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Handtorth gave a roar as thﬂ mysterious shape slunk away 1nto the darkness and he dasned bundlv in
pursuit—to crash full tilt into a tree. His forehead received a tremendous crack, and he reeled
back. half dazed. And all the time Harry Gresham lay upon the ground terrified.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 3

THE TRIUMPH OF THE “MYSTERY FUNK ™!
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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A rousing complete story: introducing the Boys of St.
Frank's and Harry Gresham, the funk of the school !

CHAPTER 1.
THE SAME OLD GRESHAM |

€¢ UT of the way, funk!”
O Harry Gresham, of ithe Remove
at St. Frank’s suddenly received
a shove from the rear, and he went
sprawling headlong down the Ancient House
steps. He arrived in a disorderly heap on
the gravel.
‘““‘Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Hubbard cackled loudly. Seeing

Harry leaning thoughtfully in the doorway,

he had thought it rather good sport to barge
him outside on his neck. It was just one
of those little habits which many of the
juniors had lately got into. Annoying Harry
Gresham had become a favourite sport.

The Funk of Frank’s was not treated
in the same way a3 any qther junior. If
Teddy T.ong was biffed over, he would howl
and kick up such a din that interfering with

him was risky. But Harry Gresham always
took these insults quietf'y—-—meekl_ The
juniors knew that he hadn’t the courage
to retaliatc—and, tragically enough, Harry
knew this, too. e 1invariably walked
quietly away, an object of scorn.

*“Come up here, and I'll do it again!”
grinned Hubbard. .

He wasn’t a valiant junior, really. If 1t
had come to a nght with a determined
fellow, Hubbard would have crumpied up.
But even the weakest felt that they couls
do just as they liked with Harry Gresham

It was nearly tea-time, and the dull, close
May aftcrnoon was giving indications that
there might be some rain in the evening
A good many fellows were taking advantage
of the present dryness to practise at the net:
on Little Side.

But there was no practice at the nets o
Harry Gresham.

And this in

itself was an wnomaiv
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Harry’s father was the famous Hampshire
and England amateur, Sir Stewart Gresham
—known throughout the cricketing world as
“Hat Trick ” Gresham.

Harry was a worthy son of his skilful
father, for h was extraordinarily keen on
cricket, and he was a player of outstanding
ability. But owing to his unfortunate dis-
plays of cowardice, he had never been allowed
to play in any important match. The preju-
dice against him was too strong. The juniors
didn’t want a funk in the eleven.

Harry picked himself up while Hubbard,
looking on from the top of the steps, grinned.
Nobody else seemed to be about. Harry’s
face had turned a dull, heavy crimson. The
veins stood out in his neck, and on his fore-
head. :

“T°’ll not stand it!” he muttered fiercely.

He had said that to himself before, but
he had always failed to gather up the neces-
sary courage to retaliate. Sometimes he
would be tripped, sometimes pushed over
from behind deliberately—as in this particu-
lar instance with Hubbard—and occasionally
he would be ragged by a whole crowd.

The juniors had become so used to the
game that it was getting rather stale, and
only isolated instances of such persecution
would occur. Harry had thought himself
free from it, and his blood rose to fever pitch
at Hubbard’s uncalled-for action.

Getting to his feet, he found that he was
quivering with rage. He had no feeling of
fear now. It was usual for his courage to
desert him at the final moment, He could
be very brave unti. the actual crisis came.
Then he always backed out. Hubbard knew
this, and he only grinned when Harry Gres-
ham came running up the steps.

“You did that on purpose!” shouted Harry
thickly. € S

“Of course I did,” said Hubbard.

“Put up your hands!”

“QOh, don’t ‘be funny!” said Hubbard con-
temptuously. ‘I wanted to have a look at
‘the East House, and you were in my light.
I don’t allow funks to get in my light.”

“I’'m going to knock you down!” said
Harry quivering. ‘I don’t hit people from
the back, and take them unawares, so TI’ll
give you a chance to put your hands up!”

“You funny insect!” said Hubbard
scornfully.

“Tf you don’t put ’em up, I’ll smash you
panted Harry passionately..

“Yah!” sncered Hubbard.
smash an empty egg-shell!”

Crash!

Hubbard received the surprise .f his young
life. He wasn’t a particularly brilliant youth,
and he had not observed the obvious danger
signals. For once, Harry Gresham was in a
reckless mood. He knew Hubbard for what
he was, and be slashed out before he realised
the actual daring of his procedure. Never
before had this new fellow hit out,

j—!En.d the honour of receiving Harry’s first
decisive blow was Hubbard’s. But Hubbard

199

“You couldn’t

didn’t seem to think a great deal of it. That
punch was a terrific swipe, and it had all the
weight of Harry’s shoulder behind it.

Hubbard reeled back, howling wildly. He
sagged against the wall of the lobby, drooped
precariously, and then slid to the floor like
a pricked balloon.

Harry stood in the doorway, aglow with a
new exhilaration. He had hit back' He had

conquered his fear for once—and he had

punished his tormentor as he .eserved!
“Hi! Quick, somebody!” howled Hub-

bard, staggering to his feet. ‘You—you

b
!

rotter! You punched me

Harry nodded, perfectly cool. :

“ And T’ll punch you again, you cad, if you
try any more of those dirty tricks!” he said
grimly.

“My only hat!” gasped Hubbard. ‘ What’s
come over the chap?”

At that moment Owen major and Doyle,
of the West House, strolled in. They paused
in the doorway, and regarded the little scene
in amazement. Hubbard’s nose was already
beginning to flow red.

“Good!” he gasped. *“Lend a hand, you
chaps! This—this beastly funk has had the
nerve to slosh me in the face!”

“Funk, eh?” said Doyle, staring. ‘He
seems to be changing his character!” .

“Rats!” yelled Hubbard. “It was a
beastly, cowardly attack! I wasn’t prepared
for it!” .

“That’s a lie!” snapped Gresham. “I
warned you!”

“He didn’t!” howled Hubbard. ‘Come

#

on—let’s smash him!”

Owen major and Doyle were not averse to
a little harmless amusement. They held
Harry Gresham in the same contempt as
most of the other juniors. And it was un-
believable to them that he could have
knocked Hubbard down by a fair blow. His
record was such that the very idea of it was
inconceivable. :

“Right-ho!” grinned Owen major. “ We’ll
lend a hand!”

The three of them rushed at Harry as one.
There was something ugly and determined
in their onslaught. And something scemed
to go wrong with Harry at the last moment.

As of old, his nerve deserted him, and—he
bolted ! e
CHAPTER 2.
SOMETHING WRONG  WITH
DUNCAN.,
AH! Coward!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Gresham, pulling
up short in the Remove
_ . passage, felt his ears burn-
ing like fire as he listened to those jeering
shouts. His face was burning, too, and he
was 1n a turmoil within. And he had meant
to show them that he was made of something
better than jelly, after alll What a frost!
What a pitiful fasco!
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But Harry was unjust to himself. He had,
at least, taken the first big, step. He had
knocked Hubbard down—and would probably
have knocked Hubbard down again if the
fellow had come for him single-handed. But
three at once had been too much for Harry’s
nerve.

He went into Study J, and found Alec
Duncan, the New Zealand junior,  sitting
rather listlessly in the easy-chair. Duncan
was Harry’s study-mate, and a bond of
friendship had sprung up between these two.
Duncan was more patient than the other
fellows, and he had grown to like this new
boy. There was something very taking about
Harry Gresham. He was a fine-looking
youngster, with curly hair, frank eyes, and
a cheery, open face. Only his cowardice
marred him. But for that onc failing he
was an all-round good sort.

“T’ve made a mess of things again, Alec,”
muttered Harry, as he perched himself de-
jectedly on the corner of the table.

“What’s happened now ?”’ asked Duncan,
looking up heavily. ,

“Why, that rotter, Hubbard, shoved me
in the back as I was.leaning against a door-
way,” said Harry. ‘“He pitched me—
Anything wrong, Alec?” he added abruptly,
looking at Duncan closely.

“JTeadache,” said Alec. “It’s nothing. A
"cup of tea will work wonders, I expect. But
what’s that you were saying about Hub-
bard? He pitched you down the steps, did
he ?”’

“Yes, the cad!” snapped Harry. ¢ Took
me from behind.”

“ And what did you do—smash him on the

nose ?”’
Harry Gresham nodded.

“Yes,” he replied. ‘That’s just what I
did do.” ‘

“You did do?” yelled Duncan. ““Good
man! By Jove, Harry, that’s the stuff to
give ’em!”

“But wait a minute,” growled Harry. “A
couple of West House chaps came in, and
when they all rushed at me I lost my nerve
again, and bolted. Tt’s no good—I shall
never bo any better!”

Duncan gave a faint grin.

“It seems to me that you’re improving
pretty rapidly already,” he said with ap-
proval. ‘“Can’t expect these things all in
a minute, you know. I say, I'm awfully
pleased to hear this. Just what I’ve been
waiting for. It’s the turning-point, old man.
There’s hope for you yet!”

But Harry was disgusted with himsell.

“TI wish I could believe it,”” he muttered.
“T’d like to show everybody that—— But
I say, Alec, you're looking jolly queer, you
know,” he added concernedly. #‘There’s a
rummy colour in your cheeks—"

“Rats!” said Duncan roughly, *“I'm all
right, except that 1 feel as though somebody
had shoved me through a mangle. I'm
aching in every giddy limb for some reason.

I can’t make it out. I haven’t done any
jumping, or straining, or——7’

“I think I'd better fetch Mr. Lee,” said
Harry, staring. -

“If you do, Tll never speak to you
again!” sald Duncan, in alarm. ‘‘You howl-
ing ass! I don’t want to be bunked off into
sanny. They shove you in there for the
slightest thing!”

Harry came nearer to his
looked closely into his face.

““Alce, you're looking awful,” he said
earnestly. “Iains all over you, eh? A
general fecling of laziness? Yes, by jingo,
and your forehead’s as hot as fire.”

“Well, it’s close this evening,” blustered
Dunecan.

“Well, anyway, I'll fetch Hamilton,” said
Harry. ,

He went out before Alec Duncan could
protest further, and, as it happened, he ran
full tilt into Nelson Lee himself. The
Housemaster of the Ancient House had been
on the point of halting at Study J.

““Is Duncan here?” asked Leec.

“Yes, sir.”

The Housemaster nodded, and walked in.
Duncan jumped to his feet, and gave Harry
a look of reproach and indignation.

“I didn’t say a word,” exclaimed Harry,
in sclf-defence.

“Mr. Crowell reporés to me, Duncan, that
you were looking very queer in class this
afternoon,” said Nelson Lee. ‘““He ques-
tioned you about 1it, but could get no satis-
factory reply.”

“I—I'm all right, sir!” protested Alec un-
happily.

Lce felt his forehead, and gave him a swift
examination, ‘

“You'll come with me, Duncan,” he said
gravely.

“To—to the sanny,
with a groan. |

“Most decidedly—and there you’ll remain
for three days at least,” said the House-
master. “It’s no good protesting, young
'un—you’ve got a severe touch of influenza.
You -ought to have rcported this much
carlier to-day. I think we shall be in time
to prevent any scrious developments, but
you’ll have to remain in bed.”

“Oh, crumbs!” murmured
bleakly.

He went out, and Harry Gresham felt
bleak, too, after he’d been alone for five
minutes. He made no attempt to prepare
for his tca. He felt depressed. Alec’s un-
expected illness was a blow, for until this
afternoon the New Zealand junior had.shown

chum, and

sir?” asked Duncan,

Duncan

.no sign of the ’flu,

A heavy footstep sounded in the corridor,
and then the door of Study J burst open,
and Idward Oswald Handforth looked in.

“Hallo! Alone??’ he asked breezily.
“Where’s Duncan?”
Harry explained.
““Oh, tough luck,” said Handforth.

“Carted off to the sanny for three days, by
George! That means a week, or I'm a
nigger. Once they get you into the sanny
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they practically put chains and padlocks on
you. So yc:ru’]fr ge all alone?”

“*Sccms iike 16,” said Harry miserably.

“Well, come along and have tea in Study
D,” said Handforth cordially. “You don't
want to poiter about here by yourself.”

“Thanks—I’d like to come,” said Harry
gratefully.

“That’s all right, you're as welcome as
the flowers in May,” said Handforth genially.
“VWhat’s this I hear about you smashing
iTubbard? Did you biff him on the nose?”

“Well, yes—"

“Good man!” said Edward Oswald, clap-
ping Harry on the back in a fatherly way.
““Of course, Hubbard’s not much of a chap
to slosh, but he’ll do for a beginning. Go
ahcad—walk in.”

They entered Study D, and found Church
and McClure busy with hot scones, tea-cakes
and other delicacies.

“Just in time, Handy,” said Church.
“KEggs are just boiled to a turn, and the
tea’s been made for five—"

He broke off, and stared at Harry
Gteshain. McClure was staring, too, and the
expressions on the faces: of Handforth's
chums were not exactly cordial.

An awkward silence fell.

CHAPTER 3.

HANDY THE COMFORTER.
G\JDWARD OSWALD
=l HANDFORTH was not a

great success when it
came to a matter of tact.
ile was, in fact, one of

the greatest blunderers in the Remove. But
his blunderings were generally good-natured,
and all St. Frank’s knew him to be a fellow
with a heart of gold. He could be exasperat-
ing, and could be dangerous. But Handy
was one of the best.

“What’s the matter with you chaps?”’ he
asked, gazing at Church and McClure coldly.
*“What’s the idea of freezing up as soon as
I bring Harry Gresham into the
Haven’t you got anything to say to a guest?”

“[—I think I'd better go,” said Harr
quietly. -

“Gol” roared Handforth. “You silly ass,
this is my study, and I've invited you to
tea. These silly rotters won’t bother us.”

“Not at all,” said Church. “We're only
the serfs.”

““Serfs?”’ repeated Handforth.

“What else are we?”’ demanded Church.
“You give us your orders, and we’ve got to
come and make toast, boil eggs, and do
everything else. And afterwards you’'ll
coolly go out to cricket again, leaving us to

clear up. We're like a counle of galley-
slaves.” . ;

IHandforth frowned.

“You're simply trying to change the

subject,” he said suspiciously. ““You ecan’t
put me off like that. You'’ve got a down on
Gresham, and I don’t lhike it. If vou’re

study ?

zoing to act in the same way as all these
other idiots I'll clear out of this study, and

leave you to fend for yourselves. And then
where will you be?”
“In paradise,, I should think,” said

McClure promptly.

““Are you suggesting that you’ll be better
off without me?”’ roared Handforth.

*Look here, Handy ”

“1 don’t want any more of your nerve,
Arnold McClure!” bellowed Handforth,
“Just a minute, Harry. I'll show you what
I do with these chaps when they get nervy.”

“It’s all right,” said Harry hastily. “1I
know !
McClure dodged round the table, and

Handforth raced after him. He caught the
corner of the table-cloth and dragged the
whole contents of the table on to the floor
wilth a fearful crash.

“TLook out!” howled Church. “Qur
crocks!”’

“Look at ‘he sardines in the jam-tarts!™
hooted McClure.

. ““And all the toast in the fender!” said
Church, in despair. ‘Oh, you hopeless ass,

Handy! Is this what you do when you
invite a guest to tea? It’s a nice idea to
wreck the study!”
" Handforth gazed at the debris in full
astonishment.
“Who—who did that?”’ he asked fiercely.
“Oh, cheese it!” growled McClure.

“You’'ll try and fix this on us now, I sup-
pose? Don’t take any notice, Gresham,
This sort of thing happens here every day.
Half Handyv’s pocket-money goes on buying
new crocks.”

“Well, he won’t have to spend much this
time,” said Harry, with a smile. “Its
pretty marvellous, but hardly anything seems
to be broken.”

When the table was prepared again it was
found that the damages were nothing more
serious than a broken cup, a chipped saucer,
and two shattered plates. This was a very
light casualty list for Study D.

Tea proceeded somewhat strainedly. ITand-
torth tried to make himself very pleasant,
but Harry Gresham did not appreeciate it.
For Handforth, in his efforts to be pleasant,
over-acted the part appallingly. He was not
merely cordial, but exaggeratedly effusive.

Church and McClure, on the other hand,
were perfectly polite, but decidedly distant.
They could not forget that Harry Gresham,
in spite of his good qualities, had proved
beyond all question that he was a funk. And
Church and McClure were rather inclined to
be biased. They were excellent chaps, but
they had no use for funks.

So the tea was a rather dismal
taking it all round.

At the earliest possible moment Harry
excused himself, and went back to his own
study. On the whole, he rather liked
Church and McClure’s attitude better than
Handforth’s. For he had a strong conviction
within him that Handforth was only pleasant
to him out of a sense of pity. It was like
IHandforth’s generous heart to do anything

failure,
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in his power to show the new boy a friendly
sgirit. Unfortunately, Handforth did these
‘things in the wrong way.

_ In Study D a little argument was proceed-
ing.

“T do all I ecan to make the chap comfort-
able, and you fellows thwart me!” Hand-
forth was saying, in a bitter voice. ‘' You're
always thwarting me By George, I've a
good mind to biff you! You're nothing but
a couple of thwarters!”

“We're not persecuting that chap in any
way, and we think it’s a low-down trick to
taunt him,” sald Church, ‘ But, at the same
time, it’s no good saying we're keen on
him.”

““He’s a coward,” said McClure. **And
that puts him out of the picture. It's a
mystery to me, Handy, why the dickens you
chum up with the chap. He’s the last fellow
in the world for you. We always .thought
you had a partiality for men who could
fight!” '

Handforth regarded them coldly.
“Gresham can fight,” he retorted.
*He hasn’t shown many signs of it yet,”

-

growled Church. ‘‘He seems to have spent
all his time in practising how to run away!”

“All right—wait!” said Handforth darkly.
“That's all I ask you to do—wait. 1 know
a fighter when I sce one! And Harry Gres-
ham’s going to give you a shock one of these
days. I'm taking him under my wing, and
I’ll soon make the Junior school sit up!”

Handforth was naturally a fellow who loved
to be in direct opposition to everybody else.
And just because the majority of juniors
were down on Harry Gresham, he showered
embarrassing attentions upon the new boy.
And it was practically impossible for Gresham
to rebuff him, for he knew that Handforth
was acting in a kindly spirit.

“Well, we don’t want to say any more
about it,” sald Handforth, as his .chums
remained silent. I suppose you know that
Duncan has been carted off to the sanny?”

“Well, we ought to know it,” said Church
tartly. “You've told us about it three
times.”

““ And that poor chap is left on his own—
in Study J, all by himself,”” continued Hand-
forth. “I've just made up my mind to show
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him a real expression of my friendship. The
fact i1s, I’'m going to clear out of this study,
and go into Study J.”

““What?” yelled his chums.

“It’s a fact,” said Handforth.
needn’t try to dissuade me.”

““ And—and is that what you call an act
of friendship?” asked Church faintly.

“What do you call 1£?”

“I wouldn’t like to say,” replied Church.
“But, as a random shot, I should call it an
act of sheer ecruelty. Don’t go, Handy! We
want you here. Don’t desert us, old man!”

“You wouldn’t do a thing like that,
ITandy!” pleaded McClure earnestly.

Handforth regarded these appecals with cold
indifference. It never occurred to him that
his chums were taking this line on purpose
to strengthen his determination. A few days
of Study D without Handforth would be like
a stroll into Arcadia.

“My mind’s made up, and there’s an end
of it!”’ he said firmly. “I’ve decided to com-

“You

fort Gresham—to comfort him while Duncan

is in the sanny.”
Church and McClure stared at him.

(44 TO
faintly.

comfort him?"” breathed Church

CHAPTLER 4.
HANDFORTH DEFIANT]

HURCH and McClure wanted
to laugh. But, being
youths of much wisdom,
they refrained from this
strategic  blunder. The

idea of Edward Oswald Handforth as a com-
forter struck them as grotesque in the ex-
treme. A wild rhinoceros, straight out of
the jungle, would have filled the bill more
successfully.

“What a chap you are for ideas, Handy
gurgled McClure at last. ‘A comforter, eh?
By jingo, Harry Gresham ought to feel him-
self honoured. It’ll be quite a rovelty for
him to have Study J wrecked twice nightly,
:irith a matinée on Wednesdays and BSatur-

ays!”

Handforth sniffed.

“I don’t wreck studies!” he retorted.
“Now and again there may be a little
breakage, but who causes them? It takes
two to make a quarrel, my lads—don’t for-
get that!”

“That may apply with other people—but
not with you,” said Church. ‘“ You could
pick a quarrel with a deaf and dumb man
who hadn’t got any arms! Until now, 1 was
a bit down on Gresham. But now I'm sorry

12

for- him.”
“So am I, poor chap!” said McClure.
“My hat! He’s in for something!”

Handforth fairly danced.

“You—you exasperating fatheads!” he
roared. “Don’t I keep telling you that I’m
going to change into his study so that I
can comfort him ?”

“It’s a dotty idea!” said Church. “He
won’t appreciate you—he’ll probably do his
best to get rid of you. Take my tip, Handy,
and stay here.”

That settled it.

*“Gimme my books!” said Handforth curtly.
“Bring everything along, and shove ’em in
Study J. Tl go to Gresham, and tell him
fhe good news.”

“You’ll probably drive him into the sanny,
too,” said Mac. *‘lle admits his nerves are
a bit weak, and he’ll never stand a  shock
like that.”

Handforth strode out, walked into Study
J, and calmly saddled himself on Harry Gres-
ham, whether that unfortunate youth wanted
im or not. Edward Oswald took it for
granted that Gresi.am would be overjoyed
with his company.

“Hallo!” said Harry, looking up. “Here
again, then?”

“Yes; I’ve come to stay,” said Handforth.

“To stay ?”’ gasped Harry, changing colour.
“ But—but =

“Yeou needn’t thank me,” interrupted
Handforth kindly. “I’m like that, you
know. I get these impulses, and act upon
them at once. I’ve come here to share your
troubles. Until Duncan comes out of the
sanny, I’ll stay with you.”

“Thanks awfully!” muttered Harry, with
a gulp.

He had been feeling rather lonely in the
study, but the advent of Handforth was a
shock for which he had not bargained. Iland-
forth’s personality was tumultuous. He was
a thundering good chap, but he was too
much iike a human earthquake.

“Yes, I've come here to comfort you,”
said Handforth, rather pleased with that
term. “It may be weeks before Duncan
comes out of the sanny.”

“Weeks 7’ ejaculated Harry.

“You never know with flu,” replied Hand-
forth darkly. “For all we know, it may
carry the poor chap off within a couple of
days. ’Flu sometimes turns into pneumonia,
you know. I shouldn’t be surprised if you
catch the germs by to-morrow.”

As a comforter, Handforth was starting
very well.

“It’s best to be prepared,” he continued.
“I don’t mind telling you, Gresham, that

I’ve taken pity on you——7" -

“I don’t want to be pitied!” said Gresham
fiercely.

“Eh? Oh, well, perhaps— H'm! [

dian’t quite mean that,” saild Handforth
hastily. “You’re a touchy bounder, aren’t
you? Well, what about prep? TI’ll lend you
a. hand.”

“I—I’'d much rather do it alone, thanks,”.
said Harry in a feeble voice.

“Rats! I’m going to help.”

“But—but—"’

““And if T have any more of your. objec-
tions, my "lad, Tl biff you on the" nose!”
roared Handforth.. “I have enough trouble
with Church and MeClure, without you start-
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ing! TI've taken you under my wing—see?
And if you don’t like it, you’ll have to
lump it!”

1f Harry had been in a happier frame ot
mind he would have laughed at Edward
Oswald’s quaint idea of bestowing his friend-
ship. But Harry was feeling rather depresseu
this evening. Alec Duncan’s departure into
the sanatorium had been a blow, and Harry
had grown to turn to Alec iIn all his little
confidences.

Ever since ne nad arrived at ®St. BFrank’s,
Harry Gresham had met with opposition
His fatal weakness had marked him out as
a butt for everybody’s jeers. A few fellows,
such as Nipper, Reggie Pitt, Handforth and
Archie Glenthorne were very decent to nim.
They secmed to understand that he was not
a natural funk. There was something behind
Harry’s strange behaviour, and they were
ready to give him the benefit of the doubt.
They were waiting. fully confident that their
faith in himi would be ultimately justified.
The rank and file were too hasty to be
generous.

It was bad enough for Harry to show
flicht when any perilous emergency arose.
But he had earned the Junior School’s most
bitter scorn by showing a childish fear of
darkness. More than once, indeed, he had
been almost in hysterics. Only a few nights
back he had cried aloud after midnight,
swearing that he had seen a horrible appari-
tion at the window. Ile had believed this
to be a creature of his own imagination, and
the other fellows had thought that, too—until
Nipper had found the marks of a ladder
against the window-sill.

Later, Nipper and a tew others had esplcd
a strange, prowling figure, and had almost
succceded in capturing it.

From that night Harry had felt more con-
fidence. For he knew that his imagination
was not so strong as he had believed. The
lurking figures he had seen at different
times were real! For some unaccountable
reason some enemy was trying to frighten
the life or the sensez out of him.

Nipper had questioned him closely. But
Harry could throw no light on the extra-
ordinary business. He knew of no soul on
earth who would perform such malicious
tricks with any possible motives of gain.
What, indeed, could be gained by such
devilment ?

By frightening the uufortunate boy into a

state of hysteria, nobody could benefit. ¥or
a brief space, Harry half suspected Mr.
Hubert Addison of this trickery. But after

a short consideration he had realised that
Mr. Addison could be dismissed. This man,
although of good family, was evidently un-
scrupulous, for he had been extorting money
out of Harry Gresham ever since the latter
had arrived at St. Frank’s—a kind of petty
blackmail. He knew a secret of the Gresham
family—a secret which Harry was anxious
to keep dark.

can be near him !

And so it was obvious to the junior that
Mr. Addison could know nothing of this un-
known rascal who had been trying to frighten
him. For if Mr., Addison was responsible, it
would be akin to killing the goose that laid
tha golden eggs.

Who, then, was doing it? One of the
boys? FOrrest or a fellow of similar vin-
dictive spirit? Nipper hardly thought so,
and Harry was just as convinced.

All these things were weighing on his mind,
And now Alec Duncan had unwittingly
deserted him, Handforth, as a substitute, was
a poor e\change

Prep in Study J was a farce. Harry was
anxious to get on with his work, but Hand-
forth persisted in interrupting him. At last,
in despair, Harry pleaded a headache—which
he really had—and decided to go for a walk
in the Triangle. His room was becoming
more like Study D every minute, and the
prospect alarmed him. He couldn’t tell
Handforth bluntly that he didn’t want him,
and he despaired when his broadest hints
failed to take root. '

He wasn’t even allowed to have hs walk
in the Triangle, for Handforth followed him
along the passage, linked his arm in Harry’s,
and cheerfully marched him inte the
common room—whare a big meeting of the
Remove was raking place, concerning a forth-
coming paper chase. The West House section
of the Remove was strongly represented.

“Here, chuck that, Handy!” shouted
Doyle, as Handforth and Gresham came in.

“Leave that cad alone!”

“Which ecad”” demanded Handforth,
Haring up.

“That beastly funk, 'Gresham !”

“Gresham’s my pal!” roared Handforth.
“TI have changed into Study J, so that 1

!!1

“Qut of evil cometh ood,” ‘murmured
Reggie Pitt, ““It’s rough luck on Gresham,
but I 11 bet Church and McCIure are dancmg
a hornpipe of joy.’

“Ha, ha, hat!”

“You fun'ny fatheads!” thundered Hand-
forth, “You can stare—you can glare at me!
I don’t want anything to do with vou! In
If::ut:t I send you all to Coventry—the whole
Oti)!

“Ha. ha, ha!”

The common-room howled. The hostile
shouts had given place to a yell of up-
roarious laughter. Edward Oswald Hand-
forth was nothing if not original. There was
something whimsical in his statement that he
would send the whole lot of them to
Coventry. It was just the sort of topsy-turvy
thing that only Handforth could think of.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go on—laugh away!” roared Handforth.
“But I mean it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Let's go, Handy!"” muttered Harry. “1
know you mean well, but this isn’t very

pleasant for me
““My son, you don’t come into this!” said
Handforth gruﬂy “I've sent these rotters
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to Coventry, and they’ll be sorry for them-
selves before long, I've a good mind to fight
the whole gang, one after the other! y
George, I'll make a start, anyhow!”

He ripped off his jacket, and the common-
room ncarly fainted from sheer exhaustion.

_—

CHAPTER 5.
THE SHAPE AT THE WINDOW !

Il ANDFORTH was in earnest,
too.

He advanced
common - room,
clenched fsts and blazing eyes.

“Come on!” he s#id grimly. “I don’t care
who starts, but I’'m going to take on all of
you, one by onel” )

“Why one by one?” asked Pitt. “Why
not two by two? We’ll line up, Handy, in a
double file, and you can barge in with an
alternate left and right, and slaughter the lot
of us within two minutes!”

““Ha, ha, ha!” :

“I'm not going to fight you, anyhow!”
snapped Handforth, glaring at Reggie. “1I
don’t even send you to Coventry.”

“No?” said Reggie. “Then I'm safe?”

“You've been decent to Gresham, and so
has Nipper,” continued Handforth. “I’'m
only up against these cads who set themselves
up as judges! I’m sick of their beastly in-
timidation and victimisation,”

“They’'re good words!” said De Valerie
approvingly.

“He read them in one of the papers, I
expect!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth sailed in without any further
argument, There was a rush, for when Hand-
forth sailed in, he generally did quite a lot
of damage before he could be subdued.

And Harry Gresham, in the confusion,
managed to escape.. He was feeling more un-
happy than ever., Handforth was getting
into trouble with his form fellows on his—
Harry’s—account, and Harry wandered away,
depressed and heavy-hearted. - He didn’t
realise that Edward Oswald was thoroughly
enjoying himself.

Harry went back to his own sludy auto-
matically. He had really intended going out
into the Triangle for a stroll, but the dusk
was getting very deep now, and it would be
better, perhaps, to sit in the quietness of the
study, where he could think undisturbed.
Harry had recently got into the habit of
getting away alone. It was not very pleasant
to walk in the Triangle, or in the squares,
and to have jeers levelled at him every other
minute from passing groups of fellows—or
flung at him from open study windows. That
.sort of thing made him want {o hide some-
where.

He sank into the easy chair in Study J,
and wondered how on earth he could get rid
of the embarrassing Handforth. It was a
very difficult task. Hints were quite useless,
and to tell Handforth bluntly that he wasn’t

into the
with

wanted would be ungracious. It would'
probably be risky, too, for Handforth was
quite liable to give Gresham one look and
then tell him to put his hands up. Hand-
forth was quite impartial when it came to
fighting.

“MNo, I'm blessed if I know what to do
about Handy,” murmured Harry Gresham,
as he glanced round the study. ‘“My hat!
What a mess! And he came here to comfort
me !’

The immediate future was gloomy. Harry
hardly liked to think of it. Three days, at
least, with Handforth as a constant com-
panion! Harry didn’t know all the little
tricks with which Churech and MecClure kept
their leader in order.

Study J was, indeed, in disorder.

Handforth had flung his own books all over

the place, and he had created a sort of
general untidiness. Alee Duncan was an
orderly fellow, and so was Harry. Together,

they had kept this little room neat and tidy.

“I can’t go and see Alec, either,” mut-
tered Harry unhappily. ‘Nobody’s allowed
to sece him until he’s better. It's just the
same as being shoved in quarantine. My
hat, what beastly luck!”

He felt slightly nervous as he looked into
the gloomy corners of the room. Gloom or
darkness always had this effect nupon hnn.
But now he checked himself, and his exves
looked rather stern.

“I’'m not going to give in!” he muilcred.
“I've finished with that beastly funkiness!
I've got a pretty vivid imagination, but
there’s nothing to be afraid of here.”

And yet, five minutes later, he switched on
the clectric light. He told himself that he
wanted to read. But in his heart he knew
that he desired the cheery comfort which the
light would afford.

Besides, there was his prep to go over. He
was fairly certain that Ar. Crowell would
have something to say on the morrow unless
he did so. Handforth had bothcred him so
much that he had hardly known what he
had bheen doing,

But he couldn’t get on with his work. He
couldn’t read. Somehow, he felt a sort of
void. Now that Alec Duncan was gone,
Harry realised more than ever how much he
had valued the friendship of the New Zealand
boy.

He was worried about Alee, too.

How had he contracted such a nasty
altack ? XNot a fellow in the school had ’flu,
and Duncan hadn’t been out for days.'
During the previous evening, in fact, he had
even remarked how fit he was feeling. There
was something  mysterious about Alee's
sudden seizure,

Tap, tap!

Harry started round, his heart jumping.

The window was a black patch, and lurking
out therc in the gloom of the square was a
dim figure. Just for a second Harry felt

himself slipping. Then he took a tight hold
of his nerves.
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Harry Gresham brought his right round in a terrific ewipe, and caught Hubbard on the jaw. The cad reeled

back, saggzed against the wall of the lobby and then slid to the floor.

Gresham had hit one of his tormentors

for the first time : no wonder the other juniors looked on in amazement !

Idiot! What was there to be afraid of at
this hour of the evening? He jumped to his
feet, and ran to the window. Mr. Hubert
Addison was standing there!

CHAPTER 6.
: NOT ACCORDING TO PLAN!
¥ A\RRY GRESHAM felt his

heart resume its normal
beat. He looked at Mr.
Addison with cold in-
tensity. He hated this
man with a curious whole-heartedness. He
loathed him. TIFor he knew that Mr. Addison
wa a wolf in sheep’s clothing.

Everybody else in the schoo% regarded him
as a gentleman. Was he not the Head-
master’s private secretary? True, he did not
come in contact with the bovs, and he had
no authority over them, since he was in no
way cmpowered to give orders. As the
Head’s secretary, his work was confined
purely to Dr. Stafford’s own private house.

He was an unpleasant-looking man. with
rather watery eyes and a skinny frame. Yet
he bore the stamp of goad breeding. He

was a poor rclation—a distant connection—
of the famous Addisons, of Hampshire. It
is quite likely that Mr. Addison felt that he
had a grudge against humanity in general
By a shecr accident of birth, he was poor,
while other members of his family were en-
joying the luxuries that riches could bestow.

“What do you want?” asked Harry
bluntly.

“Hush!” muttered Mr. Addison. “Not so
loud !”

“Well, I didn’t ask you to come here &

“It’s risky—and I can’t stay,” said the
other, in a tense voice. ‘“‘I'm pretending to
tie up my shoe-lace on the window-sill. Don’t
show yourself, Gresham! Meet me at eleven
o’clock to-night, by the corner of the monas-
tery ruins, . must see you then!”

Harry compressed his lips.

“T can’t do it!” he snapped. “I'm nof
going to break, bounds!'”
“Hang vou!” breathed Mr. Addison.

“¥You’d hLetter not make objections! Eleven
o'clock—behind the shrubbery, at the corner
of the monastery ruins. Be there prompt on
time, or—" _

“Or what?” breathed Harry

“You know what!” said Mr. Addison
mockingly.
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He withdrew his foot from the window-
sill, and strolled on. If anybody l:ad chanced
to see him from a West House window, he
would have thought nothing. For M.
- Addison had only paused for a few brief
seconds.

Harry withdrew into the study, and stood
against the table, staring fixedly in front of
him Eleven o’clock—by the corner of the
monastery ruins! An eerio spot! And yet,
of coupse, a very secluded one. and quite
ideal ﬁ- a secret rendezvous.

The one thought which troubled Harry
most was that he would have to obey. There
could be no getting out. If he refused, Mr.
Addison might reveal that secret—he might
let out the storv of the Gresham family
skeleton! And Harry couldn’t risk that.

“Of course, he wants more monecy,” maut-
tered Harry fiercely. “Oh the highwayman
—the b[ackmailing rogue! And I can’ ‘'t do a
thing—I can’t tell any ody, or

He broke off, his heart beatmg rapidly.

“Tell anybody? ” he mutiered. “Why
not? WUnless 1 speak to somebody before
long, I shall go clean out of my mind! I
can't keep this thing to myself f01 ever!
There’s Alec! He'll understand )

He groaned. Alec was not available now,
and would probably be confined to tha school
hospital for the rest of the week,

This gave rise to another thought in
Harry’s mind. Wasn’t it rather a strange
coincidence that Alec should be so conveni-
ently ill just now? It enabled Addison to
come to this study, and find Harry alone—
and, furthermore, Harry would naturally
sleep by himself to-night. Duncan was the
only other fellow who shared that particular
bedroom with him, and it was mere than
likely that Addison knew this.

Alec’s  illness—and his absence—would
make i1t possible for Harry to slip out at
eleven o’clock, unknown to any of the others.
It was celto.mly a queer coincidencc, unless—
unless But how the dickens could Mr.
Addison be responsible for a junior catching
a bad cold, or the ‘flu? That was the snag.

“If Alec had met with an unaccountable
accident, I could understand it better,”” mur-
mured Harry. “But Addison can’t be re-
sponsible for "an illness. Oh, I don’t know
what to think.”

He soon dismissed the subject. Weightier
matters were bothering him. He only had
about five pounds in his possession, and
Addison would demand a fiver, at least.
What would his father say, if he wrote and
asked -for more pocket-money so quickly? It
was much less than a week since he had
received a tenner from Sir Stewart. His
father had told him to be liberal with his
cash, but there was a limit. And be didn’t
want to worry his father by telling him “of
Addison’s extortion.

And there was that eleven o’clock meeting
in prospect. In a way, Harry felt Just a tiny
thrill of pleasure at the thought--that kind
of pleasure which is closely akin to fear.

'

There would be a spice in it. He was afraid
of the dark—and uatil recently he had be-.
lieved.that the awful things that he had seen
in the gloom were horrors of his own
imagination But he knew different mnow.'
The knowledge fortified him, and he was
curious to see how he would behave.

In the meantime, Edward Oswald- Hand-
forth was in a bit of a quandary.

Handy’s war-like decision to fight the
better part of the Remove had fallan to the
ground.  Ridicule had killed the project:
And ridicule was the most effective weapon
that one could use against the war-like leader
of Study D.

He had just been out into the Triangle,
looking for Harry. He had glanced into
Study J first, but it so happened that Harry
had popped out at that minute to fetch a
book from the House hbrary.

“Where the dickens has the chap got to? 99
muttered Handforth, as he came to a halt in
the lobby. “Hi. Doyle, you ass! Secn
Gresham 77

Doyle. of the West House,
ing, took no notice.

“Didn’t you hear me?” roared Handforth.

Doyle still walked on.

“By George!” fumed Edward Oswald,
striding up, and swinging the junior round
by the shoulder. “Ars you deaf, you ass?”

Doyle locked at him, and then turned to
Reggie Pitt, who was just coming out of the

passage.
“What’s the matter with this chap ?” asked

who was pass-

Doyle. ‘““He sends us to Coventry, and then
speaks to us!”
“That’s wrong, of course,” said Pitt.

“When a chap is sent to Coveniry by the
Form, he’s simply igncred. So it stands to
rcason that when one fellow sends the rest to
Coventry, he’s got to ignore ’em all!”
“Just what I thought,” said Doyle,

Handforth goggled.

“Rats!” he said
you fellows, you’ve got to answer.
don’t, T'll smash

“Can’t be done, Handy,” interrupted Pitt.
“I’'m not in Coventry, so I«an have a chat
with you in safety. But if you speak to any
of these others, you naturally give them a
frece pass out of Coventry. That's a recog-
nised rule.”

“DBy George, so it is!” gasped Hand{orth.
“ Then—then if I keep ’em 'n Coventry. ib
simply means that I can’t speak to them.”

“ Exactly,” grinned Pitt. “In other words,
and in actual practice, you've sent yourself

13,
said Handforth

“If I speak to any of
If you

to Coventryv, old man!
“Well,
blankly.
Somehow, his

IS’

I'm jiggered!

“punishment ” was rccoiling
on his own head. It wasn’t so good, after
all. He had sent everybcdy to Coventry, so
he couldn’t specak to t{mm—-—and that meant
he was penalising himself.
However there was an easy way out of it.
“So. you cee, it’s a delicate position,” said

Reggie Pitt c:cﬂemnly
“Delicate be blowed!” retorted Hand-
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forth. “I'm letting everybody off trom this! “You ftunny West House fathead:”
minute! And if any fathead refuses to| hooted Handforth  “I've 8 good mind to
answer me, I'li slaughter him. Doyle, you | come over to your quarters, and rag the
ass, where’s Gresham ?7” lot of you:”’

“Rats!” said Doyle “T haven’t scen the “Neve. spoil good mind,” said Pitt
funk, He doesn’t interest me any more than | promptly. “We’ll give you a hearty wel-

an earwig., Thank goodness the chap isn’t
in my House, that’s all.”

And Doyle scuttled out before IIandforth
could reach him.

: CHAPIER 7.
CLOSER THAN A BROTHER!

EGGIE PITT frowned.
- “Leave him to me,
[Tandy,” he said grimly.
“T'll settle with Doyle in
a few minutes! I don’t
believe in this beastly set against Gresham.
It was bad enough to have -him resign from
the cricket——"

“He didn’t resign! He was kicked out!”
said Handforth fiercely.

“It comes to the samo thing, I suppose,”
admitted Reggie, troubled. “If Gresham
hadn’t resigned, Nipper would have been
forced out of the captaincy, and it was jolly
decent of Gresham to scttle the thing by
waiving his rights, It must have been a
fearful blow to the poor chap.” he added
thoughtfully., “Cricket’s a sort of religion
with him—a second nature to himm. And now
that I)’uncan 1s 1ll, he’s probahly as miserable
as
= “OQOh, that’s all right,” interrupted Hand-
forth. *“I’ve taken Duncan’s place. I'vo
changed into Study J.”

“Yes, so you told us ” nodded Pitt. “I'm
sorry for Gresham. I don’t think 1t’s quite
fair of you. Handy, to pile these troubles
on him, and make things worsc.”

“Worse?” rogred Handforth. “I’'m going
to comfort him.”

“You mean well, old man, but you've got
a weird and wonderful idea of what the word
‘ comfort’ means,” replied Pitt. “ You seein
to think that it stands for noise, scrapping.
jawing, and arguing But if you look
‘comfort’ up in the dictionary you’ll find
that it mecans *to console —‘to strengthen
—*‘to Inspirit.” Tt  means ‘ consolation,’
“encouragement’ and * quict enjoyment.’
If you can provide Gresham with those de
lights, then I shall Lelieve that a lcopard
can change its spots.”

Handforth only took in a small portion of
this great trut.. and he fastened on to
Reggie’s final senteace

“Are you calling me a lcopard?” he asked
fiercely.

“Certainly not.” replied Pitt. “You've
got the spots all right, but a little warm
water and some soap will easily remove
them!” '

“You—you——

“T'd like to siop and continue the dis-
cussion, but Lime presses,:’ said Reggie
[’

politely. “So long, Handy!

"y

come, Handy. Just what we neéd to buck
things up!”

He® went out grinning, and Handforth
snorted. On second thoughts, he decided
that it would be a risky business to gc into
a rival House singlehanded on a war-like
mission.

So he coolev down and remembered that
he was a comfortar, He went along to
Study J, and brightened up when he found
Harry Gresham sitting at the table writing
a letter.

“Halle . Wher. the dickens have you been
to?” asked Handforth.

“I've beer here all the time.”

“Rats! You weren't here when I looked
in ten minutes ago.”

“Oh 1 stepper into the library for a
minute, to fetcl a book,” said Harry. “I1—1]
thought you wmight like to read it. Handy.”

“What?" said Handforth, staring.

“It’s a jolly good book,” went on Harry
carelessly “1 simply went dotty over it
It’s all about adventures in Africa—"

“Thanks all the same, but I'm a bit
particular about what T read,” said Hand
forth grufly. “1 like detective stories, and

yarns about Redskins and pony express
riders. Either that, or stories about

pirates. or highwaymen.”

"And yvou’rs particular?”
politely
. He had vainly hoped to get Handforth in
terested in a book, so that there might be
a little pcace. This only went to prove how
ittle Gresham knew of his new friend’s
character!

“In any case, I don’t want to read now,”
said Handforth firmly. “I've come here to
chat with you, Harry.” ;

“What about Church and MecClure?”

““Never mind them o :

“DBut they’!l be lonely without you.”

“It'll serve them right,” said Handforth
callously. “1 expect the poor fathcads are
mooning about, miserable and gloomy. Well,
it’s their own fault—they shouldn’t be so ob-
stinate.” . '

" At that very moment, Church and McClure
were lounging in Study D, reading with un-
wonted peace and contentment  Their faces
were coxpressive of quiet, enduring joy.

“About to-might” went on Handforth,
thrusting the picture of Church and
McClure’s miserv out of his mind. “ Now that
Duncan is.shoved into the sanny, I supposec
you’re booked to sleep alone?”

Harry nodded

“Well, yes, I squose I am,” ho admitted.
“But that’ll be all right w

“Oh, will 1t?” said Handforth. “Whsat
about the other night? Even with Duncan
there, you nearly went dotty with fright.

asked Harry
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You know as well as I do that you're scared
of the dark, my lad.”

Harry crimsoned.

“I—I—— VYes!” he muttered lamely.

“Eh? Oh, sorry!” said Handforth, with
concern “1 didn’t mean€to rub salt into
the open wound, old man.  Still, there's
nothing like belng frank, is there? That
beastlv phantom thing mlght appear again,
too. And I’ve decided to sit up until mid-
night, and keep watch.”

“That’ll be fine of you,” said Harry, try-
ing to look appreciative.

“Of course 1 shall sleep in Duncan’s bed,”
announced Handforth.

Harry started violently.

‘“You—you mean you're going to come
into my dormitory?” he asked.

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth, with a
cheerful nod. ““And I'm going to kecep
awake until midnight, so that you can be
quictly comforted, and sleep will come to
ou %

“But—but Oh,

Harry.

Handforth stared.

“Don’t you want to be cheered up?” he
asked blankly.

you mustn’t!” gasped

“I—I No!” panted Harry. “ I—I mean,
there’s no nced for you to sleep In my
dormitory, HHandy. Please don’t think of it,
old man! Tt wou]d only make me uncomfort-
able, vou know.’

“Un nmfnrtablc"‘ repeated Handforth
ominously, i

“Well, -you know what I mean,” saic
Harry, in confusion.  “It would break up

things in your dormitory, as it were—and
I don’'t want you to feel that I'm such a
baby that I can’t sleep by myself.”

Handforth looked at him grimly. He didn’t
know, of course, the real cause of Harry
Gresham’s alarm. Harry knew that he
would have to get dressed at a quarter to
eleven, and steal out in order to keep that
secret appointment with Addison.

And Handforth had threatened to kecp

awake until  midnight! Truly, Edward
Oswald was stickine closer than a brother!

CHAPTER &.
THE FAITHFUL WATCH-DOG.

HURCH groaned in anguish,
and clutched at McClure’s
arm for support.

“Did—did veu hear, old
man ?”’ he asked hoarscly.
“It can’t be tiuc!” panted McClure, 1in

horror.
“Oh,
faction.
sleep alone'!
dnrrnltm until
sanny.
Handforth had thought it just as well to
prepare his chums for the change.  They re-
ceived {he rews with expressions of dismay,

can't 157" =aid Handforth, ‘Mth satis-
“To-night. my lads, you’ve got to
I'm changing into Gresham’s
Duncan comes out of the

but inwardly theyv were wondering how much

longer this state of paradise would last. It
was altogether t« good to be true.

“You're deserting us, then?” asked
Church, in a tragic voice.

“Gresham needs me more than you do,”
replied Handforth, in a fatherly way. “The
poor chap will be alone to—nigﬂt if I don’t
rally round him And I mean to stick to
him until Duncan comes out of the sanny.”

“Is flu very slow?” asked Church hope-

fully. “Do you think it’s possible that
Duncan can be kept in the sanny for a
month ?”

“That’s too much to expect!’” s=aid
McClure, shaking his head.

Handforti. looked at them suspiciously.

“What do you mean—a month?” he asked.
“You fatheads, if you two were left alone
for 2 month there’d be no holding you!
Even if I'm only away for three days, I ex-
peet you’ll get practically out of hand.”

“Oh, I dare say wc’ll survive somehow,”
sald Church sadly. “Not that we shall be
able to sleep to-nicht, of course. We shan’t

get a wink without you in the room,
Handy.”

“Why not?” demanded Handforth.

“Well, 1t’s obvious,” saild Church.

“Haven’t you hear' about the general who
came back from thke war, and found that he
couldn’t sleep because of the absence of ex-
plosions and things?  The silence was too
much for him!”

Handforth stared in amazement.

“What’'s that got to do with me?” he
asked blankly.

“Well, Mac and 1 are in
position, » said Church 1nnocently
like that giddy gencral, in a wa;,

“Almost  exactly the same,’
McClure gloomily, ,

“What the  dickens £ Handforth
paused, and started “By George!” he
gasped.  “Are vou trying to make out that
I’'m noisy?” ~

. “We don’t need to make it out,” replied
f‘hui('h “Hang 1t all Handy, any chap
in the Remove mli tell you that your snore
is like a oiddy hippopatamus with the whoop-
ing cough.  You :-:n't help it, of course—
it’s one of your misfortunes.”

“One eof our misfortunes, you mean,
rected Me(luve.

““Oh, I don’t know!” said Church. “We’ve
got so uvsed to it now that it’s part of the
mght. Without you, Handy, we shall be
lost. We shan’t bhe able to sleep a wink—

“You—vou funny idiots!” hooted Hand-
forth, suddenly leah%mg that his ]eg way
bemﬂ' pulled. “TI. jolly well Hi! Comeo

nack! I'm going to punch your heads!”

“Rats!” sang out Church. ‘““Punch Gres-
ham’s! He’s your studv-mate now!”

““Ha, ha. ha!’” cackled McClure.

They sped off, leaving Handforth seething.

Somehow 1t seemed to him that his chums
weren’t half so cut up as they ought to have
been. However, he had no time to waste
qu then. They weren’t worth 1t. It was

the same
“We're

agreed |

2

cor-
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nearly bed-time, and he wanted to get back
to Gresham.

In fact, the Junior bell was just sounding,
and he met Harry at the door of Study J.

“Oh, I'm glad I met you, Handy,” said
Harry. ““About that suggestivn of yours. |
wish you’d cut it out, you know.”

“Cut it out?” said Handforth darkly,

““Yes. There’s really no need—-"

““Rats! I’ve made up my mind, my sonl”

“But I don’t want you to!” said Harry
carnestly, and with just a trace of despera-
tion “I'm not a kid, Handy! Don’t you
see that this will be the worst kind of service
to me? The fellows are sneering at me
already, and they’ll jeer no end when they
hear that you’ve decided to take Duncan’s
place in my bed-room. They’ll think I'm
afraid to sleep alone!”

There was a great aeal of truth in this
statement. Harry was concerned abofit his
eleven o’clock appointment with Mr. Addi-
son, but he was also worried on this other
point. He could just imagine what the
juniors would all be saying about him. Hand-
forth’s pressing friendliness was not merely
embarrassing, but it was becoming a positive
menace.

““ Nonsense !” said Handforth airily, waving
the new boy’s objections aside with a single
gesture. ‘“If the chaps jeer, I'll smash ’em!”

“But that won’t help me!” said Harry
fiercely. -

“Look here, my lad, I don’t, want any of
yvour back answers!” said Handforth, frown
ing. ‘‘Duncan’s-in the sanny, so T’'m taking
his place. That’s final, you understand!”

“Oh, but look here K

“And when 1 say ‘final,’” said Hand-
forth, *“1I mean final!”

““Oh, crumbs!” groaned Harry.

For an instant he thought about calling
Handforth an interfering: busybody, and hav-
ing a good old row, That, perhaps, might
work the oracle. But Harry couldn’t bring
himself to do it. He did not lose sight of
the fact that Handforth’s efforts were kindly.
‘Besides, there wasn’t one chance in a thou-
sand of shaking- him off, even if it came to
a fight. Harry had been at St. Frank’s long
enough to know that when Handforth got
an idca ho clung to it with the tenacity of
a leech. He had made up his mind to sleep
in Gresham’s dormitory, and wild horses
wouldn’t drag him from his purpose.

So Harry was compelled to face
problem.

Handforth was like a faithful watch-dog,
and a pretty dangerous watch-dog, too!
Harry had only one hope. There was just a
chance that Edward Oswald wWould fall asleep
before eleven.
be well.

So Harry did everything he could to further
this end. He refrained from arguing; he
yawned continuously, and pretended to be
very sleepy. Within five minutes of getting
into the dormitory he was in bed, and Hand-

the

If that happened, all would

| inch of it.

forth nad great difficulty in
answers out of him.

By maintaining this policy, Harry hoped
to lull his unwelcome companion into a
sieepy mood. [t was, indeed, the only chance.

“You're a fine kind of chap!” grumbled
Hardforth at last. *“I’ve come here to com-
fort you, and you can’t even answer me.”

“Eh?” mumbled Harry. *“Goo’-night, old

“You’re jolly sleepy, a-
mahded Ha:gdfgrth. ey

Harry made no reply.

“I want to talk to you about cricket, and
al. sorts of things,” went on Handforth.
“Unless you buck up, my lad, I’ll come over
there and pitch you out of bed!”

Harry couldn’t help grinning to himselt
ander cover of the sheets. Comsidering that
Handforth had come into this dormitory on
purpose to lull Harry to sleep by his friendly
presence, he was acting in a somewhat pecu-
liar way.

“There’s suomecthing wrong with this bed,
too,” went on Handforth. ‘It feels damp,
or something. Why the dickens didn’t they
air the sheets before they put them on? 1
might get pneumonia!”

Harry sat up, very wakeful now.

“By Jove!” he said. ‘1 wonder—

He broke off, a startled expression in his
eyes.

“I wonder?”

breath.

getting any

aren’t you?”

”»

he repeated, taking a deep

CHAPTER 9.

THE HORROR IN THE BHRUB-
BERY|

ANDFORTH
curiously.
“You wonder what?” he

asked.
Alec’s bed,”

stared

“This is
, as he stepped across the room.

said Harry
““The sheets haven’t been changed, or any-

thing. The House matron wasn’t told that
you were going to sleep with me to-night,
so she left the bed just as it was. Get out,
Handy—quick !”

“Why, what’s the matter?’”” asked Hand-
forth in' surprise.

But he got out, and Harry felt the under-
sheet. Then he pulled it back, and closely
examined the under-blanket. There was a
keen light in his eyes.

“Teel this!” he said - tensely.

“Why, it’s damp!” said Handforth
dignantly.

“It’s damp all over—and it couldn’t be like
that by accident. This blanket has been
tampered with.”

‘““Tampered with?” gasped Handforth.

“Mrs. Poulter wouldn’t allow it to go on
a bed in this condition,” declared Harry.
““Chaps sometimes empty water-jugs over
beds, but this blanket is damp over every
It must have been soaked in

in-



10

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

-

water,- and then wrung out and half-dried.”

“ But—but——"

“Pon’t you understand?” asked Harry.
““No wonder poor old Alec was taken queer
to-day! No wonder he’s got a fever! Why,
sleeping in this bed was enough to give him
rheumatic fever!”

An alarming thought had come to Harry—
a deep suspicion. Was it possible that Mr.
Addison had tampered with Alec’s bed? No,
not Mr. Addison, decided Harry; somebody
else—the mysterious night marauder who had
attempted to frighten him on several occa-
sions. He wanted Harry to be alone!
Perhaps he was preparing something extra
awful to terrify him, and had taken these
measures to get Alec Duncan out of the
way. -

’ls‘rhe Unknown had guessed that Aleec would
catch a bad cold, and he knew that the boy
would be removed to the sanatorium. It was,
indeed, about the only certain way of getting
rid of him. And Handforth had defeated
tho whole thing by taking Alec’s place!

“Well, you needn’t look so startled,” said
Handforth, staring at Harry in a puzzled
way. ‘‘We’ll complain about this blanket in
the morning, and I expect one of the maids
will get the sack. She jolly well deserves
it, too, for putting it on a bed like that!”

“You musn’t sleep in that bed!”
Harry tensely.

“0Of course not!
“In mine?”

“In yours,” repcated Handforth coolly.
“Plenty of room for the two of us, my lad.”

“But—but 1 thought—— Wouldn’t it be

said

I’ll sleep in yours!”

better for you to go back—— Oh, well,
perhaps nmnot!” said Harry. “8Still, I
hardly &

He didn’t quite know what to say. It
had occurred to him that Handforth’s
presence might be very welcome. And yet

he badly wanted Edward Oswald to be out
of the-way at eleven o’clock. In any case,
there was nothing to be gained by arguing,
because Handy had made up his’ mind.

“I can’t sleep In this spare bed,” said
Handforth, indicating the third bedstead in
the room. *‘There aren’t any blankets or
sheets, or anything. And I’'m not going to
get rheumatic fever for anybody by sleeping
in Duncan’s. So I’ll squeeze in with you, old
man. In a way, 1it’ll be better—I shall be
able to comfort you more.”

“Oh, yes, of course!” said Harry faintly.

And Handforth calmmly proceeded to spread
himself in Harry Gresham’s bed, while Harry
tried to gain a little ease on the outer edge.
Handforth continually pulled the sheets over,
and it was as much as Harry could do to
half-cover himself.

And within ten inmuutes, too, Edward
Oswald was snoring. The bed was so com-
fortable that he forgot about his plan to
keep awake until midnight; he dozed off,
and then slept soundly. |

This was a egreat reljef to Harry. Hand-

'—-—-——fL - o ~

forth asleep was much better than Handforth
awake.

It seemed ages before the school clock
chimed out the quarters, announcing that
ten-forty-five had arrived. Very cautiously
Harry slid off the bed and ‘waited. Hand-
forth was still snoring away noisily. '

Harry was feeling no nervousness. Per-
haps Handforth’s close presence had given'
him this feeling of confidence. DBut ecven
when he thought of sneaking out into the

shrubbery, he only experienced a thrill.
This would be a test for him!

He knew that that Shape was a real thing
—a material object—and most of its terrors
were thus removed. Besides, Mr. Addison
would be waiting just beyond the shrubbery,
and there was very little chance of anything
dramatic happening.

Harry quickly and quietly dressed, then
stole out of the dormitory like a shadow.
And the instant he had closed the door,
Edward Oswald sat up like a jack-in-the-box, |

1 and leapt out of bed.

1“_Spoofed him!” he murmured. “By
George! Tll find out what his little game
18] So this is why he didn’t want me in
the dormitory !”

For once, Handforth had been really smart.
Harry had awakened him upon getting out of
bed, but Handforth had kept on snoring,
Just to see what Harry was going to do.
And when he saw him dressing, he imme-
diately guessed that there was something
unusual in the wind.

It tocok Handforth about twenty seconds to
drag his trousers on, fling a jacket over bhis

shoulders, and to dive into his slippers.
Then he crept out, and heard a crecak on
the stairs. He followed, tense and inwardly

exclted.

“There’s something fishy about this!” he
breathed. -

Harry, in the meantime, had no suspicion
that he was being so closely followed. Having
got downstairs, he went to tte Remove pas-
sage and entered his study. It was quite
an easy matter to get into the square, and
a minute later he was creeping along towards

West Arch.

It was very dark, and Harry had a dread
fecling that his nerve might give way. 'The
darkness affected him strangely. But,
although he had this uncomfortable sensa-
tion—although a species of pins and needles
were running down his spine—he also ex-
perienced a certain pleasure. 'This was a
test !

He had to cross the Triangle, go round
the gym., and then penetrate the sﬁrubbery.
The old monastery ruins were beyond this
point. Eerie spots! It would be a test for
his nerves.

He felt much stronger than usual to-
night.
Just that knowledge that he was ‘ealing

with a material terror, and not an imagina-
tive one, made all the difference to his
stamina. It had had another effect, too—as
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1 gend you all to Coventry ! The whole lot ] >’ thundered Handforth, and just to show the Remove how
much he cared for their opinions, he thrust his arm through that of the miserable Gresham. Handy had made
a,'wgt;i Harry. and he meant to stand by him through thick and thin.

ITubbard, of the Remove, had alreadLi,' found
t? his cost! Harry was strengthened gencr-
ally.

He walked behind the gym., and found
that he could kcog himself from gazing
apprchensively over his shoulder. Hitherto,
that tmpulse had always been a compelling
onc.

Not that Harry Gresham was complete
master of himsell.

He wasn’t. He knew he wasn’t. To tell
the honest truth, he was feeling utterly ter-
rified. But he was holding himself in han
That was the satisfactory factor. He had
made a step in the right direction—and he
was Jearning to control that unreasoning
terror which had always made such a noltroon
of him hitherto

“I'm wimning !”” he muttered shakil"?. 1
won’t look over my choulder! 1 won’t run,
cither!”

He denched his teeth and walked on,
forcing himsclf to remain calin. In a vague
sort of way, he felt danger. He couldn’t . .ll
why, but he had an idea that he was no

longer alone. His imagination, of course!
It was always playing him tricks like that.
But this timme he was grappling with 1.
He walked in among the trees, and his
heart was thumping against his ribs like the
explosions of a muniature engine. DBut still
he kept himself in hand. It was a great
fight, and the longer it iasted the deeper
grew Harry’s confidence. If only he could
keep it up, this one ecxperience would be
wortb

Soinething touched his arm, and for an
instant he hesitated in his stride. A tree,
perhaps—or an unscen branch. He forced
down the impulse to run. But nothin
could prevent him from turning his hea
and gilancing over his shoulder. He wanted
te assure hunself that everything was all
richt. The terror ot the unsecen is far worse
than the terror of the seen. Once convincerl
that he was still alone

Ha_.rv TGresi-am unearly choked. He naltea
in nis tracks. A shapeless Thing was close
beside him, a. two ‘lat-looking eyes wersa

glaring balefully at him from the darkness]
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CHAPTER 10.

THE FIGHT IN THE DARK!

(i == A\

X N OMETHING seemed to give
W R \ way in Harry’s brain.

AR AR ?ﬁ\_ ¥/  Just the same as ever,

he succumbed to terror.
. But there was one Jiffer-
ence. In his heart he knew that this un-
known thing was real, that it was solid.
It was no creature of his highly-strung
Imagination.

But nothing could deprive it of its norror.

Real or unreal, it was a thing to reckon
with. And the strongest-nerved schoolboy
might have been excused for bolting.

Harry Gresham’s nerves were not strong.
Perhaps they might serve him better In
later years. But now he was a prey to
every fantastic fear.

“Oh !’ he breathed tensely.

He felt a scream rising in his throat. But
then something came to his aid. A sudden
determination to fight on. And he choked
that scrcamn before it was uttered. Another
little victory. Harry hardly knew 1t at the
time, for he was turning away with the one
idea of dashing blindly out of the shrubbery.
Then the Thing grappled with him.

He couldn’t tell what it was. He felt a
hairy sort of arm brush against his shoulder,
and then a furry object was drawn across

-

his face. Those baleful eyes looked at him
unwinkingly.
Harry felt that his brain was bursting,

Afterwards, he
remembered that dreadful moment,

but Nature ecame to his aid.
scarcel

He only knew that everything secemed to go-

blank. He staggcred, reeled against a tree,
and fell to the ground, laughing insanely.

For an instant the figure stood over him—
a strange, uncouth object, hardly distinguish-
able from the surrcunding gloom.

Further back, among the trees, « .ery
startled KEdward Oswald Handforth was
watching. The leader of Study D had fol-
lowed Harry closely—not because he thought
Harry needed any protection, but mainly out
of curiosity. Handforth was the last fellow
in the world deliberately to probe into
another chap’s private affairs. But here he
felt that he was on the track of a mystery-
and Handforth fancied himself as a detective.

It was a fine opportunity to display his
great powers!

He had wondered what was the matter
with Harry at first, for he had only heard
one or two gasping sounds. Then, when
Harry began to laugh in that hysterical,
uncanny fashion, Edward Oswald became
really alarmed, He pushed forward through
the trees.

“Great Scott1” he gasped abruptly.

He saw something there—something that
he couldn’t place. A pair of eyes looked
upon him, and Handforth felt a chill sensa-
tion run down his spine. He went cold all
over, and could not move.

Truth to tell, the valiant Handforth was
momentarily terrified,

Aud his nerves were perhaps the strongest
of any 1n the Remove, with the single =xcep-
tion of Nipper's. The unfortunate IHarry
could not be blamed very much for his
recent exhibitions of funk. It was easy
enough for the other juniors to condemn
him, but they had suffered no such experi-
ence as this. :

A twig crackled, and the spell was
broken.

“By George!” panted Handforth.

His powers came back to him, and

although he was still partially .scared, he
hurled himself forward. He clutched at a
furry thing, and held tight, ] )

The next second he lunged out with his
famous right, and his knuckles thudded hard
against a yielding solid. A kind of grunt
sounded

“You rotter!” roared Handforth. “I'm
going to find out who you are, you beastly
trickster. I'll—"7

The unknown creature wrenched madly,
and Handforth was aware of a ripping sound.
The next siwcond the marauder had pulled
away from his clutch, and was running to-
wards the monastery ruins, where Mr.
Addison had promised to wait. .

Eleven o’clock, as it happened, was just
booming out.

Handforth gave a roar, and ran forward
blindly. '

Crash !

Hec ran full tilt into a tree, and his fore-
head ' received a tremendous crack. He
rceled away drunkenly, and scarcely knew
where he was, or what he was doing.
Somehow he got out of the shrubbery—back
into the Triangle. He was half-stunned,
dizzy, and utterly befuddled. He leaned
against the wall of the gym, and sank down
in a limp heap.

Harry Gresham was s‘ding up now, that,
brief spell of hysteria ™0ver. Handforth’s
familiar voice had effectually aroused him.,
He was shaky, he was fear-ridden, but he was
once again In control of his full wits. He
knew that Handlorth had gone back on his
own tracks, just as he knew that the Shape
had plunged forward towards the ruins. :

What of Mr. Addison? Why was it that
the Head’s secretary did not make any out-
cry “Hallo! What was that 7"

Harry stood tense, listening.

Scuffles—panting brcath—and then
perate, hoarse cries.

des-

“Help! Help!”’ came the urgent appeal.
“Good heavefis! Am I mad? What is this
—— Help!”

‘““ Addison !” muttered Harry, with a gulp.

So that Thing was attacking the Head’s
sceretary !

Harry Gresham ran forward, his confidence
returning. Addison was a scoundrel, but he
was evidently in danger. And Harry had
lost his terror now, and his one thought was
to rush to the rescue. The near presence of
Handforth and Addison had produced a
powerful effect. Knowing that he was no
longer alone, Harry found an unusual
courage.
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Ife burst out from the shrubbery, and he
could sco the monastery ruins just ahead of
him. But all was quiet now. It secemed to
him that he was absolutely zlone.

“Mr. Addisen!” he muttered hoarsely.

No reply.

“Where are you?”
step forward.

He bhalf expected that Thing of the night
to come at him from behind the broken
masonry. What had happened to Addison?
Why dida’t the «man answer?

And then came a sound—a scufile.
thing rose from the ground,

panted Harry, taking a

Some-
sceveral yards

ah(‘ad. .
“Help!” came a faint voice.
Harry .ran {forward, and stood Ilooking

down upon the scared, dishevelled figure of
Mr. ITubert Addison.

CHAPTER 11.
IHANDFORTH'S CLUE!

AVAY) LIA'1’S happeried 77 asked

Harry Dbreathlessly.

FFor a moment Mr.
Addison was incohercent.
"He clutched at Iarry
Gresham  convnlsively.  His _fingers  were
twitching, his breath was coming and going
in pumiul gasps. The man was apparently in
the last stages of terror, and his whole
appearance was bedaam:rfed

“ Something—somet hmrr attacked me!” he
breathed. I don’t know what it was—-I
can’t tell you what it was. A "Thing from
another world!”

“Steady, Mr. Addison,”
quickls,

This nwan was weaker
thut very fact scemed (o strengthen him
more. He pulled MNr. Addison to his fcet,
“and the latter looked round apprehensively.

“It came at me without warning,” he
whispered. ““A ghost—a monstrous horror
from the spirit world.”

“It wasn’t,” said Harry.
trving some trickery--—"’

“You young fool!” panted Addison. 1
tell you it was a spectral thing. I know—1
know! 1 have scen ghosts before.  This
place 1s haunted—this whole school i1s—<"

“Oh, no!”? breathed Harry apprehensively.

This was a new thought—a new angle—
and llarry was momentarily terrified. He
knew that his imagination was not respon-
sible, but 1t had never occurred to him that
that Thing might have been a phantom.
Perhaps it was watching even now—waiting
to spring out upon him

“We must get out of here.”

muttered Ilarry

ihan himself, and

““Somebody s

said Addison,

intcrrupting  Harry’s thoughts.  “Come—
come! I can’t speak to vou now. I'll see
you again to-morrow.  Some time to-mor-
row. I don't Lknow when—I'll Jlet you
know.”

The man was almost babbling, and he
ulled Greshain by sheer force. Almost
lindly he led the way towards the rcar

wing of the East House.
the Ifast Square, missing llandforth alto-
gether, who was in the Triangle.

“Where did .t go to?” asked Harry, trying
to force nlmaelf ta be calm. “Where did
that Thing—

““Ilow should 1 know?” snapped Addison.

They passed into

LN f 2 vanishgduit. went into thin air. The
ghastly object simply de-materialised. But
[ can’t talk of it now—I can’t wait! D'l see

you to-morrow, Gresham—to-morrow.”

He staggered away, and went off towards
Big Arch on his way back to the Head's
residence. His mission was forgotten. He
apparcently cared nothing about broaching
tho subject of his real object. Money was a
matler of small importance to him now.

Harry, finding himself alone, walked
quickly to East Square, his object being to
get into the Triangle at once. He had re-
membered Handforth, and was alarmed.
What could he sar to him? How could he
cxplain things to Edward Oswald ? Obviously
the leader of Study D had followed him out,

and knew oeverything

Harry hurried through
found the Triangle empty.
disturbed by what Addison had just said.
It had put a rnew idea into his mind.

A spectral presence!

Was it possible that——

“Jlandy!” ne muttered, running forward
as he saw a figure near the gymnasium., **Ts
that you, Handy?”

It was. Handforth was rapidly rccovering
now. Ihs head still sang, but he was no
longer dazed.

“My  hat, Gresham, what happened?” he
asked, as he stared at Harry.” *“I—I thought
that beasth trickster had finished you. 1
theught- you'd gone dotiy, That laugh of
youirs sounded awful.”

“Did 1 laugh?” asked Harly, startled.

“Like a giddy maniac.

“J—I don’t remember,” multered Harry,
prcssing a hand to his head. “But what
havpened {o yvou, Handy? Did that- that
Thing knock you down?”

“I don’t think so,” repliecd Handforth. *I
was chasing 1t, and it seemed to vanish., [
believe I ran full ult into a tree.”

“Oh, my goodness!” murmured Harry.
“Then—then he was right!”

“Who was right?” "

llarry checkéd  himself. It suddenly
occurred 1o him that Handforth knew
nothing of Addison’s recent presence, and ng
object could be served by telling him.

“Oh, nothing,” he muttered. “I don’t
know what I'm saving. But ﬁupposmg——sun-

posing that marauder was a spirit?”
“A which?”

East Arch, and
Ilo was vaguely

“An cvil spirit,” muttered Harry, “A
spectre, you know— -’
“You idiot!” growled Handforth. *“Did

you ever know an evil spirit with a fur coat
on?”’

“What do you mean?”

“Look at this!”

Handforth pushed a hand forward, and
Harry saw that his fingers were grasping a
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torn section of rough fur. It was, without
doubt, a fragmeént of a fur coat, or perhaps
a fur rug.

“Where. did you get
breathlessly.

“] tore it away when that giddy prowler
bunked,” replied Handforth. “He was 1in
such a hurry to do the disappearing act that
he didn't wait for the rest of his costume.
A spectre, indeed! More like Forrest, or one
of those cther cads, playing a low-down
trick 1”

Harry said nothing for a moment. He felt
a wave of intense relief going over him., He
was thrilled too. He felt stronger—bolder.
Addison’s theory was  preposterous—in-
vented, no doubt, in the man’s terror. That
clue in Handforth’s hand was irrefutable.

“T—I thought—— Oh, T Jon’t krow what
I thought,” said Harry, at length. ‘I hope
you’re not hurt, Handy.”

“T] am hurt—beastly hurt,”” said Hand-
forth, rubbing his forehead. ‘“‘It’s a wonder
I didn’t crack my giddy skull!”

“How did you get out here?”

“f followed you, of course,”’ said Hand-
forth, “'T'hat reminds me, my lad. What
was the idea .f sneaking off on your own?
You. thought I was asleep, didn’t you?
Well, I wasn't. I guessed you were up to
some game, so I came along to look after
you. What did you come here for, any-
how 7 -

“I—1 came to meet somebody.”

“(Oh, you did? And who was somcbody ?”’

“Please don’'t ask, Handy,” said Harry
quietly.

“You fathead! I'm asking now!”

“You wouldn’t understand—and—and it’s
private,” sald Harry. “Please don’t press
me. Handy. It’s all over now, anyhow.
Let’s get back indoors If we’'re spotted out
here—7"

“Great pip! Too late!” gasped Hand-
forth. ‘“We're spotted already!”

A figure was coming towards them. There
was nothing mysterious about this figure, for
1t approached with a sharp stride, and Hand-
forth had already recognised the new arrival.
It was Mr. Nelson Lee himself! And he
had caught two of his boys breaking bhounds
long after lights-out! It looked like a
flogging job.

““ Handforth and Gresham,” said Lee, as
he came up. “I thought so. What are you
doing out of your beds at this hour?”

“TIt’s my fault, sir,” said Harry quickly.

1% asked Harry

“Not likely, sir!” put in Handforth.
“We’re both in it. In fact, I'll take all the
blame——"’

“l came out of doors to—to meet some-
body, sir,” said Harry. ‘“Handforth only
followed me, to help, in case there was any
f}'ou’ble. It wouldn’t be right to punish him,
sir.’

“Whom did you come to meet, Gresham ?”
asked Nelson Lee.

“I—I'd rather not say, sir.” -
“Was it Mr. Addison?”

“Oh!” gasped Harry. *Then—then——"

“Was 157”7

“Yes, sir,” muitered Harry.
did you know?”’

““Mr. Addison’s attentions in your direction,
Gresham, have not entirely escaped my
notice,” replied Lee quietly. “I take it that
you were attacked by somebody unknown in
the shrubbery ?”

“Yes, sir—and Mr. Addison was attacked
afterwards.”

‘““Exactly,” said Lee, nedding. ‘“What 13
that in your hand, Handforth?”

‘““A piece of fur, sir—*"

And Handforth explained how he had
obtained it. Nelson Lee listened, and finally
took possession of the trophy.

“Get back to bed, boys, and do your best
to forget this incident,” he <aid. *“Say
nothing to any of the others. TI’ll look into
the matter further. 1 shall not report your

“But how

misdemecanour to the headmaster, but will
deal with i1t myself.”

“You’re going to flog us, sir?” asked
Handforth.

“Not to-night—and perhaps not to-
morrow,” replied Lee dryly. ‘We shall see.
Perhaps you were justified in breaking
bounds. I will let you know my decision

some time to-morrow. Good-night, boys.”

““Good-night, sir.”

They went back to the Ancient House,
relieved and almost happy. It was cheering
to know that Nelson Lee had got the case
in hand, and Harry Gresham had a vague
feeling that his troubles would soon be
over.

CHAPTER 12.
HARRY SPEAKS OUT.

ACK in the dormitory, the
two juniors were soon in

bed again. Both had been

J D )
very silent, and both were
wakeful. Handforth was

the first to speak after they had pulled the
bedclothes over them.

“What was that about Addison?” he
asked. *“‘I’ve been puzzling about it ever
since we were with Mr. Lee. Addison’s the
Head’s secretary, isn’t he? What did you
want to go and see him for? At eleven
o’clock at night, too, behind the shrubbery!
Looks suspicious to me.”

Harry voiced his thoughts, without answer-
ing the. question.

“How did Mr. Lee know ?” he whispered,
“That’s what I can’t make out! How did
he know that I -.ent there to meet Addison ?”’

“You can take it from me, my lad, that
Mr. Lee knows a lot more things than we
suspect,”” replied Handforth. ‘“He’s not an
ordinary Housemaster. He’s a jolly keen
detective—as good as Sexton Blake any day!
Now and again he leaves St. Frank’s on a
big case, but nobody hears much about it.
He’s all there, and don’t you forget it!”

o i
o
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“I thought this affair between Addison and
me was secret,” muttered Harry.

“Which affair?”

‘“ Please don’t question me, Haudy o

“Rot!” growled Handforth. * You’re not
going to keep any secrets from me now, I
suppose ! Come on, you ass! There’s nothing
worse than a secret! It weighs you down,
makes you miserable, and goodness kunows
what else. Tell me all about it, and you’li
feel miles better.”

Harry was strongly tempted. It was very
private here, and the pair were quite alone,
and close together in the same bed. It was
just the moment for confidences—especially
after what had happened. Harry had thought
about teiling Alec Duncan, but why shouldn’t
he tell Handforth instead?

After all, Handy was a good old scout. Ile
was rough and ready, and he was impulsive—
but his heart was big. Somehow Harry felt
that Edward Oswald’s sympathy would help
to strengthen him. And as Handy knew
about Addison already, it provided an open-
ing for a beginning. :

“I’ll tell you,” he sai. quietly.

“Good man!” said Handforth, giving
Harry’s arm a press. ‘“‘But, mind you, if
it’s anything too private, 1’d rather not hear
it. I'm not an inquisitive rotter, and—-"

“No, it’s only fair that T should tell you,™
interrupted Harry.

It was just like Handforth to press him
for informnation, and then say he didn’t want
it after he had got his way. DBut Harry
had made up his mind now, and he was feel-
ing a great relief. It would do him the world
of good to unburden himself to his self-
appointed “comforter.”

“When I first came to St. Frank’s I had
an awful shock,” he said. “I met this chap,
Addison, and he demanded five pounds from
me. I've given him two or three other
fivers sincc—and T believe he wanted to dun
me again to-night. But that—that prowler
upset things a bit.”

“Do you owe the rotter some money?”

““No, of course not,” said Harry bitterly.
“But he knows something about my family—
and threatened to tell everybody unless I
paid him to keep his mouth shut.”

“The awful blackmailer!”’ said Handforth
indignantly. “ Why didn’t you tell him to go
and ecat coke?”

“1 couldn’t,” replied Gresham. “I had
to pay him.”

““Some beastly family skeleton, eh?” asked
Edward Oswald sympathetically. ‘“One of
your uncles murdered a chap in Australia.
or somewhere, perhaps? We can’t always
guarantee the behaviour of our giddy
relatives!”

““No, it’s not that,” said Harry quietly.
“It’s about my mother.”

““Oh,” said Handforth, with sudden embar-
rassment. ““Look here, old son, you mneecdn’t
tell me——" .

“But T must!” insisted Harry, creeping a
little closer in the Led. “X’ve kept it so long,

and L can’t keep it any longer. 1 haven’t
seen my mother for ten years—not since [
was a little kid of five. Ever since then
she’s been in a sanatorium, down in Kent.”

“Well, there’s nothing very criminal about
that,” said Handforth in astonishment. “ Why
the dickens did you pay Addison good money
to keep a szecret of that sort? Duncan’s in
a sanatorium!” :

“It’s a different kind,” said Harry nuskily.
“The one my mother’s in is only called a
sanatorium out of politencss. Sometimes
they call it a nursing home—but it’s really
a Junatic asylum!”

Handforth gave a little jump.

“Great Scott!” he breathed. “You mean,
your—your mater——"

““Oh, can’t you understand?” choked
Harry. “If Addison had let that secret out,
what would my life have been like?”

Handforth pressed Harry’s arm again.

“You're right, old man,” he murmured.
“IIalf the chaps would have been down on
you, the cads! Bu% they’re not really cads
—they’re only a miscrable lot of sheep! A
few of them start jeering, and all the rest
follow. They’d have called you ‘ Loony,” or
¢ Scatty,” or something like that. I say, I'm
awfully sorry. No wonder you paid up. Tl
smash Addison to-morrow——"

“No, vou mustn’t,” said Harry in alarm.
“You’ve promised to keep quiet about this.
1 don’t want cverybody to know.”

“Bv George, no!”’ said Handforth seriously.
“Ten years, eh? Oh! Then—then your
mater hasn’t always been—well, dotty? 1
mean, she hasn’t always—— Sorry; I don’t
quite know how to——"

IIe stumbled, and Harry helped him.

““No, it was a Zeppelin bomb which caused
it,” he said quietly. ‘Until I was five, my
mother was as sane as you are Perhaps
I'd better tell you the rest, though. You’ve
always been wondering why I’m such a funk,
and it’s only right that you should know the
truth. I can’t help my nerves. 1 was born

like it. If I’'m a coward, it’s in the blood!”

“Don’t bo a silly idiot!” said Handforth
severely. “Don’t be a dotty—— Oh, lor! I
—I mean——7"

“You see, when my mother was s girl—
two or three years before she married my
father—she was in a terrible railway acci-
dent,” said Harry, speaking eagerly and
breathlessly. “Sh wasn’t injured or any-
thing, but lots of people in that same com-
partment were killed and horribly mangled.
It was an awful crash, and it shattered my
mother’s necrves so completely that she was
in bed for practically a year. Then she went
to Italy for six months—the Tyrol, I believe
—and afterwards to the Mediterranean.
That trip set her up, and she got well again.”

Harry was feeling happy in this talk. He
had wanted +- =lk for so leng. Ile had felt
that he would burst unless he unburdened
himself to somebody. Just by charce, 1t
was Handforth who heard all this, instead of
Alec Duncan.
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At last the funk of St. Frank’s

‘“ By gad, 1’ll slaughter you ! *? yelled Forrest, and began
patted Gresham encouragingly on the back.
was going to show ithe school that he could fight !

Handiorth
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“Then she met my father,” coutinued
Harry. ‘Everything seemed all right, but
my mother’s nerves were never really right.
I can remember her screaming aloud In
terror for absolutely nothing. If somebody
broke a plate, or made a noisc uncxpectedly,
she would go as pale as chalk, and be 1l for
hours.”

“*1 don't 'ﬁ.'onu.lt.r,” said Handforth sym-
pathetically. *‘Some people unever get over
an awful shock like that—especially 1i tht_y re
ln"hly strung.”

*“And thon when 1 was about five, that
bomb crashed through our house, and
mother thought 1 had been killed,” said
Harry. *“'The nursery was blown to atoms,
but an aunt ot mine had taken me to her
own room to show me some toys, and mother
didn’t know anything about it.  She thought
1 had been blown to bits, and she was 1n-
jured herself, ton. Father was out, and when
he got home he found the house burnt to
the ground, and mother unconscious. And—
and when she came to herself, she—she——"

Harry choked and could say no more.

"CHAPTER 13.
HANDFORTH' S SOUND ADVICE.

ANDEFORTH was deeply
impressed. It had been a
tragic story, and Hand-
forth’s large heart was
affected.

“You mean your mater was—was——

“Yes!” whispered Harry. “ The shock had
turned her rcason The doctors said that
an artery or something ‘had gone, some-
where in her head—and 1t had zffected the
brain. You mustn’t think she’s a dangerous
lunatie, or anything, Handy. She’s not. But
she’s Ph, weil, I think you'll understand.’

“Oh, rather!” said Handforth hastily.

For three or four minutes there was a
silence. Harry was feeling so much better
oW,

You fathead,” sa:d Handforth, at last.

i El]??)

"1 said that you're a fathcad,” replicd
Handforth. “T thought you were going to
tell me something really disgraceful. There’s
notl::i,ng in that story to hide from anybody

“But I had to silence Addison,” protested
Harry. “I couldn’t let him tell the whole
school.”

“Well, no,” admtted Handforth. * Perhaps
you're right. DBut how the dickens did
Addison know ?”

“I don’t know, cxcept that he’s from
Hampshire, the same &s my people,” replied
Harry * Perbaps he knew somecbody from
our couniry place. Not that it maiters. 1
never worried myself about how he knew.”™

_ “There’s something else,” said Handforth
m a grim vowce. ‘““ What the dickens do you

»

, I

““ Will you fight now ? ’? asked Gresham omin
to pull off his coat. Handiorth patted Greskh
was going to sho!

mecan by saying that you can’t help being
a coward?”

“It's in the blood—"

“Piffle ! interrupted Handy.

“It is!” insisted Harry. “‘I've inherited
my mother's nervousness, and o

“Don’t talk rubbish!” saird Handfcrth, in
his blunt way. “ Your mother isn’t really
dotty. It was an accident—on the top of
her nervous trouble. Your mater wasn’t
nervous before ske was in that railway

accident !

“I know she wasn't!”

“Then it can’t be in the blood,” declared
Handforth. “There’s no 11133111ty in your
family, is therer 1 mean, you haveu't had
any dotty grandiathers, or other ancestors?”

‘““No, of course not!”

“Then talk sense, instead of drivell” szaid
Edward Oswald. ““Lady Gresham was affecied
by that bomb, and scmething went wrong
with her brain. As for you being born with
cowardice ip you your talking out of the
back of your neck! The fact is, you'’ve been
brooding over this idea for so many years
that it’s become an ob—an ob—something.”

‘An obsession 1”

“That’s the word.” said Handforth. “It’s
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slaughler you ! ?? yelled Forrest, and began
the back. At last the funk of St. Frank’s
could fight !

become an obsession, my Jad! Your nerves
are as strong as iron, if you’ll only get rid
of this idiotic fanecy. You’ve only got to
make up your mind that you’ll never give
way to that wecakness, and everything will
bo all right.”

“I—I wish I could believe you,”
Harry breathlessly.

“If you don’t believe me, I'll biff you out
of bed!” threatened Handforth. *‘ You hope-
less chump, there’s nothing wrong with you!
We've all been thinking you were a funk,
and your only trouble i1s imagination! My
lad, you’ve got to cut it out!”

“TIl-I'll tryl”?

“It’s no good trying—you've got to do
it!” said Handforth, “I'm jolly glad T've
changed into your study. To-morrow we'il
start lessons.”

“Lessons?”

“In boxing.
fighter 1”

“But I can box already!”

“What!” snorted Handforth indignantly.
“You can box, and yet you bunk as soon as
anybedy squares up to you?”

“That’s because I'm—I'm

said

I'm going fo make you a

?”

“Say it again, and P'll give you a lesson |

in boxing now!” growled Handforth aggres-
sively. **Who taught you boxing, anyhow 7”

“My pater,” said Harry. ‘“‘He’s won all
sorts of championships, you know, and at
my other school T was -

* Well ¥

1t sounds a bit like boasting, but I was
miles ahecad of any other chap there,” said
Harry. "t Of course, it was only a preparatory
school, and that was two years ago.”

“*And you've given it up since then?”

“No fcar!” repliad Harry prompily.
“Why, I used to have a bout with my
father practically every morning. I knocked
him out once, too, I remember. I was pretty
scared over 1t——7

“If you talk to me about being scared
again, we'll have a quarrel!” said Hand-
forth. "My goodness! A first-class crickcier
—a champlon boxer—and goodness knows
what else—and you’re sneered at by such cads
a3 Forrest and Snipe and Long! Why, it's
—it’s disgusting! In fact, it can’t go on!
To-morrow, you've got to thrash the whole
lot !’

*“*Oh, draw 1t mild!”’

“The whole lot—one after the other!”
sisted Handforth. *“They’re only a set of
rotters, and you can secttle their hashes
within five minutes. After that, I’ll see that
you get kback in the Eleven! You ouly nced
to pull yourself togetber, and therc’ll be no
question cf being a funk. It’s just your
mind, and nothing else. You'’ve always
thought that you were afraid of the dark
and that your nerve was made of jellv, and
you've knuckled under before you could even
get going., [rom to-morrow onwards you've
got to wash out that imagination stuff, and
start living properly.”

Harry breathed rather rapidly.

“Oh, if I could!” he whispered,

“You’ve got to promise 1mc that you will!”
imnzisted Handf{orth.

“TIl promise to try!” said Harry. “I’m
awfully glad I've told you all this, Handy—
you've niade me feel heaps better!”

““And by this timme next week, you won’t
know yourself,” declared Edward Oswald.
“Yeu've only got to have one good fight—
and win—and you’ll get your nerve in no
time. I'm not going te believe that you're
a funk any more. Everybody thinks that
you sce things in the dark, and that you're
like a nervous kid. They don’t know that
some rotier is trying to play on your imagi-
nation.”

“1v’s a mystery,” said Harry. “I can’t
imagine who can be doing it. The pater
never told me of any enemy, or anybody
who would want {o drive me dotty.”

“Drive you dotty 1’ said Handforth, with
a start.

“YWell, doesn’t it look like it?' asked
Harry. ‘“Don’t forget my mother—and that
terrible imagination of mine. If I hadn’t
found out that this thing was a fake—or if
Nipper hadn’t found it out, rather—I should
have thought it was just my fancy. And in

-
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the cnd I might have gone clecan off my

rocker.”
“Hm: Something in that,” admitted
Handforth. ““Nipper's a pretty keen chap,

when you come to think of it. He didn't
believe that- yarn of yours, when that beastly
trickster appcarec ar your window. The
first thing 1\hppt,;t' did was to look for marks—
and he found 'em, too.’

“Do you know, I think he must have put
Mr. Lee on the track of things,” said Harry
thoughtfully. “I expect he told Mr. Lece
what had happenod and—-"

“That’s about 1t,” agreed Handforth, nod-
ding. “Mark my words, there’ll be some
developments, teco. By Georgel  What's
that striking?”

They waited for the chimes to finish, and
one note boomed out

“One o'clock:” said Harry,
“Hadn’t we hetter go to sleep?”

“Yes, rather:” said Handforth.
need to bo fresh to- morrow, my lad!”

“Why especially to-morrow ?” -

“You’ll have about half a dozen fights on
your hands,” replicd Handforth happily.

startled.

“You'll

e — —

CHAPTER 14.

MORE ADVENTURES 1IN TUE
NIGHT !

HEN ‘Harry Gresham went
to slecp, half an hour
later, he was calm and
peaceful in mind. _

Until he had actually
unburdened himself to Handforth, he hadn’t
rcalised what a reliet it would be. And

Handforth had given him some very sound

advice. Warlike advice, perhaps, but that

was only characteristic of him. However, it
was just tho kind of advice that Harry
nceded most.

It was all to the good, perhaps, that Hand-
forth had temporarily taken Alce Duncan’s
place. Alec was a fine chap, and he would
have sympathised profoundly. DBut he would
"not have urged Ilarry to such extremities as
Handforth had done. And the warlike
leader of Study D was undoubtedly right. A
good fight, with plenty of hard blovm, would
d» Harry a world of good.

I'er years he had:been the prey to farcies
and imaginings. The sooner he got that
lumber out of his brain the better. It was
only clogging his real character. One fight
and ‘t would be expelled for good. It only
necded the turning voint. and Harry’s whele
outlook would be different.

That turning point had been passed.
So he went to sleep with a feeling of great
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peacc over him, and with the sound of Hand-

forth’s cver-increcasing snores in  his cars.
Edward Oswald had fallen asleep first, and
ho was just getting into his siride. He was

occupying three parts of the bed, too.

Not that Harry minded. He didn’t cven
notice it. lle was perched rather pre-
cariously on ono edge, but - he had a portion
of the pillow, and llandforth’s snores were
not half so bad as Church and MecClure had
facetiously made out. In fact, they sounded
rather scothing to Harry—they {hrobbed on
the air, and made him feel that there was no
such thing as loneliness.

He was just dropping off to sleep when
Handforth’s right shot out, and caught
Harry a terrific “erash on the side of his head.

“That’s it, old man!” mumbled Iand-
forth. **Slosh him! (Go 1t, Harry! Now
give him ong—-—"

“15, look ou“” gasped Iarry, shaking
his compamn:en’s  shoulder. “Steady with
vour fists, you '155'” _

Handforth woke up, blinking.

“IWas—was I dreaming?” he u~1u.d blankly.

“You were having a m”hlmalc growled

Harry, rubbing tus car.

“Rats! 1 was drecaming that
just smashing Forrest to pulp,”
forth. “You silly ass!
to wake me up forr?
able to fimish 1t now!” )

“1 hope you won't, anyhow,
“If you must try lo dreawm,
tca-party. or
peaceful like that.”

Handforth grunted, and sprawled over on
his back, lcaving Marry with less room than
ever in the bed. However, he was tired, and

vou were
caid Hand-
What did you want
I'll bet 1 shan’t bo
”? said Harry.
try to drecam
something nice and

within a few minutes he was sleeping
soundly. Me knew mnothing more until he
suddenly awoke with a terrible pain in his

back. It seemed to him that an earthquako
had happened. He blinked, and found the
moon shining serencly into the gdormitory.
Harry was on the floor, and his back was in
agony.
“My hat!” he gasped.

1Ie rose painfully to his feet, and looked
at 1he bed. Handforth was on his side,
doubled up like a pocket-kuife, ceccupving the
entiro bed. It nceded no vivid imagination
on Harry’s part to guess what had happened.
Edward Oswald had obviously turned over in
his sleep, and had heaved his unfortunate
companion on to the floor,

IFor a moment Harry looked at him doubt-
fully. Then he turned, went to the window,
and slcod looking out. The night was very
pcaceful, and singularly mild, The moon
was shining in the square, and hardly a
breath of wind disturbed the air.

Harry [felt a responsive note within him.
Ile was peaceful, too.  There wasn't the
slightest trace of fear in him now. He
looked out into the mnight without any
qualins.

“T’ll try to do what Handy advises,”’ he
murnured. “IHe believes in me, and 1
want to prove that he’s right. All the

same, I hope he'll go back to his own dormi-
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tory after tQ-night,” he added, as he ruefully
rubbed his i

He got into- bed again, pushing Handforth
over with relentless energy. Handforth gave
one or two grunts, mumbled something, but
did not awaken.

Within five minutes Harry Gresham was
asleep again. And within half an hour he
icked himself up from the floor, rubbing his
ead. Handforth was snoring loudly, one
foot overhanging the edge of the bed. This
time, apparently, he had kicked Harry clean
out.

“I can’t
looking round,
do?

stand this,” muttered Harry,
““What the dickens shall I
He won’t go back to his own dormitory
By Jove!”

An idea had occurred to him. There was
an empty bed in Handforth’s dormitory.
Handy’s bed. Fair exchange was no rob-
bery! Handy had taken sole possession of
Harry's, so why shouldn’t Harry return the
compllment? At all events, he would spend
the r&t of the night in peace,

He grinned, slipped to the door, and
passed out. Ie went down the passage for
two or three yards, and entered another
room,

Church and McClure were sound asleep—
enjoying one of the most restful nights they
could remember for terms. And there was
Handforth’s bed—empty, looking very
attractive,

“Good egg!” murmured Harry.

In a minute he was cosily inside, and he
slept happily.

For some reason Handforth awoke about
half an hour before the rising bell was due
to ring. Perhaps this was because he had
recently been in the habit of getting up
early for cricket practice. He sat up,
vawned, looked round, and then stared.

“Hallo!” he said. ‘“What the Why,
this isn’t—" _

He broke off, and stared round in alarm.
He knew that it wasn’t his ®wn dormitory,

and

ﬁpd full recollection had suddenly come ‘to
im.

“Hi, Harry!” he gasped. ‘“Where the
dl(]\CllS 2 '

He leoked under the bed. Harry Gresham
wasn’t there. He even looked into the
cupboard, and by this time he was thoroughly
awake.

“They’ve got hmn,” he multered tensely.
““Oh, my goodness! They’ve got him, after
-all—and I was supposed to sleep with him to
protect him! Great Scott! This is awful!”

It was characteristic of Handforth to jump
to some melodramatic conclusion. He took
1t for granted that Harry had been kidnapped
by a gang of crooks. Probably that queer
marauder had come in during the night and
had carried the unfortunate boy off. Any-
how, something had to be done about it.

Rushing out, Handforth went to his own

dormitory, burst in, and swept the bedciothes
off Church.

3

“Get up!” he snapped, pulling Church out
of bed by one leg and dumping him on the

floor like a sack of polatoes. ““Harry
Gresham’s been kidnapped !’
CHAPTER 15.
A BOLT FROM THE BLTE!
HURCH sat up, heavy
with sleep and full of
pain,

““What's happened?’ he

gasped. ‘‘Where are we?”

“Don’t ask silly questions!” snapped

Handforth, ‘““Harry Gresham’s been kid-
napped !’

“Has he??’ mumbled Church. “ What's it
got to do with me? How did I get on the
floor here?”’ he added, in amazement.

““I just pulled out, of course!”

“You—you da,ngemus rotter!”

“Den’t argue—get up!” snapped
forth.

“And we thought we'd got rid of you for
one night!” said Church bitterly, as he rose
to his feet. “Ii’s a pity you can’t wako a
chap decently, instead of trying to push him
through the floor. So Gresham’s been kid-
nappcd has he?” he added, with fierce indig-
nation.

“Yes, he hLas!’ roared Handforth.

“Then who's this?”’ said Church thickly.

Hand-

IHarry Gresham was just sitting up,
awakened by the voices.
“Eh?”’ gasped Handforth, staring. ‘ Why,

yon—you silly fathead, Gresham! What the

dickens are you doing in my bed?”
Harry Gresham grinned.
“I've been cleeping in 11,

necessarily,

“What the dickens for?”

“1 thought beds were made to sleep in,”
said Harry. “ You seemed to think so last
night, anyvhow—judging by the way you slept
in mine!”’

he said un-

“Oh, he collared your bed, did he?’ said
Ghulch, with a nod. *“Just what he would
do !’

“We slept together!” said Handforth
Curtl};.

“Pardon my correctien; but you slept, and
I spent half the night in being pitched on
to the floor!” Harry pointed out. ‘I stood
it for two or three hours, and then 1 thought
it wa:n't quite good enough. So 1 came and
took your bed. Fair exchange, you know.”

Handforth uttered a snort of disgust.

“And I thought you'd been kidnapped!”
he said witheringly.
“I'm awfully sorry—I'll see what I can do

next time,” replied Harry, with a grin, “I
suppose we’d better get up now.”
“Couldn’t do anything better.,” advised

Church. “You'll get no more sleep, any-
how, once Handy’s awake. Just our luck
to get him back in this dormy' After Maco-
and I have been congratu ating ourselves,
too!”
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“Congratulating
ITandforth, staring.
“I—I mean, 've were bemoaning our loss,”
sald Church hastily. ““You don’t know how
we’'ve missed you, Handy. It's been simply
wonderful—I should say, it’s been simply
awful
“Rats!” said Handforth. -“You’re still
half-asleep, you [fathead! And you don’t
know what you’re talking about! You’d
better get up while you’re still safe! Help
me to yank this lazy Mac out of bed!”
The unhappy McClure was hauled out, and
Handlorth stalked out of the dormitory, after
warning his chums that there would be big

trouble unless they were down within ten
minutes.

Harry did not hurry himself. He didn’t
believe in rushing over his morning wash—
althought Handforth was quite satisfied with
a mere minute at the basin. Handforth
wasn’t unclean, but he was a rapid worker.
And long before any of the others were
ready, he marched downstairs, to enjoy the
morning sunshine and a breath of fresh air.
Harry had promised to join him within ten
minutes.

The rising bell was just ringing as Ilund-
forth descended the stairs. He was fceling
good. It always pleased him to get down
before any of the others.

But before he got to the lobby he hulted
on the stairs, and gave a grunt of indigna-
tion. A junior was standing down in the
lobby, pulling the wrapper from a big news-

yourselves?”  repeated

‘| talk English?

paper. He was Ulysses Spencer Adams, the
American junior in the Recmove.

“Qf all the nerve!” said Handforth. *“What
the dickens are you doing down here lefora
anybody else 7

Adams looked up, and grinuned.

“I’ve put one over on Yyou this time,
Handy,” he said cheerfully. ‘“The American
mail 1s in, so 1 thoufrht I'd get down before
the rost of you guys.’

“Is that what you call
mail ’ 7"’ asked Handforth.

“Oh, I've got a couple of letters from my
pop in my pocket, but I'll read them fully
later,” said Adams. ‘I was figuring to give
this newspaper the once over.”

““Newspaper ?”’ said Handforth, staring at
the great roll in Adams’ hand. “My hatl
I thought you’d got a year’s supply there!”

“We print real newspapers in New York,”
said Adams easily. ‘“Your English Sunday
editions are sure puunk. There’s nothing to
’em, old scout. Just lamp this baby!”

He unfolded the huge newspaper.

“Baby 7" repeated Ilandforth. * Oh, you
mean that rag? Why the dickens can’t you
Those INew York papers aren’t
fit to wrap up firewood in! They’re prac-
tically all «dvertisements! You have to
search each page with a microscope to find
any news!”

“(ree! Take a look at this!” declared the
New York boy, in defence of his home town.
“Just peek at the sections. And all for ten
cents!”

tho ¢ American
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“That’s twopence-halfpenny. isn’t it?”
asked Handforth.
“My land! ls that a wise crack, or are

you just dumb?” asked Adams with pity.
“Ten cents 13 fivepence in your imitation
money. This newspaper is a crackerjack!”

“Rats! It’s not worth reading!”

“Aw, gee! You make me tiredl” growled
Adams. ‘““Where do you ~et that stuff, arw-
way? See this?”

He detached the Magazine Section, and
proceeded to enlarge upon its doubtful merits.
The paper was unquestionably of full value
when it came to quantity, but Handforth was
not quite so certain of the quality.

And he was prokably right. It wasn’t one
of New York’s best Sunday editions. Some
of these are undoubtedly excellent in every
way But this paper could hardly be placed
in the ‘‘excellent’” category. It was a
journal of the se=-sational type.

Adams opened the Magazine Section—
familiarly known by many as ‘‘the scandal
sheet ’—and pointed out the various articles.
Handforth wasn’t impressed. They were
mainly about crime or society sensations.
Some of the New York newspapers appear to
be greatly interested in British and French
hieh life.

“This is the stuff that gets over,” said
Adams with great pride, although he had a
kind of feeling that this particular paper
did not deserve his eulogy. ‘‘Have a look
at this, kiddo! Ain’t these headlines cute?

There’s one here . Say, what &he My
land!”

He broke off, staring at the opened news-
paper.

“For the love of Mike!” he added blankly.
“What do vou know about tk 7"

“I don’t know anything—and i don’t want
to know anything——"

“Aw, but look!” urged Adams. *‘‘Lady

Gresham——"
“What?” yelled Handlorth.

“I guess that must be Gresham’s family,”
continued Adams. ‘“Gee, that poor sap
won’t like the look of this dope. The guy
who wrote this stuff has sure spilled the
beans!”

“Lemme look!” roared Handfmth grabbing
the newspaper.

The thing was a bolt from the blue—
something that Harry Gresham could never
have anticipated. Here, in this New York
newspaper, was this huge, two-page article,
-accompanied by lurid illustrations. The head-
lines were quite enough for ITandforth:

“THE SAD CASE OF LADY GRESHAM

Why One of London’s Most Popular Hostesses

of Pre-war Days is Now Never Spoken of
Except in Hushed Whispers.

TEN YEARS IN A LUNATIC ASYLUM!”

Handforth fairly quwered as he read those
dramatio lines.

“My only hat!”” he ejaculated at last.
“Some show-down!” grinned Adams. ‘‘Oh,
boy! They’re snappy in New York!”

CHAPTER 16. .
HARRY’S HOUR OF AGONY!

B ANDFORTH was staggered.

% It was so extraordinary.
Harry Gresham had told
him that sccret during the
night—and now, the very
next moruning, the whole school was liable to
have it! It was a .ruel trick of Fate.

Such an article, of course, would never
have been printed in an I‘.nghsh newspaper,
and under ordinary circumstances this New
York journal would never have entered St.
Frank’s. But Adams was an American boy,
and he subseribed to this particular paper
because he liked the Comic Section. He
possessed the New Yorker’s truz love for
these coloured comic cartoons. The rest of
the paper didn’t actually appeal to him, much
as he boosted it up. Privately, mdeod he
was contemptuous of the Magazine Section.

The article was in nc way out of the
crdinary for New York. Every little titbit
of scandal is written up in_ one way or
another, and presented to the public in a
highly exaggerated, garish form. And British
scandal scems to be the most popular of
all—at least, where these third-rate journals
are concerned.

And here was the truth about Harry Gres-
ham’s mother!

“It’s infamous!” roared Handforth fiercely.
“My hat! If you’re going to boast aboub
this., Adams, I'll smash you!”

“Say, listen o

“It’s a dirty trick to pick on Sir Stewart’s
misfortune, and make 1t public like this!”
went on Handforth furiously. “You can’t
defend it, Adams!”

Adams gulped.

“You said a2 mouthful!” he agrecd.
sure 1s!”’

“Oh, you admit it, then?”

“TI’m a great little booster of New York,”
said Adams, “but I guess this kind of thing
gets my goat. I give it the air, Handy—
that’s what I do! I guess we’d better burn
this sheet!”

“Good man!” said Handforth with ap-
provak ‘“You’ve got more sense than I sus-
pected! T.ook at it! ‘It is said that Lady
Gresham was the vietim of a bomb explosion
during the war, but 1t iz well known in
certain circles that the unfortunate lady was
always eccentric. Sir Stewart had persistently
attempted to hush this up——" Lies!” added
Handforth fiercely.

“Say, you seem to know a lot?” asked
Adams curiously.

“I know that the bulk of this article is a
rotten lie!”’ retorted Handforth. “I’m going
to burn—"

Tt
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“Very interestin’,” drawled a voice from
the stairs. *“ By ga 1 suspected somethin’
of the kind .l along!l”

Handforth spun round and saw Bernard
Torrest. ‘Lhe Cad of the Remove was grin-
ning maliciously, and Handforth stared at
him with such helpless cousternation that
Forrest had taken the paper before he could
prevent it. Kagerly he started to read. He
had already seen tuose glaring headlines over
Adams’ shoulder from the stairs.

“This’ll cause a bit of a sensation,”
grinned Forrest. ‘“So we’re harbourin’. the
son of a bally lunatic, are we? That explains
it] The bally chap is probably loony him-
gelf!” .

“Aw, cut 1t out!® said Adams, frowning.
““You big stiff, hand that paper back to
me! You’ve got a line on the dope alrcady,
and 1 guess that’s all—-"

“Just a minute,” said Forrest. ‘' There’s
a bit here—"

“Say, how do you get that way ?” snapped
Adams. “You’ve got a fierce ncrve, I'll tell
the world! That paper’s mine——"

“By Gevurge!" burst out Handforth thun-

derously

He nad suddenly awakened out of his
momentary trance Forrest had seen!
Forrest knew thia unhappy story about

Harry's mother! And when Harry heard
everybody talking, he might think that he—
Handforth—had been letting out the sceret!
The very thought of that aroused Handforth
to desperate action.

“You cad!"” he shouted, leaping forward.

With one terrific punch, he knocked
Forrest headiong and grabbed at the news-
paper.

“You dangerous luratic!” shouted Forrest.
“What the——"

“Stand out of the way!” panted Hand-
forth.

He struck a match. and applied 1t to the
offending Ma._»zine Section In a moment it
was blazing up, and Handforth wasn’t satis-
ied until the whkcie th-ng was in black ashes.

“Where' the rest of it?” he demanded.

“Say, thi: perr e all right!” exclaimed
Adams hastily, hoiding Forrest back.

“Lies—nothing out beastly, dirty lies
roarcd Handfoitli. “If 1 ever sce another
of those rag: Adams T'll tear it up!”

The American boy looked rather indignant,
but he said wnothing. In his heart, he Lknew
that Ilandtortn was just'ied. He made haste
to cscape before Edward Oswald could do
further damage. )

“You needn’t think 'll be kept sccret!”
encered Forrest. ‘1 vead most of it—and
I'll soon tell the yarn! Son of a lunatic, ch?

ll!

The chap: will be deucedly interested to
hear —"
“1f you bresthe a word, I'll pulverise

you !’ shouted Handforth

But it was too late
As De Valerie Huatrbard, and a number
of other Remcvites came downstairs, the

doorway filled with Fourth-Formers, including

Buster Boots, Armsirong, and a few others
of ‘that crowd

*“ Lasten, you chapst’”’ yelled Forrest. ' I've
just been readiny «n a.ticie abouv Gresham’s
mother. She’s mad. She s been 1n a luna-
tic “asylum tor tep years! No wonder the
cnap louks scatty i”

“You—yoa rotten curl” thundered Hand-
forth. '

“** Hallo! What's the matter here?” asked
Nipper, hurrying down.

“ Keep that tool back!” panved Forrest,
as he dodged behinue a nuwmber of juniors,
“I've just been readiag an article 1n a New
York paper. 1t you don’t belhieve we, ask
Adams! Handforth’s squeamish, so he burnt
it!”

** Gresham’s mater |” saxd Armstrong.
a lunatic asylum?”

“Yes!”™ jecred Forrest.

“I'm not surprwsed,” said Gulliver, with
a contemptuous laugh. “1t's a funny thing
we didn’'t think of it before! Anybody can
tell that the chap 1s mad!”

‘“ Rather !”

“He ought to e kicked out of the school [”

‘“Hear, hearl”

“We dou't want lunatics herel”

They all sirecamee out into the Triangle,
and as the juni.r: came down, they added
themselves to the excited throng. Haudforth
could do nothing—and he had the scnse to
realise that it would be foolish to refute the
story. That sort of tbhing would only make
the fellows believe 1n i1t more, for they
knew that he haa “attached” himself to
Gresham.

Harry himsell came downstairs fecling
happier than he had felt ever since he had
arrived at St. Frank’s, But he was brought
up short half-way down the flight.

““Yah! Lunatic!”

‘““Here comes the son of a maniacl”

“Ha, ha, ha.” :

““Look at the chap whose mother’s in a
mad-house !”

Harry wen: white as a sheet, and clutched
at the baiustrade

“Don’t take any notice!” exclaimed Reggie
Pitt, running up. *It’s only these cads who
are making such a fuss! The worms! Tho
rotten scandal-mongers! T'll smash the lot

of them!”
“']I::ha,nl-:s!” muttercd Harry. ‘Dut—but
Handforth had just

He couldai go on,
come in. and Harry was looking at him with
agonised wender. And Edward Oswald read
the silent accusation 1n his eyes.

“T didn ¢ bresthe a word!” he said tensely.

“But—but they know!”

“lt was .« beastly New York paper!” ex-
plained Handforth, in desperation. ‘Adams
received 1t this morn.ng, and I've burnt it
up! He’s decent chap, and he would have
kept it mum—but that cad, Forrest, happened
to seel And now it's all over the school!”

Harry Jooked relieved for a moment. It
was good to hear that Handforth had not

(4 In
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Handforth struck a match and applied it to the American newspaper, while Adams heid back Forrest.
Already Forrest bad seen those glaring headlines in the paper—and he meant to tell the whole

it was too late.

But

school Harry Grasham’s startling secret !

betrayed the secret. But he was filled with
intense pain. After all his trouble to keep
Addison quiet, the sheer accident of a news-

paper article had revealed the wunhappy
family sorrow.
CHAPTER 17.
VISITORS FOR HARRY !

skral| ARRY GRESHAM was be-
PR wildered—dazed.

This thing had hit him
like a blow, and 1t was all
the more severc because
he had previously been feeling so happy. It
cast him back into the deepest depths of
despair. It seemed to him that all his
troubles had comec back upon his shoulders
trebly as heavy as they had been before.

He felt like unburdening himseclf to some-
body—and now the whole school knew just
as much as he had told Handforth! There

was something tragic in the occurrence.

It must be said at once, however, that well
over half the Removites and Fourth-Formers
were silent. They were genuinely sorry for
Harry Gresham. Only the cads and the
nobodies enjoyed this unhappy situation. It
struck them as being rich. It was something
to talk about—something to discuss iith

relish.  Anything of an unpleasant nature
always appealed to this section.

Forrest and Gulliver and Bell were the
ringleaders. It was they who kept the ball
rolling. 'The cads of Study A had started it,
and they took care that the fresh wave of
animosity against Harry should grow and
flourish. They were down en him just be-
cause it amused their mean, contemptible
natures. They had nothing against him,
really—for he had never done them the
slightest harm.

Handforth was more cut up than he could
say.
“It was Forrest's doing—the vindictive
beast!”” he said, as he told Church and
McClure all about 1t. “* And the story isn’t
true, either.”

“They wouldn’t print a thing like that
unless it was true, would they?” asked
Church doubtfully. “Why, Harry’s pater
could prosecute them for libel!”

“Of course he couldn’t!’ said McClure.
“The thing appeared in an American paper—
and they're safe from libel over there. Per-
sonally, I think it’s a lot of exaggerated

piffle.”

“So it 1s!” agreced Handforth., “I'm
going to fight—— Wait a minute, though.
I’ve just thought of something!”

He hurried away and found Hanrry
Gresham., Harry was just coming away from
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the sanatorium, where he had been ‘to sce
Alec Duncan. Ale¢ was better, and Dr.
Brett was satisfied that there would be rno
complications. Alec would probably be out
and about «gair within a couple of days.

“I want you. Har-y, my lad,” said Hand-
forth. “Whut about tighting these cads?”

“Fightung them?” said Harry. ‘“‘Me?”

“Yes, you'”

“] promised o do my best, Handy, but
I never said trat I’d take on half the Junior
School!” replied Harry quietly. “If 1 fight
one, 1 shall hav- to fight the lot. They're
all jeering—they’re all saying contemptuous
things about me and—and my mother!”

“But you can fight Forrest!” urged Hand-
forth. “ Forrest and those two contemptible
pals ot his! If you.do that, the others’ll
tone down a bit. You've got to, Harry—
you've got tal”

b‘l‘I wish I could!” muttered Harry miser-
ably.

“They re nsuiting your mother!” said
Handforth staring at him. *‘‘Great Scott!
You’re not going to let' them do that, and
get away with it! You mustn’t, Harry—it’s
too awful 1”

““Give me time!” said Harry, taking a deep
breath. “I'm all upset now, old man. 1
don’t know where I am. | feel sort of dazed.
I'll fight Forrest later on—jyes, I'll fight
him!” he added fiercely. ‘“But give me
time to get over it first!”

Handforth, who had begun to despair of
him, bucked up again |

“That’s ceigamn, isn’t it?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Harry_ “It's certainl”

“When?”

“Oh 1 don’t know.” said the new boy.
“ After lessons, perhaps I'd fight him now,
only I'm afraid—"

“Afraid!”

“] mean, I'n' afraid ’m not ready for
it,” replied Harry forlornly. ‘I feel so shaky
—so awfully miserable Handy. Wouldn’t
you? It’s so unjust—it’s so dirty! Is it
my fault? Can T help my poor mother’s
aflliction? It was cau=ed by an accident.”

“Don’t, old man,” pleaded Handforth.
“VYou'll be better after lessons, perhaps—
vou’ll feel a bit steadied. There’s one con
solation, anyhow—you can snap your fingers
at Addison!”

“Yes,” agreed Harry, nodding. ‘““He
can’t extort money out of me now—I'm out
of his hands. He doesn’t know any Iore
family secrets, the blackmailing cur!”

Handforth went indoors, and met Nipper
and Reggie Pitt in the lobby.

“I've been giving the chaps a straight talk-
ing-to.” =aid Nipper grimly. “Some of
them say they won’t do any more jeering,
but 1 haven’t much faith., Torrest’s egging
them on all the time, and he’s trying to get
up a movement to have Gresham booted out
of the schnol.”

“It's a filthy shame!” said Pitt.
*““Gresham’s roing to fight Forrest,” said
Handforth.

““Oh, draw it mild|”

“All right—you’ll sec!” said Handforth,
with complete confidence. ‘‘He's going to
fight Forrest—and he'll win, too. I'd like
him to sta.L now. but he says he wants to
pull himself together first.”

“l say, 13 this truec?”
quickly.

* Absolutely! Honest Injun!”

“Then 1 w#ish him luck,” said Nipper
warmly. ‘'‘But afier his previous record the
prospect 1sn’t very hopeful. Forrest can
fight, you know—he’s no weakling.”

“Gresham will carve him up,” said Hand-
forth confidently

‘““He’s doing the right thing, anyhow,”
said Pitt. ‘““He’ll be bencath everybody’s
contempt 1f he allows these rotten things to
be said without doing anything to stand up
for his mother.”

“But he’s quite right to wait a bit,”” said
Nipper. ‘“If he started a fight now, it might
end in his being hounded out of the school
by a whole mob. After lessons they'll be
more settled, and a few of them will be feel-
ing ashamed of themselves. I think. And by
then Gresham will be more composed, too.”

“That's what he savs,” agreed Handflorth.
“But if it was me, I'd smash Forrest now.”

“We're not all like you, Handy,” replicd
Nipper, smiling. ‘“You couid fight at any
hour of the day or night, and in any circum-
stances, and cnjoy 1t. It's vour hobby.
Harry’s the kind of fellow who wanls to
kave notice in advance.” '

Morning lessons wero rather a nightmare
for Harry. Mr. Crowell, however. who had
heard rumours, was very kindly with him.
And, by the same token, Le was very curt
with Forrest & Co.

Afterwards Harry didn’t remember that
morning at all. He didn’t know whether ho
had done any work, or whether he had just
sat like a dazed thing. His mind was dulled
with agony.

asked Nipper

And after lessons he went to his own
study, and locked himself in. He knew he
wvzas causing pain to Handforth, but he

couidn’t help it. He wasn’t ready to fight
Forrest vet. He couldn’t bear to come out
into the open to hear those ill-natured taunts.

In the Triangle Bernard Forrest was get-
ting up a meeting. He was supported by
Teddy Long, Snipe. Merrell, Marriott and
such-like rotters. @ The idea was to creatc
such a noise that Harry would have to clear
out of the school. They wanted to hound
him off the premises.

“We don’t want lunatics here,” [forrest
was saying. I saw the whole thing in that
paper, - you chaps, and you can take it from
me that it’s the truth. Gresham’s mater 1s
as mad as a March hare!”

““ Adams says she was knocked silly by a
Zcp bomb,” said somebody.

‘Rot!” jeered Forrest. *‘'That’'s only a
faked yarn. She's been mad all her life, and
she was probably locked away in the padded
cell because she got dangerous. This cad
here is dotty, too—and we ought to get up

3
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Head to have him

a deputation to the
hoofed out!”

‘““Hear, hear!”

Nipper and Tommy Watson and a few
others came towargds the precious meeting,
lcoking grim. They were certain of plenty
“of supporters if only they gave the signal.
But Nipper was rather anxious to avoid a
riotous scene if possible.

As it happened, a finely appointed
limousine came gliding into the Triangle be-
fore he could interfere with 1he meeting.
The big car came to a standstill, and a num-
ber of juniors collected round 1t out of
curiosity. The meeting automatically ceased
functioning for the moment,

A tall, soldierly figure stepped out of the
car as the iiveried chauffeur opened the door.
Somebody gave a shout,

“It’s Hat Trick Gresham!”’ ]

“Oh, my hat!’ muttered Nipper, In
agonised tonecs.

It seemed to him that nothing could have |-

been more inopportune. If Sir Stewart
heard any of the cads shouting their jeers,
he weould be mortified and shocked.

Sir Stewart was a changed man. When he
had seen Harry off at Victoria Station he had
locked careworn and sad. But now his eyes
were bright, his face was alight with a happy
smile, and his whole air was one of serene
contentment,.

A lady followed him out of the car—a
sweet-faced lady of slim figure, and dressed

quietly and fashionably. She, too, was look-
ing smiling and happy, and her eyes were
full of intent expectancy.

“I can’t see him, Stewart,” she said, in a
gentle voice. ‘‘Perhaps one of these boys
can tell us where Harry 1s?”

She turned to Armstrong,
nearest.

**Perhaps yocu know where my son is?”’ she
asked smilingly.

“Your—your
Armstrong.

“I am Lady Gresham, and my son i3
Harry Gresham—in the Remove, I think,”’
said the lady.

who was

???

son, ma’am stammered

e ———

CHAPTER 18,
 THANES TO NELSON LEE]

ADY GRESHAM!
A " sort of stunned
silence fell on the crowd.
Lady Gresham!
L _ And they had just been
jeering at her—calling her a lunatic—con-
temptuously alluding to her as being off her
rocker! And never had they seen a lady
who was so obviously sane! And seldom had
they scen a sweeter-faced lady, either. She
was under forty, and looked younger—a
splendid woman, in the very prime of life.

“Come, boys,” s=aid Sir Stewart, looking




32

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

round in surprise.
we can find Harry—

‘“He’s—he’s indoors, 1 think, sir,” gasped
Armstrong. “We—we thought—— 1 1mean
Oh, corks!”

He ﬂcd and Nipper hurried forward.
“This way, Sir Stewart,” he said briskly.
“If you'll come with me, Lady Gresham, I’ lI
- take you straight to your son’s study. But
perhaps you would prefer to go to the Head

first ?”

- “No, no!” sald Lady Gresham qmckly
“1 want my boy!”

Nipper led them away, and the very in
stant they disappeared into the Ancient
House a wave of remorse swept over ninety
per cent of the juniors who had been taking
part in the meeting. And it was a remorse
which was finged with rage. All the other
fellows were frankly furious.

“Where’s Forrest?” shouted Handforth,
pushing “through the mob.  **Where's the
cad who started that !ying rumour?”

“You saw it in the paper yourself!” yelled
Bernard Forrest, in alarm.

“Yes, and wo've seen Lady Gresham!”
shouted De Valerie,

‘““And she’s one of the nicest ladies you
could want to meet!”

‘“Rather!”

‘““As sane as anybody on earth!”

“It was all a lie about her bemg crazy |”

“Of course 1t was!”

Everybody was speaking at once. They all
believed that Bernard Forrest had started
the rumour maliciously. None of them had
seen that newspaper, and they now believed
that it was a myth. Just one of Forrest’s
dirty lies! The sudden, unexepected arrival
of Lady Gresham had put a different com-
lexion-on the whole affair, and there was a

ind of swift reaction. The fellows, instead
of being hostile towards Harry, became
friendly. Any fellow who had such ripping
parents couldn’t have much wrong with him!

As for the story of the lunatic asylum, that
was killed on the instant: And Bernard
Forrest was only saved from the ragging of
his life by the fact that Sir Stewart and
Lady Gresham were still in the Ancient
House lobby. They had happened to ineet
Nelson Lee and Barry Stokes, and they
were standing - there, talking. It would
never do to create a terrific commotion in
the Iriangle—and on such a subject—while
Lady Gresham was within carshot.

So Forrest escaped.

““It’s all right!” said Handlorth, grinning
happily. *“By George! You wait and see
what an effect this will have on Harry.
Later on he’ll knock Forrest inside ont!”

“By jingo, I belicve you!” said Nipper.

“It’s only a question of time—and not very
long, mthcr, went on Handforth, with con-
viction. “I've never felt so jolly happy in
all my life!”

Handforth didu’t pretend to understand
this miracle—for Harry himself had said that
his mother was demented—but something had
‘evidently happened. Something that Harry
had been kept in ignorance of.

b

1
“If you can tell us where

o

Just at this period, too, Handforth noticed
something which gave him a bit ol a start.
Mr. Hubert Addison was walking out towards
the gates, accompanied by Inspector Jameson,
of the Bannington Police! Mr. Addison was
talking airily, and nobody took much notice
of the pair. But both Nipper and Handforth
noticed a curious pallor about Addison’s
cheeks—and a still more sigunificant: grimness
in the inspector’s eye.

“He’s pinched!”
staring.

“You've hit it!” agreed Nipper. * This
is the guv’nor’s doing! And here comes Mr.
Lee now. We'll h:ve this straight at once!”

Nelson Lee had given one glance at the
departing Addison, and there was a curious
little smile on his lips when Nipper and
Handforth ran up to him.

“Is he arrested, sir?”

“In a way, yes, Nipper,” said Nelson Lee
dryly. “The inspector may not procees with
the case, but I fancy we have seen the last
of Mr. Addison—and the last of that mys-
terious prowler who has been attempting to
frighten young Gresham.”

“What ?” ejaculated Handforth. “You
mean it was Addison himself, sir?”

“Yes,” replied Lee. “When I get the
opportunity, I am going to tell Gresham all
about it.”

“Then you followed up
asked Handforth.

“Why, yes,” smiled Lee. “I can’t give
you the story here, boys, but I can tcll you
the gist of it in a few words. I have been
making certain inquiries, and I understand
that a great-uncle of Gresham’s had left him
a small fortune—mnot that he needs it, since
his father, Sir Stewart, is a very rich man.
Just a whim of the uncle’s, of course.”

“A fortune, sir?” repcated Nipper.

““Not a very considerable sum, as fortuncs
go, but quite sufficient to keep the impe-
cunious Mr. Addison in luxury for the rest
of his life,” continued Lee. “You see, Addi-
son is a very distant relation of Gresham’s—
so distant that they had never previously
met. And Addison ha.ppens to be the actual
next-of-kin to this great-uncle, if Gresham
should die.”

“Then the rotter’s been trying to murder
him!” gasped Handforth,

“You mustn’t jump to conclusions, young
man,”’ said Lee, shaking his head. “If there
had been any attempt at murder, Mr. Addi-
son would not have walked out of these
grounds as you saw him. No, the man isn’t
so bad as that—although, perhaps, in one
sense, he 13 even worse. 1 believe he has
been attempting to frlghten the unfortunate
boy out of his senses.’

“Oh the awful rotter, sir!” said Hand-
forth.

“If he had driven Gresham out of his mind,
the law would undoubtedly uphold his claim
to the money,” added Lee. “But I am
doubtful if it is a chargeable offence. Addi-
son, of course, hoped to accomplish his pur-

muttered Handforth

that clue, sir?”
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pose without a soul being the wiser, and
people would have believed that the young-
ster had become demented through some
natural cause.

““And knowing Harry’s nervousness, sir,
the rascal probhably believed that a little
judicious haunting would do the trick,” said
Nipper, nodding. ‘I suppose he took this
situation on purpose?”’

“Of course,” said Lee.
good position in order to take it. I had a
very straight talk with Mr. Addison this
morning—after discovering a curious fur coat
in his wardrobe——"

“A fur coat, sir!” said Handforth.

“A fur coat, with a sort of domino attach-
ment,”” said Lee.
mask on it, with false eyes. And I can
well believe that it looked terrifying by
night. Mr. Addison’s little game 1s ended,
though.”

“But he was attacked by that thing last
night, sir!” protested Handforth.

“A trick, my lad—in order to deceive.
Gresham,”’” smiled ILee. “The thing was
Addison all the time. Don’t say anything
about it among the others—and don’t tell
Gresham, either. I will do that, later.”

Ile nodded, and walked sway. |

“Well,” said Handforth, “everything seems
to be coming right, doesn’t 1t?”

“He left a. very

——eea

CHAPTER 19.
N THE GLORIOUS SURPRISE.
g AP-TAP-TAP!

Harry Gresham looked
up with tired, agomse:d
eyes. He was sitting 1n

the easy-chair in Study .,
and somebody was tapping at the door. His
jaw set stubbornly.

“Go away!” he said huskily.
lecave me alone?”

Of course, so.ne of those rotters coming
to taunt him! Who else?  Handforth
wouldn’t have given a gentle tap like that.
The very sound of it had been suspicious.
Tt had been gentle, just to fool him—so that
when he opened the door he would receive
a chorus of ¢ t-calls.

“Harry, my boy!” came a deep voice.

TFor one second Harry sat like a stone;
then he leapt out of his chair, raced to the
door, and flung it open.

“PDad!’”? he shouted joyously.

There was .uch a world of relief and pent-
up gladness in his voice that Sir Stewart
Gresham hardly knew what to say. He gently
forced Harry into the room and closed the
door.

“ All right, Harry—all right!” he smiled.

“Oh, dad!” panted Harry. “I mnever
wanted to see you .so much before! Take
me away—take me with you when you go

“Can’t you

home1” '

“Why, what on earth——"

““This thing had a paintedd

“They’ve found out about mother!” mut-
tered Harry. ‘ Somebody saw it in a rotten
American paper, and all the cads have been
taunting me!”’

Sir Stewart’s face became
moment; then it cleared.

“Thank Heaven, it doesn’t matter now!”
he murmured. “I don’t care what they say;
Harry! My poor boy! You must have been
going through a terrible time! Pull yourself
together, Harry. I've got a surprise for
you 23

Harry looked at him happily.

“You couldn’t give me a better surprise
than this, dad,” he said. ‘“You don’t know
how wonderful it is to have you here -

“T’ll give you a surprise that will make
this one the most insignificant trifle!” said
his father quietly. ‘‘Upon my soul, nothing
could have been more opportune! It 1is
prgvidential that we came this morning.”

uc"ve,: dad ?”

“Harry, prepare yourself for what I am
going to tell you,” said his father. “‘Don’t
be afraid—it’s a glorious surprise for you—
but you must keep calm. Perhaps it was
cruel of me not to warn you—but I wanted
to be here when you knew.”

“Knew what, dad?” asked Harry, wide-
eyed.

“1 have brought your mother to see you,”
replied Sir Stewart.

Harry stared at him, dazed.

“Mother!” he whispered.
bu 2

Sir Stewart turned, sofily opened the door,
and made a motion to Mr. Beverley Stokes,
who was standing out there, a few yards
away, talking to Lady Gresham.

Harry wanted to run out of the study.
His heart had begun to thump wildly. He
was in a dream—he didn’t know what to
think. Then, before he could properle gather
his wits together, his mother came into the
room, and Sir Stewart closed the door.

“Harry!” cried Lady Gresham. “Oh, my
boy—my boyl”’

She ran forward and clutched him in her
arms. Harry clung to her, looking up into
her face with a kind of unbelieving hap-

piness. .
“Mother!” he sobbed. “Oh, it’s you!”

““Yes, darling,”” said his mother softly. “It
was too bad of your father not to write and
tell you long ago. He ought to have told
you weecks ago—before you ever came to the.
school ? :

“But mother!” panted Harry, “I-I—"

He didn’t know what to say. He hadn’t
seen his mother since he was five years of
agc—for he had never been allowed to go
to the ‘‘sanatorium.” But he had known
her in the first flash. His mind sped back
over the years. He reeded no photographs
to remind him. His mother looked just as
she looked when he had been five years

grim for a

“Oh, * but—

(Continued on page 35.)
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NOlTE.—1) a-y reader writes to me,
likely to iunlerest the majority.
DROOKS c.o0 The Edilor.
Street, LONDON. E.C.Y4

acknowleiged in these columns. Letters of
a star, thus®*, against the sender’s name.
naturally easier for me lto answer.—E.S.B
J. R. Wilkinson* (IEdmonton, Canada),
Yred J. DPotter® (Biggleswade), . Fred
Webster (Stockton-on-Tees), O. K, Griffiths
(Watford), Maurice A. Noakes (Lachine,
Carada), Arthur Lloyd (Ramsey, I.O.M.), C.
A. Hinge (Margate), W. Parris (East-
bourne), Norah McGowan (Ilford), Terence
Sullivan® (Birmuingham), Charles Temple

Browne—two letters (Lower Edmonton), P.
Gralam (Sheflield), J. R. Sanderson (Shef-

field), Mrs. V. Adnum (Verdun, Canadal,
James A, Innes (Port Elizabeth,
S A, “Ambitious” (Lower IEdmonton),
W. B. Arnutage (Palmers Green), Harry

Rawle (W. Greenwich), Reg. Miles (Bourne-
mouth), Leslie Richards* (Margate), Miss
D. M. Harvey (W.1), Claude Stanley Taylor
(Birmingham), LK. . Norwood (Lavender
I1ill), Frank Quenby (Nottingham), A.
Roberts (Brigg), Walter Ewbank (Man
chester), “E. [.” (Middleton), M. H.
Clanachan (Glasgow), J. W. FIisher (High
bury), W. L. Stevens (Hampstead), Ralph
Sewell* (St. Ives), Sinclair R. Dobie (East-
bourne).

L * *

Yes, J. R. Wilkinson, I have visited
Canada, and I was very interested in your
wonderful country. Incidentally, the St.
Trank’'s boys have been to Canada, too—in a
long series that I wrote some years ago. As
1t happens, this series 1s appearing in “The
Monster Library ” for April, under the title
of “St. Trank’s in the Wild West.” Perhaps
you will be interested. And when you write
next time don’t forget to give me your first
name, instead of only the initials.  Other
readers please note! How the dickens can
I address you properly if I only have initials?

L 3

There are five houses at 8St. Frank’s, O. E.
Grifiths. But the School House is not a
boarding-house, yvou krow. Only lessons are
done there, and so there i3 no Housemaster.
Perhaps that’s why you have been . little bit
muddied.

Communicatioas which

.

-

Edwy Searies Brooks
chats with his readers.

[ shull be pleased to comment upon such remarks as are
All letters

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Flectway House, Farringdon
Every letter will have my perscnal attention,

should be addressed to EDWY SEARLES

and all will be
will be distinguished by
indicate wriler's age are

very special merit

Hussi Khan is still at St. Frank’s, Maurice
A. Noakes., We haven't heard much of him
lately, I know, but he's there ali right. 1
should have my work cut out if I tried io
bring in every character in all the stories!
In fact, they wouldn’t be storics at all—for
there would be so many characters for me to
grapple with that the reading matter would
be nothing but a long succession of names
from start to finish! By the way, the more
rcaders you can introduce, old man, the
better. Ycu've done famously, and you have

my best thanks.
*

* x

Thanks muchly for your sketch, James A.
Innes. A wonderful picce of work—perhaps!
If you notico a peculiar feebleness about my
stories in the immediate future, you will
kuow why! That drawing of yours has
given me a terrible shock, and I am fecling a
little weak in consequence. '

- * *

In answer to your inquiries, W. L. Stevens,
the Old Paper started as a Dectective Story
Weekly. our assumption regarding the
“Monster Library »” is quite correct. As for

your last query: Do I like writing the St.
Frank’s stories? Well, of course I do. I
simply revel in writing them. There is

plenty of hard work attached to the job, I
assure you—but, after all, don’t we get the
greatest amount of pleasure from our work?

*

No space to give you a reply this week,
Charles Temple Browne. Awfully sorry, but
the Editor has' severely rationed me in this
number. But I shan’t forget you next week.
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(Continued frbm page 33.)

old. Indeed, younger—healthier—and more
radiant.

““Oh, my boy!” sobbed Lady Gresham.
“You must come home with us. I can’t
leave you here, after seeing you only for a
few hours. You must come home, for a
week or two at least—until after Whitsun.
Stewart, why didn’t you tell me he had
grown so big and wonderful ?”

“I told you a thousand times, dear,” smiled
oir Stewart.

“Oh, but, mother!” said Harry. ‘‘What
does 1t mean? Father has always told
me_____”

“Yes, dear, it is quite true,” said Lady
Gresham. “Until three months ago I was
demented. Why should I cloak my words?
You know, so there is no need for us to be
too secnsitive about words. I was demented,
and I only thought of you and father in
occasional glimpses, through a kind of haze.
Ten years! And it all seems like a day! 1
cannot believe that so many years have passed
until I look at you, and see how you have
grown!”

“There’s not much to tell, Harry,” said
Sir Stewart, patting him on the shoulder.
“For many years I have hoped that an opera-
tion would be possible, but there were certain
reasons why it could not be attempted. The
doctors were afraid that the results would be
fatal. But at last—three months ago—the
specialists decided. And your mother was
operated upon.”

“But you never told me,
Harry.

“No,” replied his father. ‘“The doctors
had been none too hopeful, and I did not
wish to raise your own hopes unduly. 1
thougnt it better to say nothing—and to wait
untii the crisis was over. As it happened,
the doctors met with amazing success.”

“Oh, it’s too wonderful!” said Harry.

“It was found that your mother was men-
tally affected by a ruptured artery near the

dad!” panted

brain,” continued Sir Stewart. “The
specialists even decided that your mother
had never really been technically insane.

And after the operation was over, the results
were almost too good to be true. For not
only is your mother fully recovered, but that

old nervousness of hers is a thing of the
past.” .

“I am more healthy than I ever was in
my life, dear,” smiled Lady Gresham.

She was looking at Harry wonderingly—as
though she couldn’t believe her own eyes.
True, Sir Stewart had shown her photographs
of him, but she seemed to regard Harry
in the flesh as something magical.

But at last, after ten minutes’ more talk,
they went away—Sir Stewart feeling that it
would be better to let Ilarry quictly reccover.
Moreover, they had an appointment for
luncheon with Dr. Stafford.

In the Ancient House the dinnecr-goung had
already sounded, and everybody was in the
dining-hall. As for Harry, he never gave
a thought to dinner—and could not have
eaten a bite, in any ~ase. He was too full.

The change in him was startling.

His mother was well—sane—and even her
old nervous trouble had gone! In some way
Lady Gresham’s newly found health found
an echo in Harry. He knew positively, now,
that he possessed no inherited weakness. For
how could he have inherited a weakness
which had never really existed?

It had been a case of auto-suggestion—
mind over matter.

But that was gone—swept away as though
by some great broom. The Harry Gresham
who emerged from Study J was a Hanry
Gresham that St. Frank’s had never seen!

CHAPTER 20.
JUST WHAT THEY DESERVED!
ANDFORTH ran into the

Aucient House lobby, and
pulled up short.

“Oh, there you are!”
he said breathlessly. ‘““ Why
didn’,t you come in to dinner, Gresham, you
ass?’ -

“Dinner?” said Harry, as though he had
never heard the word.

“ And your mater!”’ said Handforth. “You
told me——"’

“I know—I know!” interrupted Harry.
“But that’s all wrong, Handy! My mother’s
had an operation, and she’s healthier than
ever! And I’'m looking for Forrest! I want
to know where Forrest 18!”

Huandforth recognised the symptoms.

“You’re going to fight him?” he asked
eagerly.

“I’'m going to smash him up!”
with quiet ferocity.

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth.

IIe grabbed Harry’s hand, thumped him
on the back, and then suddenly pulled him-
self up.

“By George!” he said, staring.
something happened to youl!”

“YI know it!” smiled Harry.

“You're different!” went on Handiortn
in amazement. “I’m dashed if you don’t

J[Continued on ncxt page.)

said Harry

“There’s
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lock an inch taller! And there’s a different
‘look in your eye, tool” :

“I’ve wiped away all the old cobwebs!”
said liarry Gresham. “I’ve never been like
this before, Handy—and it’s a novelty to me.
Do you know, there’s only one thing I want
to do just now—and. that is to fight some-
body! I want to fight—fight!”

““My only ha. ’ gasped Handforth.
have changed!” |

lle grasped Harry’s arm anu pulled him
out into the Triangle. He left Harry 'n
charge of Nipper, Aichie Glenthorne, and
Tommy Watson. Then -Handforth rushed
round, gathering a huge crowd. Fighting in
the Triangle was strictly forbidden, but Hand-
forth had forgotten all about this, and arry
wasn’t at all particular.

Bernard Forrest was dragged out foreibly,
and the crowds in the Triangle were asking
what all the excitement was about. All the
animosity against Harry had died, and those
fellows who had recently jeered at him were
rather asnamed of themselves. But nobody
was quite prepared for the dramatic surprise
which followed.

“Here he 1s!” _anted Handforth, as he
pulled Forrest into the middle of the circle.
“Have you fellows rounded  up
Beil, and Merrell, and Armstrong? Gres-
ham’s going to take them on one after the

1

other!

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“You fool!” snarled Forrest,
himself free. ‘“Do you think I’'m going
ficht that funk, Gresham?”

“He’s going to lick you!” roared Hand-
forth.

“Ha, ha, aa!”

““Cheese it, Handy!”

“Draw it mild!”

The crowds were shouting rather indig-
nantly. It seemed to them that Harry was
being made the butt of a rather cruel sar-
casm. But Harry soon disposed of this idea.
He stepped up to Forrest and faced him.

“Put your fists up, Forrest!” he said
grimly. “I’m going to fight you!”

“You crawling coward!” snarled Forrest.
“I wouldn’t demean myself by touchin®—-"

Slap!

Harry’s open palm came into violent con-
tact with Forrest’s cheek. :

“Will you fight mnow?® he  asked

“T’ll slaughter

“You

wrenching
to

ominously.

“By gad!” yelled Forrest.
you for thatl”

“A fight—a fight!”

“Great Scott, the
Forrest!”

“It’s impossible!”

“Is it?” thundcred Handforth.
wait!”

It wasn’t necessary to wait long. Forrest
was lashing out at Harry with vicious fury.
He regarded the new fellow with contempt,
and he meant to put him in his place within
the space of one minute. But, somehow,
his whirling fists were swept aside, and some-

Funk’s going to fight

“You

Gulliver,

thing that felt like a sledge-hammer crashed
into his face.

“Oh, that was a beauty!”

“Go it, Gresham!”

The crowds of juniors were yelling with
wild excitement. And most of these had
been bitterly opposed to Harry only a few
hours carlier! They changed like a weather-
cock. Harry was showing them something
new—and they revelled in it. He looked
so different—he was cool, capable, and abso-
lutely game.

- Crash! Biff! bSlam!

Forrest and llarry were fighting hammer
and tongs, and the battle did not last long.
Forrest could fight, but he was no match
for this new editio:. of Harry Gresham. He
went hurtling over backwards, and collapsed
to the ground, a battered, dazed wreck. And
Harry wasn’t even marked.

“Next, please!” yelled Handforth,

““Ha, ha, hal”

And while the juniors cheered themselves
hoarse, Ilarry procecded to thrash Gulliver
and Be]l———ancf he was quite prepared to knock
the stufling out of Armstrong and Merrell,
too.

“Hurrah!”

“Good old Gresham!”

“By jingo! Ile’s made of the right stuff!”

Harry was panting hard, and he had never
enjoyed himself so much before. Ie had
conquered! He had found that his cowardice
was a fraud and a fake, and he had discovered
his real self.

Before the slaughter could be thoroughly
finished, a couple of prefects arrived on the
scene, politely inqguiring what all the noise
was about. And the crowds hastily dispersed.

Handforth thumped Gresham heartily on
the back.

“You’ll do, mny lad!” he said. grinning.

“Rather!” said Nipper. “And your name
goes on the Junior Lleven list again, Gres-
ham. Somehow I don’t think there’ll bo
any fuss this time!”

“There’l! be a fuss if his name doesn’t go
on the list!” said Reggie Pitt pointedly.

“Come on!” yelled Handforth. “You've
got to come to the Moor View School, Harry
—I want to tell Trene & Co. all about it!”

Harry Greshain  was bewildered. He
hardly knew whether he was on his head or
his heels. But amid all this confusion of
thought, one fact stood out in his brain with
crystal clarity.

He had done with cowardice for ever—he
had found himself!

THE END.

(Next week’s opening story of a grand new
sertes s enliticd “THE FRESH Alk
FIENDS !’ and this 13 one of the best Edwy
Searles Brooks huas ever given us. No lessons
at St. Frank’s—no tight-fititng Etons—
nothing but fresh air! All the juniors gel
bitten by the stunning new whecze, and
Handy 1s, of course, well to the fore. You'll
thoroughly enjoy this ripping yara, so order
your cory of the N. L. L. NOW/)
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Jim Maitland lives in a small shop in Stag-
more. A mysterious man named Stanislaus
Cripps owes money to the shop, and Jim
determinzss to collect it. He climbs over the
wall of Widgery Dene—Cripps’ estate—and
drops intc the grounds. There he finds an
amazing mochine which is something between
a submarine and an airship. Mr. Cripps is
on board and Jim asks him for the money.
The man 7te¢juses to pay, and before Jim
realises it he finds the machine in the air!
It travels lLalf over the world, then dives
into the ocean. It reaches the bottom, and
then, instcad of resting on the bed continues
going downwards? It i3 then floating on the
surface of an wunderground river, and Mr.
Cripps explaing that there must be a sort of
leak in the ocean bed and they are being
sucked down to the centre of the earth. They
stop the machine and come on deck. But
as they appear they are captured by several

The Return Journey!

TANISLAUS CRIPPS locked round
fully

¢“1 think 1 must spare half an hour to

inspect this place,” he said. *‘ Strange.

when you come to think of it, boy, HE living

here aﬁl thess thousands of years, and charging

himself from day to day from the column of

ﬂr_e.”
He paused a moment reflectively.

“I was thinking, boy, that as that column of
fire is a substitute for food and drink, we might
c¢harge ourselves with sufficient energy to make
the journey to the gate. But it’s too big a risk.
HE was abl: to take the bath regularly. We
should only be able to take it once, and when
the e-nerg{ began to disperse, it would probably

n

regret-

leave us a worse state than we were before.
I think not boy.”

.Cripps sprang from his chair, and, striding
across the floor, pulled back the curtain. Beyond

was yet another chamber,
couch and a buge
inlaid wood

As Stanisiaus Cripps raised the lid, part of the
woodword dissolved into fine powder in his
hands, and examining it, he saw that there were
Innumerable holes in it, not unlike those fretted

empty save for a
Eox made of some curious

INTRODUCTION.
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amazing giants who fall on them from the
shore. Jim escapes and later saves the life of
a little man called Masra. In return Masra
and his daughter Tinta let him live with
them. Jim finds himself among a colony of
dwarf men who are called the Kru people.
They a: at enmity with the Giants. Jim,
accompanied by Masra and Tinta, rescue Mr.
Cripps. To do this Masra has to desert from
the Kru people. The four set out on a
journey to the Carve of Fire, where dwells He-
Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken, the mysteri-
ous personage who rules the Kru. He tries
to kili Tinta and Cripps, to save her life, i3
forced to shoot him. The four intrepid
adventurers then prepare for the return. but
find that they have only got one day's
rations for a four days' journey! ¢ The longer
we stay here the hungrier we shall be, so
we’d best be moving!” exclaims Cripps.
Now read on.)
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by a moth in a garment. Inside the bhox there
was nothing bot layers and layers of dust.

“I expect HE rescued these things from the
greatv catastrophe,” Cripps exclaimed. “HY out-
lived them They grew old and decayed while
HE lived on in perpetual youth. There's nothing
here, bov, that we need waste our time on.”

With one last look at that rocky apartment
where they had .undergone such amazing
experiences, the four intrepid adventurers turned
their face., to the entrance to the Cave of Fires.
Once during their jourmey, the great column
of fire came rushing and rumbling past them.

I'inta who was the only one of the party who
was nol, wearing a diving dress, had besn drazeing
along wearily as if her strength were almost
spent; but -~vhen the column of fire had past,
she turned to Jim with a radiant smile.

“0Oh, Krim. all my weariness has
Strength has come back to me!”

“Lucky for you, my dear,” Stanislaus Cripps
exclaimed. overhearing +the remarx. *Yon'll
want it all before we're through.”

They gained the exit to the Cave of Fires at
last, then passed out into that spiral tunnel be-
yond. The bag with their provisions was lying
there on the ground. One glance at it showed
them that Tinta’s estimate of their stores had
been somewhat optimistic. There was hardly

gone,
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more than enough for half a day—and four days
journey lay before them!

“We'll divide it up,” Stanislaus Cripps ex-
claimed. ¢‘*Iach must carry his share and eat
as discretion -suggests. My advice is to do with-
out food “or as long as possible.”

Of the water they had brought with them, only
. one bottle remained. Stanislaus Cripps took
possession of this

¢“I'll serve out the rations,” he exclaimed.
“I'm afraid we shall all be somewhat thirsty
before we finish the elimb!”

A Living Tomb ?

ND the began 2a march which Jim was
never to forget. For the first day it was
fairly endurable, and after they had slept

' and rested and nibbled at their rations,
the first hour of the second day was passable.
But then the strain began to telr.

The sight of the spiral slope ahead of them,
with its suggestion of never coming to an end,
was almost maddening, and they had to climb
and climb till their backs and Tegs ached, and
the sweat poured down their foreheads.

Then thirst begarn to attack them. On the
third day Jim found himself filled with an un-
reasoning hatred of Stanislaus Cripps. He sus-
pected liim of drinking the water secretly. More
than once he was tempted to accuse him of this
treachery, until he found Cripps giving his own
ration to Tinta. A {feeling of shame swept over
Jim then and his angry suspicions vanished in a
stdden desire to cry

“My dear you'll drink that and do as you're
told,” he heard Stanislaus Cripps exclaim.
“Your need i3 greater than mine. I can at least
divert my attentions from these physical incon-
veniences by mathematical calculations and
scientific speculations. You have not the same
gift, my dear”

The scientist ran his fingers through his beard.
for they had taken off their diving suits to enable
them tc walk easier. .

““ But drink it up quick, Tirnta, because my
mouth is so parched that I might be tempted to
want it back.”

Dy the end of the tnird day the food had run
out; and if their calculations were right they
were still twenty-four hours from the gateway!

Stanislaus Cripps was staggering like a drunken

man when they began the last lap of their
terrible journ-y Masra, his body bent, his eyes
fixed orn the ground, followed in his wake.

Tinta alone seemed to still possess some energy

As for Jim ne saw the three figures of his
companions in front of him, as through a mist
His heart was beating painfully, and he was
dizzy and faint. Only instinct seemed to keep
him automatically climbing upwards. Suddenly
he heard Stanislaus Cripps’ voice, raised in sonie
ribald ballad.

¢ Show me the way to go home,
I'm tired and I want to go to bed!”

Jim heara rimself laungh hysterically. It
Btanisiaus Cripps were reduced to singing comic
songs, his plizht must be bad indeed. He tried
to join in but his dried tongue and lips refused
to utter any sound. _

Presently, thcugh still keeping his feet, he feil
into a kind of 'ethargzy, walking automatically.
once reeling so -iolently against the wall that he
hurt himseiZ He remembered looking stupidly
at scme bloo: on his hands, and then again that
lethargy settled down om him. He was roused
by a shout.

“Boy, we have arrived!"”
shouted.

Stanislaus Cripps

The eftect of those words om all of them was
extraordinary., But a moment before they had
been dropping with hunger and thirst and weari-
ness, hardly able to set one foot before another.
Now they began to rup. Jim remembered draw-
ing level with Tinta and racing with her side by
3ide up the last of the slope. There was the
acr!

They flung themselves at it, beating at it with
their hands, shouting at the top of their voices,
but that great -mass of stone never moved, and
there was no answer to their cry. With a sob
Jim sank to the ground. They were there in a
living tomb from which they could never hope
to escapel

The End of Everything ?

HE red, sulphurous glow of the atmosphere
ceemea to dissolve into myriad specks of
light, l1ke drdps of blood. The vaulted
roof faded away. into the distance.

Everybhin% about Jim grew remote, unsubstantial
and unreal. Even [linta’s face, as she lay across
his knee witdi her eyes closed, had the semblance
of a painted picture.

He was dying Jim told himself. This must .be
the torpcer that, ne had read somewhere, preceded
dissolution., Tcey had had all this monstrous
journey for n»othing. Better a thousand times
if HE had put them painlessly to death in his
rocky chamber in the Cave of Fires.

Why had they sweated and endured all these
privations—tortured themselves with hopes that
they had always known could never be realised?
That long, nizl:tmare trek was over; they had
reached their goal at last; they were at the
stone gates—and they were closed, sealed., as he
had always kaown they would be!

His business now was to die—to get rid of
this body of hiz that was so parched and weary,
with as 'ittle woelay as possible. Life was in-
supportable He had no desire to prolong the
agony of -dyiag there in that tomb a moment
iore than wa3 necessary.

Through that rain of blood drops he caught a
plimpse of Masra's face. He was lying there on
the floor with Tinta’s hand pressed to his
swollen lips—a mute, pathetic appeal in his eyes.
He, too, wanted the end to be swift for the sake
of her who was all in all to him.

“ Good-bye., Masra,” Jim whispered. * Good-
bye!”

He wanted to say something to Tinta, but he
couldn’t remember what it was he wanted to
say. A great blankness seemed to have fallen
on his brain his thoughts refused to function in
any ordered sequence.

Now he was wxondering whether the lists were
out and he had passed the London Matric; now
he was chasine the Flving Submarine with Gra.
Now he was patrol leader of the 1st Stagmore
Troop of Bov Scouts, learning signalling on the
hills with a flash lamp. Now he was helping his

‘mother to wash up after tea—

Suddenly there dawped upon his senses what
scemed a vast volume of sound. For a while he
conld make neither head nor tale of it, and then,
little by little. out of that confused medley
definite words reached his senses.

¢“ And wunerever I may roam,
O’er land or sea or foam,
You can always hear me singing this song,
Show me the way to go home.”

1t was Stanislaus Cripps, singing apparently the
only song he knew. Jim shifted wearily on his
elbow and iooked round.

Stanislaus Cripps, with his coat and walstcoat
off, was kneceling on the ground, chipping at the
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base of the revolving door with the long, dagger-
like tknir\en that he carried in the belt about his
waist.

Now and again, with a feeble gesture of
impatience, he swept his long red beard aside,
as if it got in the way of what he was doing.
Cripps was mad, of course, Jim told himself.
They were al. mad. It was a veritable Bedlam,
and they wer- locked up in this rocky cell for
ever and ever and ever!

But Stanislaus Cripps must be the maddest
of them all. Otherwise, why should he be trying
such an absuri thing as to cut his way through
the ruck door with that flimsy knife? And he
wasl,_ so weak that he could hardly handle the
knife. ‘ :

Still he went on singing with monotonous deter-
mination the chorus of ‘ Show me the way to
go home,” unti] the reiteration became almost
maddening. Why couldn’t they all die in peace?

Suddenly Jim found himself staring into Stanis-
laus Cripps’ eyes. For a moment they gazed
fixedly at one another, and then, looking very
absurd in his shirt sleeves, Stanislaus Cripps
moistened his parched lips.

¢ Concentrate, boy. It is ridiculous that man’s
mind cannot rise superior to his wretched body.
If we have to go down, let’'s go down fighting
like intelligent creatufes. Come and help.”

Jim watched him for a moment, and then, with
an effort, drew his legs gently from under Tinta’s
head and dragged himself painfully across to
Stanislaus Cripps’ side.

‘“You’ve got a knife, boy—help me!”

Jim took the knife from his belt and, imitating
the other’s movements, began to pick at a little
section of the stone. He did not know what he
was doing or why he was doing it, but somehow
the very act of doing it lifted some of the
clouds from his brain.

Bit by bit the stone came away in flakes.
After what seemed an interminable time, they
had made a hole nearly eight inches deep.
Stanislaus Cripps sat back, passing a hand across
his perspiring forehead. It was clear that he
was physically exhausted.

“Got to do it. boy. The will is what matters.
I'll make this body of mine work!” He gave an
eerie laugh. “Engine only sparking on three
plugs, but I'll make it do the job.”

Their Last Hope !

S he finished speaking, he drew his
revolver, and, opening the magazine,
extracted twa cartridges. One of these

he fitted into the hole they had made;
the other he proceeded to slib® open with his
knife, working very cautiously and slowly, pausing
every now and again to moisten his lips and draw
the air into his lungs.

Jim could see that his hands were trembling.
Now the cartridge was open. Very gingerly
Cripps poured the fine white powder it contained
into the palm of his hand. &

‘* Boy—get—paper. Pocket of my coat.
Daren’t move—might tumble—blow us. all to
blazes!” -

The coat seemed a long way off, though In
actual fact the distance was not more than a
yard. Somehow Jim got to It.

The breast pocket was bulging with papers.
As he drew them out he saw that they were a
collection of bills, solicitors’ letters, and demands
for arrears of interest from banks and money-
lenders. He crawled back with the bundle to
Stanislaus Cripps’ side.

““Make cone—like mother—serves sugdr in—boy.”

Jim took a letter which began: ‘ As no notice
has been raken of our frequent applications for
the payment of our client’s account—" and

with infinite labour twisted it into the familiar
cone that he had so often seen his mother pack
up sugar in for a customer. This he handed to
Stanislaus Cripps.

“Put your hands on my head, boy, and hold it
tight. I might faint.”

Jim, raising himself with difficulty, pressed
his fevered hands to his ecompanion’s throbbing
temples. He felt Stanislaus Cripps’ body stiffen,
and then, very slowly, with infinite patience, he
decanted that flne white powder from the palm
of his left hand into the paper cone which he held
in his right

‘*Nearly done. boy,” he gasped. “Triumph of
mind over matter—will to win. Stanislaus
Cripps dies but never surrenders. Bunk——"

Uttering those incoherent words, he leaned for-
ward and gently lowered the end of the paper
cone into the hole. |

“Want string—bit of stone,” he gasped, and
then picked up one of the flakes that they had
chipped away with their knives. ¢“This will do
for weight-detonator. Want string, boy; Dboot-
laces no use—not long enough. Let’s get right
away back—hundred yards.”

He glanced around him with bloodshot eyes.
His gaze lighted on the empty bag which had
contained the food.

“ That’s the very thing.”

He reached out his hand and pulled it towards,
him. It was made of the fibre obtained from
some of the giant fungi of the Inner Caverm,
like all the materials used by the Kru. Slitting
it up Into sections with his knife, which he
further -separated with his fingers, he had soon
a number of flne strips each about three feet
long. Motioning to Jim to help him, he began
to knot these together into a long rope.

‘““Do fine. boy,” he muttered. - :

Taking up the flake of rock he had selected,
he tied it t« ome 2nd of this rope, balancing it
on the far side of the lole so that the merest
jerk would cause it to drop into the hole and
down upon the powder in the paper cone.

But these exertions, trifling as they were, told
heavily upan Cripps’ exhausted strength. Behind
his mass of tangled red hair, his cheeks were the
callour of parchment. DBut his indomitable will
held.

“We've got to do it, boy. Never say die. Get
Tinta and Masra out of the way—right down
there. I’m going with the rope.”

Breathing heavily, he began -{o c¢rawl back
down that spiral slope, cautiously paying out the
rope as he went. Jim crept to Tinta’s side, and
taking her by the shoulders, shook her.

“Tinta, you’ve got to come,” he exclaimed.

S8he opened her eyes wearily.

“QOh, Krim, let me die,” she gasped.

‘“We may be able to get out after all, Tinta.
Mr. Cripps is trying a glan, and it won't be safe
for you to stay here ou must come back down
the slope.” 2

‘““But he cannot break the gates that He-
Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken has closed,” she
answered. ‘“And I am very weary, O Krim!”

“He thinks he can, Tinta,” Jim exclaimed
with an effort, then added after a pause, not
believing a word of what he said, “I think he
can, too. You must try and move, Tinta. It is
only a little distance. For my sake, Tinta, make
just omne effort.”

A smile that was infinitely pathetic lit up her
wan face As if that appeal was the only one
that had the power to rouse her from the
torpor of exhaustion, she turned feebly on to her
hands and knees and began to crawl down the

‘slope. Fortunately there was no need to say
anything to Masra. He followed his daughter
instantly , '

Crawling one bhehind the other, stopping every
now and agailn to rest, they af last reached the

W
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spet where Stanislanus Cripps was sitting with
his back aga.nst the wall. His head had sank
forward on hi= chest, and his eyes were closed.
In ona hand h. bheld the end of the rope.
“Mre. Cripps” Jim exclaimed, laying his hand
on his shoulder. ¢ Mr. Cripps, we're all here.”
Stanislaus Cripps drowsily opened his eyes and
fooked with an expressionless glance at the boy
“We're all together again? We're here, we're
here,” he chanted. “Time to go to sleep, boy!”
His eyes closed again, and his chin sank back
on his chest. Jim realised that the man upon
whom all ther: fates depended was coming very
near to failing them In spite of his immense

will power his body refused to respond. And yet
he must be roused. There must be some plan
that he had formed -some plan that still

remained to be executed

Jim did the only thing he could think of. le
thrust his® fingers into that matted red beard,
and tugeged at it with all his might.

The elfect on Stanislaus Cripps was instantane-
ous. He opnened hi3 eyes, and Jim saw that they
gleamed pnow with the light of madness. He
drew up his iegs as if to spring to his feet, and
as he did so ue jerked the string.

The next moment a titanic roar broke upon
their deafened ears. The ground beneath them
shook. There was a sound of rending stone., and
then a vast volume of hot air bore down upon
them, crushing them to the floor.

Jim heard Tinta call out his name with a wail

of terror. He saw Stanislaus Cripps, on his feet
now, supporting himself by the wall. A great
wind was rushing up from below, making his

long beard stream like the tail of a kite in front
of his face; and then, as the echoes of that
tumult died away, he heard his booming voice:

“ Done it. hov, done it! The gates arec down!
Food—water! Come——"

Water at Last:

IM slawiy twisted round his body and
stared up the spiral slope. Even then he
counld not believe that what Stanislaus
Cripps had said was a fact. It was the

hallucination of delirium. They were all mad,

and they were seeing things. And yet—where
there had been the great revolving slab of stoue
that hermetically sealed the entrance to the
road leading to the Cave of Fires, was a great

jagzed hole beyond which he could see the
lichted corridor of the Inner Cavern!
“Tinta. Masra—you know the way. Show us

where we can get water and food.”

Stanislaus Cripps was speaking, and as he
spoke he clasped Tinta by the arm and half
drageed her to her fect. '

“Girl, we are nearly spent.
to water and food.”

With a ¢ry of wonder Masra and Tinta
staggered to their feet, and clinging to the wall,
hegan t« drag themselves upwards, Stanislaus
Cripps and Jim following. Now they had reached
the spot where once the gate had stood.

Trhey couid see the effects of that tremendous
explosion. The whole rock was gone—disin-
tegrated into dust—and the cavity in which it
had previously swung was tern and splintered
and gashed Another moment and they were
across the threshold.

Jim heard himself give a little sobbing laugh.
*imost it was like being at home again, to see
once more those familiar corridors lit by the
hanging lamps, and to know that they had =set
font in the Inner Cavern. Stanislaus Cripps,
ahead of him was repeating again and again
just two words: -

“\Water—food =

They staggered onwards, their bodies, which
had a moment before seemed so utterly feeble
and exhauste " strengthened and revived by their
miraculous escape. They had gone some hundred
yards when Tinta turned swiftly to the left, and
dropped on her knees.

By the light of the 1amp above her head, they
could see that she was kneeling before a hollowed
basin in the rock that was fililed with water.
With a c¢ry they closed about bher, and like
cattle at a drinking pool, set their lips to, that
precious liquid.

For a while nothing could be heard save the
suction of their mouths as they drank greedily.

Show us the way
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When they had taken their fill, they bathed
their heads and faces; then, dripping with water
they rose to their feet, wonderfully refreshed.

‘““Now, Tinta, food, my dear,” Stanislaus
(ripps exclaimed. ois voice resounding with its
oid boomm **Where is the Cave of the Mush-
rooms? Tasxc me to it, girl, and leave me
there to browse—for some weeks!”

But to gain the Cave of Mushrooms they had
to pass througnh one >f those sections of the Inner
Cavern where that portion of the Kru live during
their period of duty in milking the cattle and
aathering the food. Tinta pointed out this fact
to =tanislaus C.ipps.

“ Remembe. (O Hairy One, that we are out
casts. Our lives are forfeit, He-Whose-Name-May
Not-Be-Spoken has given judgment against us.”

“My dear a! that is over and done for. He
Whose-Name-May-Not-Be-Spoken has gone west
He's a mere electric disturbance. As an entity

he no longer exists. Show me the way; I w,ili
lead you aund see that no harm comes to you.”

— g

Masra Mystified!

HE indicated the corridor down which they
must pass, whereat Stanislaus Cripps.
boldiy thrusting himself at the head of

sarty. followed the course she
There on either side of them were
doorways of the rocky homes in
which the Aru ived. Of their occupants there
was not a sign  Presently upon their nostrils
there broke the intoxicating scent of mushrooms
seethed in mirk. Stanislaus Cripps halted.

‘“ Boy, it smells good,” he boomed. ¢ It’s more
than human nature <¢an stand to smell that
and not eat it. As there's no one there to invite
us we must make bold and solicit an invitation.”

A3 he spoge he drew back one of those cur-
tains. Beyond was an apartment famliliar enough
in form to Jix.. There was the couch on which
the owner slept. There were the strange paint-
ings on the walls. There was the coal fire in the
centre of the floor And over the fire was a big
yellow vesse from which steam was emerging.
On the floor :+v the side of the fire were a number
of metal plates and the curious <chapstick-like
implements which the Kru employed to transfer
food to their mouths.

““ As nobod- seems to oe at home, we will dine
without waiting for an invitation,” Stanislaus
Cripps remarkcd. “Let us eat, for the love of
Mike!™

Taking the vessel off the fire, he decanted its
contents i1tu the plates. Then, seated cross-
legged on the ground, they began to eat in
silence. For flve minutes not a sound was heard
save the movement of their jaws. Then
Stanislaus Cripps looked into the cooking vessel,

: the
pointed out
the curtaine.d

saw that 1t was empty, sighed resignedly, and
rose to his feet.
“[ feel a new man, boy. All that I require

now is sleep ™

There were three couches in the room, covered
with that wonderful silk-like fabric that the
Kru made _

“As3 a precantion, boy, we will take it in turn
to mount guard. Until we have had an
opportunity of testing the pelitical situation
created by the -egretta.ble passing of He-Whose-
Name-May-Not Be-Spoken, it would be as well to
err on the safe aide. 1 will take the first hour.
Masra shail take the second, and you, boy, can
take the third.”

As Jim thankfully 1aid his head down on the
couch and curled himself up, he saw Stanislaus
Cripps don his diving 3uit. Then, as his head
touched the plllow, sleep descended upon him.
Ye was rcusec}) from that dreamy slumber only a
noment ‘ate it seemed to him, by a touch on

nis shoulder. Looking up he saw Masra In his
diving suit standing by his side.

¢“1 have awakened you, () Krim, even as the
Hairy One told me to.”

Jim 3prang out of bed, sleepily rubbing his
eyes. Stanislaus Cripps, he saw, was stretched .
on the couch next to him, snoring stentorously.

‘“ And the 4airy One said, O Krim, that you
were to put on the Shining clothes,” continued
Masra, “Iv the Kru were to return, they
might com. with their liquid fire and we would
be destroyed ”

“Have yov seen anybody, Masra?”
inquired as he pegan to don his diving suit.

“No one. K-im. Tt is very strange. Accord-
ing to our law and custom, it is forbidden for
those wha take their turn to tend the cattle
and gather the food, to leave these sleeping
?partments_ And yet, all are empty. I have been
0 see.” ’

: H.=1~ made a sweeping gesture with his gauntleted
1and. :

“They ar= ali fled. And fear must have been
on them, O Krim, for their cooking pots were on
the fire and their food was ready. Look, I have
brought some of it here 30 that we can eat
when the time of resting is over.”

He pointed to three of those yellow metal pots
which stood around tre fire.

‘“What do yow think it means?” asked the
boy anxiousiy.

Maszra shook his head. ]

“I know not, O Krim, but I fear that some
evil may havs fallen upon my people!”

Jim

(I3 Mosra right? And if so, how will it effect
the four adventurersf? Next week’s exciting
chapters will tell you Make sure eof securing
your copy of the NELSON LEE LIBRARY by
ordering in advance!)
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A Smart Magazine.

A. Shaw, 114, Milton Road, Gravesend, sends
me an interesting letter about- his magazine.
This is a school mag. run by fellows at the
Gravesend Junior Technical School. It is not
printed, but is written by hand. The job of
writing the copy is shared by a few energetic
fellows, who all do their whack. The magazine
is not sold, but loaned at a 4d. -a night, and
there is a fine of the same amount if (1) the
mag. is not brought back on time, and (2) if it
is damaged. There are two competitions in each
issume: 1st Prize, a Venus Peocil; 2nd, Drawing

Office Rubber.
Light and Sound.

A Cheshire chum asks about the travelling
rates of light and sound. He had a fierce argu-
ment with a pal. The pal said sound went
quicker. The pal was mistaken. Light travels
at 186,000 miles per second; the sound rate is
1,132 ft. per second. The best example is found
in a thunderstorm; you see the flash long before
the clap of thunder is heard.

The F:ilms.
“N.B.” wants work on the films.
to be obtained? The only way is by applica-
tion to the management of a film studio.
Addresses can be found in the directory. The
cinema companles have offices in London and in
many of the large towns.

Correspondence Overseas.

A Sheflicld reader asks for correspondents in
Australia, South Africa, and New Zealand. He
has only to censult our correspondence column
to find what he requires.

Muscie!

“Kildare” is anxious abouft his muscles, and
he has not got a punch-ball. Until he secures
this valuable gym. accessory he can keep up to
the standard of the village blacksmith—the
muscles of whose brawny arms were strong as
iron bands!—by sticking to the elastic exerciser.

A Jolly Life in Canada.
A Toronto globetrotter says he has been in

How is this

Canada, where he went from Kent, for three
years. “It’s a bit lonesome at times, but
Canada is a great land.” My correspondent’s

father was a captain in the Mercantile Marine,
and the son has caught the wandering spirit
from him. He makes lots of money, and intends
to see more of the jolly old world before he
comes home. There will be some few who will
envy him—and wish him still more luck.

Who's For The Ferry?

A jolly letter from Sydney is full of interesting
details of that part of the world, with a descrlp-
tion of the coves and bays of Sydneir Harbour.
The Harbour swarms with ferry boats, and on
some of them fwo thousand people can be seated
comfortably., He has a good word, too, for
Melbourne, with its wide, clean streets and mag-
nificent electric frams.

The Royal Navy.

A Portsmouth reader, aged fourteen, wants to
enier the Royal Navy. He is right on the spot
to get information regarding his ambition, and
shoutlg apply at the Royal Naval Barracks, Ports-
mouth.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Q. Gaskin, 77, Ley Street, Ilford, Essex, wishes
to correspond with readers.

Edward H. Kingerley, 139, Granville Avenue,
Long Eaton, nr. Nottingham, wishes to corres-
pond with readers anywhere, especially U.S.A.
and Canada. :

B. Foster, 435, Dudley Road, Wolverhampton,
wishes to join a League club in Wolverhampton,
and would like to hear from readers in the
district.

Q. C. Pearson (0.0.), 83, Newbridge Road,
Hull, wishes to hear from readers who would like
to join his club.

G. R. Jones, 43, Tennyson Sftrcet, Battersea,
London, 5.W.11, wishes to get in a cricket team

in his district.

Bernard Palmer, 65, Valetta Road, Acton,
London, W., wishes to hear from readers in_
France, also with those interested in swimming
and cycling.

Israel Kerr, P.0. Box 38118, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Africa, wishes to buy back
numbers of NEeLsoN LEg, 1—130, also wishes to
correspond with readers.

Leonard Angus, 83, Alabama Streef, Plumstead,
Kent, S.E.183 wishes to correspond with readers.

T. Litchfleld, 5, Surrey Place, Albany Road,
Camberwell, London, S.E.5, wishes to hear from
readers in his distriet with a view to forming a
club.

V. M. Roper, 81, Nelson Road, Great Yar-
mouth, wishes to hear from readers anywhere
who are interested in painting, drawing, muslic,
and French. '

W. A. Rowe, 24, Littlemede, Uppingham Road,

Leicester, wishes to hear from the 0.0., also
readers in his district,
Stanley Elwis, 134, Woodside Lane, Pitsmoor,

Sheffield, wishes to correspond with readers.

Ivor Blake, 2, South View, Queen Street, North
Clift, Withernsea, nr. Hull, wishes to hear from
members in his district.

THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE.

The Application Form for membership ol the Bt.
Frank’s League appeared in last week’s issue ; it
will be published again very shortly. All holders
of BRONZE MEDALS who have qualified for
SILVER MEDALS, and wish to exchange their
medals for the higher award. should send their
medals together with a stamped addressed en-
velope, to the Chief Officer, the 8t. Frank’s League,
c¢/o0 ‘‘ The Nelson Lee Lii:rary,” Gough House.
Gough Square, London, E.C.4.
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Life's greatest joy for every boy is—
7 CYCLING. It is the healthiest and most
fascinating sport in the world. Just
imagine what rollicking fun you can have
riding with your chums along pretty
by-lanes to far away beauty spots.
Remember, there’s nothing like fresh air
and exercise to make a man of you. Think, too,
how useful a bike would be whenever your
parents or employers want you to take a message.
Boys, work just becomes play when you own a
cycle! So ask your Dad to buy you a Mefd.
You'll then have a machine that enjoys a world-
wide reputation for excellence—a mount that is
easy to pedal, speedy in action, runs silently,
and built to withstand years of hard usage.
Each machine is richly enamelled, lined in two
colours, and brightly plated. Whatever cycle you
select will be sent packed free, carriage paid on
16 days’ free trial. Money refunded immediately
if you are not completely satisfled. :
Write TO-DAY for beautifully coloured 28-page
Catalogue, and choose a machine that will be the
envy of all your comrades.

7
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T

! Iell Dad you can have
0.400A Mead Bike for

Nothing
more to
pay till
you have
ridden
the cycle

ONE
MONTH

7
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CYCLE CONMPANY (Inc.

(Depte M 601), Birnmingham.
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: ¥y by the Proprietors
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11/- ver annum; 5/6 for six months.

The Amalgamated Press,
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for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch. Limited: and for Ganada: The Imperizl News Co.
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[ SEND SESGREAT RECORD BARGAIN !!ma

THE NEW 1927 IMPROYED MODEL CF THE FAMOUS

4 “MONARCH_ >:»: CAMERA
@ reqa. WARGE E

Fitted with genuine GUA_BANTEED MENISCUS LENS, Reflex View-

finder, Nickel-plated Sprmg Lever Shutter, Lever Gunard, Flexibls

. 1™ e e e e e e — Leatherette Handle and ansolulsly |
A HIGH-GRADE I SALE.PRlGE I, : s T o5 "JIS‘AUKE"-

BRITISH BICYCLE ! PERFECT LARGE PHOTOS

With F ift. d Eell. 1 BRITISH MADE
LEs EIE ol Loty o 1 81293-.-,-12-},-::15 and supplied com-

N : | — . N v 2 ]
Packed = Iree ‘1‘{1(1 Carriage | B - "-OPI:J!:E-XI' I plete with all Accessories:—DBest
P’aid on 15 Days' Free T[‘Iu 3 . = o= = 1 Quality Plate,Developing & Printing
Money refunded if dissatisfied. QUTFILT with easy instructions for use.
It you kecp cycle, balance is Send P.Q. 2/- to-day for complete Camera
payable in very casy monthly

and Outfit [! Testimonials Galore 11!
inctalments. My 26 years’ ex-

.W.J.Thomas,Tisq., writes: : “Developed nod
1 tation for printed photo, (hmk it ag E:ood as if taken
]1{'1'1("1 ce and reputa
nrm:_'ht dealing 1:1 otects )Ou.

with & Camera which cost £3."" Miss E, I.e
Cheminent wriles: ** Astonizshed to see re-
sult of my first effort. The picture is 4s good
as that done by a pr oper phc-to“rlphor.

Sale Calalogue, 1,000 B.g. Barguing, Post
I'rcel] THE LEEDS BARGAIN Co.
(UJ)., 31, Kendal LaneLEEDS.

300 STAMPS FOR 6d. {}uoud l)induding

0Old India, Nigeria, New South Wales, hﬁ!d Coast. eto.
W. A. WHITE Englne Lane, LYE, Stourbr:dge

1’6 THE BULLY BOY' 16

20-Shot TRapid Repcaler
Action Pea Pistol. Fires 3e

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY || ¢ ithamniz s sl 227

Pocket Lewis Gun! Bright nicke! finisi;

AND SEE THE WORLD ~ach in box with ammunition. A better g
e shooler than you have cver had belore.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5;’-‘%““@_

3-5 inches in ONE MONTH.
Without appliances — drugs —or dieticg.
The Famous Clive System Never
Fails. Complete Course 5/- P.(0. p ..
or further partics, stamp.—P, A, Clive,
Harrock House, The Close. COLWYN EAY

Send 1/8 and don’t miss our latest quitk
Boys are wanted for the Scaman Class (from which fiver! Colonial postage Sd. extra.

selections are made for tihie Wircless Telegraphy and i
B o e o e e o oY , 4. BISHOP & CO.,41, Finsbury Sq., Lonaon E.C.

MEN also are regnired for

L

DONT BE BULLIED

HI'AMF\‘ (SPECIAL SERVICE) Age 18 (0 25, Send 4d. ‘:’amps for Two Splendid
STOKERS  a-. o LAge 13 to 25. ‘Illus. Lessons in Jujitsu; ‘the.Won-
PO)AL *-[ ARINE FORCES Age 17 to 23. R, derful Japancse “art ¥ofs Self Defence
wnhout weapons. = Bettery than® boxing
GOSD PAY. s ALL FOUND -?r ?rg sclence}n?emedu Ie.'&rn
_ — .~ 0 take care of,yoursel! under
EIGELLENT CHANCES FYOR PROMOTION all ﬂi.l’[‘lﬂ?‘ﬂ(ﬁl’l[‘g.‘{ ands fear no
Poriion: fon TE0. BIE Seoy i e S, T,

A Ly letter to 1he Reer aiting Stafl Officer, R.N. arLion o eh Ay
aI{r{J . g‘} - 5, Suffolk Street, JSmmPr{:ham 11?2} {Cept. A.P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Felthami. Middiesex.

Victoria’ ‘\{root Bristol; 13, Crown Te:ralo Downn_
hill; “(31a¥% m“ 300, Canning lee Liv PI'I}OOI hh.
Whitehail;- London, S.W.1; 289, Dtanwa e, Man
chester; 116, Bye IHili, Newcastle-on- Tyne: or 6,
\\'ashmglnn Terrace, Qileen’s Park, Southn.mpton,

HE'GH]‘ GDUNTS in winnin;_success;
; He:ght in¢reased—
4 health and phyzique: mprmed.‘j’*\?nndex-
41l resuits. Send ior particulars and oui

7 £100 cuarantee to Girvan System,A.M.P,;
i if stroud Green Road, Lnndon ‘N.4.

—— .

| _. "nv ANDTHE Blitlg

1 supply the finest Ocveu’rn

i huilt eycles on 14 day:” ap-
"\ proval,packed freeand carr.® furp
" )\ paid, cn receipt of smallde:] gl o
posit, Lowestcash prices, GI‘ o]
pasy payment terms, Write § :
ror Free Bargaln List: NOW.: LdiS
- mmwwcmmnu
m]‘c COVENTRY.
S . "R Y

MAGIG TRICKS, cte.—Parcels 2/6, 5;6. Ventrilo
gquist’s Instrument. Invistble. Imitate Blrds. Price 6d.
cach 4 for 1/-.—T. W. HARRISON, 239, Pentou-
ville Road, London, N.1.

£2 000 wortl: cheas Photo Material. Sam.
ples catalogne free. 12 by 10 En. lis £
htrrfmfnt any phoro, 8d.—HACKETT'S WORKS, L ]‘
July Road, Liverpool.

DEATH’'S HEAD PACKET, FREE! This month's
FREE PACKET centains the peculiar Serbian 1904 Death
Mask Stamp, which is famous throughout the philatelie
world, and also Jamaica Pictorial (!ru{)m embarking),
Saargebeil (shewing a Coal-miner at work), Guyane (the
Ant-eater thml:ﬂ a Pictorial Havti, and a host of other
aiiractive Stamps.. Send posteard asking for Approvals —
VICTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.
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“NELSON LEE™ PEN COUPON.  VALUE 30. | AJ| applications for Advertisement

Sond 6 of these coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp)
direct to the FLEET PEN CO. ., 119, Fleet Sirect, S aces inthis publICaHOﬂ should be ad-
E.C.4. DBy return you will receive a handsome Ieu‘r
self-filling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid gold dresged to the Advertzsemenl Managur

b (fine, modi broad lly 10/6. Fieo:
. price 4i- of with 5 coupons only 20 | “The Nelson Lee Library.” The "leet-

way House,Farringdon St.,Ldn. E.C.4
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