s safety lay in the fact that there
were suclhh big crowds, and everything was
hustling and bustling so much that Hand-
forth had uo opportunity of committing as-
sault and battery. He took the only course
open to him. and fled, pushing through the
crowd, and doing everything in his power
to give Willy the slip.

““Thank goodness!”’ he breathed, at
length, pausing and mopping his brow,
»The beastly young ass! I've dished him
naw, though!”’

He scanned everybody anxiously, and
there was no ‘sign of Willy -among all
those crowds of holiday makers, He turned,

happy for the moment, and trod on some-
body’s foot.

“ Clumsy ! said Willy severely.

- Handforth gulped. Iis minor had appeared
as though from a stage trap-door. As a
matter of fact, he had been behind Hand-
forth all the time the latfter was looking
in the opposite direction,

“Great guns!” murmured Handforth, in
a weak voice, - | | ,

¢ Cheese it, Ted!” s=aid Willy. “I ecan’t
leave you alone, you know. You're not
yourself to-day. There’s a kind of bleary

look in your eyes, and you're all funny.
You're so absent-minded, too. What’s the
- name of the girl?”

“ Phyliiz ! said Handforth, caught un-

awarces.
He stood there, dreamily picturing the
waitress in the restaurant. Willy looked
at his major with a calm, peaceful eye.
“Phyllis, eh?” he repeated. *“ What a
heautiful name !*?
“Lovely!?” agreed Handforth.
«“Y'll het she’s the prettiest girl in the
world ! said Willy, his voice becoming soft
and caressing, f¢*A girl with a name like
Phyllis couldn’t be anything else!”
““She’s too gorgeous for words!”
““ Why don’t you go to her?’ asked

_ Willy.
“ She must miss yvou!” -

I

"

-Phyllis.

s e e e
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¢“She's on duty just now,” said Handd-
forth absently. *“1 believe they're hard on
her in that beastly restaurant! It's a
shame for a girl like that to be a wait-
ress!” ;

“They ought to be put in jail!? said
Willy indignantly. ‘“Why don't you go to

that restaurant, and take her away, and
elope?”?
“By George!”? breathed Handforth. I

don’t know about eloping—hut I've a good

mind to speak to her! - Why not? She’s
seen me three or four times »o
“Go ahead!” said Willy promptly. < 1f

she cam be friemdly with you after secing
you four times, vou're sure safe.”

“Eh?” said Handforth, with a start.

At the first remark of Willy’s in which he
didn't agree with Handforth's views, Hand-
forth came to himself. Practically all the
other . conversation had been uttered in
sheer absent-mindedness,

Wiliy knew exactiy how to deal with his
major. He always went soft like that when
he was in love—and you only had to agree
with everything he said, and in two minutes
vou had all the details. And the best of it
was, Handy didn't know anything about it.

“What did you say?” demanded Edward
Oswald. ' :

“1 wat just sayving that yvou're safe,” re-
replied:- Willy innocently. “ We've just come

off that-switchback—?*
““©Oh, - yes, rather,” said Handforth,
relieved. ‘““Well, can’'t stop now—got to

meet somebody.”
He sauntered off, and YWiily looked after

him,- grinning,

“Give her my love!™ =said Handfortl

minor, in a soft undertone.

— ——

CHAPTER X1,
HAUNTING HANDFORTH.

S Handforth made his
way from the Amuse-
ment Park, and his

feet instinctively
took him back in the direec-
tion of the restaurant, he had
an uneasy feeling that some-

thing had gone wrong.

It was absurd, of course, but Le had an
idea that he had been talking to Willy aboug
~ Queer how these false impressions
hit a <chap! It must have been because
Willy was standing there. Handforth
pondered over the matter, and then dis-
missed it. '

The idea that he should talk about Phyllis
to his minor was simply out of the question,
and it wasn't worth a moment’s considera-
tion. So he went on his way. happy in the
knowledge that he was now alone.

He was quite unaware of the fact that
Willy was close behind him—and that
Church and McCinre were in view, too, He
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kept a careful watch, and saw no familiar

faces,
This was bad, considering that Handforth
prided himself on his detective work.

eyes were somewhat biurred

But perhaps his
A certain vision kept creep-

this morning,.

ing up between them and their natural
objective, .
With a last look round outside the

restaurant, he saw that the coast was clear,
and he walked boldly in. The place was
a little fuller now, but there was room at

one of the tables where Phyllis usually
served.

» HHandforth made a Dbee-line for a ehair, and
sal down.

““ Thank gooduness!” he breathed. * Now
I shan’t he bothered with those rotters

again!  Like a lot of giddy leechez! Just
because I want to be private, too.”

« He picked up the menu, and studied it
carefully, although he didn't read a single
TITHE,

““It wouldn't be so funny if theyv suspected
something, and knew what I was up #o,"
H=a ndforth decided.  *“There’s  one thing
about having a secret—you’ve got to be
se jolly careful. Tl bet nobody finds out
mine!” :

It was more than possible that the girl
herself hadn’t found it out, for HMandforih
was a very backward wooer. So far, his
iove-making had consisted of sitting at one
of the tablea, and ordering rolls and butter,

fle had dong it for days.

He didn't mind gorging himself if
knew that her Imir hands had

ne
served him.

But if he was unlucky enough to get waited

upon by another girl, the rolls nearly choked
in his throat. 'This tragic miscarriage had
happened two or three tlmes, and Handforth
was naturally anxious.

He suddenly realised that it might
conspicuous to study the menu so long.
put it down, stared ab fhe person asitting
opposite to him, and then almost expired
in his seat.

“ What's the order, old man?" asked
Willy caimly.
Handforth felt that he could seream.

After taking the most elaborate precautions
to come here unohserved, he put hizs menu
drwn, to find Willy on the other side of the
t#fle. Handiorth could never remember
lhnlng spent such a ghastly morning.

He was being hanated—positively haunted.
First by Chureir and MecClure, ‘and now hy
Willy. His own chums were bad enougl.
Dut Willy aroused all the ire that was
within him. Me glared across at hiz minor,
and opened his meouth to speak. But Wiliy
held up a warning finger.

“Go easy!” he wmurmured. “ Mustn't
talk too loudly in this room., There's some-
I nd:ia]tremendou.-,ly important in here!™

6 i ]?!!

““ A famous personage!'’ whispered Willy
cautionsly. “If yvou start making a noise,
or hifling me about, he'll be jolly annoved.”

Handforth, isarmed, Leld himself in

cheek. Fortunately, he was unaware that
Willy had been referring to himself.

““Where's he sitting?” asked Edward
Dswald.

“ Right elese to you!” breathed Willy.
“Jf I were you, I'd order some salad. It
haz a cooling eflect—especially in tniz Kind
of hot weather. Besides, green always suits
you. It’s vour colour, Might us well have
it inssde as well as outside.”

Ilandforth was taking no notice of his
minor’s  vapourings. He was looking
anxiously for “his ” waitress. But he bad.
made the initial mistake ol sitting on the
wrong side of the table. Willy, therefore,
had the best view. In order to see down
the room, Haundforth had to crane round. It
was rather awkward, beecause he was prac-
tically looking over the shoulder of a lady
who was sitting baek to back with him.
After giving him three severe olances che
shifted her ]1051t10n

“ What’s the idea, old man?” %ked Willy.
‘““ What are vou staring round there for?®

““Oh, nothing!” said Handforth carelessiy.

A waitress came up, and Willy ordered
two cups of coffce. She wenb away again,
and Willy uttered a snort.

« Call her pretty?” he asked. ¢ She’s
a snub nose, and-——"

“*That 1sn't Phyllis, you fmhead"’ infer-
rupted Handlorth contemptuounly “ She
doesn’t seemi to be ‘here— I—1 mean "

He paused, confused, and Willy gazed
steadfastly over the room, as though he
hadn't heard anything, And his wmajor,
greatly relieved, continued his search for
the missing maiden,

got

e~y

CITAPTER XI1
THE SEARCH.

i coffece arrived
-t.h_r-ec or four
minutes later, and

Willy made himself
very affable with the wait-
ress.  Handforth sat om his
side of the table listening un-

interestedly. A dull ache was bnglellnna to
pull at hiz heart.
‘“Have a good time here, eh?" asked

Willy cheerfully.

“A good time—I don't think!” said the

waitress. “* We're at it from morning tilt
nigihtt1*

“Ifard lines!” caid Willy, nodding with.
sympathy. ¢ Bat don’t you “ever get a rest?

[ suppose you have an hour off mow ‘and
again?”??
“0Oh, yes,” said the girl.

come on to ihese tables.”
“The other girl’s having her Iunch"”
““No, this is her off spell,” replied the

“I've only just

agirl. 1 think she’s gone out for a walk
somewhere, to et a breath of fresh air.
L It's very stufty in here, ¥
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~ The waitress went off, and Willy was
nighly delighted. He had worked it beauti-
fully—all for his major’s bhenefit, too, As
blainly as possible, the girl had told them
that Phyliis was out for an hour. And what
counld Ted want more than that?

Willy looked aeross at his major,
fro“'ﬂ{?d.'

Ail his efforts had been for nothing.
Nandforth was in dreamland. Ile hadn’t
heard-a word of what had been spoken, and
thoe expression of dizguzt on Willy's features
was acute,

and

~**Wake up, Ted!” he said irrifably.
“Why can’t you listen?®  h
‘* Listen {0 what —your voice?’ asked

Handforth,
1Q0|n
= l'hat, waitress was just tellin" us a few
facts,” explaincd Willy, ** She says the other
girl is off duty—-—-"
“The other girl?*?
“ Phayllis.”?
“Off duty ! eaid Handforih, starting up.
“How do you Know??? -
““ My goodness!”? sighed Willy, ¢ After
t've toid you about ton times, 1 e\pect you'il
rnow, flere am I, wasting my entire morn-
ing on your behalf, and you won’t take any
notice of me., I tell you the ordinary wait-

““T got tired of that years

r¢33 -wlio serves here has gone out for a
walk."
Willy was getting bolder now. Handfarth

wis so far gone that the subjeet conld be

divcnssed almest openly. At all events, he
didn’t seem to resent his minor's words. He
ratier liked them.

““Gone ont for a walk, eh?” he {’jﬂ{",llidtef]
“@Good! You stay here and pay the bill.
I'It go out and find her!*

Willy paid the bill, and got outside just
i time {0 see Handforih 3‘[‘111.1]’1“’ on his
cearch. It wasn't a very difficult one. He
only had to find one waitress among abonut
two hundred {thousand peopie. To a fellow
itke Mandforth, it was as easy as A.B.C.

At least, zo0 Handforth told himself.

When he sallied out of the restaurant, he
aad an idea that it was only necessary to
ghmce up and down, and he would spot her

as once. He must have been pieturing the
\\ embley Exhibition as a village green, on
fair day.

Aiter wandering for  abont  twenty

minutes, andg w-aztmv India and Canada, and
going over Old London Bridge, he came to
thie conclusion that the search might be
harder than he had at first anticipated.

It - wouldn’t have been =0 had on an
ordinary day. Bui, being gloriously fine.
and Bauk Holiday, Wembley was packed to
sulfocation. To make any speed at all was

an impossibility,

ANSWER.
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- Handfierthh 2ot hot, thirsty, amd footsore.
['or one brief second he began to wonder :f
it was worth all the trouble. But he cast
this thought aside as soon as be pictured
those violet eyes again.

And why on earth should he worry?

He knew he could always find her in the
restaurant, And after she had come back
from her walk, he conld go and order
another rol! and butter, Phylliz would soon
know landforth so well that she wouldn’t
need any o:rders. She would see him come
in, and bring a roll and butter as a matter
of course,

The lake lured Handforth towards it. I
looked cooler than everywhere clse, even
if it wasn’t. And he wandered on to one
of thg picturesque bridges, and stood lean-
ing over the parapet.

He took up an attitude there, his elbows
on ‘the bridge, and his e¢hin resting in his
palms,

Willy couldn’t resisf, the opportunity. The
lero of the Third had, of ccurse, been inl-
lowing Hauiforith all the time. It was a
fearfur fag, but Willy had an idea that ho
would get his reward later on.

lie went to the edge of the lake, and from
this pnsit-ion he conld look up towards his
brother. Nof that Handforth saw his minor,
fle "was ‘azm-r down into the water with a
»te wifast eye.

Willy produced a litile pocket XKodak,
.t:n:lp}}(-:(l it open, and took a beautiful ox-
pozure. Then he closed his camera again

and grinned.

“The chaps will give quids for that!” he
told himself. *“Buy a camera and make
money! Earn a guinea a week in your spare
time!”

He was suddenly interested by a swiit
movement on landforth’s part. Edward
Oswald had bLecome alert and excited. He
was staring down into one of the electrically-
driven hoats which continuously glided
beneath the bridge.

And Handforth’s heart gave a great leap.

For there, enjoying her freedom with keen
pleasure, and sitting in the stern of the
hoat, was Phyllis, the waitress!

CHAPTER XIII,
. COOLING OFPF.

ANDTFORTH didn’}
know what {0 do.
The  bridge was

crowded, the boat
was gliding underneath it
and one glance at the walks
showed him that it would he
I!llpﬁ‘;':lh]t. to reach the landing-stage by the
time the boaf, arrived. .
It was a most galling situation.
Here she was--he had found her—and yeb
he couldn’t. follow up his success. It was

all very we!l ordering rolls and bufter i
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the restaurant, but it would be a thousand
times better to meet her in the open. She
was bound to stop if he raised his cap.
Just a few words, and—-"

Handforth even pictured her accepting hisg
invitation to come on the lake with him.
But what was the use? She was ncarly out
of sight already. |

e leaned far over the parapet until he
was in a somewhat precarious position,
irving to gain the last glimpse.

“Stecady, old man!” murmured Willy.
“You won’t last long Whoa! My
goodness! I knew it was coming!”

Several people on the bridge, proceeding
alout their business, were startled to find
a pair of legs jutting out. Somebody

PR T ey

bumped against them, Handforth gave a
wild gasp, and before he could recover his

balance, -all was over. He was over, too.
He plunged down Jike a stone, and fell
with a loud splash into the very centre of

the ornamental lake.
“Poor stuff!” commented Willy dis-
paragingly. " I've seen a duck dive betler

than that!”

Crowds of people paused and watched.
There was no particular alarm, for there
wai'c so many boats about that the reck-
less bather could be in no possible danger.

It can hardly be said that luck was with
Handiortn, but he was certainly fortunate
in the fact that friends were near at hand.
For the very first boat that eame adong,
loaded -~ with  holiday-makers, contained
Reguie Pitt & Co., Tregellis-West, Watson,
and a few other members of the Tourth.
In fact, the boat contained hardly anybody
else,

There was nothing of a coincidence about
it. It was quite natural that the juniors
should he on the lake.

“Hallo!” said Pitt. < Man overboard!
Ease up, skipper!” he added to the man
at the tiller. < Where's your boat-hook?"”
+“Ye gods and little fishes!” cjaculated
Grey.. “It’s old Handy!”

1. What!”

¢ Handforth!”

P ¢ Of course,” said Pitt. “Who else but
Handy would fall in the lake? We shall

have to take charge of him, and see what

can be done.”” By this time Handforth was

bobbing about on the surface, and he was |

soon hauled on board, wet and cool, and
completely bewildered. He had an idea that
Willy had come behind him and pushed him
over. ' |

 But Willy was fed-up. He saw his major
taken charge of by the Fourth, and he
decided that he would wash his hands of
the whole affair. If the Fourth was going
to butt in like this, what was the good?

‘Besides, Chubbby Heath and Juicy Lemon
had just arrived—breathless and exeited.
Having collected such celebrities as Dicky
Jones and Tommy Hobbs and Owen minor,
the fags had bemoaned the loss of their
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¢ That’s a silly thing to do,’’ said

Willy, with a sniff. ‘It doesn’'t do
your white bags any good !”’

leader. And at the sight of him there was

JOY.

Willy gave one last look at Handflorih,
and allowed himself to be ecarried off by his
fag army. He was going to make a
thorough inspection of the British Empire
Exhibition at last., He led the way straight
to the Amusement Park.

In the meantime, Handforth was in good
hands. ' -

Once in the boat, he was surrounded by
Fourth-Formers, who demanded to know fthe
truth.

“How do T know?" growled Handforth.
“1 was standing up on that bridge, and 1
just happened to lean over, and somebody
pushed me. *That’s all! And now I'm wet

through! My flannels are ruined! I shall
Iook an awful sighi{!”

“Never mind—people won’t see much
difference,” said Pitt soothingly. < The

great problem is, how are we going to dry
your clothes? We can't take you all the
way home like this—you’ll ecatech an awful

cold. The sun's hot, but there’s a cool
| breeze.”
“Can’t we take him to a quielt corner

and put his clothes in the sun to dry?”

- sugeested Watson brilliantly,

“Find the quiet corner, and we'll do
it!” grinned XNipper. “My dear old ass,

~there isn’t a single inch here that isn’t
occupied by crowda, We shall have {o

think of somethine »etter than that.”
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“Leave it to me,” said Reggie. “I’ve]

it got an ideal” _
And as soon as the hoat reached the

landing-place, Handforth was hustled ashore,

in a crowd of juniors, and nobody noticed

his soaked and bedraggled condition. He
was well surrounded.
Church and McClure joined the throng

now, for they had heen {ollowing Hand-
forth's movements—with no little diﬂicu]ty—-
and just managed to get tiere in tihme.
They had seen “his spectacular dive m Lil
its glory.

.+ What are vyou going fto do, Handy‘?”
asked Chureh, pushing forward. * You can't
«0 about wet through like that—-"
“We're dealing with him,” mterrupted
Piit. “Follow us, yvou chaps, and you'll see
what it means to have a bhrain.”

And almost before Handforth realised it,
ha was heing hurried at full speed into one
of {he Oriental Palaces,

CEAPTER XI1V.
BANDIFORTH THE MANDARIN.
inside,

— AIRLY insi
forth forced
captors fo halt.

“What's the giddy
idea?” he demanded warmly.
“ What have you hrought me
into this mouldy place for?

you think it is--a Chinese

Hand-
his

What do
Lanndry ¥°7 -

“I don’'t know
hut it scems Chinese all right,” said Pitl.,

about being a laundry,
“We e¢an’t have you catchlng co]d
We've soi 1o look after you. It's a funny
thing, but all nreat nien are very careloss
aboui their health.”

“0h, well!” hegan Handforth, appeased.

“1 know it's hot to- day, but that was
no exceuse for having a Imtne with all your
¢lothes on,” continued Pitt zeverely. “And
vou're one of us, so. we've got to rally
round. Mind he doesn’t escape, you fellows,
'l o and make the arrangements.”

“What arrangements?” demanded Hand-
forth nervously.

_Pitt went off, and the others didn't ex-
nlain. Nipper had an idea what Pitt was
up to, but he Ekept his own counsel. And
Handforth looked round him, consecious that
'l sorts of people were staring at him.

It was hardly to he wondered at.

His smart, dressy appearance had gone.
His hair was matted over his face, his
clothes were clinging fo him like the coat
of a dog after it comes out of the river,
and he looked altogether disreputable.
Certain}y no fit person to be in a dignificd
building of this kind.

“All serene!™ said
came hack.

Pitt briskly, as he
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Handy..

“Eh?” scaid Idward Oswald. “Lock
here-—-"

“This way, my lord!” interrupted Pitt.
“Thy Oriental slaves await thee! Make

way for the King of the Lake!”

“I say, what rot!” growled Handforth,
allowing himself to be reluctantly dragged
]I"orwnrd. “1I'm not going to undress in
lerg—m-="

“Far better to undress here than to lct
those wet things dry on you!” interrupted
Church. “We can’t have you laid up, old
man! How do you think we’'re going io
enjoy the rest of the holiday if you're in
hed?” ;

“Unthinkable!” said McClure in horror.

“Q0Oh, all right!” said Handforth, brighten-
ing up. *“I1 suppose it’s best. 1 wouldn’t
like to mess up your hols.”

He was escorted through into an inner
apartment. To his great relief there were
no slaves, as Pilt had indicated. Hand-
forth always took everything literally, and
he had half-expacted to see a few Nubians
knocking ahout. At Jeast, he had once
seen a lot of Nubians in an Oriental film.
And they didn't look at all nice to him,

“1 thought you said there wecre some

slaves ?”rhe asked 51113[]1(31011‘-1}

““Seven -or eight of us,” said Pit-t
promptly. “Great Scott! Don’t you know
your retinue? We're here to  do your

hidding:”
“Then et out of here, and let me—"
“Don’t take any notice of him!” wenéb
on Pitt calmly. “Two each side, and drag -
his things off. I’ve got another suift all
ready for him. There’s a flat roof to this
place,” and we can spread all his clothes

out to dry in the sun.

Handforth was foreibly undressed.

And, after all, it was a necessary
operation. He would certainly have caught
a bad cold if he had kept those soaking:
things on. He had a horror, however, that
some customers might walk in unawares.

“Be careful with that clobber!” he said-
anxiously, as he stood draped in- a big
towel.

“ That’s ali right,” =aid Church. *“Pitt's
arranged with the manager, or whoever it
is. - We're going to put these on the roof
and spread ’em out to dry.”

“ But the roof may be all over soot.”

“ A bit of soot won't matter,” said Church
lightly, -

“And be careful they don’'t blow away!”
went on Mandforth. “1It would be a fine

thing if my bags dropped down and wrapped

themselves round qomt,body’* neck.”

“Don’t yoa think we've ot any sense??
asked Church sarcastically. ¢ There ave
some hricks up there, and we're going {o
pin the things down.”

Hmdfo'th was not appeascd. He couldn’ t
possibly agree that his clothes would be
improved by putting them on a dirty roof,
and  holding them there with bhricks. . An
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ordinary suit wouldn’t matter so much, but
these were white flannels,

Itowever, the matter was out of his hands,
and he was forced to submit. Then he was
dissatisfied about the towel. It was rather
short, and +there was a decided draught
around his calves.

“ How long will those things take o dry?”
he asked anxiously.

“About an bhour.”

“And have I got to stand here in this
rotten towel for an hour?” demanded Hand-
forth wrathfully. *“I wouldn’t mind if it
wits a proper bath-towel, but it’s only as
big as a posfage-stamp!”

"Wait!” said Pitt. "What a chap pyou
are to hustle anybody! Don't you know
that you’re the Mandarin?”

“The mangling?’ said Handforth, staring.
“Are vou talking about my clothes—"

“No, fathead—1 said the Mandarin!” ex-
ciaimed Pitt. “One of those Chinese potlen-
tates. This suit of clothes is doing nothing
here, so you ight just as well dive into
it. I believe there’'s a back door, but we'll
push vou in somehow.”

Pitt had got hold of a gorgeous-looking
silken costume. It was a flowing Chinese
affair, the colours of which consisted of red
and vellow, with sundry dragons designed
in the making. : B

Handforth protested strongly, but he
might just as well have tried to stem the
tide. He was pushed into the costume, 2
weird-looking hat was thrust upon his head,
and the effect was impressive.

CHAPTER XV.
PHYLLIS AGAIN.

T HURCH looked at
-a.ff“‘l‘% Handtorth keenly.

| £ 1 “*Pm blessed if I

thought you could

ever look so important!™ he

i remarked, with delightful

candour, “It’s  wonderful

what clothes will do. That costume even
makes your face look nearly human!”

“It's not so bad, but it’s too red!” said
Pitt. “Chinamen don’t go about with red
faces like that!”

Handforth stalked up and down, and the
rustling silk soothed him. e was gradu-
ally changing his views. After all, he had
always fancied himself in Oriental costume.
There was something rich about it. He
was able to show himself off at his best.

“It's a pity we’ve got to keep you bottled
up in here,” remarked Nipper., “Why not
come out for a stroll in the grounds? Just
think of the impression youw'd make.”

“Not me!” retorted Handforth, “I'm
going to stick here until my clothes are
ready. I suppose you chaps will wait?
You're not going to desert me now?”

1 and
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“You needn’t
here,” said Pitt.
and square these people. We're using one
of their special rooms, and there may be
something to pay on that costume.”

Upon the whole, Handforth hadn't much
to grumble at. His companions had looked
after him well. He was dry, he was saved
from getting a cold, and his clothes would
hbe ready In an hour.

There was only one fly in the ointment.

He wouldn’t be able to see Phyllis again.
Handforth was very sad about this, and he
walked absently to the window, and stood
looking out upon the throng. He meant to
he in that restaurant for lunch, for tea,
and for supper—with occasional visits for
odd rolls and butter in the meantime.

But the thought of appearing before
Phyllis in his flannel suit after it came off
the roof made him shudder. He would have
to leave it until to-morrow.

yourself—we'll
“But I've got to go along

worry be

bl

As he stood there, he figured up how
mueh Tt would cost him to come to
Wembley every day in the week. 1t would

hbe rather awkward when he got hack to
St. Frank's—although, of ecourse, he might
come up for occasional week-ends.

And while he was toyving with these
thoughts, he suddenly gave a violent start.
Amazingly enough, Phyllis herself had come
into view! Actually the girl herself! 1t
was like one of those things you read about
in a book! . .

Handforth stared, his eyes goggling.

There she was, in a perfectly ripping silk
dress, all flimsy and light. Ie thought he
had never seen anyvbody so fairy-like in ali
hig life. But then, Handforth was gazing
with eyes of love. And such eyes are
alwayvs liable to be out of focus.

She was walking along the path near by,
it was impossible for her to move
swiftly, owing to the crowd. Now was his
chance! If only he could speak to her here,
the rest would be easy! Why, in the after-
noon, he would probably be taking her for
a go on the switchback, or riding her round
the grounds on one of the electric 'buses.

Handforth turned, his face flushed, his
eyes gleaming. He rushed out of the room
before any of the TFourth-Formers could
gain any idea of his intention. Then he
went through the main building, and out
into the open.

He was so thrilled and overjoyed at the
sicht of Phyllis that he completely over-
looked his extraordinary costume. 1t never
‘occurred to him—he didn’t give it a
thought. He would have gone out just the
same if he had been wearing the towel.
But a kindiy fate had saved him from this
catastrophe. 1IIe was, at least, presentable.

The crowd in the immediate vicinity quite
enjoyed ift.

There was a brilliant flash of colour in
the sun, a whisk of =zilk, and Handforth

'stood in the :middle of the path, with people
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standing well aside with all deference.
Handforth couldn’t quite make it out. He
hadn’t heen able to move so freely before.

And there, gazing at him with all the
other people, was Phyllis! He came to a
halt, and his heart leapt, Now that he had
reached the point, he didn’t know what on
earth to say, or how the dickens to
approach her.

But just then chance helped Handforth
in no uncertain way.

A small boy, rushing up fo see this new
marvel of the Exhibition, pushed past
Phyllis in the rude manner that small boys
will. Her little bag was jerked out of her
hand and went flying.
less than a second.

My bag!” she exclaimed.

“My hat!” ejaculated Handforth, in the
same breath.

Hle made a dive for the little bead bag,
recoviered it, and hapded it with reverent
lingers to its fair owner. The smile she
gave him was like a ray of golden sunshine.
it fairly dazzled him with its brilliance. It
bereft him of speech. As a matter of fact,
it was one of the most commonplace smiles
imaginable,

“Oh, thank you so much!” said Phyllis
sweetly, “For the moment 1 didn’t recog-
nise you. Do come to my table again
sonetimes, won’t you?”

She tripped away, and Handforth stood
there, dazed with happiness, e had often
lieard about the seventh heaven of delight,
biit he had never known what it was nnti

now!

THE LOVE LETTER.
ITH a start, Hand-
;if his  trance, and
found that he was
He looked at them blankly.
And then, turning pale, thc

CHAPTER XVI.
forth came out of
surrounded by Pitt & Co.
horror of the sitnation "dawned upon

full
him.

“"Mave—have I heen seen in public like
ithis?” he asked, in a dazed voice.

“Have yon been seen in public?” bresthed
Church,  *“Why, you fatheaded ass, half
Wembley's looking at you!”

“Great pip!”

“They’ve stopped the switchback, and all
the roundabouts have refused to work!”
said Pitt. “There’ll be a sensation about
this in the papers to-morrow. They’ll want
you to go into the Stadium at two hundred
pounds a week!”

Handforth gazed down at his attire and
hreathed hard.

“But—hut people can see me!” he mut-
tered dully. *“1 look awful! 1'm a sight!®

“Tell us something new!” snorted MeClure.
“Rat T must say you're lgoking a Lit heiter

It all happened in
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than usual in that costume. Come on, you
chaps—let’s rush him inside. They’ll take
him for a burglar! Fancy walking off with
that Mandarin’s outfit!”

Handforth didn’t fully recover his normal
senses until he was back again in his own
clothing, Even then he wasn’t satisfied.
He hagd never seen anything so horrible asg
his rough-dried flannel trousers. They were
creased, grubhhy, and they were shrunken.
He was positively afraid to leave the
premises,

But it had to be bhraved at last. Pitt
and the others had gone off on their own

pleasures, and only Church and MecClure
remained, ;
“There’s only one thing for it—we're

going home!” said Handforth, “I can't
walk about in this state——"

“We're not going home!” interrupted
Church, “Why, you fathead, it’s Whit
Monday, and we’ve hardly had any fun
yet.”

They had emerged from the Oriental
Palace, and were mixing with the throng.
Handforth’s assumption that everybody was
staring at him was quite unfeunded. '

“Yowre coming home with me!” he said
grimly,

“We're not!” they declared.

“What's this—mutiny?' thundered Edward
Oswald,

“Yes, that’s what it is—muliny!” said
Church, “Yon can jolly well go and eat
coke! You spoilt our morning, but you’re

not going to spoil our afternoon! Don't
forget to give my love to Phyllis when you
see her again!”
“And give her an
added MecClure.
They turned, mingled with lhe crowd, and
in two minutes Handforth had lost them.
For once they were safe—and they knew 1it.

Handforth pondered, after his rage had
gone down, and he made his way to the
Exhibition station. Ue would go straight
home! It was obhviously impossible to
appear before Phyllis in his present state.
And an idea had occurred to him—an .idea
that thrilled him through and through.
Ha was s0 eager to get home now that he
took a taxi as soon as he arrived at Maryle-
bone,

All the way home he had been re-enacting
that little scene on the walk. She had
smiled at him—she had asked him to come
to her table again! That was the bit that
Handforlth gloated over,

It was so glorious that he kept feeling
dizzy.

She had asked him to come to her table!
That mecant, as plain as anything could
mean, that she wanted to see him. At first
he had thought about dashing home, chang-
ing his clothes, and going back.

But there were all sorts of disadvantages.

In that restaurant he couldn’t get a word
with her at all. Al he could do was to
arder rolls and butter and ceffce. And he

extra kiss for me!”



had particularly noticed that the eye of the )

manageress was generally turned over in
his direction. She had already begun to see
that love was taking its true course! He
didn’t seemn to realise that the manageress
was mnaturally curious ahout this strange
customer—a schoolboy who had come in day
after day for food which he frequently left
untouched.

No, there was a better scheme altogether,

He would write to her. He thrilied
through and through at the daring thought.
What he couldn't say to her in words he
would bhe able to put in writing. And it
would be heaps bhetter, because the next
time he went there she would know every-
thing, The whole situation would be eased.

Handforth was simply stunncd by the

rreatness of the scheme. He had never
known that such wonderful ideas were
possible. It  was, without doubt, his
masterpiece.

He arrived home buoyed up and gay.

It was now mid-afternoon, and the big
house was quiet and still in the summer
theat. Handforth fthought for a moment.
Pen and paper! Where? His pater’s study.
He barged in, went to the desk, sat down,
and picked up Sir Edward’s best fountain-
pen. Then he sat there dreamily thinking
of the first words.

It was somewhat unlucky, perhaps, that
he had neglected to observe the sleeping
form of his father on the lounge, with a
silken handkerchief over his face.

CHAPTER XVIL
SiR EDWARD APPROVES,

5 OR the tenlli {ime
S Handforth started
his letter. The first

nine attempts were
3 aill very well, but they
didn’t seem to touch the

high-water mark. Bu} at his
tenth attempt he had had sufficient practice
to begin brilliantly.

. He had got about half-way through his
Ietter, and was pausing every now and
again to read it over, when a sound came
from his rear. At first he thought it was
the breeze blowing the curtains. But when
a voice spoke to him, he knew that such
could not be the case.

“Edward, what are you doing
desk?”’

Handforth gasped, and spun round in the
gwivel chair so swiftly that he went com-
pietely round twice, unable to stop himself.

“Pater!” he ejaculated. *“I—I didn't
know jyou were there!”’

#1 should think not, indeed!’’ exclaimed

at my
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Sir Bdward Handforth, sitiing up on the

I9

founge. “Confound you, Xdward, you’ve
disturbed my afternoon’s nap! What do

you mean by it?”?’
“I—1 didn't know——"°

“That’s no answer!’’ roared Handforth
senior. *“Here 1 am, fast asleep, and I’m
awakentd by your noises! First you kick
the floor, then you whistle, and then
What's that yow've got there? How darc
vou come into my study to write your
letters!™?

Handforth’s hecart gave a wild leap, and
e clutched at the letter in desperation.
He had heen so astonished to find his
father in the room that he had forgotten
that fatal document until this moment. He
stuifed it idnto his pocket, with such
obvious alarm that his father’s attention
was instantly attracted towards it.

“Give me that letter!” said Sir Edward

sternly. “It seems to me, young man,
that yow've been doing something you
shouldn’t do! There’s guilt on every line

of vour face!”’
Handforth went pale, and trembled.

“I'm sorry, pater, but I ‘cau’t give jou
this letter!®” he said firmly. “It's—it's to
a friend—-*"

“If it's addressed to a friend, there is
no reason why 1 should not read it—
unless, of course, your friend is dis-
reputable!”’ added Sir Edward suspiciously.

“ Disreputable?*’ gasped Handforth.
“She's as good as gold—7?

“What!” roared his father.

Handforth gulped hard, and made a dash
for the door. But his father was after
him, and grabbed him just in time. 1ln onc
moment Sir Edward had wrenched the letter
out of ‘his hopeful son’s pocket. And
Handforth, a set look coming {o his jaw,
waited for the storm to burst. Sir Edward
adjusted his glasscs, and unfolded the half-
finished letter.

“She!*?

“H'm! Your handwriting is improving.
Edward,”” ‘he observed. *“What's this?
* My ‘darling Phyllis——  Guod Leavens!

What on earth—’

He continued reading, and then looked at
his son sternly. There was obviously some-

thing wrong with Edward. His present
attire did not help his appearance much,
for Handforth had forgotten all about
changing.

“Indeed!’’ eaid Sir Edward grimly.
“Indeed! And so, young man, you comne

into my study and write love-letters. Upon
my word! Love-letters! Who—who is this
person?’’

“She isn't a
forth defiantly.

person!”’ exclaimed Hand-

L “oh! That’s very interesting!’' snapped
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his father. “If she isn’t a person, what is

she—a c¢reature? I demand to know what
you have heen deoing, Edward., Tell me
everything!”

Handforth sct his teeth.

“All right!’”? he said with fresh deliance.

Ao,

“Don’t— don’t you mind, dad?’ he asked
huskily.
his father. “Why on
My dear boy, writc
Do just as you
sake do your

“Mind?*’ repeated
earth should I mind?
vour letter and send it off.
please. But f{or heaven’s

“T don't mind. I'm not ashamed of it. wrjt.ing somewhere else!’’
:Et’&e:nt:’iﬁ;tr:"b I oo f IhE el He waved Edward Oswald out of the
% e B TR S roowy, and Handforth went in a state of
Good gad!”’ ejaculated his father, dizzy joy. This was a thousand times
“It's a shame that she should be a | better than he had hoped for. His father
waitress,”” went on Handforth, reckiess to I net only approved, but would even let
the point of disaster. him bring Phyllis to
“Pve seen her three the house. Handforth
or four times, and PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO’S WHOQ. hadn’t noticed any of
she’s the most I'i}[’.l- Fourth Series—Sixth Form. the  sarcasm  with
Viny oir th - : ‘hicl ather's
{i.l(?ﬁ[“u"”l lrl Sk }xO'I‘h._—lhe average age of Sixth Form r:f?;&? fllfil fge{'é n
“Has this girl re- hoys is 18. charged.
sponded to  yoar D Nk 72 But as soon as he
advaneces?”. \\.i'f{)uw’fgf{. went out of the
* No, sir,” replied ' ﬂ.,\...r“‘*:\ library, Sir Edward re-
Handforth, “She _ __ﬂ)\l turned to the couch,
doesn’t know  any- " B sat down, and laughed
thing yet. I'm going ‘ heartily.
to  write her this T =K —_
letter]. to tell hner 8 CHAPTER XVIIL
cvervthing. And you O —_— RpaT—
won't stop me. She’s 7 ik Ln:,fn;;‘]:m RLAR
the finest girl in the : == ;
world-——"". BNV ELIRIUM  wus
Handforth Woas \-‘-?7 upon Edward
amazed at  his own ;4 Oswald. It
darmg--but he was fa Y/, was the de-
more amazed by his (A} lirium of joy. He
father’s attitude. He e ¥ went about the house
had expected a fear- ZZ7Z8 p¥2 smiling at everything,
z =

"
&
an

ful, unholy outburst.
“Oh!”  saild Sir

Fdward, a note of

irony creeping into his

\‘\

/¢

voice. * 8o she's the
finest gir] in the

world? TUpon my soul,
Edward! So you have

No. 7.—Hareld Carlile.
An ordinary sort of senior

&

and feeling as bold as
hrass. With his
father's consent, what
else  mattered? He
had written his letter,
and- he had read it
through about iweniy
times.

e i‘:‘.—: )
A

]

’a
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fallen in love with a "T‘”Cmmr Jbrilliant nor  dull. And now, at the
Wembley waitressy” : }?'_‘_P .h‘% 15 imclined 1o be head of the stairs, Le

“T can’t help it, § ‘“_‘-)'-f’ll-."' T swayed, and can be was seanning it
patet!” readily talked into doing through again.  The

“0Of course not—of things ,":.r}f].‘:h_ Lo -{"“‘}%] ,n‘fnt}”f =4 more he looked at it
course not!™ said his Lk be‘l.s "“f?n“’t;'., lf’u‘t y e s MW the better he liked it.
father soothingly. thoroughly decent. e 1le  considered it to
“These things  will WP bo o little master-
happen, won't they, piece. ¢
Edward? No doubt It was evening now,

you mntend to bring this girl to my house,
and introduce her as your future wife?”
Handforth gulped. '
“Yes, pater!”’ he replied firmly.
“Splendid!’’ said Sir Edward. “My boy,
I'm proud of you! Go ahead and win. A
Wembley waitress! .~ Well, well! 1 had
hoped betfer for my son, but I dare say
Lthe girl is honourable and clever.”’?
Handforth wondered if he was
middle of a dream.

in the

| went dewnetairs,

and he had changed and was resplendent
once more. A footstep sounded behind him,
and his mother swept up.

In 2 flash Handforth
into his pocket. He was rather uncertain
about his mother. Perhaps sne wouldn’t
look at things in the same light as Sir.
Edward. | | _

Happily® she: hadn't noticed anything, and
after exchanging a few words with him,
wondering why he was home so early, she
And Handforth decided

pushed the letter
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that it would be far safer to post the lefter
at once, and get rid of ijt.

He waited a minute or two and then
slipped downstairs. Putting on his straw
hat, he opened the front deor and passed

out. Then he came to a halt. A black
frown gathered upon his brow.

There at the gate was Willy. Aud nof
merely  Willy, but Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon and the entire gang. Hand-

forth had plenty of pluck, but he couldn’t
hrave that crowd. The knowledge of his

errand was one reason for his reluctance.
hack from

Willy & Co. had just arrived
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Handforth went indoors and considered.

He remembered it was Bank Holiday.
He wasn’t sure, but he believed that all
the pillar-boxes were cleared early. The
prospect of missing the post startled him.
Something would certainly have to be done.
He could go out the back way, but the
servants would think it funny, and he had
a haunting fear that Willy wculd spot him
—and that would make things worse than
ever.

And just then FEllen appeared. She was
coming downstairs, and Ellen was wearing
her outdoor attire. Mandforth saw the

Handforth gave a wild gasp, and before he could recover his balance, ali

was over. He was over, too.

“Wembley, and it seemed that a FForm meet-
ing was taking place at the gate. It
vouidn't have mattered so much if Willy
niad come in like a decent human being, and
aiiowed the gate to be free.

But tkis wasn’t Willy’s way.

ile was swinging on the gate, slutching
tiie¢ top bars with his elbows, and Chubby
Heath was doing the same thing from the
ciher side. Apparently they were {rying
t«+ pull the post up by the roots. '

And the other fags were waijting there
fo watchh the effect, < sl

A{ all events, there was no sign of fare-
welle, and Willy was talking about cricket,
and sundry other things,

solition to his problem in a flash. He
could always trust Ellen. She was his pal.
“1 say, Ellen, going out?” he asked
quickly.

“Yea, Master Edward.”’

“Well, look here, do me a favour!’”’ said
Handforth, glancing hurriedly in the direc-
tion of the drawing-room. *“ Here's a couple
of bob. Just slip this letter in the pillar-
hox as you go by, and don’t say a word to
the mater! My hat! Take it—quick!’’

Ellen took it, and smuggled it away, For
Lady Handforth had appeared, and gave
them a =severe look. She didn’t quite

 approve of her son being so familiaz with

the domestics,



Handforth walked wunconcérnedly
unconscious of the fact that in his haste
he had passed the letter to Ellen without
even glancing at it, And the flap was still
open. He hadn’'t stuck it down. The
omission was  quite understandable. He
had heen looking at the letter, and twice
his mother had forced him to deal swiftly
with it. And now it was in ZEllen’s
pOSsession.

Quite possibly she would have taken a
peep at the contents had she known about
that flap. But she didn't. And when, a
few minutes later, she went out, she took
the letter from her pocket as she was about
EU cross the road—where there was a pillar-

0X.

“Don’t be late home, Ellen!" said Willy
cheerily.  “ You'll find the policeman at the
corner!”’

The maidservant smiled at him, and then
clanced at the letter. The first thing she
saw was the open flap. She paused, and
knew at once that Handforth had forgotten.

“ Anything wrong?" asked Willy, strolling
up.

“ Master Edward gave me this letter to
posh, and he hasn't stuek it down,” said the
girl. “He must have forgotten it.»

“That’'s nothing!”’ said Willy, “He'll
forget millions of things before he's gone
threugh this life. That's all right, Ellen—
I'll take charge of it—don't you worry,
You hurry off to your appointment—it isn’t
wood form to keep him waiting!”

“You are a one, Master Willy!” said Ellen
severely, :

She walked off, and Willy gazed at the
letter with undiluted joy.

CHAPTER XIX,
THE BILLET-DOUX,
4 HAT'S that you've
got?” asked
Chubby Heath, as
Willy came back
to the maté.
“ Nothing much—oniy a
letter,” said Willy, tucking it
into his pocket. “Well, you chaps, it's time
you were buzzing!"

And, dismissing his supporters in this
careless way, he turned towards the house.
EMR he paused after a moment, and looked

ack.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “You'd better
come in, Chubby. You, too, Juicy. All the
rest of you can bunk. It's high time you
were indoors, anyhow—vyou'll get smacked it
you're out late!"

A roar of indignation went up from the
little group of Third-Formers, but they went
off in a lively erowd. All their parents
lived in London, and most of them in the
West End, near by.

“What do you want us for?” asked Juicy
Lemon, with a yawn., “ My hat, Wembley
makes a chap jolly tired, you know! 1 hope
you're not going to keep us long, Willy.”
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“I'll keep you just as long as I want you,
and then you can clear!” replied Willy
calmly, “Come on in—there’s nobody in
the breakfast-room.”

They crossed the hall on tiptoe. For Willy
had an idea that his mater might eject his
friends unceremoniously if she discovered
them. It wuas all very well for them to cali
for their leader, but to makc free use of the
housc was a different matter. Willy always
felt that his position in the establishment
was much too insignificant.

He had glanced at the superscription on
Handforth’s letter, and, it was enough for
him., He wondered why on earth his major
had been home all the afternoon and even-
ing. Now, of course, the explanation was
simple.

“ Willy took the letter out of his pocket,
and grinned.

““ Behold !"" he said.

“What?"

“ Which?*

“Ted's first love-letter!”
“Now then—don’t make that cackle! You'll
get Kicked out unless you keep quiet. 'fed
gave this to Ellen to post—but the fathead
forgot to stick it down. Can you imagine
it? Can you picture any sane human being
sending a  love-letter—a love-letter, wmark
vou—out to post without the fiap being
stuck down?”

Willy didn’t know the circumstances, so
perhaps he was a trifle hard on his major.
Under ordinary conditions, even Hundiorth
would never have becu hall so carcless. But
the letter had been smuggled into KEllen's
iands so quickly that there had been no
time to think.

“Let's read it!"’ said Chubby eagerly.

“PDon't you be so eager!” warned Willy.
“I'm not altogether sure that we ought to
take the letter out—but as the flap’s open,
it's an invitation, isn't it? Besides, I don't
look upon thiz as spying. I’d rather bite
myself than play a dirty trick like that.
ut we've got to save old Ted from himself.
He'll get tied up into knots if we don’t help
hrim.”’

“You mean about that waitress?”
Chubby, who had heard all. .

“ Exactiv!” replied Willy. “ The fathead’s
written her a letter—so you can see that
it's simply a case of insanity. We can't let

“Ye billet-doux!”

erinned Willy.

asked

the Handforth family be disgraced by our

.

tame lunatic. We've got to read this, con-
sider things, and take strong action.”

Willy turned the letter over, and read the
superscription. He grinned. It was certainiy
original: “ To Miss Phyllis, Waitress No. 42.
Jacobean Restaurant, Wembley Exhibition.”

“Jt's a wonder he knew her number,”
mused Will¥. “But he's seen her so many
times that he couldn't help getting it off
by heart. Now, let's have a look at the
letter itself.’’ -

He withdrew it. unfolded the notepaper,
and gazed upon this masterly effusion:

“My Darling Phyllis,—Please forgive me
for calling you that. But I must. I
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love you., I have loved you ever since I
ordered my first supply of rolls and butter
tast week. I'm never happy unless I'm
sitting at your table. 1I'll be there to-
morrow, and if you will just give me one
smile when you take my order, I shall
know that everything 1s all right.

“ Yours faithfully,

“*EDWARD Q. HANDFORTB.”

The fags read the letter, and looked at one
another dazedly.

“Poor old Ted !’ said Willy, in sympathetic
tones. “I'm sorry for him in two ways. I'm
sorry because he's such a frightful ass, and
I'm sorry for his powers of composition. 1t
I couldn’t write a better love-letter than this,
I'd be a bachelor all my life!”

“Your major’s mad!”’ said Juicy Lemon.

“Mad as a hatter!” agreed Willy. “That’s
why we've got to look after him. Of course,
if this letter goes, he won’t get any reply—
and when he goes to the restaurant to-
morrow he’ll be biffed out on his neck. Poor
old ehap! We can't see him suffer like
fhat.*

“But what can we do?”

“In the morning,’”? said Willy, “he’ll get
a letter from Phyliis. At least, he’ll think
it’s from Phyllis. T’ll concoct it, and getb
Ellen to write it—-"

“But, you fathead, he’ll smell o rat at
once!”’ put in Chubby. < He’ll know jolly
well he couldn’t get a reply by the morning.
You’ll have to think of something better
than that!”

Willy smiled pityingly.

“ My dear cuckoo, when a chap’s in love,
he doesn’t think of those details!” he re-
plied. “ When Ted gets that letter he’ll be
so pleased to get it that he won’t think
anything abont time and space. He'll simply
make one dash to Wembley—and that’s where
we come in., To-morrow, my cheery lads,
there’s going to be some fun!”

you

CHAPTER XX.
THE PLOT.
b ETTER for
downstairs.”
I { Willy Handforth
locked into his
brother’s bed-room next morn-
ing, and made this announce-
ment casually.,  Handforth
was just getling up, and he glanced round
as he was in the act of fitting his best
gufi-links into a clean shirt.
* Letter for me?’” he repeated. * All right
—don’t you touch it, or I'll skin you!”
“Who’s thinking of touching it?” asked
Willy, with a sniff. “1 took one look at it,
and nearly fainted, The giddy thing’s
smothered with scent! Tecd, have you been
up to something?”
Handforth started violently.
‘“Scent !’ he ejaculated. a wild light leap-
ing into his eyes.

o
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“I'll bet it’s from
“Shall I bring it up?”

“No, you won’t!” rcared Handforth.
go and fetch it!”

He made a dash for the door, but Willy
stopped him.

“You can’tt go down like that, you ass!
You haven’t got any ft{rousers on!”’ he
shouted. ¢ My hat, what next?”

“Oh, my goodness!” gasped Handlorth,
recollecting himself.

He repaired the omission in about ten
seconds, and then flew downstairs, grabbed
the letter, and flew up again, without any-
body seeing him. His one fear had been that
Willy would look at the letter, and then
ask all sorts of awkward questions about it.

He closed the door, locked it, and with
trembling fingers he unfastened the Hflap.
Willy, outside in the corridor, was pacing
up and down, with his hands behind his
back, a happy smile on his face.

One glance at the signature at the bottom
of the letter made Handforth's heart jump.
There it was—“Phyllis.” It was from MHer.
Exactly as Willy anticipated, Edward Oswald
never gave a thought to the impossibility of
gelting a reply so soon.

Willy had taken a chanece, and it had
worked.

“What lovely
Handforth ecatatically.
fist I've ever seen.”

There was no dquestion that Ellen, the
housemaid, wrote in an excellent round hand.
Willy had not made the blunder of faking
the letter himself. Handforth was an ass,
but he wasn’t absolutely brainless.

And so the letter was genuinely written
by a girl, and there wasn’t the slightest in.
dication that it was a neat exampie of
Willy’s composition. 1t was short, but very
much to the point: |

Irene!™

said Willy.
* 10l

handwriting !’ murmured
“The most gloricus

“My Own Sweet Edward,—Thank you,
swectheart, for your beautiful letter. How
I long for you to come to-uiorrow! I have
told my father, and he is overjoyed. He.
wants tc meet you, and will be outside
India to-morrow at hali-past ten. He will
wear a red carnation. Meet him, darling,
and our happiness will then be complete.

“Your loving
“ PHYLUIS.”

Handforth read the leiter again and again,
allowing every word of it to sink indelibly
into. his mind. He had thouvght his own
letter wonderful, but this was bheyond all
expression.

“My only hat!"” he breathed, as he paced
up and down his bed-room, with one sock
on and one sock off, and his braces dangling.
‘““She’s told her pater! And I've told my
pater! Everything’s lovely! 1 can fix it all
up, and—and—"

His mind simply refused to conjure up the
vista which lay abead. L

Of course, he would liave to wailf a few
vears—hut that wouldn’$ matter. She was



the kind of girl who wouldn’t mind waiting—
if it came to that, she had been trained to
it;

Handforth wondered a little at the curious

w4y in which he was to meet her father.
1t might have been better fo receive a proper
. introduction in the ordinary way. Buf, on
second thoughts, this carnation- business had
a touch of romance—something ripping, like
vou read about in stories,

It was here that Willy had displayed rarve
cunning. He knew his major's weakness
for mysserious happenings. And he had
imagined Edward Oswald leaping at the
chance of meeting somebody with a red
carnafion in his button-hole. INNcedless to
say, there would be an appreciative
audience when that interesting meeting took
place.

For Willy had everything
to the last detail.

cut and dried

CHAPTER XXI.

WEMBLEY AGAIN.

EN-THIRTY was re-
vealed on several
clocks when Edward
Oswald Handforth

front of the
at Wembley

appeared in
India  Pavilion
sxhibition,

He proceeded to scan the throng.

He was dressed with even more care than
ever, and it worried him slightly because
the day was a bit dull. He was afraid
thiere was going to be some rain—and it
would be a pity to have such a great day
as this marred.

Some idea of his task now confronted him.

The crowd was tremendous, even at this
early hour. And to pick out a man wear-
ing a red earnation struck Handforth as
being a bit of a job. As far as he could see,

there wasn't a soul there wearing a flower
of any kind., Just in the ofhng, three
figures were Ilurking—like conspirators in
ambush.

““There he is!’ said Juiev Lemon cagerly.

“Think I haven't got eves?’ said Willy
Handforth. “I qpotted him long ago. I
thought he was going straight past at first,
and I was half afraid that he was going to
the restaurant. That would have messed
things up. Now for the first customer!'”

Willy extracted a beautiful carnation from
inside his packet, where several others re-
posed.
the whole bunch—it would look better.

He regarded them gproudly.

“They f:ost. sixpence each, and I'm going
to sell ’em at a penny!” he remarked.
There oughtn't tn be any difficulty about
getting rid of ‘em.’

“Fancy paying fi

““That’s all right—I wangled an extra five
hob out of the pater this morning, so they
didn’t cost me anvthing,” said Willy calmly.
“Isn’t it worth it? Isn't it worth five

~had certainly been

On second thoughts, he pulled out

hob to see old Ted paying for the folly ot
falling in love?”

‘‘ Better not let him see those carnations,”
warned Chubby Heath. ‘“He's only got to
catch sight of us, too, and the game's up !

‘“ Fathead !” said Willy scornfulliy. ¢ fle’s
blind !

He looked round carefully, and found a
likely looking gentleman. There were nuim-
Lers of people waiting about in this par-
ticular spot, for it seemed to be a kind
of meeting-place. Quite a few men, Willy
had obscrved, had been standing abaut in
the same p0-1t10n for five or six minutes.

’N'nthlnﬂ suited his purpose better.

Keeping a weather eye on his major, and
taking care that he had his back to him,
he af)proached a perfect stranger. Willy,
by the way, was not wearing a school cap
now, and was in no way conspicuous.

““ Like a carnation, sir?”’ he asked sweetly.

““ No, thanks,” said the gentleman, gaz-
ing at them longingly.

“ Penny each, sir,”” urged Willy.

“QOh!” said the gentleman, who was a
rather severe-looking old fellow of about
sixty., A penny each, eh? H'm! Oh,
well——"?

Ife produced a penny, received a carna-

tion, and Willy vanished into the crowd,
hiding the other flowers in his coat again.
In a minute he was back with his chums,

“Worked like a charm!” he said cheer-

fully. “T LKknew it would. The old
hounder wouldn’t look at them at first,
though.”

““ He’s put that carnation in his button-
l‘»)"!

hole?

¢ Of course,” grinned Willy. “That’s the
idea.”
The gentleman was now standing in fuli

view, rather proud of his superb carnation-—
a real hothouse beauty. And a little dis-
tance away Handforth had sudderly caught
sight of the flower and the man,

It was the sign!

His heart gave a leap, and he edged
closer. Yes, there was no doubt ahout it.
There he was—rather a decent-looking old
bird, too. But now that it was necessary
for him to act, Handforth hesitated.

He didn’t know what to say—and, what
was more awkward still, he didn't Know
the name of his future father-in-law. Phyllis
rather careless not to
mention it.

But Handforth was full of confidence, and,
after a brief period of hesitaney, he marched
forward.

““ Gocd-morning,
ing the stranger.

“ Er—good-morning !”’
rather surprised.

“Well, I've come!” '

The stranger looked at Handforth queerly.

“You've come?” he repeated. “So I sec.
But 1 fail to understand what you are
driving at, voung man. What have jou
come for?”

It seemed to

sir,” he said, confront-

said the gentleman,

Handforth that something



was wrong somewhere. ‘1wo of the cogs
Cidn’t seem to be engaging.

““1—1’ve come about rhyltlis, sir,”

** Phyllis ! ejaculated the stranger blankly.
“What on earth are you talking about?
I'm afraid you are making a mistake, my
iad, I diun’s expeet you. Y don't know any-
thing about Phyllis, and 1've never seen
you hefore in my life.

They both Iocked at one another awk-
wardly. Handforth was feeling particularly
nervous, Lverything was going wrong. Ue
had expected a perfectly smooth course,

“ That’s a red carpation i your button.
hole, isw’t 1t?” he asked grimly.

el yes, 1 think so =
" Then you re Phyllis’ father,” saxd Hand-
forth. *I'm awfully pleased to see you,

sir. It's all right—you can trust me, I'm
Handforth. Phyllis told me that you’d be
here.”

The stranger was now beginning to look a
little scared. There was something about
Handforth’s manner, and there was a gleam
in his eye, which made him uncomfortable.
He had often read that lunatics were fre-
quently quite youthful.

And the stranger, tearing the carnation
cut of his button-hole, moved hurriedly away
into the crowd—leaving Hanpdforth staring
after him blankly. But a second later his
heait leapt. For near by, unconcerned and
patient, stood another man with a red car-
nation!

CHAPTER XXII.

MORE THAN HE BARGAINED FOR.
ANDFORTH was quite

i

startled.

By a strange coin-

cidence there were
two men with red earna-

tions! And it was just his

- bad luck that he should have
%pokcn to the wrong one first. It was be-
yond all possibility that this second man
could be the wrong one. Handforth went
up to him quickly.

“Sorry I'm late, sir,’” he said hurriedly.
I'm Edward.”

He thought it better to wuse his Chris-
tian name—it sounded less formal. He
watched the effeet anxiously.

“For a perfect stranger
body come up and say
Edward—well, it was a rather embarrassing
position. Nobody would know exactly what
to answer under the circumstances.

‘The second carnation-holder was a thin,
small man, with rather shabby clothing.
Not that this was against him, decided
Handforth. Being the father of a waitress,
he was naturally in modest circumstances,

“You're Edward?”’ repeated the stranger.
“That’s very interesting. 1’'m charmed to
meet you, Edward.”?

-This was better—this was the real thmgf

**1 happened to go to somebody else first
by mistake, sir,” went on Handforth. ‘¢ But

that his name was

to have some-

that doesn’t matter now.

Where do you
think we had better go to have a talk?”
The stranger smiled whimsically.

“I'm not going anywhere—I'm waiting
here for the wife,” e replied.

““Oh, she’s comiug, toor”

“Yes,” said the man. *“ Look here, youn"
‘un, what’s your exacv game? If you're
trymg any confidence stunts on me, you'll
find yourself in the hands of the pohce. I
have had experience——"?

“ But I've come here about Phyllis!» ex-
plained Handforth. ““You kpnow—that let-
ter. I met your daughter at the restaurant.
She’s a waitress there.”

“My daughter i3 a waitress in a restau-
rant?’? ejaculated the man. ¢ Then all I
can say is she’s started remarkably young.”

““Rather, sir!” agreed Handforth. T
don’t believe she’s a day older than eighteen

*3

“1 don’t believe anything of the sort—I
| know she’s no older than six!?? said the
stranger. ** And her name doesn’t happen to
be Phyllis, either. It’s Ada!”

“Adal”* gasped Handforth. < But—but
didn’t you arrapge to meet me here at
half-past ten?”

“Not that I know of.” )

** Then—then you’re not the man 1 want ?*

““ Well, there seems to be something the
matter somewhere,” grinned the stranger.
““You'd better be more ecareful next time,
sonny. I’'m sorry—you seem a decent sort.
If there’s -anything I can do to help—

“Great Scott! There he is!”® breathed
Handforth, his brain reeling. “I've made
another bloomer! 1 wonder how many more
people are going about with red carna-
tions ?»

He wandered off desperately, for he had
just caught sight of another *‘possibility.”
This -buainess was getting altogether too
thick. He hadn’t bargained to find the
place fairly littered up with people wear-

ing carnations. His manner reflected his
impatience.

‘““Look here, is your daughter named
Phyllis?”? he demanded, going up to the

third¢ man, and glaring at him,

He wasn't taking any chances this time!

The stranger, a stout individual, with a
pompous air, gazed at Handforth in amaze-
ment—as well he might.

“What the deuce do you mean, boy?”’
he retorted. ““ How dare you insult me in
that way? I'm & bachelor! I bhaven't got
any children of any kind—and wouldn’t have

‘em, either., Go away, or I'll call a police-
man“’ |

Handforth
weaker,

“But—but that carnation—*

“There's no end to your impertinence!”
snapped the other. ¢ What has my carna-
tion got to do with you? Can't I buy a
carnation without heing questioned by every

was growing weaker and

Tom, Dick, and Harry?”
Edward Oswald acted rather rudely. He
walked off while the stranger was in the



middle of his
some excuse for Handforth. H
caught sight of something which startled

But there was
He had just

discourse.

him in the extreme. There was his minor,
standing in front of a gentleman, and the
gentleman was just putting a carnation into
liis button-hole.

It was too significant to be ignored.

There was something exceedingly fishy
here. Even Handforth smelt a rat—and he¢
was usually the most gullible of mortals.

“Hi, Willy—cave!’’ sounded a yell through
thie crowd.

Willy heard the shout,
and tried to escape.

glanced round,

But he was too late. PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO’S WHO.
Fourth Series—Sixti:x Form.

Handforth’s heavy
hand descended upon
his shoulder.

“All right, Ted—
pax!” said Willy
calmly. “You can't
touch me—I've got my
fingers crossed!”

Handforth goggled.

“What were you
doing with that carna-
tion?” he demanded
thickly. :
©“ Carnation?”

NOTE.—The average

hoys

“I didn't know it,”
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at, Ted,” said Willy, aggrieved.
been doing you a good turn.”

“I'm not grumbling at anything,’
Handforth with deadly calmness. “1I'm
going to leave that to you. Come on! I'm
going to drag you behind this building,
and I'm going to turn you upside down,
and I'm going to jolly well tan you!”

“You silly ass!” said Willy indignantiy.
“People can hear you!”

“I don't care about that!”

“ All right—I'll tell everyhody that you're
in love!” retorted Willy.

“I've ouly

?

said

“Why, you—y o u

ry
; ) “In love with a
~age of Sixth Form giddy waitress!”
is 13, sneered Willy, “My
hat! If you haven't

got sense at your age,
it’s just about hope-
less. Don’t you realise
that I've done all this
for your own good?”
“My own good?” re-
peated Edward Oswald
breathlessly, “ You've
“done all what?”
“YWell, for one thing,

morning——"

* Yoy I wrote you that
“What carnation?” letier.”
“If you think you “What!”
can  spoof me, you “1 didn't actualy
voung rotter, I'll show write if, but Elien
vou you can't!” said did ”
Edward Oswald T “ Ellen?” howled
fiercely. “My own B Handforth.
hrother! My own - *“Our housemaid,”
flesh and Dlood! PN said Willy.
Calmly standing here “Do you think 1
and performing the don’t know who Ellen
filthiest trieck under is?"  hooted Hand-
the giddy sun! Do B : - . T, forth, causing peonle
vou know that yvouw've B! The scion of a noble Tamily, to stand round and
: et 8 . B  aristocratic and quiet. His 2 DR : §
been making a fool of R oy s avite has listen with keen en-
e 9 & = habitual air of gravity has oement.  “You doit
Mg , — frequently caused him to be JOyment. - .
Willy  Jooked sur- K= T q» T mean to say that
Ead = known as “The Owl.” Learned ihat etter I gof Ihix
RS = and thoughtful, he is one of il JELLEL L 801 LS

he replied innocently,
“1 thought that was
one of Nature’s little
capers!”

{

Sixth,

—

Lovia L]

()
2

CHAPTER XXIII.
WILLY IS PLEASED TO EXPLAIN.
HE very fact that his

minor was on the
scene made Hand-
forth suspeet the

worst. It was easy enough
to put two and two together.
He had been deliberately
selling flowers to perfect strangers so that
his major should go up to them and make
himself ridiculous!

“I don’t see what you've got to grumble

the “great thinkers” of the

IIe broke off, further
words failing to shape
themselves.

Willy nodded.
right,” he said calmly,

&

“That’s
work.”

*“Your work?”

“I dictated it to Ellen,” explained Willy.
“Now, Ted, don’t get excited—you’re going
all blue in the face, and you mustn't do
it. One of these days you'll have apoplexy.
The fact is, I decided to save you from
getting into horrible trouble.”

Handforth suddenly became icily ecalm.

“Go on!” he said grimly. “My hat!
And so I’'ve been here all this time, talk-
ing to perfect strangers, and you've bhecn
watching me. You needn’t think I'm calm.

11 L‘If



'l lef you speak, hut afterwards I'm going
to wash you out of my life!”

¢ By the time I've finished, you’ll take me
in your armsg and hug me!” said Willy.
“You don’t know how kind I’ve been. I've

been making some inquiries this morning |

about Phyllis—"
“Don’t you dare to mention her name——-"

“And it would be a fine thing if I'd. let

youu carry on with that lovemaking of
vours,” said Willy severely. “Faney going
to  that restaurant, day after day, and

mwaking moony eyes at a married woman!

1
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I told you I’'d wait until

# We]l, g0 on!
you've done.”

“That’s all—she's married. Isn't that
enough?”

“I don’t believe it, you beastly young
spoofer!”  exclaimed  Edward Oswald,
humiliated that his love affairs should be
made public like this, “What inquiries
did you make?”

“Well, I didn’t actually make any
inguiries-—"

“Oh!!!
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recognise you,*?

‘¢ Oh, thank you so much ! ?? said Phyllis sweetly.

“_For a moment I didn’t

-

Why, T'm
gracefull”
Handforth reeled.

« 3larried?” he panted.
She's not more than
nineteen——

- “ Plenty of girls

ashamed of you! It’s dis-

“You’re mad!

eichteen or
1

get married at seven-
teen!” interrupted Willy. *“1I looked into
thiis matter, and the best thing you can
do is to wipe her out of your life instead
of me. This business about the carnations
wias done just for a bit of sport.”

“Sport, eh?” said Handforth thickly.

“But I went in the restaurant and had
a roll and butter—"

“Don’t talk to me about rolls and
butter!” snorted Handfmth “I hate the

sight of ’em!”

“That’s a good sign,” s.nd Willy, nodding.
“I'm glad. to see it—it shows you're coming

+ round.”

“ Look hére—_

“Wait a minute!” interrupted his minor.
“About, Phyllis. My dear,’ dotty chump!
Why need I make inquiries, when the girl’s
a walking advertisement? She’s  got a
wedding-ring on.”
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“ A wedding-ring?” said Handforth, a fear-
ful conviction coming upon him that kis

minor, was telling him the truth. “But—
but I never saw one!”

“Of course you didn't,” agreed Willy.
“You didn’t waste time Jlooking at her

hands—all you could do was to gaze blearily
into her purple eves. Think what would
;uw'e happened if you’d sent that letter to
1er!” .
“Letter?” said Handforth, with a start.
“But—but it was posted vestcerday &
“That's just where I come in!” inter-
rupted Willy. “I got hold of it, and

LEE LIBRARY

from him, it was quite on the cards that
she would have communicated with his
pater. That would have meant a whole
hag of trouble,

Slowly, therefore, Handforth's feelings
towards his minor . began to change. He
overlooked the unhappy incident of the
carnations. There was something more im-
portant on hand. He decided, in facf, to
go and have another look at Phyllis for
himself.

“Come with me!”
vou're right about this,

he said gruffly. “If
my lad, 1 won’t
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didn’t post it. In fact, I've saved vou from
getting yourself into an awful fix.
you're not grateful, you ought to bhe!™

CHAPTER XXIV.
SEEING IS BELIEVING,

HERE was a ring of
: conviction in every-
thing that Willy said.

And now that Hand-

forth was coming to his
senses, he could see it all.
If Phyllis was  really

married,

and she had received that letter

And if }. the rest of it.

give yvou that tanninz, and T'll overlook al!
But if you're wrong—-"
He left the scnience unfinished and stalkad
away.
As he made his wayv to the Jacobean

Restaurant he pondered deeply. In some
subtle way, Phyllis' charms seemed less
attractive now. The knowledge that she

was married made all the difference in the
world. Of course, she was a ripping girl,
but— Well!

He arrived at the restaurant, and was
about to walk in when Phyllis herself came
round from somewhere in the rear. She
was all dressed, and was apparently going.
At the first sight of her, Handforth's heart
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cave a leap.
his eyes. All his animosity against Willy
surged up. The young ass! Fancy saying
that this sweet young thing was married!?
~Why, it would be an insult to look at
her hand at all!  Besides, he couldn’t,
because she was wearing "]O'vLS

Just then a young man came up, wheel-
ing a perambulator, He was quite a smart
young fellow, and in the perambulator
there was a smart young baby. Phyllis
gave the newcomer her sweet smile as he
arrived—and Handforth shot him a look of
deadly hatred. At the same time, his
heart was beginning to thump a llttle more
rapidly.

Phyllis bent cver the pram, fondled the
1):1!)}', and lifted it in her arms. And the
Wembley crowds went to and fro without
taking any notice. Handforth stood there,
flabhergasted. Any further evidence than
this was quite unnecessary, ‘

“Well?” asked Willy, touching his arm.

“Come on!” growled Handforth., “We
don't want to stick here—she might see us.
Let’s clear ofl. and go on the wa.tu chute,
1I'l11 {forgive you LVE'I‘)ﬂ]]Il my son,”
added kindiy.

** Are you “convinced now ?”

“Of course TIT'm convinced!” replied
Handforth. * My dear young fathead, what
do you take me for? Do you think I
didn’t know it all the time?”’

“What?” gasped Willy.

““ As for being in Jove with her, you must |

be dotty!” sniffed Handfortih.
not even pretty!

“Why, she’s

The old soft light ecrept into ] restanrant

he

Just because I went in a |
THE

have some-
sorts of

twice to
jump to all
conclusions, and make a fuss over nothing.”

cnce  or

thing to cat, »you
qu
301,
2ot

“My giddy aunt!” ejaculated Willy.
you don’t take the biscuit! Ted, old
you'll get on in this world—you’ve
enough nerve for twenty!”

“We don’t want to discuss the matter any
more!” said his major. < Girls are all the
same—they’re all deceitful! There’s not a
single exception among the whole giddy
crowd!” "

Willy grinned,

*“*What about Irene?” he asked.

“Irene?” said Handforth with a start.
“0Oh, well, she stands alone! Now, Irene’s
a girl that any chap conld admire. Glorious
blue ‘eyes, lovely fair hair, and—-"

“Help!” panted Willy. “ Don’t start that
all over again, for goodness’ sake! Let’s go
on that water chute!”

And from that moment not another word
was -ever spoken concerning the charming
Phyllis., Later on that day Church and
MeClure attempted to bring up the sube-
ject, but Handforth qqnabhed it. And there
was such a light of battle in his eyes that
his chums never hrought it up again. They

| didn’t know what had happened, but it was

perfectly clear that Phyllis no longer held
first place in Edward Oswald’s affections.
For many days afterwards the very sight
of rolls and butter caused him to shy like
a frightened stag. And although he
thought the Wembley Exhibition was jolly
good, he decided that he had seen quife
cpough to satisfy him over Whitsuntide!

END.
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HANDFORTH'S GREAT IDEA.
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

CHAPTER 1.
THE RACE TO SUREF IFLAND.

OML on the Tizers—let

e

Jdward O=swald Handiorth,

leader of the Tiger Putrol, gave
a roar of encouragement as he plied his
oar.  Unfortunately. he plied it rather tco
vigorously, and he scooped up about a pail-
ful of sea-water, and deposited 1t in the
steersman’s lap,

“‘ Look out, you ass!*" howled €Churel,

“Don't make a fuss over nothing!™ snap-
ped Handforth, as he carvied on. **Those
Wolves are getting ahead —and don't
forget we challenged them. If we don't win

‘emy have

the

thw race, I'll never speak to any of You
again!®
“Let's lose it!” said Church, promptly
appealing to the others. _
1t wouldn’'t be a bad idea,” grinned
()wen major, “but we've got the honour of
shie Patrol to think of. We're not @oing to

-ct those siliy Modern Ilouze chaps beaf us
in a race like this!®

‘““Not likely!” panted McClure.  “‘Put
vour backs into it!*’ -
The boat contained six juniors of the

Fourth Form at St. Frank’s They were the
Tiger Patrol, of the 1Ist S8t Irank’s Boy
Scout Troop. And near by, almozt on a
level, sped another boatload of six—the Woll

Patrol, of the 2nd St Frank's Boyv Scout
Troop.
It was merely «n informal race, decided

vpon on the spur of the moment, but it was
ncne the less interesting on that aeccount.
The rival scouts were keen upon showinyg
their prowess in a rowing boat at sea. and
there can be mno doubt that the weather
conditions were ideal for the protect.

It was a glorious summer’'s afternoon, and
Shingle B.n, iust round the Sussex coast
from Caistowe, was glistening and gleaming
with the warm mnlwht The sea was calm
and tranquil, the sky blue and cloudless.
And near by the great column of the Shingle
tock Lighthouse rose majesticaliy ahove ail

The picture was a charming one, hut the

e

tvitlage of Lanazdon

twelve scouts had no eyes for scenic beauty
at the moment, They were putting all their
eiiorts into the rowing, and as Wt the two
hoats were om a dead level, So far it was
anybody's race, |

The St. Frank’s scout troops—three of
them altogether—were encamped on tLhe
downs, just above Shingle Bay. It was a
half holiday, and the scouts were ¢njoying
themselves in their own strenuous fashion.
For this was no holiday eamp—but part and

f pareel of the summer term.

Frank’s was undergoing drastic altera-
tions, and there was only room for the
seniors in the old schoci. The juniors,
rather than allow themselves to be dis-
tfributed in sixes and sevens throughout
other sehools, had elected to become boy
=scouts, and go into camp. And lessons had
been going on in much the usual way.

The fellows were thoroughly enjoying the
mixture of school and camp life. And on
this particular afternoon there had been a
little argument on the beach. Handforth
Iiad airily declared that he and his Tigers
could beat any other patrol! in a rowing race
to Surf Island.

And Boots, the leader of i1he Wolves, had
accepted the echallenge. Swiit preparations
had been made. Nipper, and Pitt, and a
good many others had rowed out to Surf
[sland in advance—so that the {inigh of the
race could be officially recorded.

Other szeouts had remained behind, and
were following at leisure. They had started
the racers oflf, and the contest was now in
progress. John Busterfield Boots and his
Wolves were grimly determined to win the
honour for their own Troop.

The two boats were just ordinary rowing
eraft, and not especially made for racing.
Thiz merely added to the interest of the
proceedings. The “‘course’ was rtoughly
two miles, Surf Island lying at the entrfmce
of a meighbouring bay, where the tiny fishing
neatIed under the brow

St.

of the cliffs.
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“Go it, Oxford!” grinned Buster Bools, CHAPTER II.
from the rival boat. iy s g

““You'd better keep your breath, old man THZ I5LAHD P'&R"\'DISE‘
—you’ll want it all later on!*’ roared Hand- OM BURTON had given one glance
forth, as he pulled his oar. ¢ It's a fat- at the distance:, and now he was
headed idea, shouting acress to us, and settling down to his rowing with a

wasting your cnergy!”
“Souse me!”? chuckled Tcm Burton.
** What are you doing gnesamate?”
“Eh? By txeorﬂe”h said Handforth, with
a start. ¢ Yes, we‘d betier put our backs
mto the rowing, hadn’t we? It seems to

me the steersmen have got the best jeb in

tiis race!?”

“Don’t jaw e&o much, Handy!” =said
{_" h = T + l ¥ £i Ti L] . ‘b t_' o : 12>

iturch ceverely. 1ey're beating us!?

This was a slight exaggeration, The

Wolves were certainly forging slowly ahead,
but it was a matter which could soon be
remedied. Tom Burton was a member of
the Tiger Patrol—and the Bo'sun could ne
relied upon to do wonders in an cmergency.
lle was fairly in his element now.

“Good !’ sanz out Chureh. “YWe're
round the headland! - Now - for the long.
straight sweep home! Go it, you ehaps!?

toe, an.
Hand-

But the Wolves were ““ going it,”
now they were off with a vengeance.

forth gave a startled cxelamalion as he
zaw that he and hizs men were heing left

in the rear,

““ Buck up!?’ he gasped.
mg us £

‘¢ Steady on, shipmate!"* interrupted Buar-
fon, < Let ’em tire themselves ont. Plenty
vl tim2 yet—we’ll get into harbour firet.”

“You fathead! They're neariy a length
ahead!” snorted Handforth.

He drove his blade into the waler with
siuell energy that he scooped up another pail-
fnl for Church’s benefit, and with the next
stroke he caught a crab with sue¢h neatness

*They're whack-

and exhibition that he c¢rashed nver‘hae};-
wards into the well of the boat with a
startled roar.

Confusion reigned, for all the other oars-
men were put off their stroke.

“Oh you hopeless ass3!?” yelled Church.
“'That’s done it! We’ve lost the race now
—and I'm soaked to the skin!?”

Handforth scrambled up and grabled
nar just as it was disappearing.

““ What—what happeped?” he
“Who did that??

“Yeu did, of courze!” snapped Me(Cluare.
“0Of all the clumsy cuckoos! Faney catch-
ing a crab in the middle of a race! Look at
the Wolves now—they're miies ahead!”

Handforth !locked round dazedly.

“] ean’t see any crab!"? he =aid indig-
nantly. *I didn’t catch «nything, you idiot!
Something went wrong with my oar!”

IHandforth always took everybedy literally,
and he was too excited to realice the actual
truth of the expression. Yor Buster Boots
and his men were now a considerable dis-
tance ahead, apd weil on the way 10 victory.

T

His

ga<ped.

| adopted the fatal

grim expression on his usually
sunny countenance,

“*The race i=n't lost yet!” he declared.
*“Come on, Handy—let's have some real
rowing—and no more ¢rabs! We'll beat the
Wolves yet!?”

‘“By George,
fiercely.

-He was just beginning to realise that he
was the cause of all the delay, and he was

consequently rather subdued. }Io put every

rather!” panted llandfortb

‘ounce of his power and strength into his

rowing—and the others were equaily
energetic. The Wolves, on the other hand,
were now taking things comparatively casily.

They felt that the race was theirs., They
policy—employed by many
profeszional football teams-of siackening
down when they had a useful lead. And
before titey were aware of it their opponenta
Lad taken them by surprise.

On the last lap, and with Tom Burton now
bringing his reserve power info use, the

Tiger's boat fairly hissed over the green,
smootiy water. They were overtaking the
Wolves at a great pace,

The winning post was now close at hand.
And both steersmen were concentrating their
efforts on guiding the boats accumteh
Tmmediately dh&ld lay a narrow, sandy ba}
—and there were two boats at the entrance,
one on either side. One was occupied by
Nipper and Watson and the other Lions—
while the second boat contained Reggie Pitt
and his Hawks. It was for them fio
announce the winnar.

The first competing boat over the invisible
line would gain the honours.

““Come on, Tigers!” yelled Reggie Pit
encouragingly. “You'll do it!*

‘“ Hurrah!”»

Buster Bcecots realised, at the last moment,
that viclory was liable to be snatched out of
his grasp. He gave a panting warning to
his Patrol, and they all used their last
burst of speed.

But the Tigers were now sweeping on in
magnificent style, and no amcunt of effort
on the part of their rivals could deprive
them of the viectory. They swept through
the gap between the judges® boats, the
winners by a bare half-length. The Wolves
had been beaten at the post.

*Joily good!” shouted Pitt. - “ Tigers
win”!
“What?? gurgled Buder Boois., *“Rats

We got threugh first

“We didn’t, old rnan_.” gasped Percy Bray.
“They iust about pipped us, the beggars!
Our own fault, too—for slacking down. Stiil,
it was a jeily good race, so we can't
gromble.?
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jut Buster
—particularly at

Boots grumbled considerably
himself for having taken
victory for granted. Their boat grounded
on the" soft sand, they leapt aszhore, and
ftung themselves down.

The Tigers had done the same, but after
a brief rest, they had recovered their
breath and were themseives again. By this
time the other boats had drawn in, and
the little beach was crowded.

““ A jolly good race!” said Dick Hamiiton,
the leader of the Lionms—otherwise known
as Nipper. “Of course, we knew that you
Modern House chaps would be whatked——""

“0h, did you??” interrupted Buster, frown-
ing, “It was only by a piece of luck that
Huandforth and his crowd stole a miarch on
us. But we don’t want to hold an inguest
over the giddy race. Who says a bathe?”

““Haven't got any

costumes,’” objected
Church.

“{Costumes?’ grinned Reggie Pitt. < Who
wants costumes on Surf Istand? We're a
mile from the nearest mainland, and this

izsland is uninhabited. All the doctors say
that if you bathe without a costume you

get more benefit!”

The others grinned, and a Kkind of un-
dressing contest took place. It was indeed
glorious to be perfectly free—to know that
they could not be overlooked in any cir-
cumstances., What Reggie Pitt said was
perfectiy true. Surf laland was absolutely
deserted.

Yet, strictly speaking it didn't descrve to
be.

In its own wuay, it was a veritable summer
paradise. In the winter it was a bileak,
wind-swept scrap of land, well nigh un-
approachable. But in midsummer the tiny
isie was a glorious epot.

It beionged to Sir James Woodbridge, and
was really a part ot his estate—which con-
sisted of Langdon, and all the neighbouring

hamlets. Sir James was a big landowner in
the distriet.
Roughly, Sarf Island was about half a

mile long by a quarter of a mile wide, and
it Iny in the middle of the entrance of Lang-
don Bay, Thus, in wintertime it bore the
futl brunt of every storm that blew,

On the seaward side the shore was un-
approachable—being nothing but high clills
and treacherous rocks. These cliffs c¢on-
tinued almest entirely round the island—
the only available landing place heing the
little bay in which the juniors were now
gaily disporting themselves., It had no
actual name, but the 3t. Yrank’s fellows
had ehristened it Sandy Cove. On no other
part of the island could a boatinz party
elfect a landing,

Not that the place was a mere mass of
rock. A hill sloped upwards from the bay,
and down it trickled a glistening stream of
pure spring water. There were ferns galore,
bhushes, weeds, and in one or two holiows

[EE LIBRARY
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considerable sized trees grew. There were
one or two spinneys. And there were rabbits,
squirrels, and birds in abundanece.

As a bathing place, Sandy Cove would
require aome beating. The water was clear,
warm, and underfoot there was nothing but
a streteh of the smoothest sand. There
wasn't a single pebble to stub anybody’s
toe. And the privacy of the place added to
ltb ’Chdrm

“ Well, Isuppme we shall have to be get-
ting hack ” remarked Nipper, after they
had all drecﬁed “Jt’'s getting on for tea-
time, and it’l! take us half an hour or more

to do the trip. What’s up, Handy? You're
looking as solemn as a botled owl!” .
llandforth was standing quite still, pazing

at the island with an expression of dreamy,
abstracted conteniment on his rugged face.

“Why not?” he murmured, as though
to himself. ¢ There’s no reason Wwhy St
shouldn’t be done. (rusoes, by George! Find-
ing our own grub, building our own shelters,
and things like that! Why not?”

L L] - L] L]

Wwhat wonderful flash of inspiration has
passed through Handy's brain? Is it just
one of his many wild-cat schemes, or has he
thiz time stumbled upon scemething, as he
oceasionally does, with a touch of genius
in itY From the few disjointed utterances
of Handy’s thoughts given at the end of
the above chapter, it ks apparent that this
smazing junior has hit upon guite a brilliant
idea.

The isiand may not be a mere dot in the
Pacific Ocean, ornamented with @raceful
coconirt palms, nor yet covered in rich virgin
sub-tropical vegetation. Al that is quite
unnecessary for Handy's purpose.

Here iz an island, close at hand, and a
number of hoy scouts thirsting for adven-
rure. All they have fo do is to land on
the island and imagine they have been ship-
wrecked and marooned on this island for a
veek., They are without food and shelter
and must live as best they can, the only
impiement allowed each boy being a jack-
knife,

What would you do in the circumstances?
If you are a boy scout, there is no need
fo ask, for you will know how %o hunt for
food, how to light a fire without matches,
and how to build yourself a shelter with the
simpiest of materials.

Such, briefly, is M:ndforth's scheme.
How it develops and materialises s
deseribed in the Ttemaining chapters of
“THE CRUSOE SCOUTS! ” appearing in
this week's number of *“The Boys' Realm.”
1t is the opening story of a rattling new
series of St. Frank’s stories, which BMr.
Brooks is writing specially for * The bBoys’
Realm.”” You can get a copy to-day, for
“The Boys' Realm ”’ comes out the same
dav az THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY,
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A STIRRING TALE OF A BRITISH BOY’S EXPLOITS WHEN SIR FRANCIS DRAKE

SAILED THE HIGH SEAS.
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By the Author of

¢ With Cavalier and
Roundhead,’? etc.

!

FOR NEW READERS.—The story begins in
1587, when Giles Montford, the sixteen-
year-old master of Templeton, decides to

take up arms under Drake against the

Spaniards, in defiance of his uncle, Don
Ferdinand Gonzales, who has invited him
“to go over to Spain. Giles is sent to
London on an important mission, and
returns with a dispateh from the queen
to Admiral Drake. He has barely arrived
back at Templeton when the house is
rushed by five Spanish soldiers, and Giles
is overpowered and carried off to some

unknown destination.
(Now read on.)
A to bhe correct, and his last hope
of freedom vanished when the
party halted and dismounted within earshot
of the hoarse pounding of the surf. The
horses, which ‘had doubtless been stolen
from some of the moor-farms, were furned
free,

A c¢limb down a steep and rocky cliff came
next: then a hurried embarkation in two
boats, and a perilous dash through waves
and surf. Giles sat on a stern sheet
between fwo of his captons, listening to
the quick rattle of the oars, and the boom

FTER a furious ride of at least two
hours the lad'a =surmise proved

of the breakers on the rapidly receding
coast of dear old England.
Suddenly there was a loud and

peremptory hail from the left. and as the
Spaniards stopped rowing for am instant,
with muttered words of alarm, the dip and
splash of other oars were plainly heard.
Instantly a volley oi pistol-shots was fired
from the strange craft, and {he balls

sounds of
volice

whistled overhead. Above the
confusion and- alarm, De Riea’s
shouted a fierce command to pull hard.

Giles was trembling from head to foof,
and his heart was beating with the excile-
ment of sudden hope. He knew that friends
were pear, and.that he stood a chance of
heing rescued. By a hard effort of his
tongue, he spat the gag from his mouth,
and uttered a shrill ery for help.

Instanily there was a savage order from
De Rica, an ocath from one of the Spaniards
next the lad, and then diles felt a stunning
blow on the head from a blunt instrument.
His head seemed to be splitting, and con-
sciousness left him as he fell forward in
the bottom of the boat.

When memory and life ebbed back to our
young hero, he was lying, with a sadly
aching head, on a soft couch. The couch
was part of the furniture of a tiny eabin,
the general appearance of which savoured
of taste and refinement. A swinging lamp
was burning with a smoky glare, in spite

of the fact that daylicht was peeping
through a small casement close to the
ceiling.

It nceded no words to tell the lad he
wias on board a vessel. He could feel a
constant quiver and shake, and overhead he
could hear the tramp of feet on deck and
the whistle of the sea-breeze through
cordage and szails.

Giles tenderly felt a heavy bruise on the
back of his head.  Then he rose, and
staggered across the floor to the door. He
found it locked, and as he was too ill and
weak to force it open, he erawled back fo
the couch and sat down to think.

The more he pondered the less he liked
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che situation. The locked door showed
clearly that he was a captive. So then,
after he had been brutally stunned for

shouting to his friends, the Spaniards must
have given their pursuers the slip, and
safely reached the waiting vessel. By now
the English coast was doubtless many
leazues behind, and the ship was driving
under full stress for Spain.

What with worry for the mysterious fate
his captors intended for him, and anxiety
concerning Stephen Trent and the Queen’s
dispatches, Giles was soon in a turmoil of

anger and indignation. He could not sit
still, and as he paced restlessly up and
down the narrow Ilimits of the cabin he

heard quick steps descending from the deck.

——— —— .

CHAPTER XI.

GILES AND DON
MEET EACH OTHER.

N instant later the door opened, and
and a superbly tall and graceful
min entered the cabin. From head
to feet he was garbed in Jace and

velvet, and the blade dangling at his side
showed a jewelled hilt. Rarely proud and
handsome * was his face, with its fawny
skin, ifs dark Instrous eves, and its ftwisted
beard and moustache. But the countenance
was marred by the imprint of an evil and
dimipnted 'ife—a life of unbridled indulgence
wine-bibbing cruelty and hatred.

The stmn"er mlrrht have seen fifty b}rth-
days, and as (nle- shot a glance at him,
there flashed across his memory the portrait
of his mother that hung in the hall at
Templeton. He knew the man instautly,
and his face blazed with sudden passion.

Don Ferdinand, on the contrary, seémed
dazed and stupefied. He looked at the lad
with dark, suspicion and doubt.

“A pest on the blundering fools!?”’

i WHICH FERDINAND

he

muttered, in Spanish. “There has been a
mistake. They have carried off the wrong
one!”’

*1 wish they had!”’ exclaimed Giles,
coming closer. *1I know  you, Don
Ferdinand Gonzales, and 1 promise you

shall suffer dearly for this!”

“Ah, you do not lack the family temper,
at least,”” said the Don in a sardonic tone.
“For the rest, you are nine parts English.
It seems that n.lture may not alm‘.s be
trusted. And 30 you are indeed my nc;)new
—the son of Francis Montford?"’

*“Av, and the son of your sister, Ina
Gonzales,”” Giles burst out; “of her whom
yvou persecuted and hated, whom you sought
to drag back to your vile land!”’

The Don lro“ned and then shruzged
shonlders carelessly.

“I must make a reckoning
vou :have, been brouzht up,”’ he
will ménd all that in the future.

his

for the way
said. *“We
The ties

Ll was

of blood are stronger than those of country,
my dear nephew—-—"7

“Each 1is equally strong with me,”
interrupted Giles. “The memory of my
mother’s wrongs makes you hateful to me.
Let us be done with kinship and affection.
You Hhave basely stolen me from home.
What is your purpose?”’

“I gave you an apportunity to come of
your own free-will,”” replicd Don Ferdinand,
as he seated himself, ‘“but you chose to
treat my letter and envoy with insult.
Nay, more than that, you took a part in
the happily successful attemptz to frus-
trate the leading object of my visit to
England. It may please you to know that a
dozen refugees are now safe on board,
and thiat the vessel is safely under waxw
for Spain. You are over-young, my nephew,
to have a finger in the affairs of State.”’

“My hand and sword will ever be ready
to do service for England agzainst the
bigoted Spaniards!’’ exclaimed Giles.

“Provided you have a chance to use

them,”” said the Don quickly, “and that
vou do not alter your mind shortly. But
now for your question.” I am  unmarried,
and my immediate relatives are dead.
Blood is thicker than water, and I longed
for one to whom I could give affection and
trust—who would cheer the Iloneliness of
my stately mansion in the city of Seville,
and the ancestral castle on the banks of
the Guadalguiver. Who so fitting for this
as 1y English-born nephew? I pictured
him sustaining the glory and renown of our
family, doing service for Church and State,
ﬁ"htm" for Spams supromacv on land and
sea—7

“I pray you rid yourseli of that belief
at once, Ddn Ferdinand,” Giles interrupted.
“You may ‘hold me captive, but you will
never weaken by one jot my loyalty to
England or my hatred of Spain. I will
be torn to pieces before I lift my hand or
sword agai.st my countrymen. I have been
steeped from childhood In these beliefs.
Indeed, 1 marvel at times that I had a
Spanish mother.”’

The Don looked at the lad with a frown
of anger, and with something of doubt and
wonderment stili in his eyes. Nor could he

guite conceal a frace of reluctant
admiration. X

“We Englist. are blunt-spoken,”’ Giles
went on, in a calmer tone, “and we have a

habit of breaking the shell of a flewery
speech and picking out the Kkernel that it
sometimes contains. It sounds very well
for you to prate of affection and kinship,
but what does the fortune that I happen
to be master of? Does that play no part in
this knavish trick?’’

Don Ferdinand laughed curtly.

“You doubtless think you have unmasked
me,”” he said, with a sneer., “ But not so.
on the point of mentioninz the
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And who,
The quarrel that

indeed, haté a)
split our
family asunder was of my father's choosing.

matter myself.
fairer right?

Because I held fast to home and country,
was bhe justified in robbing me of my
inheritance? The wealth that passed to my
sister and then to you clearly belonged to
me. I admit that a part of it will be
welcome. For a Spanish gentleman of high
estate, I am sadly 1mpmer1-hed My house

and castle are as bare as one of your
English moors.”’
“They need be 30 no longer!” ecried

Giles. *“Put me safe back on the coast
of England, and you shall have what you
ask—even to the whole of my fortune.”

“ Which is not in your power to bestow,”
replied the Don. ‘“Think you your guar-
dian would consent? Would he yield up
such wealth to enrich the coffers of a
nobleman of Spain? Not so. 1 shall take
good care of you, my fiery young nephew,
until England’s pride is iaid low by this
coming invasion of such a fleet as the world
never saw before. Then, for the asking, you
may have your f{ortune thrown into your
hands. We will make good use of it to-
gether.”

*“You boast of what ean never happen,”
cried Giles mockingly and angrily. “ Your
fleet—or what be.left of it—will sail away
from England faster than it ever came,
There is not a mam in Devonshire but can
held his own against three Spaniards. You
know something of this from late affairs,
and you know, too, what we have done in
Holland.”

Don Ferdinand was
seriouns passion. His eyes flashed
breath came faster.

4“4 Curb your babbling tongue!” he mut-
tered, with a fiery imprecation. *‘It is true
that you have shed Spanish blood, and to
save you from the sword my influence has
barely availed. A rash speeeh overheard
will he your undoing. We understand each
other now, aund no more need be said.

“You are a true Gonzales,”” he added,
““and In your present mind threats and
fair words would be alike . useless, You
shall have time for refleetion. Under my
house in Seville is a dungeon that has broken
many a more stubborn spirit than yours.
A year or two in that foul hele, and 1
shall be able to bend you like a reed.”

With this the Don strode from the cabin,
closing and securing the deor behind him.
Giles was left alone with his misery, and
for an hour he fought hard against a crush-
ing weight of utter hopelessness. Chance of
escape there was none; to expect Don
Ferdinand to relent was equally vain.

The ecertain prospect of a long and in-
definite eaptivity in Spain had to be faced,
and though the lad bitterly realised that he

was done with his fair English home, and
with his bright dreams of a soldier’s life,
his youthful and plueky heart Kkept him
from utterly hreaking down, |

stirred at last to
and his
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He was able to do fair justice to the break-
fast that a Spanish sailor brought him, as
also fo dinner and. supper. But without any
occupation the time passed dreartly, and that
first day on his prison-ship was precisely
like those that followed. He saw no more
of his uncle, though he would have wel-
comed a passage of sharp words as a

relief, The same sailor brought all his meals
to him, but he was a surly fellow, and

could not be termapted to talk or anmswer any
questions,

The cabin was evidently in a remote part
of the vesszel. and fthe conversation of crew
and passengers reached the lad's ears only
as an indistinct jumble. On the third day
out, from England his hopes were raised
high, and then suddeunly and cruelly shat-
tered. The Spanish ship had a brush with
a hostile craft, and for a time there was a
lively cannonade from a quarter opposite
to that on which the casement opened.

(xiles could see¢ nothing, and in an hour
all sounds of pursuit died away, and quiet
reigned overhead again. After that followed
nea:ly a week of stormy and perilous
weather, and then more than a week of
calin, when the cabin floor was level as a
table, and the ship sped safel} and swiftly
over the blue Atlantie.

1t was the middle of April, as well as
Giles could calculate, when he heard the
anchors dropped during the night, and felt
the vessel straining at its ha“berq He was
too sleepy to pay much attention, but when
he rose in the morning, and chmbed on a
chair to look out of the casement, he saw
a strange and beautiful sight.

The foreground of his view was a tranquil
harbour, crowded with vessels of all sorts
and smes—_gfll]e}s transports, storeships,
and numerous smaller crait. Through the
maze of the shipping could be seen a vast

walled town of snow-white houses, and
cathedral spires, with grim-looking batteries
in front, "R |

" From its appearance Giles had little doubt
that this was the ancient and we a]thv
Spanish port of Cadiz, which was settled by
the Pheenicians thrce hundred years before
the founding of Rome. But hefore:he could
get more than .&.hasty glimpse. the Spanish
sailor entered the e¢abin, made him climb
down from his perch, and then posted him-
self on, guard at the easement.

At mtenals all through the.day, people
seemed to be leawng and coming ahoard the
vessel. It was long after dark when Giles
was taken on deck, muffled in a cloak, and
lowered into a row- boat in company with
Don Ferdinand, De Rlea, and four sailors.

After nearly an hour of intricate steer
ing through the crowded shipping the party
landed, and entered the town by one of
the gatea Here they split in two, the
sailors hastening off towards the cheerful
hghts of an inn, while De Rica arnd the
Don led' their captwe through a couple nf
quiet and lonely sfreets to a stone house
standing amid trees and shrubbery,



From the demeanour of the servants who

opened the door and waited upor the
arrivals, Giles judged that De Rica was the
master of the dwelling., He had httle time

to note the interior, for his captors led him
quickly to wu: second floor, and locked him
in a small apartment eontaining a bed, a
table, and two chairs.

Here the lad spent four lonely days. The
one window opened on a blank wall a few
feet away, and he could see nothing. Neither
De Rica nor the Don came near hlm, and
his meals were brought to him by a sour-
faced and close-mouthed old woman,

Giles was  beginning to think that his

present quarters were to continue indefinitely

when he went to bed on the fifth night.
Towards morning he was suddenly wakened
by a confused and distinet noise. As he
sat up. listening to the shouts and running
feet, Don Ferdinand and De Rica entered
the room.

“Prepare voursell for a journey,
quick about it!” said the Don,
Iad a cloak and hat.

Ay T ey

CHAPTER XI1I.

1N WHICH GILES IS STRANGELY SAVED
THE DUNGEON IN SEVILLE.

and be

FROM

1TH a sinking heart Giles obheyed
the summons, Unpleasant as
were  his present quarters, he

much preferred them to the dun-
geont under the house in Seville. Moreover,
the chances of eszcape from an inland town
would be far less than from a seaport.

But it was uscless to remonstrate or plead,
and the lad passively submitted to be led
out of the house, and thence to a stable
in the rear of the grounds. Though he
did not know the hour nor the date, it was
early dawn ol the morning of the 19th of

April.
Three spirited horses were waiting be-
hind the stabie, aund the party hurriedly

mounted. They passed through a gate in the
garden wall, which was opened for them by
a4 servant. and rode at a trot along a street
that was lined mostly with blank walls. From
all sides, but at a distance, could be heard
a hoarse fturmoil and din.

Giles rode between his eaptors. and each
kept 2 hand on the bridle of the lad’s horse,
As they advanced the commotion grew
louder and louder, and hurrying people fre-
quently stopped the way. At last, with an
angry exclamation, Don Ferdinand checked
his steed on the edge of a eross-street that
was for the moment completely blocked. He
carried on a brief conversation in whispers
with De Rica as to the expediency of turn-
ing back in search of another and less ob-
structed route, but it ended in their de-
ciding to wait.

- The shifting scenes now in front of Giles
were full of strange and thrilling interest
to him. The tllﬂl’Oll"hf‘lI‘e ﬁtretchmg right
and left. was one of the principal streets

handing the

.0fgthe town, and at this dark and ehilly
hour of the morning it was ablaze with
torches and noisy with jostling crowds.

In one direction hurried cannon on rude
trucks, carts of powder and ball, mounted
oflicers, and companies of Spanish soldiers;
in thie other, groups of people were passing,
both on horse aud foob, their arms encum-
bered with household property. There was
such a roar of voices that nothing could be
heard to tell what the confusion meant: and,
to add to the panic and alarm, one of the
deep-toned cathedral bells suddenly began
to clang.

At first Giles thought that the Armada —
the great fleet being prepared by the Spanish
king--was on the point of starting to in-
vade England. But this would not accounut
for the evident alarm and flight of the town-
people.

““What has happened?” he ﬁnall\ ventured

to inquire of his unele. ‘-\Hl} are the
soldiers going one way and the people
another?” |

Don Ferdinand turned en the lad with a
clrse.

““ Silence!” he muttered. ¢ These things
concern you not. And see that you Kkeep
vour face well muffled in your cloak. Xven [
should not be able to help you if the
crowd discover that you are English.”

Giles took this advice in good part,
he was inclined to prefer a dungeon in
Seville to death at the hands of an in-
furiated moh. Hc hurriedly pulled his hat
lower on his forehead, but the same move-
ment loosened his cloak, and let it slip back
on his shoulders. As he drew the garment
forward, and buttoned it across his throat,
he caught sight of a lad staring fixedly at
him from a distance ot a deozen feet.

The young stranger was about the age of
Giles, and was eudentlv a Spaniard. Seen
in the glare of a street- lamp his face was
handsome and olive-coloured, and his eyes
and hair were jet black. He wore a
feathered bonnet on his head, and a velvet
cloak was clasped about his neck. When
he saw that Giles had detected his serutiny
he instantly vanished in the crowd.

Neither De Rica nor the Don observed the
incident. They had -eyes only for the moving
procession in the centre of the street, A
moment later Giles saw the lad again, and
now he was standing over by the angle
of a house, talking earnestlyftn a swarthy,
shaven-faced Spaniard, who was dressed in
a similar fashion,

That the consultation meant discovery an‘i
peril to himself Giles did not doubt, and he
felt inclined to call the Don’s attention to
the matter. But before he could make up
hiz mind the strangers disappeared, and he
looked for them in vain.

Five minutes later there was a gap In the
obstructing procession, and Don Ferdinand
and De Rica took instant advanftage of it
to spur across the street with their prisoner.
Thev made the passage without attracting

for

 nhservation, and rode safely into = narrow



= - b =l

and gloomy thoroughfare, where lamps were
few and far between, and pedestrians seemed
equally scarce,

~ They rode straight on at a canter for nearly
a quarter of a mile, and Giles, who still felt
a little alarmed, kept a sharp watch on
both sides. Suddenly he fancied he saw a
movement at the mouth of a dark «alley on

“the right, and he had barely time for a

warning tug at the Den’s arm when two
figures darted swiftly and silently into the
-middle of ihe roadway.
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his weapen, and

The Don quickly drew
crossed steel with his antagonist. The
latter’s companion hastened up from behind
before more than three or four blows could
be exchanged, and with the butt-end: of 2
pistol he knocked the Don ouf of the saddle
and into the rcadway, where he lay stunned
and groauning.

It was all over in sueh a brief time that
Giles was fairly dazed. He recognised the
assailants as the identical man and lad who
had oceasioned him such alarm a short time

¢ Down with you !’ he exclaimed, in a husky voice, as he pulied him

forcibly from the saddle.

*t There is no time to lose if we would save you

from recaptfure and ocurselves from a worse fate.!!? :

The atiack was so sudden and unexpected
that little chance was given of defence, and
none of flight. With a sharp cry, De Rica
dropped the bridle of the lad’s horse, and
sought to draw his sword. But before he
conld accomplish it one of the assailants
slipped around him, and dealt his horse a
furious slash across the flank., .The mad-
Jened animal instagtly dashed up the street
at a gallop, with De Rica still clinging to

the saddle, and shouting at the top of his-

yoice.
Mcantime, the second stranger had caught
Don Ferdinand's steed in one hand, while

before, and he was at a loss to understand
why they had directed their attack at his
companions instead of at him. At all events,
here was a chance of cseape, and he deter-
mined to make the best of it.

But before he could jerk his horse round,
the young Spaniard secized the bridle, and
liis companion, divining the situation, hurried
forward and caught hold of Giles' arm.

“Down with you!” he exclaimed, in a
husky voice, as he pulled him forcibly from
the saddle. “There is no time to lose if
we would save you from recapture, and our-
selves from a worse fate. We must get clear

with the other he whipped out his sword. ; of the town before daylight.”



. Giles felt his heart throbbing with a fierce,

joy, and he was sorely puzzled as well. The
man had spoken in perfect KEnglish, and
though he had a bad cold in his throat there
was somethmg strangely familiar in his tone
and accent.

But it was no time now for questioning.
Don Ferdinand was groaning loudly, and up
the sfreet, in the direction taken by De Rica,
a tumult of voicas and running feet could be

tieard. [From the opposite direction there
was also an outery, while the immediate
neighbourhood bade fair to he speedily

aroused. Casements were being thrown open,
and here and there a dark figure was peering
irom the footway, afraid to venture closer
to see what the scufile meant. -

““ Take the lead, lad, the elder Spaniard
directed his companion, “In this Spanish
town I’'m worse off than a West-countryman

in  London. Have you got the proper
bearings?"’
“ Ay, perfectly,” was the reply. “ We are

na great distance irom the south gate—the
one by which we entered.”

As he spoke, a soldier ran out from the
footway on the left, uttering a noisy shout, |
and brandishing a p:he

“Off with you, lads!” cried the elder
Spaniard. “1’il att.end to this knave while
you get a fair start. I'll join you in a
moment, never fear.”

The Spanish lad nodded, and taking Giles
by the arm, he dragged him hurriedly into
the dark alley on the right. As they ran
swiftly on, they bheard a pistol-shot behind
them, ard then a shrill ecry. The elder
Spaniard soon overtook them, and by twist-
ing and turning from one dark street to
another they speedily cot bevond earshot of
the pursuit and turmoil.

Next they came to a quarter of the town
that was full of people and soldiers hasten-
ing in all directions,” but by reason of this
very fact, and by thelr daring boldness, the
fugitives attracted no attention. All three
were dressed like Spaniards, and Giles took
good care to keep his cloak over his face.

The youth led the way with speedy and
unerring skill, and finally brought his com-
panions safe to one of the town gates. They
slipped through in company with a score of
others, unchallenged by the sentries, and
found themselves on a road bordered by villas
and gardens,

It was still quite dark, but by the timne
they had gone a mile, the east began to glow
with colour. Few persons were visible now,
and the villas and gardens had given place
to lonely olive-groves and vinevards. The
approach of dawn quickened their steps. and
at last they fturned aside mto a strip of
shrubbery and ftrees.

Another quarter of a mile,
emerged on a sandy beach. Here they
stopped a moment to gain breath, and by
the grey light of early morning Giles beheld
a heautiful sight.

To the left stretched the level shore,

and they

its
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monotony relieved by jutting rocks and
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To the right, x mile along

clumps of foliage.
the coast, lay the shining walls and roofs of

Cadiz, completEI} hiding the harbour, which
was situated bevond. In front of the fugi-
tives the blue Atlantic was lost in the
horizon, and half a dozen vessels, anchoyed
widely apart, were tossing with the waves.

The pause was a short one, and the elder
Spaniard hastily led the way fo a cove be-
tween the rocks, where a small boat was
swinging in the gentle surf.

“In with you!” he said. “ We are not out
of danger vet. I had hoped the darkness
would last till we were clear of yonder
vessels. However, that outermost ship may
be standing by to give us aid.”

As he spoke, he pointed to a good-sized
vessel that was beating to and fro at a cis-
tance of a mile off the coast. Then, his
companions being by this time seated in
the stern, he took the oars and drove the
hoat r.ﬂpidly bevond the surf. In a short
time the beach was several yards to the
rear,

Giles could scarcely credit his good fortune
as he gazed around him and felt the crisp
sea-air blowing on his cheeks. MHe looked
keenly and cunoush at his companions, and
the conviction grew upon him that the man
at the oars was neithér a Spaniard nor a
stranger.

“You have saved me from a bitter fate,
good sirs,” he said, “and I truly know not
with what words to sufficiently thank you.
I pray vou tell me who you are, and how you
chanced to come to my rescue so timely.”

The elder of the supposed Spaniards
chuckled as he let the oars rest. Then he
dipped both hands in the water and rubbed
them vicorously over his face.

“PDo you know me now, Master Giles?' he
cried, exposing a counfenance fhat was
streaked with brown over its ruddy skin.

Giles gave one keen look, and then he was
so stupefied that he could oniy stare in open-
mounthed wonder and delight.

“You!” he gasped, and even as the word
fell from his- lips there was a clatter of
hoofs on the shore, followed by hoarse cries
and a couple of pistol-shots. _

At the same instant a dull cannonade
opened from the harbour beyond the distant

town.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE FUGITIVES ARE SAVED BY THS
GUNS OF TIIE DAME MARY,

IN WHICH

VEN the sight of a group of a half-

dozen horsemen, who had urged their

steeds to the edge of the surf, could

not cause (Giles either alarmm or ex-

citement at the present moment. He thought

of nothing but his wonderful and joyous

discovery. The man at the oars was none
other than frusty Stephen Trent.

But Trent and his companion, having been

in the scret all the time, gave instant atten-

tion to the threatening danger. Giles was
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very spcedily roused to a like mind by the
shrill whistle of a bhall close overhead.

“There are six of the scurvy knaves,” cried
the strange lad, turning partly round in his
seat. “I can make out the one whose horse
galloped up the street with him.”

“Yes, it is De Rica,” exclaimed Giles,
““and those with him are soldiers. 1 don't
sce anything of Don Ferdinand.”?

“Ay, and little wonder,”” muttered Trent.
““1 doubt if he plants his legs under him
for a week to come. Steady now, and I'll
soon spin this craft out of reach of their
powder-spitting.”” '

With lusty strokes he bent to the oars, and
. at every sweep of his long, muscular arms
the boat made a perceptible spurt over the
wiaves.

“ Down with you, lads,” he added. *1It’s
naunght hut folly to offer so fair a mark to
the Spanish villains.”

Accordingly, Giles and his
crouched low in the bottom of the boat,
aud from this safe shelter they listened to
the straggling fire that was still being sent
after them. ,

Trent pulled calmly away, shrugging nis
shoulders at every shot. Finally, when a
bullet grazed the very top of his head, he
lost patience and temper. IHe dropped the
oars, whipped a cumbrous pistol from his
belt, and pulled trigger with ‘a quick aim,

The deafening teport was followed by a
hocarse cry. Trent laughed grimly as he
restored the weapon to its place, and took
hold of the oars again. The lads ventured
to lift their heads and look shoreward.
They saw a still form lying on the sand and
a riderless horse tearing madly up the beach.
. There was a lull in the firing now, and
Trent took advantage of it to pull with all
his might. Presently the shooting began
again, but on finding the balls were falling
short, the baffled Spamards put up their
WwWeapons. '

As there was nothing more io fear from
that source, Giles and his companion crawled
back to the stern seat. It was now fully
daylight, and the boat was drawing near
the only two ships from which trouble might
be apprehended. They were anchored about
half a mile apart, and Trent was aiming
to pass between them.

With every few strokes he turned to look
at them, taking keen note of the moving
figures on the deck of each; nor did he
fail to glance frequently at the shore, or
back towards the vessel in the offing, which

was still beating to and fro in an aim- |

'Tess manner. _ ]
Trent’s young and mysterious companion

seemed to share his apparent anxiety and

‘watehfulness. Giles, onr' the eontrary, was

far less concerned with the possible danger

at hand than with the puzzling events that
were taking place at a distance—in the
spacious 'harbour that was concealed by the
walls and roofs of Cadiz,

——
—_—Tw

trying my patience ‘screly.

seat-mate |
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From that direction he could hear the
constant thunder and boom of eannon,

mingled withh the occasional spluttering of
small arms: from that direction he could
see clouds cof powder-smoke drifting slowly
up towards the blue April sky.. A sudden
soiution of the mystery flashed across his
mind, and he felt the hot blood surge to
Lis cheeks. .

“My good Stephen,” he eried, “you are
What does all
this mean? How did you get here, and
what fighting is taking place yonder in the
harbour %7 = e

~<‘Zounds! Master Giles, is this a time for
prattling?”” muttered Trent. <‘‘Let us get
clear of these Spanish barks, and I’ll reel
you off the whole story. But this much

‘yYou may know now: the growling of can-

non yonder means that Sir Francis Drake’s
fleet is popping at the Spanish shipping in
Cadiz Harbour,” _

“8ir Francis Drake’s flect!” echoed Giles,
jumping haif up with excitement and de-
light, *“1s it really here, then? And YOu
came with it? But the Queen’s letter,
Stephen—you surely delivered ity»

““Her Majesty’s letter lies at the bottom
of Plymouth Sound,” Trent replied, ‘“wlheie
my own hands sent it. And Sir Francis
Drake never saw so much as the seal of
it.- As to how that blunder happened, why

22

He paused abruptly in the middle of
the sentence, and lhis face, which was
turned towards shore, showed sudden and
sharp alarm. Both Jads glanced in the
same direction, and they saw the Spanish
horsemen still grouped on the beach. They
were waving cleaks and hats to the breeze,
and it was plain that these actions were
meant for signals. |

““They hang on to their prey like otter-
hounds,” growled Trent, as he began pulling
hard at the oars. “It’s not hard to fathom
what devilry they’re up to, but I'm hoping
they won't sueceed.” ~

The boat was now , opposite and equi-
distant from the two anchored vessels, the
exact nature of which it was impossible to-
tell. They had a full complement of men
on board, and the faet that the crews were
gathered forward or along the bulwarks
showed that they were interested in the
situation, whether they understood it or not.
. As the fugitives kept a sharp watch on
both sides, knowing that the crucial point
had been reached, they -beheld their worst
fears realised. The meaning of the signals
from the beach was suddenly interpreted by
those for whom they were intended. .

The vessel on the left quickly lowered a
boat, and half a dozen sailors dropped into
it; a moment later the vessel on the right
did the same.. With a rapid and steady dip
of oars the two boats came skimming over
the waves to head off the fugitives.

(dnrother Instolment of this Stirring Narrative
" Next Week.) ' _



HOW TO MAKE A

Quarter-Plate Stand Camera
By DICK GOODWIN

OR anything in the way of serious
photographic work, & stand camera
ie almost essential. Theyv are some-

what cxpensive to buy, but the one
shown at Fig. 1 ean be made in mahogany
by using prepared fretwood, obtainable in
the required thicknesses ready for use,
hingeg,

The
milled screws, bushes, fittings for
tripod should be pur-
chased, The dark :
slides can be bought
made in wood or
metal, but a wooden

once is shown at Iig.
)

MAKING THE
BACK.

‘The back is shown
at A, Fie. 3, and con-
sists of four 5¢ in. by
1 in. by % in. pieces,
joined together with -an inner frame made of
four 5 in. by 2 in. by 4% in. picces, lapped
halved together, is fitted in § in. inside. Glue
and serew these parts. Thereversing back, B,
is made with two pieces, H in. by $in., and two
4 in. by 1 in, all § in. thick., Place on the
hench to form an inner opening, 4 in. by 3 in.
Cat out two 5% in. by & in. and two 5% in. by
% in., all § in.,, and
glue in pairs, first
before gluing to the
frame to form the re-
bates for the screen
and slides.

' MAKING THE
FRON'T. :

The {ront, C, is
made of two picces, &
in. thick, ohe 3} in.
_ by 2% in., the other

2% in., square, glued
and screwed together with the grain crossed,
a hole is cut to fit the lens, which should be
bought. The frame, D, js also made of % in.
wood, four uprights are 4 in. by # in., two,
inner ones, 3% in. by % in,, all glued together
with two bottom
rails, 2§ in. by % in., =
and one between 3§
in. by % in.

THE FOCUSING

SC?F}EN. : st
The focusing Screen. remsmssmns S £

. Fig. 4, frame of & —3%=- %

k iﬂ. \YOO{J_ is l'nade 1—!"""""-"73_‘1.‘_-:_,

with two 4;; in. b},- 113. .

in., one 4 in. by & in., ||

|10 s
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{in position.

311(1 Olle 4 in-!'by ‘:‘IE il]'? T reum o —RR -M
on top glue £wo H2 in. ev—cmmmemay %

by ! in., andtwo 3 in.
by }iin. The rebate }
for the glass should
be made to rcgister
with the plate in the
dark slide. and held
in place with butfons
or corner clipg, as at
Irig. 5. The base
board, T, has one
piece, HE in. sq. by &
in., four 5% in. by %
in., two of them 5 in.
and two % in. wide, all glued and screwed to-
gether. The centre hole should be large enough
to allow the lens to pass. The extension
frame, G, of % in. wood has two picees, 4§ in.
by 2 in., and two 4% in. by ¥ in. glued to two
53 in. by 1 in. and two 4 in. by % in.

3

THE BRASS FITTINGS.

Yor the fittings use .And hard rolled brass.
H at Fig. 6 shows the keyvhole plate for fixing
the front to the base board for easy removal,
J the side strut for back, and K for front, 1.
catches for closing eamera, M screwed plate,
and N slotted plate, for rising front, O plate

s _ for pinion P and rack
JOR23L i
d’:c‘?}),. e

;‘\ R is required, but not

o M essential.
5 The method of
T marking out the
1o & leather cloth beliows
¥ 1

is shown at Fig. 7.
This should be made

; A in” brown paper first

=iy to avoid mistakes.

< —r,= +1°,) The centres of etrcles

£y 7 In 2 5;,-_\:_—* *-‘*:_"j,' for obtaining correct

angles are marked X.
THE DARK SLIDE.

The dark slide is formed with five pieces of
I in. wood, S, T, U, V, and W marked out to
the sizes shown, 8 i3 5% in. by 4} in., with 4 in.
by 3 in. opening, T is 5§ in. by 4 in., with 4 in.
by 3 in. opening, U is 5% in. by 4} in., with
4% in. by 3} in. opening, V is 53 in. by 4 in.,
with 4} in. by 3} in. opening. W is the slide
with one piece 5 in. by 3} in., and a shaped
top 3% in. by & in., glued together. The back,
X, is 4% in. by 4 in., with a top 4 in. by % in.,
both pieces are % in. thick and are hinged
together. Picces S and U are glued first, then
Vand T. A springis
attached to the inside Fry
of X to keep the plate (&
The p’

i i ot

viewsat Y and Z show
the end and side fimp=X
respeciively. s
8 41 ;
FINISHING. 34,
The woodwork -4+
should be carefully (LY .t
glass-papered and 7oy

coated on the outside 4
with brush polish and : '
the inside coated with dead black. The brass-
work is polished with fine pumice powder and
coated with-transparent lacquer applied while
the metal is warn with a camel-hair brush.

o un
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BETWEEN - OURSELVES

The Author Chats to his Readers

We publish below a few replies held
over from last week,—Ed, :

-T'here’s one phrase in your letter, Olive,
that 'm going to criticise.  You hope I
won’t think you’ve got un awful cheek for
writing to me. Where does the cheek come
in? 1 want you to write—as often as
possible, and as lengthily as you like.
(Jther readers have sometimes commenced
by remarking that they have at last plucked
up their courage. Now, please lef me make
this quite clear. It doesn’t need any
courage whatever, and it’s not cheeky to
write to me. Every letter I get is welcome.
Iv doesn’t matter what you've got to say,
o how you say it—I value your opinions
and suggestions, S0 your father, Olive,
told you the other day that Our Paper is a
treat, always witty, clean, and DBritish.
Please thank your father for his nice com-
ments, Needless to say, I agree with you
that he iz a brick.
3 # *

Yes, John €. White, I can answer your
guestion. Did a forger nanied James -Sut-
cliffe, commonly known as “Jim “the
Penman,” ever rcally live? No, - Douglas
James Sutcliffe wus one of my own
creations, but in the ftirst sfory concerning
im  (NELSON LBEE LIBRARY No. 39.—"The
Lightning Clue **) he made this remark: “As
my name happens to be Jin, and as 1 seem
to remember something about a fellow
named Jim the Penman, I don’t see why I
shouldn’t adopt the pseudonym myself.”
And in that same story Nelson Lee says:
"There was a famous character named Jimn
the Penman, but here we have Jim No. 2.7
'tThat's just the fruth of it. The original
of Jim the Penman actually lived, and his
name was James Townsend Saward. He
had aun cxtraordinary career. A barrister
hy profession, he went to the bad, and

“l

hecame associated with a huge criminal
organisation. He committed forgeries in

England, France, Spain, and other countries,
and evaded the authorities until 1857.
Finally, he died in prison, after being sen-
tenced to penal servitude for life. And in
the course of his criminal career his for-
geries netted him over a hundred thousand
pounds. I

x & B
Yes, J. Cooke, by all means start having
tha Old Paper as well as the NELSON LEE
LiBRARY, This’ll be easy, for they are one
and the same. Didn’t you know it? *“The
0ld Paper” is merely an_affectionate way
of referring to the NELSON LEE LiBRARY. But
in case other readers in addition to your-
s¢lf think it is a separate publication, 1
am now always referring to our little
journal as “Our Paper.” So 1 hope therc
wen’t be any more confusion,

1 unnecessary.

Here’'s the information you want, L.
Stanley. Lord Dorrimore first appeared in
No. 105 of Our Paper, and the title was
“The 1vory Sgekers." - "

You miss an interesting point, Kenneth
M. Douglas. In your opinion, the dramatlc
clement in the recent cricketing series was
You would have liked the
stories better without any interest beyond
the main theme. You think the bumour
would have given enough relief. Now, I
wonder if the majority of readers think the
same? 1°d very much like to know this,
and I shall plan my future stories acecord-
ing to your verdict. And while I’'m on the
subject, I'll Eeal Witil it at 1=length.

Which do you prefer—a school story, pure
and simple, or a school story with sonie
mystery in the hackground, and possibly
some criminals? Kenneth M. Douglas is of
the opinion that an author’s craft is to

‘make the commonplace seem inferesting. 1In

future, shall I confine myself to the school
interest—thereby -developing and featuring
many of the minor characters—or shall I
introduce a strong dramatic interest in
addition, as in I"cnfme;; stories i

k J
- By keeping to the latier course, I must
necessarily neglectt many of the school
characters 1 would like to develop—ior
there isn’t room for everything. I am
wondering which «you like the best—school
interest, with humour, or school interest
with drama. If I bring the humour greatly
to the fore, the drama must suffer—and
vice versa. Which 1s it to i*le?

¥ % :

Tt’s quite a good suggestion of yours, G.
Blackett, for Willy {o obtain a parrot as
a pet. One of these days he’ll have one.
You sce!

= * ¥

This week we have a holiday story, and

next wecek the Yourth Yorm gues under
canvas.

r A WEEK

6 OrR CASH

" ) £4 15/

2 [ The Best Cycle in the British

\ Empire, “JUNO,”? senf on 14
DAYS’ FREE APPRQOVAL,
CARRIAGE PAID and
GUARANTEED FOR EVER,
Money refunded if dissatis-
ficd, Art List FREE. Write

NOW ! (Dept U2),

JUNO CYCLE CO.,,
168 & 248, Bishopsgate,
London, E.C.2.
Proprietors : — Metropolilan
Machinists Co., I«l;




