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but he knew absolutely mnothing about the noble art. Crash | Reggie delivered a smashing blow to
the chin. and Castleton sprawled backwards on to the grass, there to be counted out by the jeering juniors.

- p—

'i‘he'ﬂ-g-h;c was a ﬁﬁéco. Castleton had come fto St._Frank's with the reputation of being a clever baxer.J
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A thrilling yam of school life and mystery at St. Frank’s,

introducing Nipper, Handforth,

and many other popular juniors

—also a new character, Alan Castleton.
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CHAPTER 1.
The New Boy.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E inspeeted the photograph eritically.
“Deon't think much of the chap!”’
he said. “Who is he?”

“Can't you read?” asked Reggie Pitt.

“Of course I can
frowned Handiorth. “H'm!
That tells me a lot, doesn’t it?
dickens is A. Castleton, anyhow ?”

“He's the new fellow for the Remove,”
replied Pitt. “Coming this afternoon, 1
understand.” .

“Oh!' said Handforth in a different voice.

They were standing in the lobby of the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s, and Church
and MeCiure were interested listeners.
Reggie Pitt had just come in, looking for

Nipper, and he had enconntered the chums

¢ A. Castleton.’
Who the

read, you funny ass!”

of Stuuv D on the way. Naturally, Hand-
forth hau wanted to know Pitt’s business,

It was a Wednesday, and, therefore, a half-
holiday. Handforth's expression changed as
he looked at the photograph more closcly.
This fellow was coming to St, Frank’s that
afternoon, and Handforth remembered that
ne had nothing particular to do when lessons
were over. It might be just as well to give
this new kid an inspection.

“Oh!” he repeated. ‘' He's a new chap for
the Remove, is he? All right, Pitt, my son,
you can leave him to me.”

Reggie Pitt grinned,

“II it's all the same to vou, Handy, I'll
take charge of him when he arrives,” he
replied calmly. “No need for you to butt
in.”

“Rats!” said Edward Oswald frowning. *“If
there's a new kid coming into the Ancient
House——"*

“But there isn’t!"" interrupted Pitt.
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“There isn’'t!”

“Why, you silly ass, you just said—"

“I said he was coming into the Remove—
and so he 1s,” replied Pitt sweetly. “ But Mr.
Stokes tells me that he’s going to board in
the West House. So that rather lets you out
of it, Handy.”

Handforth glared.

“Why didn’'t you tell me so at first 7"’ he
demanded. “Do you think I'm interested in
vour silly new kids? Who is the fellow, any-
way ? I told you I didn’t think much of him,
as soon as I set eyes on the photograph!”

“He's not so bad, Handy!” said Church,
as he passed the photograph to McClure.

“Decent looking merchant!” agreed Maec.

It wasn’t actually a photograph, but a cut-
ting from one of the high-class illustrated
weeklies. As a matter of fact, Mr. Beverley
Stokes, the Housemaster of the West House,
had given it to Reggie Pitt earlier that morn.-
ing, when he had first told the West House
junior skipper of the new boy’s coming.

“He must be somebody pretty important,
mustn’'t he?” asked Churc}? curiously. "It
isn’t every chap who gets his dial into the
illustrated weeklies!™

“By Jupiter!” said McClure, staring.
“Did you read what it says under here,
Haudy ?”

“Under where ?”?

“Under the photograph, of course.”

“I'ver got something better to do!”” replied
Handforth tartly.

“But, my dear chap, you don’t seemn to
realise the importance of this new kid!”
went on Mae. **He seems to be a pretty pig
bug, in his own way.”

" Rather!” agrecd Reggie Pitt. *“We can
do with him in the West House. An all-round
sportsman, by the sound of 1. The more we
got of that sort, the better.”

“Let's have a Jook at the photograph™’
said Handforth authoritatively.

It was handed back to him, and he read
the wording underneath the photographic
reproduction :

“A. CASTLETON.

“Above 1s a  portrait of A, Castleton,
lite captain of . Walsing Grammar School.
Castleton 1s to be congratulated on bis
wonderful record. Under his able leader-
ship, Walsing Grammar School won every
match of the past season, home and away,
In gencral sports, 'too, this able young
skipper excels, for he took first prizes In
running, jumping and swimming. In
addition, he gaincd the boxing champion-
ship of the school for three years in sue-
cession, and is concidered to be the best
fcotballer that Walsing ever produced. He
is the son of Mr. Graham Castlcton, J.P.,
DL.. of Castleton Manor, Swanfield,
Suffelik, ”

]
“By George!” said Handforth.

“He seems to be a bit of a wonder, doesn’$
he 7** asked Pitt genially,

“And he's going into the West House ?”
demanded Handforth aggressively. g
6 Yestu

“1t's all rot, of course!” said Handforth,
“A chap like that ought to come into the
Ancient House, What’s the good of bringing
him to 8t. Frank’s, and then shoving him
into a rotten old barn of a place like the
West House 7*°

“A barn is better than a rabbit-hutch!™
retorted Pitt coolly. “But, still, if you don’t
like it, Handy, you’ve easily got a remedy.”

“And what is it ?” asked Edward Oswald.

“Why, you can go to the Head, and tell
him that he doesn’t know his own business,”
replied Pitt, grinning. “He may listen to
you, or he may not. Somehow, I rather think
he’ll reach for his cane and give you a good
swishing. But you can take the risk if you
like. I don’t mind.”

“You funny ass!” said Handforth.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo! What’s all the fun about 7 asked
Nipper, strolling round the corner from the
Remove passage. **Hallo, Reggie! First
time I've seen you this morning! How goes
1t, old son #”

“Fine, thanks!” replied Pitt. “We're just
talking about the new chap for the West
House. Here’s his photo, if you’d like to look
ab 157

Nipper inspected the photograph, and read
the words beneath.

“Hm! He seems to be a bit of a

scorcher!” he said. *‘I expect you’ll put him
in the footer eleven, won’t you, Reggie?
Your side’s a bit weak, as it stands, You can

do with some new blood.”

Reggie Pitt frowned. _

“Weak, is it "’ he replied. *That’s all you
know! You wait until the House match on
Saturday. We're going to wipe you fellows
up " :

Handforth laughed mockingly.

“You poor, pitiful ass!” he said wither-
ingly. “Have you forgotten that I'm going
to Le in goal for the Ancient House 7"

“No, I was just remembering it!” replied
Reggie cahnly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All right—ecackle away!” said Handforth
darkly., “ But wait until Saturday!. If any
of yvou West House chaps get a goal I'll eat
my footer boots, laces and all! And if the
new chap getws a goal I'll make another meal
off my jersey!”’

And Handforth passed outside, taking
Church and MeClure with him. He didn’t
seem to be particularly impressed with Castle-
ton’s splendid record. But Reggie Pitt was
very mmuch inipressed, and he was determined
to give the new boy a real hearty welcome.
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CHAPTER 2.
Two A. Castletons !

CASTLETON climbed out
of the taxi, followed by his
father, Mr. Graham Castle-
ton, J.P., D.L. And then
A. Castleton got out also.

No, there’s no mistake about this.

To be exact, there were three Castletons
altogether—Castleton senior, and his twin
sons. Alan Castleton and Arthur Castleton
were so much alike that a porter, who hap-
pened to be standing near, and who had re-
cently indulged in a pint of the best, started
violently, and passed a hand over his eyes.

“Crikey !” muttered the porter. ‘““Thought
I'd got "em!”

Mr. Castleton, a tall, refined-looking gentle-
man, with a genial, clean-shaven face, paid
the taxi-driver, and turned to his sons.

“Come along, boys,” he said cheerily.
“Plenty of time. You both take the sime
. train, don't you ?” ”

“Yes, dad, as far as Abbotsford,” replied
Arthur., “We change there, and 1 go to St.
Jim’s and Alan takes another tratn for St.
Frank's,"” '

“* A beastly rotten bore!’ complained Alan,
“I don't sce why I should go all the way
round by Abbotsford? Why can’t 1 take one
of the main line trains, dircct to Bannington ?
It'll be a lot quicker.”

* Don*t you want to travel some of the way

with yvour brother?” asked Mr. Castleton
quietly.
- “Oh, what’s the difference, pater?” asked
Alan. “We've got to part when we get to
Abbotsford, haven’t we? We might just as
well part here, at Victoria.”

Arthur looked uncomfortable.

“Oh, cheese it, Alan!” he said. “Let’s
atick to the original plan, and both take the

Abbotsford train, There’s lots we want to
talk about on the way down.”

“All right, then,”" growled Alan, “But I
hope we get a compartment to ourselves. I
don’t like people staring and gaping at us as
though we were two freaks out of a blessed
circus !”

Their father had passed ahead, and he did
not hear this muttered comment of Alan’'s,
But Arthur heard it, and he nudged his twin
brother.

“Chuck it, Alan!” he muttered. * Y=u
know dad doesn’t like you to talk in that
way."”

“I can’t help it,” said Alan ungraciously.
“I'm fed-up this morning already. We've
been stared at until we ocught to be blue in
the face!™ '

They went into Victoria Station and found
that thwir train was waiting in the platform.
There was still ten minutes to go, and after
the twins had sccured a first-class compart-
ment to themselves, Mr. Castleton entered
and smiled upon his two sons.

*“Well, boys, you're going to big schools

this time,” he said. “I'm not going to
preach to you, and I'm not going to give you
any advice that you might resent, But you
must remember that St. Frank’s and St.
Jim’s are very different to the grammar
schools you have previously attended. They
are two of the bigpest colleges in the
country—two of the most important. I shall
expect you to acquit yourselves well.”

“We'll do our best, dad,” said Arthur
enthusiastically.

“Rely on us, pater!” said Alan, yawning.

“You went to different grammar schools,
and now you are going to different public
schools,” continued Mr. Castleton. “I really
think it is the better way. Each of you is
thus enabled to hoe his own row, so to speak.
There would only be confusion for the two of .
vou if 1 sent you both to 8t. Frank's—or
both to St. Jim's.”

“Yes, rather!” agreed Alan, “I must say,
pater, you’ve got the right idea. Whencver
we- come home for the holidays evervbody
stares at us and points at us and makes things
generally uncomfortable, If we're at differ-
ent schools there can’t be any of that rot.”

“I don’t sce why wyou should call it rot,
Alan,” said his father. “ You must remember

.| that you and Arthur are very much alike.

Indeed, I have been told that you are really

the record twins, No two have been so
identical as you two, And, really, to be

perfectly candid, I find it difficult to identify
vou myself—until you commence speaking.”

“ And does that give us away, dad ?” smiled
Arthur,

“Generally,” replied Mr. Castleton quietly.
“I am afraid Alan is developing a somewhat
cynical outlook. He doesn’t possess your
sunny nature, Arthur——"

“I thought you weren't going to preach,
pater,” interrupted Alan unpleasantly.

“No, I'm not,” said Mr, Castleton., I
hope vou don’t think I was preaching, Alan.
Well, I wish you the best of luck in your
respective schools. I hope you will write to
me if you are in any difficultics and let me
know of your little troubles; in any case, I
shall be interested to hear from you whether
you are in trouble or not. And 1 need hardly
say that your mother will expeet regular
weekly letters.” |

“TI'll write twice a week, dad,” said Arthur
promptly.

“Sarme hore!” yawned Alan. ““Tell
mater to expect 'em.”

There was, indeed, a vast difference be-
tween the two twins once they started speak-
ing. In reposo they looked identical. But
when Arthur spoke his face lit up, and his
whole expression was one of good-nature and
sunny likeableness. But when Alan opened
his mouth a trace of a sneer showed, and his
whole bearing was affected by a supercilions
manner, These two brothers were alike in
form and alike in features, but vastly differ-
ent in nature'’ |

“Hitherto nobody at your respectivo
schools has known that you were twins,"” said

the .
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Mr. Castleton. *1I really think it is better

that the matter should be kept secret. Some
pcople have a prejudice against twins. And
schoolboys, I know, are very harsh critics. If
the fact 1s disclosed it may affect your
careers. There may be prejudices against you
simply because you are twins. So I am send-
ing you to these different schools, just as 1
sent you before, and each of you will have a
full chance. You will be at sehool independ-
ently, and you =ill go your own ways. Well,
good luck, boys! Good-bye, and may you
each do well!”

He climbed out of the compartment, and
then chuckled as he remembered something.
He withdrew his wallet and gave two five-
pound notes to each of his sons,

“1 have an idea that the first week at a
new school is a rather expensive business,”
he said drily. “When you want some more
just let me know. I have made all arrange-
ments, of course, with your respective House-
masters for your regular weekly allowance.
But all boys like a little extra now and
again, don't they, eh?”

“Stand clear of the train, sir!” warned an
inspector as he walked by. -

“Good-bye, dad !” said Arthur eagerly.

He leaned out of the carriage window and
kissed his father—an action which only
brought a sneer on to Alan’s fwe. For his
own part, Alan contented himself with a
lackadaisical wave of the hand.

And so the twins started »ff to St. Frank’s
and to St. Jim’s.’

CHAPTER 3.
Welcome, Stranger !

LAN CASTLETON tossed
bis cigarette-end out of the
window, and sprawled
over the seat.

“ Rotten compartment !”

“These local trains give me the

he muttered.
pip !J: i

He was in the train from Bannington to
Bellton, and he knew that he would soon
rcach the little village station which would be
his destination. He was rather looking for-
ward to his arrival at St. Frank’s. It was
one of the greatest public schools, as he knew,
and everything would b2 fresh to him.
Hitherto he had only attended a grammar
school.

He reviewed the events of the morning,
and was glad that he had parted from Arthur
at Abbotsford Junection. Arthur had gone
on te St. Jiun’s, and Alan’s interest m his
twin brother ceased at that moment. As a
matter of fact, he was only too glad to get rid
of Arthur. Arthur was altogether too goody-
goody for him. Arthur was fond of cricket
and football and general sports. And Alan
regarded these pastimes as an utter bore,

To be quite frank, Alan was several kinds
of a young rascal,

He was fond of games, certainly, but not
the same kind of games as Arthur. Alan’s
idea of a game ran more in the direction of
billiards or bridge or solo-whist. His eyes
had sparkled somewhat as he had noticed the
Bannington race-course from the train, He
told himself that he would be able to sncak
off occasionally and attend some of the races,
Alan was rather keen on race-meetings, and
his knowledge of form concerning the popular
horses of the day would have surprised many
a bookmaker. In his own way, Alan Castle-
ton was something of a “blood.”

“Thank goodness I’'m on my own now !” he
muttered as he watched the flecting scenery.
“It would have been absolutely sickening if.
Arthur had come to St. Frank’s with me.
Nothing but stares from everybody, and I
should have had him round me morning,
noon and night with his rotten growls and
grumbles. I never could do a dashed thing
without Arthur butting in and complaining.
He’s too infernally strait-laced. What on
carth’s the good of living unless you can have
a good time? And, by gad, I mean to have
a good time at St. Frank’s!”

He felt the brakes being applied, and very
soon afterwards the train drew to a clatter-
ing standstill against the picturesque little
platformm of Bellton Station. Arthur opened
the door .of the first-class compartment and
walked out. As far as he could sece there
was only a solitary porter in view—an aged
individual who came hurrying forward.

“Nobody here to meet me by the look of
it 1 muttered Alan, “What’s the giddy idea?
Hasn’t the school got a motor-car of any
kind?” He Jlooked at the porter. “Any-
thing waiting outside for me?” he added.

“Not as I know of, young sir,” replied the
old man. “They don't usually send down
from the school if a new young gent comes,
I take it as you’re for St, Frank’s, sir—""

“Then you take it right,” said Alan,
“Who do I give my ticket to?”

“Me, sir, thank ye kindly.”

Alan handed the ticket over and walked
out of the station. He took his bag and
surprised the old porter by handing him half-
a-crown. Alan was always lavish in his tips.
On more than one occasion he had found it
very useful to be liberal in this way.

“Measly lot of rotters!” he told himself as
he set out from the station yard and entered
the old Bellton High Street, “Not a soul to
meet me! I half expected that some of the

fellows would gather round—just to rag me.

But I know what to do with raggers. They
won’t get the better of me in a hurry!”

He knew that he was booked for the Re-
move. He knew also that he was to enter
the West House. Mr. Castleton had
arranged all these matters earlier in core
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respondence with Dr. Staford, the Head o
St. Frank's.

Not that it mattered to Alan which House
he went into. He didn’t care a rap.

He gazed rather disparagingly upon Bell-
ton as he walked through the village. It
did not impress him very much.

“Decad, miserable sort of hole!” he decided.

“Only one or two mouldy shops, and not even’

a picture theatre. Why the dickens do they
put schools in these out-of-the-way corners?
Just like the pater to send me to a place like
this !”

H: made an inquiry from one of the
loungers outside the George Tavern, and was
directed up the lane towards St. Frank’s.
And so he walked on, and got his first view

of the great school as he turned a bend in the

road. He could see 1lie great clock tower
and the other picturesque buildings of St.
Frank’s. At last he arrived at the gateway,
and stood there looking into the wide
Triangle, with the West Tower ou one hand
and the East Tower on the other, And there,
straight aliead, was the School House, with
Biz Arch and a glimpse of Inner Court
beyond.

“Not so bad after all!” murmured Alan.
“ Rather a decent-looking place, as a matter

of fact. I didn’t expect it to be quite so
impressive as this. Hallo! Here come .the
lads "

Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey had just
emorged from the West House, and they
paused for a moment to glance at the new
fellow. At the same moment Handforth &
Co. came out of the School House. They,
too, paused. Then with one accord the five
juniors started walking across the Triangle
towards the newcomer. They could tell at
once that he was the new boy. They had
seen hiz photograph, and they recognised
him. '

At least, they thought they recognised him,

Actually, they had seen the photograph of
Arthur Castleton—the ericketer, the foot-
baller, the all-round sportsman! How were
they to know that they were now looking at
his twin brother? How were they to guess
that Alan Castleton didn't care a snap for
football, or cricket, or any other kindred
game’? He was so exactly like the photo-
graph that they accepted him without ques-
fipn-—and. they accepted Arthur's record with
1.

“Welcome, stranger
genially. “You're Castleton, I suppose? Good
man! Put it there!”

He shook hands warmly.

“Thanks!” said Alan. “Pleased to meet
you.”

“I'mm Pitt—skipper of the Junioras in the
West House,” went on Reggie. “I was
coming down to the train to meet you, but
I didn't expect you to be here until the
second afternoon train,  Sorry ! neglected
you, ou«l man "

Pz

said Reggie Pitt

CHAPTER 4.
A Little Mistake |

HERE was such a warmth
: in Reggie Pitt’s greecting
| that Alan Castleton could

- -~ not help feeling gratified.

His former irritability
went, and be smiled good-naturedly upon the
juniors who surrounded him. These chaps
woren't so bad, after all,

“That’s all right!” he said. “I wasn’t
exactly expecting a brass band to come down
to the station, any old how. We must bo
thankfu! for small mercics.”

Handforth pushed himself forward.

“Bo vou're Castleton?” he asked.
Handforth !”

“That's fine!” said Alan, nodding.

“What do you mean—{ine?” asked Hand-
forth suspiciously. “ITave you ever heard of
me, then?” '

“Never in my life!” replied Alan. “T pre-
sume voun mauast be somebedy famous?”

“It strikes me you’ve got too much to say!”
growled Iidward Oswald., who had an idea
that the new boy was beine “fresh’ with
him. “8o you're the marvellous chap fromi
Walsing Grammar School, ch?”

“What !” said Alan, with a start.

“You're the merchant who is the best foot-
baller that Walsing ever produced!” went on
Handforth. “You're the boxing champion?
Wirst prize winner in all other giddy sports!
Well, Castleton, T must say you've got a pratty
good record. It's a pitv you’re going into
the West House. 1 shall see if T can't got
vou transferred to the Ancient House before
the end of the week.”

“That’s very kind of wou,” said Alan. “I
didn’t expect to be in such demand !”

: He was startled—and showed it somowhat,
00,

“You're looking a 'bit scared!” grinned
Pitt. *“What’s the matter? TFrightened by
your own record?”

Alan shrugged his shoulders.
~“Oh. you mean about the cricket and tho
footer?”” he asked casually. ’

“Yes. You're something of a terror at
sports, it seems.” '

“Oh, it's nothing,” said Alan, with a wave
of his hand, “But I'd just like to know how
you got vour information. Somebody seems
to have been telling tales out of school !

Pitt produced the cutting from the illus-
trated weekly.

“Here you are, with vour doings all tabu-
lated I he said, with a chuckle. “8eo, you
sge, it's no good trying to hide your light
under a bushel, old man. We've got you
all tabulated here, as I just remarked.”

Alan took the photograph, and smiled in-
wardly. |

It was very much like him—indced, it was
a photograph of him, in a way, since Arthur
was his exact counterpart. But Alan knew
that there was a mistake., These follows wero
taking him for his twin brother! Well, why

(19 I"ln
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should he interfere? If they chose to make
such a blunder, it was their funeral—not his!

He now understood why they had been “all
over him™ as soon as he had entered. He
could see the type they were—and they
weren't exactly his type, either! These
fellows were lovers of outdoor sports.  And
Alan wasn’t at all keen on it himself,

He decided to keep up the deception.

Seoner or later, no doubt, the St. Frank’s
juniors would know the truth. But what did
it matter to him? Alan was a reckless youth,
and he rather enjoved the prospect of fooling
these fatheads thoroughly, He would never
give any information about his twin anyhow
—so he couldn’t sce what harm could be
done. They migh: discover that he wasn’t a
champion  feotballer, or a marvellous
ericketer. bhut they would never be able to
solve the actual mystery.

“You'd belter come along with me, Castle-
ton,” said Reggie Vilt. “I'll show you to
vour study, and escort you over the House—
just so that vou can have a look round. I'l]
introduce you to some of the other chaps, too,
and after that you can go along to the House-
master, and have your jaw with him. You'll
find old Barry one of the best chaps under the
sun,”

“PBarry?* repeated Castleton,

“Mr. Beverley Stokes, our Housemaster,”
satd Reggie “We alwavs call him Barry,
for short. A sportsman.”

“Here. wait a minute ! said Handforth., “1
want to have a few words with the new chap
before vou cart him away!”

“Sorry! Can’t stop!” said Pitt briskly.
“You’ll have plenty of chances to have a
fow. words with the new fellow another time,

Handy. The afternoon’s getting on, and
ocnce vou start there’s no stopping you. Come
on, Castleton, my son! Don’t take any
notice ot Handy!” |

“T won't!” said Alan, nodding. * i

didn’t mean to, anyhow ™

He walked off, and Handforth glared,

“Did vou hear that?” he demanded, turn-
ing to Church and MeClure.

“"Yes,” said Church., “Cheeky ass!”

“Yon ought to slaughter him, Handy!”
eaid Mae.

“T will slanghter him!” roared Handforth.
“And I won’t waste any time over it, either,
I'll go straight aleng, aprd——"" .

“Better go easy!” advised Church, “0ld
Parry Stokes is in the West House lobhy,
You can't very well slaughter the new
chap in front of his own Housemaster !”

“Rats !” said Handforth, frowning.
suppose I shallshave to wait!”

Handforth was famed for his partieular
brand of recklessnesz, but he was not so fool-
ish as to ““slaughter” the new boy in front of
Mr. Beverley Stokes.

Alan was very cool ag he shook hands with
the Housemaster, and there was an air of
assurance about him which Barry Stokes did
not quite appreciate. He liked new boys to

:c'[

be at home during their first hour, but Alan |
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was rather too self-assertive. Ie secemed too®
sophisticated for Mr, Stokes’ liking.

“You can come along to my study and
have a little chat later on,” he said, with a
nod. “ Pitt will show you round the House
now—and take you to vour study. Castleton
is to share Study 8, Pitt. with Pippinton. I'l]
leave 1t to you to introduce him.”

“That’s all right, sir,” said Reggie. “IUs
about time old Pippy had a study mate, any-
how. He nceds waking up a bit!”

“You are certainly right there ! said the
Housemaster drily.

e nodded, and went off.

“One of those young, athletic beggars ! said
Alan. “The sort of master who keeps you up
to the seratch, eh? I don't like that kind
much. Too jolly nosey!”

Reggie looked at the new boy ecuriously.

“You're a stranger, so you don’t under-
stand,” he said kindly. *“Buat just let me
give yeu a tip, Castleton. Don’t say any-
thing against Mr. Stokes in the hearing of
the West House chaps. Old Barry is one
of the best under the sun—and if you run
him down you're liable to get smashad.
Come along, I'll introduce yvou to Old Pippy.”™

And they went into the Remove passage,
and entered Study 8.

-
ushered Alan Castleton

¢
into Study 8. Not that

there was anything unusuwal in this. Old

Companion For Old Pippy.

dE RIGHT HON. LORD
PIPPINTON was sound
asleep when Reggie Pitt

Pigpy was seldom in any other condition.
ver in the Ancient House, Archie Glen-
a slacker. But Archie was an absolute
bunch of eleetric live wires compared to

“Wake up, Pippy!” s‘zing- out Reggie
genially,  “Here’s a new companion for
you . )

“By gad ! said Alan, staring.

“Oh, he’s all right!” grinned Pitt. *One
of the most harmless chaps under the sun—
Pots of money, and always in a kind of
trance.”
that he's mentally affeeted, or something ?7”

“Neot ‘exactly that !” chuckled Pitt. “The
about, living in other spheres. Even in the
class-room he’s just the same. Old Crowell

Alan decided to wait until he got more ae-
quainted with his study mate. There was cer-
Lord Pippinton on the spot  “Tons of
rmoney.”  'That expression of Reggie Pitt's

thorne was popularly supposed to be a bit of
Lord Pippinton.
22
r.  “Have I

got to share a study with—that?”
not at all bad when you get to know him.

“Trance?” repcated Alan, “Do you mean
‘poor chap can't help it—he just wanders
tears his hair over him sometimes.”
tainly one very great advantage in having
had interested Alan execedingly, It might
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For an instant Lord Pippinton saw the black shan?
that was pressed against the window. Two baletul,
avil-looking eyes were glaring at bhim-—next
moment the mysterious thing had vanished |

boe vory useful to have a study mate who was
all over cash,

Lord Pippinton was sprawling on a
luxurious lounge, with his mouth wide open.
He was a fair-haived youth, with a fresh com-
plexion, and with a chin which tried hard to
make ilself apparent, but gave up the
struggle half-way. His hair was so fair that
it secmed to be almost white. A more harm-
less speciitnen of humanity would have been
difficuit to find.

"Hi!"™ bawled Reggie. “Wake up, slug-

gard!”
“;}}‘H’l?” gg}spc:d hiz lordship, sitting up.
1ak ? e

He sat up, blinked at Reggie Pitt, and then
stared at Alan Castleton.

“Oh!" he repeated. *“'So here, that i3, weo
arc' 1 mean, what ?*

"My stars!” muttered Alan,

“This 15 Castleton, your new study mate,
Pippy.” said Reggie. “Pippy—Castleton.
Meet one another!”

“Oh, rather!”” said Lord Pippinton, extend-
tng a feeble hand. “What's this? I mean,
what's all this? To be exaet, why 7"

“You hopeless chump, I explained it all to
you this morning ! suid Reggie. “1 told yvou
there was n fellow coming into vour study,
and I gave you his name, and warned vou to
be ready to receive him.”

L.ord Pippinton stariod.

“Oh, did you?" he said. “Oh, rather!
Of course, Castleton! So this is the chappie

Somewhat topping! The
Wonderful!™

By Jove!
new chap, and all that!
And Lord Pippinton, having done what he

nimself ?

considered to be everything necessary, lay
back on the lounge again and closed his eyes.

“He’s like that!” grinned Pitt. “You
niustn't take teco much notice of him. In fact,
vou’ll hardly notice him round the: place.
Well, T'll leave vou alone for five or ten
minutes, if vou like—and then come back
and show you the rest of the House. Youw'll
need to be introduced to younr bed-room, any-
how."’

" Bed-room ? repeated Alan,
vou mean dormitory ¢

“Same thing,” said Pitt. “Buat at St.
Frauk's we don’t sgleep in ordinary dormi-
tories, You'll share a bed-room with old
Pippy. We mostly sleep three in a rooni, you
know, but now and again there are only
two in cach.”

"By gad, that’s rather good!" said Alan.
“Better than all being herded together in
one room. FThanks, Pitt. Sec you later,
then 77

“Yes, in about ten minutes,”” said Reggio,
as he went out.

Alan looked round the study, and was duly
unpressed,  All the furniture had been bought
by Lord Pippinton, and money was abso-
lutely no object to this wealthy young scion
of a noble House. This particular study waas
about the best in the whole junior passago
in the West House,

“I suppose



IO
“Pretty decent digs!” murmured Alan,
“But I'm not so sure about this fellow. To
my mind, he seems to be half-loony. A born
wdiot, by the look of him!” |

But Alan was very pleased. He didn’t care
a rap about Pippinton’s brain power. He was
a fellow with plenty of money. Just the
study-mate he had wanted! In fact, it might
be all the better if Pippy proved to be a half-
wit. 1t was so easy to get cash from such
people |

Reggie Pitt, of course, believed that Castle-
ton was a sportsman and a thoroughly decent
sort. He thought that he could be trusted
with a study-mate like the innocent Lord
Pippinton,

In point of fact, Reggie had deliberately
suggested to Mr. Stokes that Castleton should
be put into Study S. For it was high time
that Pippy had somebody to look after him.
And who better than this valiant from
Walsing Grammar School ? He was obviously
of the right stuff, Anybody with a record
like that couldn’t be anything else. Unfortu-
nately, Pitt had confused Arthur’s record with
his twin brother’s! If he had known any-
thing of Alan’s reputation, he would have
placed him as far from Lord Pippinton as
pussible ! -

Alan grinned genially. |

“It seems to me that I've landed on some-
thing soft!” he murmured., “In fact, to me
this looke all right! Wake up, Pippy, my
son, and let's have a chat!”

“Eh?” said Lord Pippinton, as he felt a
hand on his shoulder. "“'What? Oh, it’s you
again! How are you? I mean, still here ?”’

“Yes, I'm still here,” said Alan. “Let’s
get acquainted.” |

“Rather!” said old Pippy.
we acquainted, old thing ? { m
thought we were!
and all that?”

“That was only formal,” said Alan. “Let’s
get really friendly. By the way, could you
happen to change a five-quid note for me 7”’

He produced one of the fivers which his
father had given him, but Lord Pippinten
shook his head.

“Frightfully sorry,*” he said, “Can’t be
done.”

“ Broke ?” asked Alan,

“Eh?” said Pippy. ““Well, hardly! ['m
a bit short—just a bit. But nothing much.
But I've got nothing smaller than tenners in
iny wallet—tenners and a couple of twenty-
fivers, Blessed nuisance, if you know what
I mean.”

Alan Castleton knew what he meant; and
his eyes were gleaming.

“But aren’t
] ean, I rather
Didn’t we shake flippers,

CHAPTER 6.
A Bad Impression,

N all innocence, Lord
Pippinton had told Alan
the very thing he wanted
to know.

So this chap had nothing
smaller than tenners on him! And he had
b )
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said that he was shert of cash! Obviously,
the chap was simply rolling in money!

“I like St. Frank’s!” murmured Alan with
a grin. “Gad, I had no idea that I should
fall into such a downy spot! This beats the
i:nouldy old Grammar Schoo! into a cocked
wat!”

He proceeded to look round the study with
greater interest, for Lord Pippinton had gone
off into another of his trance-like conditions.
He was sitting in the lounge, half-awake and
half-asleep, like somebody who had suddenly
been attacked with suspended animation,

_ The door opened, and Reggie Pitt looked
in,

“Come along!”’ he said. "T'li take you up
to your bed-room, if you're ready.”

“Thanks,” said Alan. “They do things
pretty well at St. Frank’s, don’t they?” he
went on. *“This study is pretty decent!”

“Yes, you're lucky!” said Pitt. = “You
mustn’t imagine that all the studies are like
this one. But old Pippy is a millionaire,
practically, and he doesn't care how much
money he chucks about. You ought to con-
sider yourself in eclover, Castleton.”

“Why 7' asked Alan, as they went out into

the passage. _
- “"Because I persuaded old Barry to put you
into this study,” replied Pitt. ‘*You see,
I'm trusting you to lock after old Pippy. He
needs somebody about the place. He’s one
of the most helpless customers breathing.
You’ll keep your eye on him, won’t you, and
give him your protection ?”

“Leave it to me!” grinned Alan.
look alter him all right!”

“T knew I could rely upon you,” said Pitt,

But he gave Alan rather a sharp glance.
There had been something in the new boy’s
tone that he did not quite like, And, from
the very first, there had been something in
Alan’s whole attitude which struck a jarring
note on Pitt’s sensibilities. Reggie was a very
keen judge of echaracter, and more than once
he had wondered if he was doing the right
thing. Then he remembered that photograph
from the illustrated weekly—and the culogistic
wording uuderncath ib.  Possibly, he was
doing tne new chap an injustice. He was
obviously made of the right material, or he
couldn’t have been such a sportsman at
Walsing Grammar School.

Alan had tea in Study K with Pitt and
Grey, and they made him very welcome. And
Alan, for his part, was very careful to be on
his best behaviour, and he made a rather
more favourable impression, Later on in the
evening, Reggie Pitt went over into- the
Ancient House, and found Nipper in the
juntor common-room, chatting with Hand-
forth, Fullwood, and one or two other fellows,

“How’s the new man getting on " asked
Nipper, as Pitt joined them.

“Oh, he’s quite at home already !’ said
Reggie. “He seeins to have plenty of con-
fidence,” | |

“Too much confidence!”™ said Handiorth,
frowning. “I think he ougbt 1o be taken
down a peg or two.”

L1 I"Il
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“Oh, I think he's all right,” said Reggie.
“I've had a doubt now and again. But we
mustn’t judge too soon. .-Anyhow, we know
that he's a great boxer, a great cricketer, a
great footballer, and a great runner.”

Nf‘Ia fact, a great sportsman all round,” said

Ipper,

“ Exactly,"’ satd Pitt. “Why don’t you give
him a trial in the junior eleven at once,
Nipper? That's what I came over to ask you.
If Castleton is*keen on it, he ought to be
encouraged.”

“He'll have plenty of encouragement,” said
Nipper. “But I'm not putting any fellow
into the junior eleven until he has been tried
out. I'll see how he shapes at praectice.”.

“I've a good mind to give him a chance
in the preliminary House match to-morrow
afternoon,” said Pitt, “The clevens are
being relcasea at break to-morrow afternoon,
aren t they ? That’ll give us tune for a mateh
—West House against Ancient House. I think
I'll play Alan.”

“What is he—a forward ?” asked Fullwood.

“Yes—he plays inside-right,”” replied
Reggie. “I've had a few words on the sub-
ilill’l no promise.
Nipper 2"

** My dear chap, I leave it entirely to you,”
said Nipper promptly. “He’s in your House,
and you're skipper over there. Do just as
you think best.” |

“Well, I shan’t risk much,” said Reggie
Pitt. “Old Trotty has got a bad cold, so I
can put Castleton in his place.”

“Hallo! Here comes the man now!”
Handforth, glancing at the door.

Aian Castleton strolled in as though he
owncd the whole building.

“Thought I'd just have a look at some of
the other Houses,”” he remarked casually, as
he walked in. “I suppose we're allowed to
wander about as we like, aren’t we ?”

“It seems like it!” said Nipper. “ You're
perfectly welcome, of course.”

“I've just decided to play you in the House
match to-morrow afternoon, Castleton,” said
Reggie Pitt. “How will that suit you 7"

“Fine!"” replied Alan promptly.

Nipper frowned, and glanced at Reggie.

They said nothing, but Handforth wa3
rather moro outspoken and blunt.

“You seem to take it as a matter of
course!” he growled. “Aren’t you going to
thank Pitt for giving you a chance on your
very second day at St. Frank's? Who do
you think you are, anyhow ?”

Alan looked at him coolly.

“Woell, I'm supposed to be a pretty decent
footballer,” he replied. “I don’t see why I
shouldn't be given a chance in a House
match. Why not? The soonor I shake down
the. better.” :

“That’s all very well,” said Handforth,
“but you’ve got too much to say for a new
kid! If I were Pitt I wouldn't give you a
chance like that. You might have the decency
to thank him, anyway !”

What do you advise,

said

ect with him already—although I’'ve made-

 to-morrow I’

LI

Alan bowed to Reggie Pitt.

“Thanks awfully, most gracious captain!”
he said with mock servility., *This honour
is so great that I am duly awed.”

“Don’t be an idiot ! said Pitt sharply.

He didn’t like the new boy’s manner. ke
didn't like his supercilious attitude at all.
But perhaps it was only his way. Perhaps
at heart Castleton was quite all right, In
any case, 1t wasn't fair to judge him too
hurriedly. And nothing could alter the fact
that he had a fine record. Pitt remembered
that always. His surprise would have been
great if he could have known that he was
attributing sports honours to Alan which the
latter did not deserve in one whit.

Alan strolled out of the common-room with
his hands in his pockets, and he was followed
by many hostile glances.

“Cheeky ass!” said Fullwood, [rowning.

“You ought to take him down a peg or two,
Pitt. I wouldn’t stand that sort of stuff from
a new kid.”
. “Oh, give him a chance !” said Reggice good-
naturedly. “He talks too much, and he’s too
self-assertive, But we all have our little
failings, haven’t we?”

He walked out, and Hand{orth snorted.

“If you ask me, Pitt is too jolly soft with
that new chap!” he said aggressively. “I
reckon I'm a pretty good judge of character,
and if Castleton is a sportsman, then I'm a
Zulu !”

And for once in his life Idward Oswald
Handforth had hit the nail on the head'

CHAPTER 7.
A Ticking-oft From Archia !

LAN grinned to himself as
he strolled about in the
dusk of the Triangle. He
was feeling wvery con-
tented. Things were

Indeed, they were going much

going well. W
better than he had ever anticipated.
“So I am going to play in the footer match

he chuckled. “That's good!
I’ve always fancied myself as a football
player. Thanks, Arthur, old man, for your
good services!”

He chuckled again. But for that photo-
graph and the resultant confusion he would
neveer have had that offer from Reggie Pitt.
Alan knew it well enough. But he had
promptly accepted the offer because he knew
that it would look very peculiar if he refused
it. Moreover, he was quite keen on the
game. He had never been brilliant at foot-
ball, but why shouldn’t he play at St.
Frank’s? Why shouldn’t he get right into
the team on his very second day at the
school? There was a big strain of vaaity in
Alan’s composition, and he held football in
such contempt that he considered that any
idiot could play it. Constant and persistent
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practice made him sick. He hadn’t touched
a football for months. But he was quite sure
that he would be able to give a very good
account of himself. Alan’s opinion of his own
capabilities was very flattering.

“Yes, everything is going O.K.,” he mur-
mured as he lounged behind the gymnasium,
and took out his cigarette-case. ‘‘Smoking
strictly prohibited, eh? Oh, weel, I shall be
safe enough here. I expect they're just as
strict as they were at the Grammnar School.
There’s no tolerance nowadays. Smoking
ought to be allowed genecrally, then nobody
would want to smoke at all.”

He lit up and leaned against the gym. wall
while he pondered over the recent events.
But he had hardly taken two puffs before a
figure came round the angle of the little
building and paused. The 21ewcomer was
Archibald Winston Derek Glenthorne, of the
Ancicnt House Remove. Archie was taking
a little evening stroll, not because he liked
it, but because Phipps, his man, had sug-
gested it as & cure for slight indigestion. And
as Archie always took Phipps' advice, he was
indulging in the exercise.

“(Good gad!” he ejaculated, staring.

For a moment Alan thought about throw-
ing his cigarctte on the ground and stamp-
ing on it. Then he Lesitated. @~ Why should
he? 'This fellow was only a junior, and he
would probably join him. In his previous
school Alan had been associated with fellows
who all indulged in surreptitious smoking.

Archie came up, he adjusted his monocle,
and then gave Alan a straight, searching
look.

“Odds shocks and surprises!” he ejaculated.
“] mean to say, dash i, you’re the new
chappie 1”

“Right first time!” nodded Castleton.
““ And who do you happen to be?”

“T’'m Glenthorne—Glenthorne of  the
Ancient House,” replied Archie with dignity.
“Kindly allow me to remark, old Gorgonzola,
that smoking is a .pretty mottled kind of
pastime !

Alan grinned.

“One of your little jokes, eh?” he said.
“(lare to bave a cigarette?”

“Good gad, no!” replied Archie, “1 mean
to say, absolutely not! To be precise,
absolutely not with a lungful of emphasis.”

“Just as you lik:" said Alan, taking
another puff.
“But, dash it!” protested Archie. *“I

mean, it scems to me. you foul blighter, that
you're not such a sportsman as we imagined.
Decent chappies don’t lurk behind
gymnasium smoking like this! I#’s frightfully
bad form, Castleton. I mean to say, it isn’t
done !

“Cheese it!” said Alan.
me like that!” -

“You mottled chunk of murk!®” replied
Archie frigidly, *“Why, dash it, you're no
better than Wallace! It isn’t my way to
lecture and all that sort of rot, but you’d

“You can’t spoof

better not let Pitt see you at this game. |

the |
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He'll jolly soon eniick you owt of his Eleven!
A chappie can’t be a ripper at foothall and
smoke at the same’ time. You surely didn’t
do this sort of foulness at Walsing Grammar
Scheol 77

Alan began to realise that he had made a

mistake. He threw his eigarette down and
stamped on it '
v Q¥

- ““Borry !” he said with assumed caruestness.
“I was an ass!”

Archie thawed.

“Well, old thing, 1 am glad you realise it,”
he said less severely.

“1 only took it up recently,”
“Silly game, isn't it?2”

“ Absolutely !»

" You seem so shocked that I'll reform from
this minuie onwards,” went on Alan coolly.
“The fact is, I rather expected that all you
chaps would smoke at St. Frank’s. One of
my little mistakes. You see, 1 just wanted
to be in the fashion.”

“Then let me assure you, old checse, that
it 18 decidedly against the fashion amongst
decemt chappies to smoke at St. Frank’s,”
replied Archie promptly. “Wallace and
gu:ﬂliivei and Bell and those bounders do it,

u T,

“That’s all right!” interrupted Alan. “1
apologise. I can sec that I ve made a mis-
take, and I won't smoke in future. You'll
keep mum about this, won't you? A new
chap must learn the ropes, you know.”

Archie Glenthorne beamed.

“Right as rain, old article!” he said,
smiling. “But don’t do it again, will you?”

“Néver !” promised Alan.

“It’s a irightfully good thing 1 spotted
you,” said Archie. ‘““I suppose any chappie is
liable to put his foot in it like that, what? [
mean, coming to a new szhool and all that
sort of stuff, Good man, Castleton—stout
chappie !”

For Alan had taken out his cigarette-case
and had emptied its contents on the ground.
He then crushed the cigareties under his foot,
and laughed.

“T'll throw the cigarette-case itself over
the hedge when I go out for a walk next
time,” he promised. *Thanks rnuchly for the
 tip, Glenthorne. I shall know in future.”

He strolled away, and Archie Glenthorne
was satisfied. But then it didn’t take much
to satisfy Archiel

went on Alan.

CHAPTER 8.
Finding His Level !

% TUDY A in the Remove
R passage of the Ancient
House was looking rather
blue when Gulliver walked
in. There wore two hasty
movements from the two occupants, and
Gulliver grinned,

“TIt’s all right!” he eaid.

“Omnly me!”

“You silly idiot!” snapped Bell. “Why
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-

couldn’s you cough or something? Tve
ﬁu?ked nearly a whole cigarette into the

e 1]

“Sorry |” said Gulliver. *'I was thinking
about the new fellow—Castleton, of the West
House. I've got some interestin’ informa-
tion.”

- “0Oh? said Bell. *“We don’t want to hear
snythin' about Castleton, do we, Wallace?”

The third ooccupant of the study yawned
and shook his head.

“I don’t care a snap about the fellow,” he
drawled. “Dry up about him, Gulliver!”

Albert Gulliver frowned. He didn’t quite
like the tone of this newcomer. For the Re-
move had another new boy in the person of
Gordon Wallace. And this young gentleman
had already slipped into the position that
Bernard Forrest had recently ocecupied. He
was, in fact, the self-appointed leader of
Study A, and Gulliver and Bell did not possess
sulficient assertiveness to squash him.

Gordon Wallace was not a stranger to
them, and that was one reason why they
accepted him so meekly. In fact, they had
known him for many months, and had

layed many games of bridge and nap with
Eim. For until a weck ago Gordon Wallace
had been at the River House School, only
a mile or two distant. And Wallace was on
very friendly terms with all the local book-
makers, and with all the shady *“pub
haunters ™ of the district.

At the River House, Wallace had not been
entirely happy, owing to the fact that
the Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellborne was the
reccgnised leader of the smart set, and
Wallace rather fancied being a leader on his
own account. So he had jumped at the
opportunity of coming to St. Frank’s. His
parents had been agreeable, and a vacancy
had occurred at the great college—and
Gordon Wallace had arrived. And he had
naturally choummed up with Gulliver and
Bell, whom he had long known. The rest
of the Remove had soon discovered Wal-
lace's real character, and nobody had taken
much notice of him,

Indeed, he was regarded as a second
Bernard Forrest by the Remove in general.
Gulliver and Bell had lost their original
leader, and now they were on the same terms
with Gordon 'Wallace. In many ways
Wallace was the very counterpart of Forrest,
the cad who had been drummed out of St.
Frank's only a short time before. Wallace
was of the same build as Forrest—he had the
game supercilious manner—and he was just
as great a rascal. Gulliver and Bell were
fecling quite at home nowadays.

“We don't want to have anyvthin’ to do
with that fellow, Castleton,” said Wallace

gruffly. “He’s not cur sort!™
“Don’t you be so sure of that,” said
Gulliver. *T believe he is.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, T was round by the gym five
minutes ago, and I happened to spot this
new chap smokin’. He didn’t know I was
lookin’, of course.”
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“Oh!” said Wallace slowly. “You saw
him smokin’, did you? Sure of i#?”

“Positive,” replied Gulliver, “But before
I could go up to him Glenthorne butted in
and ticked him off. He threw all his
cigarettes away. But I’ve an idea that he
was only doin’ it to pull Glenthorne’s leg.”

Wallace looked thoughtful.

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to find that
new. chap and sound him,” he said. “I
hadn’t given him a thought, because I
believed him to be one of the goody-goody
sort. I can’t stick chaps of that type. But
if he smokes that’'s a good sign. Supposin’
we round him up and invite him into this
study " | ’

“That’s not a bad idea,” said -Bell, nod-
ding. |

“You won’t have much difficulty,” said
Gulliver. “I think he’s still out in the

Triangle.” o

“Good!” said Wallace briskly. * We'll go
now, No time like the present.”

The cads of Study A went out, and, sure
enough, they found Alan Castleton in the
Triangle. He was on the point of going
into the West House, and he was in a rather
thoughtful mood. _

- He had discovered that it was considered
to be “d.oggish” to smoke, and he knew that
he would have to go warily.

“It’s all very well to pose as a great foot-
baller, and all those other things, but it
secems to be rather difficult,” he murmured.
“1 shall soon get fed-up with {his sort of
thing if it keeps on. Hang it, T don’t want
to be mixed up with the good fellows! T
can’t stick being good! Might just as well
be dcad!”

He walked out of the gloom into the bril-
liance of the West House lobby, and then he
heard a hail from the rear.

“Just a minute, Castleton!”

He turned and found Wallace & Co. on
the steps. They were in the full light from
the open doorway, and Castleton looked at
them rather curiously. Perhaps he recog-
nised the fact that he %as in the presence of
kindred spirits, Birds of a feather flock
together, and some sort of instinct told Alan
that these three belonged to the same flock
as himself. They were dandified, they
possessed certain affectations, and they did
not look at all “good.” Alan took to them
at once.

“Hallo!” he said, “Want me?”

“Yes, Castleton,” said Wallace. “We
always like to be polite to a new fellow.
We're Ancient House chaps—Study A,
Remove passage. Care to come in for a
few minutes? My name's Wallace. and these
two chaps are Gulliver and Bell.”

“Oh!” said Alan, looking at them more
curiously than ever.

He remembered Archie Glenthorne’'s
words,  Archie had warned him against
Wallace and his pals! These were thoe
follows who smoked! Alan was quite certain
that he would like them.

“That's very decent of you,” he said
genially., “Yes. Tl come along to your
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study with pleasure.
acquainted.”

“Good enough,”
right in.”

And so they returned to the Ancient Housc
and went back to Study A. As they entered,
two juniors came round the angle of the
passage, and stared at the vanishing figures.
The pair were Nipper and Reggie Pitt.

“See that?” said Nipper quickly.

“Yes,” growled Reggie. ‘(astleton bhas
just gone into Study A with Wallace and
those other c¢ads. Confound the chap!
What’s his game ?”

“Just making
pese,” said Nipper.

“He'd better not be too pleasant with
Wallace & Co., or I'l have a word with
himm,” said Pitt grimly. “I’'m not so jolly
sure of this new man, Nipper. 1 don’t like
the way he’s going on. In fact, between you
and me, I've got an idea that he's a bit of
a fraud, Still, I'll give him his chance.
I'll sce if his performances back up his
reputation. If he’s a good footballer, he’ll
have a place in the West House Eleven, and
if lie possesses any sense he’ll soon find out
the character of Wallace & Co., and drop
them like hot bricks.”

Nipper nodded.

“Yes, we'd better leave him alone for a
bit,” hLe said. “It isn’t wise to interfere
with new fellows. Let them find their own
level—that’s the best policy.”

Within Study A, Wallace was taking out
a cigarette-case. |

“Of course, smoking is strictly forbidden,
really,” he grinned. “But we can do it now
and again in the privacy of our studies. Not
much fcar of a prefect buzzin’ along. Have
one ?”’

“Thanks!” said Alan.
of good news.”

It’s

said  Wallace.

nice to get

“Come

himself pleasant, 1 sup-

“This 1s a piece

He was beginning to enjoy himself. He
had found congenial company. And when
Wallace proceeded to pull out a pack of
cards, Alan was more pleased than ever.
At the end of half an hour he had come to
the conclusion that Wallace & Co. were just
the friends he wanted. They were chaps of
his own breed. Their tastes were his tastes,

“Y say, what a darned shame I'm not in
the Ancient House!” he said regretfally.
“Are there any of your sort over in the
West House ?”

“Afraid not,”
“Thev’'re a mouldy lot over there.
Lardly ever enter the place.”

“Well, how about coming over to my
study to-morrow evening ?”’ invited Castle-
ton. “We might have .a jolly time, eh?”

“YWhat about Pippinton?” asked Gulliver.

“0Oh, he’s all right,” said Alan, with a
grin, ‘‘“The faect is, I thought we might
have a little game, you know, Pippinton is
rolling in  money, by what I've scen.
Wouldn’t it be a good chance to relieve him
cf some of 1£7” L

Wallace chuckled. | ;

“Just what I was thinkin’!” he agreed,.
“The trouble is =we’ve never had a ehiance

replied Wallace . coolly,
We

| with a stoical calmness.
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to get over into the West House, and Pippy
is too darned lazy to come here.” R
“And if he did come Pitt would only inter-
fere,” said Bell. “It’s a lot better for us
to go over theve,”
“Won't Pitt butt in?”
dubiously. | |
“Let him try it!” growled Alan, *“1t's
my study, and I'll do as I like in it, and
if Pitt shoves his nose in Pl soon send him
about his business = We might have a rubber
of bridge.” '
“We'll see!”™ said Wallace smoothly.
“Don’t forget there’ll be five of us, H might
be better to have a real gamble—somethin’
like banker, or pontoon,”

asked Gulliver

“Any old thing you like!” =aid Alan
genially.
Wallace & Co. were gratified. This new

Evidently he was

man was a bit of a lad!
a dark horse!

CHAPTER 9.
The Eyes of Mystery |
ALF - AN - HOUR later,
Reggle Pitt opened the
door of Study S and
looked in.

_ “Thought so!” he mut-

tered, frowning. |
Alan Castleton had not returned, Lord

Pippinton was quite alone, doing his prep.
Prep. was a nececssarv evil, and even Old
Pippy had to do it. He glanced up wearily
at Pitt,

“It’s too thick,” he complained, “ Abso-
lutely, it’s too thick.”

“What is 7"’ asked Reggie.

“This frightful prep. business,” said Old
Pippy. “1 mean, all work and no play sort
of thing. Makes a chap dull, what? Don’t
yo;l?’}hi_nk they ought to cut prep. right
out ?

“You'll never be dull from the work you
do, my lad,” said Reggie, with a chuckle.
“Sometimes I'm inclined to agree with you
about prep. It's a beastly interference in
the evening, isn’t it? But still, what's the
good of grumbling? 1It’s got to be!”

“Couldn’t we put it delicately to old
Stokes 7" suggested Lord Pippinton.

“We could!” agreed Reggie. “But old
Stokes might put it to us with a cane—and
| don’!: think he would be delicate, either.
No, Pippy, we've got to accept these things
By the way, seen
anything of Castleton since tea?”

“Castleton ?” repeated Pippy vaguely.

“Your new study mate.”

“Oh, ah!" said old Pippy. "“Castleton—
what! The chappie who came in here this
afternoon? Haven’t seen him. Shouldn’t
know him if T did see him, if it comes to
that, I don’t know the chappie.”

“ All right. It doesn’t matter,” said Pitt.
“T expect you'll know him before long.”

“Oh, rather!” agreed his lordship. ““But
T am afraid he’ll be a beastly disturbance, T
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mean, dashing in just when I'm peaceful and |

quiet. I expect he'll barge in during the
next ten minutes—just when I'm having a
rest. I always need a rest after prep. 1
feel absolutely washed out, you know—
absolutely washed out!” .

And Old Pippy tottered over to the lounge
and sank down upon it, sighing deeply.

Pitt went out, frowning slightly. (‘astle-
ton, no doubt, was still over in the Ancient
House with Wallace & Co., and Pitt didn’t
like it a little bit. In ordinary circumstances,
he wouldn't care a toss what the new fellow
did. But he had already offered to play
him in the House match on the following
afternoon. And Pitt was always very strict
with his footballers. Yet he didn’t care for
the idea of going over to the Ancient House
and routing Castleton out. Perhaps it would
be better to let things run on, and to see
how Alan shaped in the match.

And while Reggie thought thus, Lord
Pippinton went off into one of his trance-
like conditions. He lay back on the lounge.
neither asleep nor awake, but sort of mid-
way between,

He didn't know how long he had been
in this condition, but it suddenly struck him
that chere was a kind of sound at the win-
dow. He didn't know what the sound was.
but he knew that it disturbed him. A kind
of grating noise, as though somebody were
attempting to open the window stealthily,
Lcrdd Pippinton guve a start and glanced
round.

He had switched off the cleetric light, but

there was plenty of glow from the merrily-
blazing fire, And when Lord Pippinton
looked round at the window he started again
—this time with some violence.

For he could sce a form outside—a queer,
peculiar-looking figure. It was hunched on
the window-sill, black and almeost shapeless
against the night sky.

For several moments Old Pippy sat there,
staring, wondering what that shape could
be. Then the scratching came again, and
he saw a faint and indistinet movement.

“Rummy ! said Old Pippy. - *“Oh, rather!
A bit of a nuisance when chips come scrateh-
ing at windows, I mean.”
~ He got up from the lounge with some
reluctance. and decided that he had better
make an investigation. He was in no way
alarmed. He was only annoyed because he
was being disturbed.

He went acrosz to the light switch and
pressed 1t down, his gaze fixed on the win-
dow., For an instant he saw that black
shape—saw it very distinctly. But the fact
which impressed itself most upon his mind
was in connection with the eyes.

Lord Pippinton shivered.

The eves! Two baleful, evil-looking eves!

Thev stared at him from beyond the glass. | C aimr
; - Y & ~wd shaken him. He looked at Reggie Pitt rather

Never had he seen such eyes, and for a
moment he was too startled to act or to even
think. He blinked, and when he opened his
eyes again there was nothing.

Absolutely nothing! .

The form had gone—the eyes had gone!
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With a husky shout, Lord Pippinton went
over to the window and flung it open. The
nigh¢ air came in and fanned éE\is cheeks. lia
stared dazedly out into the square, and felt
a curious sensation of unreality.

“I say!” he called. "1 say, is anybody
rthere, dash it?”

There was no reply. And Lord Pippinton,
looking up and down and across at the
lights of the Ancient House; could see no dim
figure. That mysterious visitant had com-
pletely and absolutely disappeared. But how?
Who had it been? Where had it gone to?
Thera was something uncanny about it, some-
thing sinister and mystic. Pippy was not
frightened, but he was thoroughly startled.
The mental picture of those baleful eyes was
still before him. Me heard a sound beside
him, and he spun round, with a jump.

“Hallo!” he gasped. *“ What the Oh!”

“It’s only me, you ass,” said Reggie Pitt.
“I just looked in again to see if (Casileton
had come back. What's the matter with you,
Pippy? TI'm not a ghost! Why are you
cstaring at me like this?” _

“It’s dashed rummy!” said Lord Pippino-
ton, in a strange voice,

Reggie looked at him closely.

“What's rummy ?” he asked.
thing bhappened, Pippy ?”

“Tlas any-

“That’s just it,” said his lordship. I
can’'t understand it, Piutt. Those [rightiul
eves!”

“Eyves?"” said Pitt. “Which eyes?™

“The eyes at the window!”

“What the dickens u

“ A minute ago!” said Lord Pippinton. “I

was on the lounge, you know, doing nothing—
resting, to be exact—and I heard a scrarch
at the window—a kind of rummy sort of
noise.”

“Well7"

“So I switched the light on, and thero
was a shape out there—a sort of kind of
figure, if you know what 1 mean,” went on
Pippy vaguely. “ And there were two eyes—
vou know, eyes! Big things that giared
at vou. Or, I should say, glared at me. Do
vou foliow ?” :

“It's as clear as mud,” said Pitt. “ But
go ahead!” |

“And when 1 opened the window thera
was nothing!” went on Pippy. *“ Absolutely
nothing! Not a chappie in sight! Somewhal
rummy, and all that sort of business, isn't
it

“0Oh, I don’t know,” said Pitt, grinning.
“It's not so rummy.”

“1 shall be frightfully glad if vou'll explain
it,” said Old Pippy eagerly.

It was very seldom that Lord Pippinton
was as rational as this, DBut the scare he had
reccived—-the way in which he had been
startled out of his customary calmness—had

anxiously. . :
“My dear old chap, it's as simple as wink-
ing,” said Reggie. “You've been dreaming!™
“Oh, no!" said Pippy. “Absohutely I

L haven’t! The shape was there—and so were
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the eyes! Big thing, Pitt-—horrid-looking
eyeSI,,

“Don’t be an ass, Pippy,” said Reggic.
“¥You've admitted that you were lolling on
the lounge, and that’s good enough for me.
You heard funny, sc-ratcii-ng sounds, you saw
a peculiar shape, and then there were baleful
eyes looking at you through the window.
And yet, when you went to the window, there
was nothing there! My dear old lad, the
thing’s obvious ™

“Oh, but, really——"

“Yes, really!” smiled Piti. “You must
have eaten something for tea that didn’t agrec
with you. The simple truth is you've had a
bit of a nightmare. Sheer imagination,
Pippy—sheer imagination Take my advice,
and forget all about it!”

Reggie went out, completely convinced
that he had hit upon the right solution, and
he forgot the incident completely, But Lord
Pippinton went back to the lounge, sat down,
and stared In front of him in another of his
trances. Idad he imagined that figure? Had
he i1magined those eyes?

He shook his head. Decep within him he
knew that the mysterious affair had been a

reality.
L N figure—springy limbs—and
broad shoulders. I think
he’ll do, Reggie.”

“1 don’t quite know what to make of the
chap,” said Reggie Pitt, scratching his head.
“He secems all right—and yet——"

He paused uneertainly.

“You're thinking about last night 7" asked
Nipper. *“Castleton visiting Wallace & Co. ?”

“Yes,” admitted Reggie. “If he’s a really
deeent sort, why did he do that 7”

“Give him a chance,” smiled Nipper.
“He’s new here, don’t forget—and Wallace
& Co. were just the same to him as any of
the other fellows. If he gets really friendly
with them, after he knows what they are,
we shall know what to think. But it's not
fair to judge him now.”

“I suppose you're right,” said Reggie un-

CHAPTER 10,
Under False Colours !

IPPER nodded approvingly.
“I like his looks, any-
how,” he said. “Clean

certainly, .

They werc standing on Little Side, and
were  watching Alan Castleton as he
approached with one or two other members
of the West House Eleven, It was afternoon.
and most of the Remove fellows were in the
class-rooms, at lessons. But the two
Flevens had boen released at break, so that
they should have cnough daylight to finish
this match. It wasn’t a particularly important
match, but the House games were always
more or less interesting. The other fellows
would be released soon after half-time, so
they would be able to witness part of the
game. )
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Alan was thoroughly enjoying himself.

- He had always fancied himself as a foot-
baller, although he generally expressed the
utmost contempt for the game. Perhaps this
was because he had never been given a place
in his school team. But that was different
at St. Frank’s. Reggic Pitt was playing
him on Arthur's reputation! Strictly speak-
ing, Alan was sailing under false colours.
But that didn’t worry him in the slightest
degree. He had such a good opinion of him-
self, such a conceit of his capabilitics, that
he was convineed that he would give a first-
class account of himself. He had always
boasted to his previous pals that he could
do just as well as Arthur, if he only put his
mind to it. .

He joined Nipper and Pitt and the others,
and nodded cheerily.

“ All ready to start?” he asked,

“Yes, in a minute—when Morrow turns
up,” said Nipper. ‘“He's going to act as
referee for us. ©Or it may be old Browne, of
the Fifth. I’m not quite sure whick. One
,of them will scon be here, anyhow. Eager
to begin ?”

“Yes, rather!” said Alan, “I'm as keen a3
mustard on football, you know.”

“That’s the spirit,”’ said Pitt with approval.
“T'm relying on you for goals this afternoon,
you know. A fellow with your reputation
must give a good accounti of himself.”

Alan grinned.

“That’s all right,” he said. *“I shall pro-
bably surprise you. I might even score two
or three goals. You never know.”

““There’s nothing like modesty !” said Hand-
forth with a glare. “You pitiful ass! Three
goals, ¢h? Why, if you get one shot pass
me, I'm a Hottentot !

“You were a Zulu yesterday!” remarked
Church,

“Rats!’® said IEdward QOswald. *“This new
chap makes me sick! Who the dickens does
he think he is. I can’t stick people who boast
and brag!”’ |

“Ahem!” coughed Church.

“Ih ?” said Handforth, staring. “Got a
cold 7 :
“No!™ said Church lastily. *“Hallo! Oh,

good! Here’s old Browne!”

Chureh was glad that the referee had
arrived. He didn’t want to explain the pre-
cise meaning of that little cough of his.
William Napoleon Browne, the skipper of the
Kifth, came up with long strides.

“Well, brothers, T trust we are all ready for
the battle 7' he inquired benevolently. “I
would remind vou that my time 1s valuable.”

“Rats!” said Nipper, chuckling. “We've

been waiting for you, you old ass!

“Then wait no longer,” said Browne.
“Carry on with the good work, brothers!”

And the teams lined up for the commence-
ment of the game. Both the elevens were
greatly intcrested in Alan Castleton. They
were all expectant. This new chap had a
~wonderful record, and they were probably
going to sce some special play.

i

They were!
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Focr fve minutes Castleton had a rough time of it
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He was irog-marched down the Junior passaze and ail
round the Triangle ; at intervals he was bumped upon the hard gravel,

At the end of the ordeal he was aa

utterly exhausted wreck.

CHAPTER 11,
Accident—or Foul ?

)| ANDFORTH stared.

i The game had been
d going for about three
* inutes, and most of the

* play had been in the other
half of the field. But now the West House
forwards were sweeping down towards the
valiant Handforth., Dick Goodwin, the Lan-
cashire lad, was playing centre-forward. and
he had the ball at his feet, and was making
a run towards goal. But he could sco that
the Ancient House backs were too strong for
him, and he passed out beautifully to Reggie
Pitt, on the right wing. And Handforth
stared . beeause Castleton intercepted the
leather. It waa a foolish thing to do, because
MecClure, of the Anociemt House, was prac-
tically upon him—and" Pitt was unmarked.

“This way, Castleton!” sang out Reggie.
“Quick, man!’
But Alan saw no reason to part with the

ball. His idea was to have a shot at goal him-
self. Ho attempted to dodge Mac, but he
didan’t know his man. In a twinkling,

MeClure had the leather from Alan’s foeet,
and had cleared it. The opportunity was
lost.

“Ay, lad, that was silly of you!" said Dick
Goodwin breathlessly. *Pitt had a champion
chanco there. Why didn’t vou let it go?”

Alan scowled, but sa2id nothing.

He ran up towards the half-way line, and
within a few moments he had another oppor-
tunity. The ball came swinging over from .
the other side of the field, and he pounced
upon it, and ran forward with the intention
of scoring. DBut he over-ran himself, tripped
on the ball and sat down heavily.

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Church. No
real footballer would have made a blunder
like that! The chap’s awful!”

“ Awful isn’t the word!” sang out Haad-
forth from the goal., *“He can't play as good
as any of the Third Form kids!”

And Reggie Pitt himself was coming to
this conclusion. The game was only young
so far, but already Pitt had seen many signs
of Alan's weaknesses. How this fellow could
be publiciy proclaimed as the best footbalier
that Walsing Grammar School had over
turnod out was a mystery, At least, 1t was
a mystery to Pitt. Really, 1t wasn’t a mys-
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tery at all—for the simple veason that Alan
had never turned out for Walsing at all!

Alan was gradually losing his temper—a
bad habit of his. When_he had started the
game, he had thought that it was going to be
very simple—very easy. He had always
locked upon football with something like con-
tempt. Any fathead could play it! What was
there in 1it, anyhow? Just Kickin_g a ball
about and fooling around generally! That
was Alan’s conception of football.

But he was finding that the real thing was
very different!

It was a lot harder than it looked! And
when he found that he couldn’t do as he
imagined he would «do, he began to get
resentful.

Twice within the next three or four
minutes, Alan deliberately hung on to the ball
when he should have passed. And his move-
ments were clumsy and his kicking erratic,
What else could be expeeted, when he had
hardly played football at all—and didn’t even
know the rules of the game? He was only
playing now because of his vanity.

And everybody on the field noticed, too,
that he was already pufling and blowing.
While most of the others were still fresh, the
new man was getting fatigued. Obviously,
he wasn’t in the best of condition,

A really fine chance came his way after
the game was about twenty-three minutes old.

Reggic Pitt made one of his famous runs’

down the touch-line, beating the Ancient
House half-backs and backs completely. And
then, at the precise moment, he sent over a
glorious centre. By a mere fraction, Goodwin
was just too late to stop it, and Alan, who
was out of his right position, found the ball
at his own feet.

“Shoot!”’ yelled the West House players.

If Alan had scized that opportunity then,
he might easily have scored. There was only
Handforth to beat, and even IHandforth could
be beaten, if the shot was only hot enough.
But Alan dallied. It was, of course, a fatal

thing to do—since dalliance on the football

ficld is little less than a erime.

MeClure arrived on the scene, and came
straight at Alan, with the intention of get-
ting the ball awav from him and casing this
dangerous situation. Alan, who was in the
act of getting himself ready to shoot, gave
a siﬁeways glance at MeClure, and gritted his
teeth.

“Oet out of the way!” he snapped in a low
voice,

He c¢harged suddenly, unexpectedly. It
wasn’t exactly a shoulder charge, but a kind
of heave. Alan’s elbow took MeClure in the
pit of the stomach—DMae running right on to
it. Ho rolled over, groaning. And then Alan
took the shot, It was a revelation. e sent
the balt skywards, and it soared high into
the air, and went carcering over towards the
corner flag.

“Foul!” yelled Handforth exeitedly,
rotter!”

He came running out in order to. assist
the writhing MeClure. Other West House
players, and Ancient House players, were

“ Yoy
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gathering round Mae, too. Alan found
several hostile glances shot in his direction.

“It was an accident'” he muttered. *“ He
ran right on to me!”

Browne came up, looking grave.

“ Brother Castleton, you must be careful!”
he said quietly. “That was foul play, an'%
I'm awarding a free kick. Don’t let 1
happen again.”

“"Hang you!” shouted Alan hotly.
was no foul about it at all! T
an accident——"

“Dry up!” muttered Reggie. “You can’t
question the referce’s decision !

The unhapﬁy MeClure was soon on his feet
again, and the game recommenced. And by
now Alan Castleton was in a boiling temper—
and the other fellows were filled with wonder
and disappointment. How on earth had this
fellow ecarned such a wenderful reputation in

“There
tell yeu it was

"his previous school ?

It was very mysterious, and Repggie Pitt
was much worried. He realised that he should
have given this fellow a trial at practice first.
That would have shown his bad form. But
Reggie had taken Alan at the valuation of
the statement in the illustrated weckly.

And it badn’t been Alan’s valuation at alll

CHAPTER 12,
Surprising The School !

» ORTUNATELY, there were
no more untoward in-
cidents before half-time,
and when Browne blew his
whistle for the change-
over, the rest of the school had come out of
the class-rooms. There were many Removites
and Fourth-Formers round the ropes.

The Fourth-Formers were in a minority,
since this was purely a Remove game. But
such enthusiasts as John Busterfield Boots,
Bob Christine, and Len Clapson, were anxious
to know how the new fellow was getting on.

As a matter of fact, Alan was very puffed.
Also, he was very sullen and angry. He
noted that none of the other players came
near him. They all gave him curious looks,
but they said nothing to him. He had put
up a rotten performance, and nobody liked to
tell him so bluntly. Therefore, it was better
to say nothing. After his high talk, they had
cxpected something very different.

“Well, how’s the new man ?” inquired Bob
Christine cheerily, as he came up to a group
of the players. |

“PDon’t ask me!” said Reggie Pitt grufily.

Christine, of the Fourth, raised his eye-

brows.
“Hallo!” he said. “What’s the matter 7

“The chap knows no more about football
than Tubbs, the page boy!” said Handforth,
in his outspoken way. “As a matter of
fact, I'd rather have Tubbs any day! The
beast fouled old Mae, and "

“Oh, dry up ! said McClure. It may have
been an accident.”
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“Browne awarded a free kick, didn’t he?”
demanded Handforth.

“Yes, but—-"

“*But rats!” said Handforth. “The man’s no
good! He can't kick for toffce, he's selfish,
and [ don’t believe that he even knows the
rules! How many times did he get off-
gide 1™ ~

“1 believe Handy’s right there!” remarked
Nipper. “I'm quite sure that Castleton dovsn’t
know the proper rules.”

“But it's impossible !” said Bob Christine,
staring. “Castleton is the best footballer that
Walsing——"

“We've heard all that before, thanks!™ in-
terrupted Reggie Pitt gently. “I'm begin-
ning to think that some enterprising journalist
must have pot wrong information. [Kither
that, or he’s been having a little joke, Castle-
ton’s no footballer. Wait untif the second
half begins—and then you'll see for yourself |”

“Well, we shan’t have to wait long,” said
Buster Boots. * Here's old Browne—and he's
blown the whistle, too.”

As they lined up for the second half, Alan
was grim and determined. The rest had done
him good, and he was feeling fit for the re-
mainder of the game.
tive that he would score one or two goals. He
was getting the hang of the thing now. They
wouldn't have such an easy time with him
“this half! He resented the way the other
playvers had avoided him. and he was bent
upon showing them just exactly what he was
worth! He knew well enough that they
had been talking about him—that they had
been criticising his earlier play. Well, he
would give them something to look at now?
He'd show them!

Alan’s zeal was rather misplaced. For he
wa3 tn an ugly mood, and after the play had
been going on for a couple of minutes he
acted in a very surprising way. A pass came
out from one of the half-backs, and Dick
Goodwin sped forward to take it. But Alan
had decided to-accept that pass—and to make
a run for goal.

“This 1= mine!” he snapped, as Goodwin
went for the leather, -

And to everybody's amazement, Alan
stuck his foot out, and caught Dick on the
ankle, The West House centre-forward
went down,- badly tripped.

“ Foul !”

“Onh, vou dirty rotter!”

“Gireat Scott! He fouled®one of his own
men, too!”

- “His own ecentre-forward !

Browne ran up to Castleton, having blown
the whistle and stopped the game.

“Brother Castleton, let me warn vou!”
said the lanky Fifth Former. “If anything
like this happens again, you’ll go off the
field !”

-“If anything like what happens again?”
demanded Alan. “The silly 1diot got in
my way!” :

“You deliberately tripped him—and it was
foul play!” said Browne., “Much as I regret
the necessity of a stern chat, brothér, I must

And he was now posi--

| was “dribbling” admirably.
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uphold the traditions of the gamo, and my
position as referee. Remember what 1 have
sai(;i; Another act of this sort, and off you
go!” |

Alan stamped angrily, his eyes glittering.

“Fool!” he muttered. “I'll play as I like!"

He halted as bhe found himself confronted
by Reggie Pitt, ,
© “You're locking a bit puffed, Castleton,”
said Pitt quictly. ““Don’t you think you'd
belter retire from the game? We can get
on with ten men all right,”

" Want to get rid of me?” sneered Alan.

“To be quite frank, yes!” replied Pitt.
“You're style of football isn't exactly what we
require.”

“You'll change your tone after I've scored
a couple of goals!” said Alan contemptu-
ously. “I’'m a bit out of practice, that’s all!
Can’t you give a man a chance?”
P“You’va had plenty of chances,” replied

itt. :

There was no time for any further talk,
for the whistle had gone, and the game waa
continuing. Pitt was not only astounded,
but staggered, a minute later. TFor this new
junior repeated his previous offence—with-
out the slightest justification.

Instead of keeping to his position, he
haunted Reggie, apparently under the im-
pression that he was an outside man, and
his bad play upset the whole forward line.
Passes were sent to him which he muffed
hopelessly, and he was constantly intercept-
ing the ball when he shouldn’t have been
anywhere near it.

A splendid pass came from Dick Goodwin,
and Reggie Pitt got the lecather under con-
trol, and started off down the field. But
before he could take half a dozen strides,
Alan came running up, his eyes gleaming,
his whole aititude one of determination. Ila
wasn’t going to let Pitt have the ball! He
would trap it himself, and score! 1t was the
maddest thing that any of the spectators had
ever secn,

Crash !

Alan charged—Dblindly, brutally. Repgie
Pitt went clean over, turned a somersault,
an lay still, And Alan went carecring on
towards the goal, fondly believing that he
As a matter
of fact, he could hardly control the ball-—and
he didn't even know that the whistle had
gone. But he knew it soon afterwards, when
several of the Ancient House players ran up
to_lfxim, and pulled him abruptly to a stand-
strit.

“*You dirty cad!” shouted Tommy Watson
hotly.

"“What do you mean?” panted Alan. “Why
did you stop me? I was just going ta
score !’

“Score!” shouted Jack Grey,
“But didn't you hear the whistle?”

“Hang the whistle!”

“The fellow knows less about foothall than
my Sunday topper!” said Watson. “Ho
deserves scragging for that foul, too——"

armazecd.
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“DBrother Castleton, be good enough to
leave the field!” interrupted William
Napoleon Browne, striding up.

“1h?” said Alan, swinging round.

He found Browne eyeing him sternly.

“I have alrcady warned you,” said Browne.
“This time I must take drastic action. You
will leave the field, Brother Castleton—and
vou will leave it at onec!”

“Confound it!” shouted Alan. “*You don't
know what you're talking—->
"Let there be no argumenis!” put in
Browne,  “You will either lecave the field
guictly, brother, or I shall take vou by the
seraff of the nock, and hurl you off !

“Hear, hear!”

“We'll help you, Browne!”

“Rather!”

Alan Castleton took a deep breath. One
glance at his companions was sufficient to
convinee him, Either he went willingly, or
he would be thrown off. He sct his lips
in a thin line, turned on his heel, and strode
off towards the pavilion. Outwardly he was

calm, but inside he was a seething furnace of
hatred !

e ———

CHAPTES 13,
A Piece of Handy’s Mind !

e BTTER?” asked Jack
- Grey geontly. '
Reggic Pitt made a
wry face,
‘ “I'in all right, thanks,™
he replied, “Nothing much—only bruised a
bit. Where's Castleton? He seemed to go
mad for a minute. His one idea was to get
hold ef the ball—and he didn’t eare how he
got it.” . ¥

“Browne's sent him off the field,” said.

~Jack grufily,

“1 shall have something to say to him

afterwards,” said Nipper. !
. "Let me say it, if you don't mind,” put
in Reggie. “He was playing for my House,
Nipper, and I'm responsible for putting him
into the team.”

“Rats!” interrupted Handforth hotly.
" You’'ll be too soft with him, Reggie! Leave
it to me! I'll give him a piece of my mind
as soon as the game’s over!”

“I think we’re all rathier anxicus to have
a little chat with him,” said Nipper dryly.
“Well, thank goodness he’s off the field.
You West House chaps will have a chance
now. While Castleton was here you were
all at sixes and sevens.”

And the game went on, the concluding
piay being very fast and interesting. When
the final whistle went, the Ancient House
had won by two goals to one. But nobody
looked upon it as a real test—for without the
encumbrance of Alan Castleton the West
House fellows might easily have equalised,
and it was highly possible that they might
have won the game. _

Handforth was one of the first fellows off

.glaring,
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the field. He didn't wait a minute. As
soon as the whistle blew, he ran off towards
the Triangle, with Church and MeClure at
his heels. They could easily guess the ob-
jective of this sudden rush.

“Half a tick, Handy!” panted Church.
“Don’t be rash, you know !” R

“That's all right!” said Handforth. “I'm
nnt going to be rash. I'm only going to
give Castleton a piece of my mind !”’

“But you can’'t spare it, old man!” urged
Mac.

“What 77

“I—I1 mean, it’s up to Pitt!” said McClure
hastily,  “Castleton is in the West - House,
and 1t’s none of our business——"’

“Rats!” interrupted Handy. “Likewise
piffie! Also fiddlesticks! We're all {oot-
ballers, aren’t we? Well, I’'m going to tell
Castleton what I think of him before any of
the others get a chance!”

Church and McClure could not very well
object. For they wanted to give Castleton
a good jawing, tco. They were only afraid
that Handforth would go much further. It
wasn't like the redoubtable Edward Oswald
to stop at mere talking., It was quite hikely
that he would give Alan one of his famous
uppercuts, and lay him out. Nothing less
wouldrsatisfy the impulsive leader of Study D

As it happened, they encountered Alan in
the Triangle, The new fellow had just come
down after changing, and he was looking
resplendent in  his  well-ereased suit. He
paused as he observed Handforth & Co. bear-
ing down upon him.

“Well, how did the game go?” he asked
coolly. “I’ll bet the West House lost!”

“Yes, it did!” roared Handforth. *“All
your fault, you dirty rotier!” |
- “AMy fault?” asked Alan, raising his eye-
brows. “Well, I like that! The West House
naturally lost because 1 left the field, I was
going to get two or three goals——" .

“Stop that!” interrupted Handforth,
“Whe told you that you could play
football? Why, you idiot, you don't even
kpow the rules! I'd like to tell you here
and now that you’re one of the mouldiest
players I ever saw! I don’t care what you
were at Walsing Grammar School, or any
other grammar school! This afternocon you
plaéed dirtily all the time you were on the
field ! , g

“Youwd betteP®o casy
gore rising.

“TlUH go as I like!” thundered Handforth.
“You made every possible mistake that you
could make! You elung to the ball when vou
should have passed it, you intercepted the
ball when you showldn’t have touched it at
all, and vou fouled your own players more
than vou fouled their position! In a nutshell,
Castleton, you're every kind of a cad!” |

Alan flushed deeply. He was still sullen,
still resentful of that indignity. He had been
ordercd off the field of play, and he knew

” began Alan, his

enough about football to realise that it was

the greatest indignity that could have
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befallen him. He did not feel inclined to
stand Handforth’s talk.

“Why can’t you mind vour own business?”
ho demanded harshly. “I don't belong to
your House, anyhow! Clear off, Handforth,
and don’t stick your nose into things that
don’t concern you!”

Handforth gasped. - .

“Are you talking to me?” he demanded
thiclkly.

“Yes, [ am!”

“By George!” shouted Handforth. *Did
you hear him, you chaps?”

“Yes, we did!” growled Church. *“Slosh
him '™

“Smash him up!” said McClure.

“That's just what I'm going to do!” yelled
Handforth, whipping off his jacket. “Now

then, Castleton, let s see what kind of a boxer
you are! Three times champion at Walsing,
eh? All right—I'm willing to take the risk!
Hold my coat, Mac!”

Alan backed away. |

“You fool!” he panted *“You can’t fight
here—in the open Triangle!”

“Can't I?” retorted Handforth.
your hands! I ecan't fight, eh?
take that!”

Biff !

Alan took it—a heavy drive which struck
him on the chest. He staggered back and sat
down with a thud. Edward Oswald Hand-
forth wasn’t the kind of fellow to waste any
time |

- “Put up
All right—

CHAPTER 14,

The Great Boxer!

i EGGIE PITT frowned.

L “By Jove, look there!”

B he said, nodding his head.
=N “Handy has started
new chap flying!”

“Wo'd better hurry up and put a stop to
it,” said Nipper, “He'll only get himself into
trouble if he fights Castleton in the open
Triangle like this. 1If a prefect happens to
see humn, or & master, he’ll be in trouble!”

All the footballers crowded round as Alan
Castleton rose to his feet. He wasn’t par-
ticularly hurt. That blow had struck him by
surprise, for he hadn't really thought that
Handforth was in earnest. He was rather
reliecved to eee all the other fellows come
round him like this, although their looks did
not bode him any good.

“Clear off, 'you chaps!” said Handforth
gruffly. “I don’t want any interference——"

“Chuck it, old man!” said Reggie. “You
can’t fight Castleton here.”

“Can’t I?” retorted Handforth. *“I'm
doing it!”
“Well, you must stop, Handy,” said

Nipper. “You know as well as I do that

fighting in the Triangle i1s against all the

rules.” .
“Blow the rules!”

threaten to——

was quite ready.
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“That's all very well,” said Reggio. “If
anybody's going to fight Castleton, I'm the
one. You can have a go at him some other
time, Handy—after he's done some more
dirty business!”

“%Iear, hear!”

“Reggie's right!” |

“Leave the new fellow to Pitt, Handy!”

Castleton was looking round with a sneer
on his face.

“8So this is the kind of treatment you give
a new fellow, eh?” he eaid wunpleasantly.
“You completely surround him, and then

“Don't make things worse!” interrupted
Reggie Pitt quietly, ““You’ll come behind
the gyvm,, Castleton, and I'll knock you
down. You'll have perfectly fair treatment,
and vou can choose your seconds if you like.
But I'm going to have the pleasure of taking
a good slosh at you, You confounded cad! 1
put you into my Eleven, and all you did in
return was to disgrace it!”

“You're mad!” shouted Castleton. “I only
played the game!” '

“Good gad!”

“He's either a fool or a fraud!”

“You'd better go easy, Pitt,” advised IFull-
wood. “You may be taking on more than
you can chew.” '

“I'll chance it,” said Reggie.

“Don’t forget that Castleton won the box-
ing championship of Walsing School for three
yvears in succession,” went on Ralph Leslis
Fullwood dryly. “ Unless vou're careful you'll
find yourself flattened out!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let’s see if Castleton’s boxing is of the
same quality as his footer!” :

Alan could see that there was no help for
it. -And he was beginning to realise that
Arthur’s photograph was liabla to be very
embarrassing. It was one thing to make
capital out of it and get into the football
team, But it was another thing to be
attributed with boxing prowess which he cer-
tainly did not possess.

However, his natural vanity came to his aid
agaln. _

He had always held boxing in as much con-
tempt as football. Any ass could use his fists,
What was there in it, anyhow? And if this
fool of a Pitt wanted to fight him—well, he
He was convinced that he
would be able to give a very good account of
himself. It was quite likely that he would
knock Pitt out! And he realised that such
a thing would tell greatly in his favour. If
he could only succeed in whacking his own
junior skipper his prestige would be
enormously increased. Alan’s concoeit of him-
self was truly colossal.

Before any prefects could come round the
crowd had mancuvred behind the gym-
nasium, and a circle was quickly formed.
Handforth, much to his disgust, was held
tightly, and was not allowed to take any part
in the proceedings. This was purely a West
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House affair, and all the Awncient House
fellows were merely spectators. |

“Well, are we going to start?” asked Alan
sneeringly.

“Just as soon ag you like,” replied Reggie
Pitt. “Would you like gloves or not? 1
leave it entirely to you.”

“Why trouble about gloves?” asked Alan.
“We can hit harder with bare fists!”

A rather evil idea had come into his head.
On his right hand he was wearing & heavy
signet-ring, and it occurred to him that if he
could get in one heavy blow that ring would
como in handy. It would act as a kind of
miniature knuckle-duster, and would do great
damage.

“Time |” sang out Nipper. “Might as well
do the thing properly. We'll have one-minute
rounds, Go ahead!”

More spectators had come round by this
time, for it did not take long for the news
of a fight to get about. 1t spread through

] 23

the junior quarters like wildfire. Boots,
Christine and a number of other TFourth-
Formers were among the spectators. Even

Willy Handforth and his valiants of the Third

had come along. And a certain number of |

fellows were hovering about the outskirts
keeping guard in order to give warning in
case a prefect should make investigations,

Everybody was frankly curious. Castleton
had the reputation of being a great boxer.
The fellows had seen it in black and white.
But they were much more curious to see a
real demonstration. :

They saw!

The fight as a fight was a sheer fiasco. It
was over almost before it had started.
Reggie Pitt had been expecting to battle with
a fairly worthy opponent. Reggie was a fine
boxer himself,
knew quite a lot about the noble art. But
within one minute Alan proved that he knew
practically nothing. '

He attacked blindly without any scientific
knowledge. All his actions were crude, and
his defence was utterly worthless. Pitt found
that he could sweep through it with the
greatest ease. The man krew less about box-
ing than the average fag.

His one idea seemed to be to get in a heavy
right-handed blow. But Pitt avoided these
thrusts with the greatest ease. Every one of
Alan’s movements revealed the fact that he
had utterly no skill. And Reggie Pitt became
frankly disgusted.

“Oh, what’s the use?” he asked, *““The
fellow can’t fight, and it’s simply a farce!™

Crash !

And Reggie, in disgust, delivered an
upper-cut which caught Alan on the point of
the chin and sent him over backwards. The
new boy sprawled on the grass, dazed and
bewildered. And he was counted out amidst
a roar of jeering.

So much for the great boxer!

and he believed that Alan |
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The angry West House juniors surged info

th

three guests had been smoking and playi-nl;gi ¢l
PP

CHAPTER 15.
His Truc Level !

RAUD ™
“ Spoofer !”
“Get up and clear off,

you cad!”

Alan rose to his feet
amid a further storm of scorn. Once again
his vanity had been rudely shattered. Box-
ing wasn’t such an easy matter as he had
always believed! From the first moment of
that “fight " to'the last, he had been bewil-
dered. He had been all at sea. And the
jeers of the crowd burned in his ears.

Somehow, he didn’t like this reception. It

| was somewhat different to the acclamations

he had heard on the previeus day!

“Go ahead!” heo shouted savagely. * Sneer
all you like! Do you think I care? The lot
of vou can go hang!”

Handforth pushed forward.
“T'm glad I didn’t fight you, Castleton,”

he said sourly. “I made a mistake in the
first instance. It’s one of my principles not
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Reggie Pitt had feared. Castleton and his
slworse, they had forced the innocent Lord
)

to fight with worms. Why, my minor could
make rings round you any hour of the day:!”

“Leave him alone, Handy,” said Pitt
quietly, ““He’s obviously a fraud!”

“That’s jmst what I want to talk about,”
sald Handforth, glaring at Alan. *“Look
here, Castleton, what about that photograph
in the illustrated weckly ?”

“What about it 7"’ snarled Alan.

“How the dickens did it get in there?”
demanded Handforth. “I suppose you put
it in yourself, eh? That's about the size of
it! Champion of Walsing Grammar School
for three years in succession! Huh! The
best footballer that Walsing ever turned out!
Huh! Do wvou think we believe all that
tommy-rot ?”’

“You can believe it or not, just as vou
like!” retorted Alan. ‘Do you think I carc
what you believe? I made a mistake when
I arrived yesterday. I mixed with you
fellows, believing that you were the right
sort! But now, thank goodness, I've found
out that I was off the rails! I don’t want
anything more to do with you!”

“What !” gasped Handforth,

“I’'ve done with wyou!” went on Alan
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curtly., “I’'ui a bie particular, too, and I’'ve
coine to thie conclusion that all you fellows
are a set of rotters. TI’ll pick my friends
more carefully in future!™

And he walked off, amid a dazed silence.

“Did you hear thai?” gasped Handforth
at last. “Of all the beastly nerve! ILet’s run
after him and chuck him in the fcuntain!
Are we going to stand this sort of thing
from a cheeky new kid?”

“Oh, let him go!” said Pitt wearily. “I
can sce that 1 shall have enough trouble
with him in the West House! No need to
make a scene in the Triangle, Handy!”

“Yes, let him go!” said Nipper. “You
have my sympathy, Reggie, old man!”

Under ordinary conditions, this behaviour
on the part of a new {cllow would not have
occasioned much surprise, But Alan had
come to St. Frank’s heralded by great
advance notices, as it were. Everybody had
believed Lim to be a wonderful feotballer,
a great boxer, and a fine all-round sports-
man. But these illusions were neow shat-
tered. Alan had proved himself to be nothing
but a commonplace rotter, And nobody
thought it worth while to make any further
inquiries regarding that paregraph in the
illustrated weekly., What did it matter to
them, anyhow? The proof of the pudding
was in the ecating, and Alan Castleton had
proved himself to be a rank wash-out,

He proved it even more a minute later.

For when the crowd emerged from behind
the gym. they saw that he had joined forces
with Wallace & Co., and the four were talk-
ing together carnestly.

“T thought so!” said Pitt. *““He’s found
his' true -level now! He's a fit companion
for Wallace and his cads. We've got one
of that breed in the West House at last!”

“And wec're not proud of him, either!”
added Jack Grey. |

“Never mind!” said Singleton. “Birds of
a feather flock together, vou know., It’s
quite possible that Castleton will get a
transfer into the Ancient House, so that he
can be near Wallace and Gulliver and Bell.
Let’s hope so, anyway.”

“Rats!” said Handforth, frowning. **Do
you think we’d accept that rotter into the
Ancient House ? He's yours, and you're
welcome to him!”

“T shall make 1t my business to keep an
eve on the fellow,” said Reggie Pitt grimly.
“If he starts any of Wallaee’s tricks in the
West House, he’ll soon be sat on. ['ve
got to think about poor old Pippy, too.
I’ve put Castleton into Pippy’s study, and
I'm worrying now. Pippy is an innocent
sort of chap, and Castleton is no fit sort of
study mate for him. I shall have to see what
I can do.” _

“Better have a word with old Barry,”
suggested Nipper. “ And yet that might be
difficult,” he added thoughtfully. * You
can’t very well tell Barry that the new
fellow is a cad and an outsider, can, you?
Can’t tell tales out of school. And Mr.
Stokes won’t transfer Castleton into another,
study unless he has a good reason.”
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“Leave it to me,” said Reggie. “TI'll
koep my eve on him, and see that he doesn't
start any tricks. Or if he does start themn:,
I'll bet he won’t finich them, not while I'mn
active, anyhow!”

And the fellows dispersed,
change, and to get down to tea.

In the meantime Alan went off to Study A
with Wallace & Co. They had invited him
to tca with them. and he was glad to accept.

“1 told you what they were, didn’t I?"
asked Wallace coolly, after they had got
into the study and had closed the door,
"You'd better stick to us, Castleton. You're
one of our crowd.” 4

“TI'm jolly thankful that I can turn to
somebody, anyhow,” said Alan. “You fel-
lows are just my stamp. You're sporty—
you don’t miund a smoke now and again.
You enjoy a game of cards. That's me all
over. This study of yours i1s a little haven
of refuge.”

“How about the invite you gave us yes-
terday 7" asked Bell. “I thought we were
goin' over to the West Housa this evenin’
with vou, Castleton ?”

“So you are,” said Alan. * After tea, yvou
can all come over with me, and we'll have
a nice little game. Old Pippy is rolling in
mouney, and we'll see if we can’t lift some of
it. "’

And the new fellow at St. Frank’s made
himself very comfortable in Study A. He
had certainly found his true level now. With
Wallace & Co. as friends and companions,
he was right in his element!

cager (o

CHAPTER 186.
Handforth’s Latest !

= DWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH flushed excitedly,

into his ecyes, and he
brought his fist down on
the study table with a resounding crash.

“Why not?” he uasked eagerly.

Church mopped half a cupful of tea out
‘of his lap, and McClure retrieved the Genoa
cake from the floor.

“When you've done!” complained Church.
“What's the idea of swamping me like
that 7"

“Why not?” repeated Handforth.
1t about time?”

“High time!” replied Church bitterly.
“T1f you must bang something, IIandy, why
don't you bang yourself? Or why don’t you
find Castleton, and bang him?"

Uutil that moment, tea in Study D had
been very peaceful. Handforth was unusually
thoughtful that evening, and he had sat for

A SWERS

Prce 2d.

“Isn’t

Ever Saturday.

A keen, cager light came’
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some tune, drinking his tea, and eating
bread-and-butter  and  sardines In &
wechanical kind of way, But now he was
stiadenly acetive.

“It's the idea of the term!” he declared
firmly. “I think we ought to start the thing
straight away! This very evening!”

“If you'll give us some idea what you're
talking about, we might be able to disagree
with you,” said MecClure. *“You can't expect
us to show much enthusiasm when vou doun’t
tell us what the dickens——-"

“Dry up!” said Handforth, frowning.
“Don't interrupt! Let me think!™”

He scowled at the battéred Genoa cake,
and absently took a slice of 1t. He put &
on to his sardine plate, and proceeded to cat
it with the aid of his knife and fork. Church
and MeClure watched with much interest,
In fact, Church passed Haudforth the
Worcester sauce. |

“Thanks!” said Handy absent-mindedly.

He helped himself liberally to the sauce,
pouring it over the cake with a rare
abandon.

But Church and MecClure were much dis-
appeinted. Handforth proceeded to eat the
cake without a word. He apparently didn't
notice that this diet was somewhat unusual.
He was so busy with his thoughts that he
would have caten rope-ends without even
knowing it,

“It’s time for the big revival,” he said
sternlv.  “We've been slack for too long.
Things have been getting from bad to worse,
until now the school is more or less dead.
What happens if we find two or three West
House follows in the Ancient House common-
room? What happens if we come across a
Modern House chap in the Jumior corridor?
Nothing ! Absolutely nothing!”

“What do youn expect to happen?” asked
Chureh, :

“Why, we ought to grab these intruders—
these invaders—and throw them out on their

necks!” replied Handforth grimly. “It’s
time that we revived the old House
rivalry.”

“Oh!” said Church. “So that's what

you've been gassing about all this time?”
“Haven’t you becn listening ?” demanded
Handforth, staring, -
“Yes: but you didn’t explain vourself—"
“Well, m explaining myself now,” said
Handy. “I deplore the dying-out of the old
House rivalry. Do you hear? T deplore it!”

“That’s not a bad word,” remarked Mac.

“I deplore it!"” roared Handforth. “Ii's
high time that the japes and the rags wero
revived., Each House ought to be exclusive
to itself, Lach House ought to strive to
make itself paramount!”

“That’'s another good
McClure, grinning,

“Don’t quibble about words!” thundered
Handforth, “Are you chaps with me, or
not? If you're with me, then everything ta
all right. But if yvou’re not with me, I'll
slaughter the pair of you!”

“Thon we're with you!” said MeClure
promptly.

word,” said
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ARTHUR CASTLETON AT ST. JIM'S! |

ihe Boy with a “duicy ” Reputation ! |

That he is an out-and-out rotter, not fit to mix with
decent people, 1s the scandal that precedes the arrival

A delightful long complete story of the Cheery Chums of
CLIFFORD, which appears in this week’s bumper number of

=, G IS IVE

ot Arthur Castleton at St.
Jim's, which 1is rather
reugh on Arthur Castleton,

for he 1s true-blue. I

And Gussy, the Swell of
the Fourth, considers it
his duty to take this new
fellow under his wing—
show him the error of
his ways and reform him.
How his scheme of re- ‘
formation pans out you

will learn from : |
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Church chuckled.

“Joking aside, though, we certainly arc
‘with you, Handy,” he remarked thought-
fully. “As you say, it's high time thas
the old House rivalry was revived. Except
for the recent feud between the Remove and
the Fourth—and one ean hardly call that
a jape !—things have been getting a bit dead
lately. We haven't have a jape since good-
ness knows when. Of course, there's still a
lot of keen rivalry In sport-—in footer, an<
running, and all that sort of thing, DButb
we haven't had any rags. We haven’t had
any japes.” |

“The Ancient Houso is paturally the top
House at St. Frank’s,” added MeClure.
“PBut perhaps it is time that we made it
perfectly clear to the other Houses. Sup-
posing wo jape one of them this evening ?”

“Jollv good ! said Church,

Handforth stared at them.

“You fatheads!” he =zaid.
dickens are you talking about?

“What the
This i1s my

idea! I thought of this, and you're coolly
claiming 1t as your own wheeze! I never
heard of such nerve in all my life!”

“My dear chap, we're simply agreecing with
you,” sald Church blandly,

“That's all,” said MeClure: “Nothing
wrong in that, I suppose?”

Handferch was disarmed.

“No, that's all right,” he growled. *“But
don't forget that it’s my idea! As soon as
we've finished tea we'll get hold of Nipper
and Fullwood and Archie and the rest, and
hold a meeting in the common-room. We'll
thrash this matter out, and form a plan of
campaign for this evening. And 1 suggoest
that we make a raid on the West House to
begin with.”

“Why the West House in particular?”
asked Church. “Why not jape the Fourth
Formers? Far better than going for Pitt’s
crowd. Tn faet, it might be a good idea
for the Ancient House and the West House
to stick together, and to declare a kind of



2

rag war on the Modern House and the East
House. Remove against Fourth, see?”

“Not likely|” Handy retorted.
against House—that's the only way. It
doesn't matter whether Pitt and his crowd
are in the Remove or not. They're in a
different House, and therefore they aro
rivals.” )

“Bubt wouldn’t it be better to start against
the Fourth?”

““No, it wouldn’t!” replied Handforth
grimly. “I've a particular reason for want-
ing to have a smack at the West House
chaps. Castleton is there, don't forget, and
we'll pick out Castleton [or special treat-
ment " '

“Well, T must say you've hit it on the nail
this time, old man,” said Church. “Yd for-
gotten about Castleton for the moment. Yes,
we'll start on the West House—and include
Castleton in the good work!”

And for once in a wav Study D was com-

pletely in accord. Church and McClure
hailed Handforth’s latest with enthusiasm,

CHAPTER 17.
The Ancient House Plotters.

h I  course,” said Hand-
forth, * we shall have to
go carefully.”

Five minutes had
passed, and a thoughtful
sifennce had bheen broken.

“House |.
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“How do you mean—carefully?” asked
Cht,t{’:'cl'x.l

“Well, Nipper is the skipper
House,” replied Edward Oswald.
of the juniors, anyhow,

of this
“Skipper
Of course, it’'s all

wrong! I ought 1o be skipper, strictly
speaking. Everybody knows that.”
“Yes, yes,” murmured Church. *“But why

shall we have to go easily 7™

“Because Nipper generally squashes my
ideas!” replied Handforth, with a growl.
“And as soon as he hears this be'll try bto
put his foot down. But we've got to get
the majority of the fellows on our side.
And then Nipper won't have a leg to stand
on, see?” :

“Yes, he's bound to agree to the decision
of the majority,” said Church, “But I
don’t think Niner will be such a hard nut
to crack as all that, Handy. Nipper's a
sportsman. He won’t throw cold water on
a reallv sensible idea.”

Handforth rose from the table,

“Well, T'll go to the common-room,” he
announced. “You fellows go along the
nassage, and round up the chaps. Tell them
to come to the common-room at ence—be-
cause I want to make a speech.”

“That'll be no good,” said McClure. *If
we tell them that, they'll all stay away!™

“If they stay away, then I'll come along
and rout them all out!” threatened Hand-
forth, “I'm not going to be fouted like
that! But don't be an ass! You do as I
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eay, and vou’ll find that they'll flock to
the couinon-room in droves!”

As 1t happened, the matter was not put
to the test. For when Handforth arrived at
the common-room he found Nipper & Co.
already there., Ralph Leslie Fullwood was
present, also, with Clive Russell, De Valerie,
and most of ihe other prominent Ancient
House Removites, :

“Good egg!” satd Handforth, as he strode
briskly in. “1 want you, Nipper! T want
all you other fellows, too! I've a suggestion
to make!” -

“T.et 1t stew for a bit. old man,” sald
Tommy Watson. “We're talking about

football.”
© “Castleton’s brand of football, in particu-
lar.” said Fullweod.

“Ncever mind about football now,” said
Handforth. “I thought of a brilliant idca
during tea, and 1 want a'l vou fellows to
support me. In fact, if you don’'t support
me, there’ll be trouble !

“Well. it's just as well to know these
things in advance,” said Nipper, smiling.
“What’s the idea, Handy? We're always

ready to hear anvthing brilliant.”

“ Abszolutely !  ecaid Archie Glenthorne.
“At the same time. old chunks of fruit, T'm
ratheor inclined
brilliance 1s apt to be over-ripe.”

“Rats!” said Edward Oswald. “T1 tell
you the whole thing in a nutshell, T'll ex-
plain the wheeze in half a dozen words. Well,
for a long time past we've been practically
at a standstill. We've done nothing. How
many japes have therc. been during this term,
for nstance? There was that feud between
the Remove and the Fourth just recently. of
course, but that doesn’t come into this
category. How many japes were there last
term ? How many glorions rags did we
have? 1 tell you, St. Frank’s is half-dead!
Unless things are livened up pretty soon, we
shall all go off into a state of semi-conscions-
ness !

“Just a minute, old man,” said Nipper
gentlv, “Is this what you call telling us
the idea in a nutshell 7%

“It all depends upon the size of the nut!”
said Fullwood, “Handy must be thinking
about a coco-nut!”

- “Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” frowned Handforth.
“This is no time for cheap humour! My
idea is to recommence the House japes. Re-
vive the old House rivalry! Do you remem-
ber how it used to be in the old days-before
the school was altered?”

“Yes: at that time there were only two
Houses,” replied Nipper. ‘' And there was
a good deal of rivalry.”

~“There was!” agreed Handforth. *Tho
Ancient House chaps ‘were known as the
Fossils, and the Modern chaps were called
Monks. All that’s dead mnowadays. But
why should it be? With four Houses, there
ought to be more fun than ever! 1 vote
that we start everything again in earnest,

to’ believe that Handforth's
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and that we begin with the West House this
cvening. Why not rag that beast, Castle-

| ton, in partienlar? Tet's get up a terrific

jape, and show the West House chaps that
we're the cock House at St. Frank’s!”

“Yes, but * began Nipper.

“T den’t want to hear any obiections!”
frowned Handforth., “I was expecting some-
thing of this kind from vou, Nipper! You
always squash my ideas, but this time you're
not going to!”

“My dear chap

“The scheme is sound, ard we've got to
got busy on 1t!” continued Handforth. “ How
many of vou fellows are with me 77 he added,
looking round the room. “Are vou game
for a good old jape on the West House this
evening 77

“Yeos, rather!” said Fullwood promptly.

“0dds lifesavers!” ejaculated Archie., “I
mean %o say, it strikes mo as being a pretty
sonmd sort of scheme, laddies!™

“Hear, hear!”

“(Good old Handy!”

“He's got the right idea for once!™

Handforth flushed with pleasure at the
comnbined shout of approval.

“There vou are!” he sald.
it now, Nipper?" |

“It's just what I expected,” said Nipper.
it B.th__“___lﬁ

“T don't want anv of these “huts,” my
lad,” interrupted Handforth, glaring. “I
know what vou're going to sav, but don’t
say it! You've heard the others, haven't
you? So vou needn’t try to throw cold water
on the business!”

“You hopeless didfer!™
“Can’t you let me speak?”

“Not if you are going to e¢all my idea a
rotten one !”

“I'm not!” said Nipper. “You hopeless
ass, I was only going to ask von whyv wvou
expected me to run it down. As a fﬁaiter
of fact, this idea of vours is so jollv good
that T can’t quite believe that you thought
of it. T'l bet Church and McClure put the
thing into your head to hegin with!”®

“Rot!” said Handferth. “I thought of it
entirely myself !

“Then the age of miracles isn't ever!”
said Nipper. “My dear old chap, it's the
idea of the season! Most decidedly, we'll
jape the West House this evening! Yon
bet we’ll jape it! And we'll give Castleton
some very particular attention!”

And there 'was much plotting in
Ancient House common-room !

X3

“What about

roared Nipper.

the

CEAPTER 18.
Alan’s Little Partyi

ORD TPIPPINTON looked
up dreamily as the door of
Study S opened, and four
figures strode in,

“Here we are!” said

| Alan Castleton briskly. “0Old Pippy’s on the

|
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spot, ready for us.
welcome !

Wallace & Co. were ushered into the
luxurious study. As soon as thoy were In,
Alan turned to the door, closed it, and turned
the key in the lock.

“We shall be safe here,” he said genially.
“(Clear those things off the table, Pippy!”

Lord Pippinton looked mildly inquiring.

“Eh?” he asked. “Clear them off? But,
I mcan, prep.! The fact is, I'm just in the
middle——"

* Never mind your prep. now!” interupted
Alan, “We're going to have a little game.”

“Oh, rather!” said Pippy. “You mean
a game?” .

“Yes, you ass!” said Alan. “I1 suppose
you'll join us, won’t you?” o

“As a matter of absolute faet, no,” said
lord DPippinton. ““As you want the table,
I'll trot off. Yes, that’s the idea. I'll trot
off to the good old common-room, and—"

“PBut vou can’t go, Pippy,” said Wallace.
“The door’s locked.” | o

“0Oh, locked!” said Lord Pippinton,
“That's rather awkward, what?”

Hoe was such a mild sort of junior that
he hardly knew what else to say. Since the
door was locked, what was the good of pro-
testing Y He was there, and evidently there
he had to stay. After all, Lord Pippinton
was a very simple, easy-going youth. It

Come in, you chaps—all

wasn't in him to exert any will-power—always |

providing that he possessed any will-power.
There were four fellows in here, and they
were all opposed to him leaving the study.
Therefore, the only possible alternative was
to stay in the study. That was the way Old
Pippy looked at it.

His books wero swept off the table, and
Wallace produced a pack of cards. Then
the young rascals sat down at the table, and
cigarettes were lighted up. Alan passed his
case to Lord Pippinton,

“1 suppose you'll smoke with us?” he asked
casually.

“Smoke?” said Old Pippy. “Oh, you
mean have & cigarette?  Thanks awfully!
I mean, if you don’t mind, not at all! The
fact is, smoﬁing isn’t quite in my line,”

“That's all right!” said Alan.
shot!” |

“Oh, well, if you insist!” said his lordship
uncomf{ortably, “That is to say, if you
positively and absolutely insist. But, I mean,
smoking——  Isn’t it somewhat against the
good old rules?”

“What do we care about rules?” laughed
Alan. “If it comes to that, playing cards 1is
against the rules. But what’s the harm in
a little friendly game, Pippy? Be a pal,
and join.”

“Join 2"

“Draw your chair up to the table, and
we'll let you play!”

“Qh, rather!” said Pippy. “You mean
play? But the fact is, I don’t! Awfully
sotry, but I don’t know any of these games.
?Iever did. Couldn't learn ’em. Too brainy
or me."”

“Have a

grin.
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“Rot!” said Alan. “It doesn’t need any
brains to play banker. I was going to
suggest pontoon at first, but I think banker
will be more in your line.”

“1 assure you it’s quite imposs. " said Lord
Pippinton, in some distress. “I don't even
know the good old cards! Never did!”

“The chap hasn’t lived!” said Wallace, in
wonder. “Do vou mean to say, Pippinton,
tha‘tAymtidon’t know an aécea‘ from a deuce?”

‘ euce?” repeated Pippy, groping.
“What the deuce—— 1 me-anf)eg’hatg?‘”

“Don’t you know a king from a queen?”

“Oh, rather!” said his lordship. “The
queen, so to speak, is—well, I mean, the
queen is a queen. The good old feminine
gender, as it were. And the king, of course,
being masculine, is masculine gender.”

“T'm talkin’® about the ecards, yvou duffer!”
sald Wallace. “There are kings and quecns
in these cards!”

“Really ?” said Old Pippy,
prise.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Alan, staring
at Lord Pippinton in dull wonder. “Is it
possible ?”

He was beginning to realise that this sheep
was much easier game than he had first
imagined. It would be a very simple task
to clip Lord Pippinton’s wool! The fellow
not only knew no games, but he didn't evea
know the values of the cards!

“That's all right!” went on Alan, with a
“PDraw your chair up, Pippy, and
we’ll teach you. It won't take us more than
ten minutes. You'll want some money, of
course.” '

““Money ?”

“Yes, rather!” said Wallace.
some money. haven't you?”

“A little,” said Pippy.
Not much, of course——"

“A little!” echoed Bell, with a glance at
Alan. “But you said—"

“We only need a little!” interrupted Alan,
with a meaning look across the table. “Don’t
worry about money, Pippy. Anything will
do—the smallest amount you've got. It's
only a friendly game, remember. One or
two fivers will be quite sufficient—say, twenty
pounds altogether!”

“Oh, rather!” said Lord Pippinton. *“It
that’s all you want, T mean, nothing easter!™

He produced his wallet, and placed four
five-pound notes on the table. The inno-
cence of this rich junior was absolutely
staggering. Wallace & Co. could hardly be-
lieve it. " It was too good to be true. They
had never been able to get anywhere near
Lord Pippinton, and they hadn’t even realised

in mild sur-

“You've got

“Just a little.

that he was such a “mug.” But Alan
Castleton knew it well enough, and Alan
was Lord Pippinton’s study mate. And that

gave him plenty of scope.

Old Pippy himself was altogether too mild
to utter any protest, although he seemed to
realise, in his trance-like way, that he was
doing the wrong thing, However, he joined

| the game, and was soon in the' thick of it.
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" As for Wallace & Co.,
they were highly delighted
with their new friend.
Castleton was the limit! He
seemed to know more shady
tricks than anybody they
had  ever met. He was
decidedly an acquisition to
St. Frank’s—according to
the lights of Wallace &
Co.! .

- CHAPTER 18.
Reggie Isn’t Sure !

% NYTHING wrong,
old man 7" g

Jack Grey asked
the question with
some concem. For

gome moments he had been '
watching  Reggie  Pitt
closely. Reggie was sitting
next to the fire in Study
K, and he was wearing a

troubled, thoughtful ex-
pression. He started, and
glanced up.

“Sorry!” he said. “What
was that, Jack ¥’

“Something’s on  your
mind, Reggie!™ said Jack
Grey accusingly.

- “Well, ’m not denying
it,” replied Pitt.
ton is on my mind, if vou
want to know the truth.”

*“Oh, bother the fellow!”

“1 agree with you heartily, old chap,”
said Pitt. “Bother the fellow! Dash him!
Blow him! And likewise jigger him! At
the same time, he is just as much a problem
as ever. I begin to believe that he isn't
genuine at all”

“Begin!” said Jack. “The fellow is an
absolute outsider!  After that game this
afternoon, I don’t want any more to do with
him! He's mixing with Wallace & Co., and
that’s good cnough for me.”

“Well, I'm worried!” said Reggie frown-
ing. “You seem to forget that I've put
Castleton into Study & with Old Pippy. And
now I'm in a quandary. I can’t go to Barry
Stokes, and complain of Castleton's conduet,
because that would be sneaking. And yet, as
skipper of the juniors in this House, I've got
to take action of some kind.”

“Why must you take action?”

“Because there’s no telling what (Clastle-
ton will get up to,” replied Reggie. ““Even
at this minute he may be trying to get Old
Pippv to have a cigarctte, or something
idiotic like that. I’ve a good mind to go
along to Studv 8 and have a look in. Just
to satisfy myself, you seec?”

“All right—if vou like!” said Jack good-
naturedly. “We'll both go!?

They got up, and left the study. Jack

“ Look ! execlaimed Handforth.
“(astle- No, I can’t see it now ! *
but he couldn’t see the strange, black shape. and
moment’s reflection, wasn’t quite sure if he’d seen it himself !

** There it is—going down the ivy—
Fullwood strained his eves through the darkness
And Hsandforth, aiter a

as Pitt did. But, then, Reggie Pitt was the
junior akipper of the House, and he felt
that he had responsibilities,

Out in the passage they ran into the Hon.
Douglas Singleton, Solomon ILevi, and Dick
Goodwin.

“Hallo ¥ said Singleton, “ There seems to

| be high revels in Study 8.”

“What ?” said Piit sharply.

“They're having a littio game, T shouldn’t
wonder,” said Levi, nodding. “RBy my life!
If that lozer of a Castleton 1s trying to
swindle Old Pippy——"

“‘Come along with us, and we'll soon see,”
interripted Reggie grufflv. “We'll put a
stop to Castleton’s games if he's started that
stunt! By Jove! I didn’t really think there
was anvthing in my fears!”

Reggic was alarmed--and angry.

Was it possible that Alan Castleton bad
started some disreputable games in the West
House alreadvy? He hadn’t taken long,
anvhow !

They reached Study 8. and paused outside.

“Shush!” murmured Pitt. “I don™t like
cavesdropping under any econditions, but
we're jJustified in listening for a moment
now.” '

“Rather!” said Singleton.

They made no attempt to actually listen

Grey didn’t take the matter quite so seriously | at the keyhole, to hear what was going on
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inside in the way ot conversation. It was
quite sufficient for them to hear the murmur
of voices. And there came the significant
clink of money. There were several voices
within that study, and one of them was
clearly recognisable,

“Wallace !” muttered Reggie Pitt, his face
becoming very grim. * 8o Castleton has in-
vited those rotten cads into this House, has
he? He's asking for trouble, and he'll got
it!”

Levi sniffed the air.

“Cigarette smokel” he murmured.
“Didn’t we say they were having some high
old revels in there, Pitt? It’'s about time we
butted in.”

Reggie Pitt scized the door handle, and
shook it. Instantly there was a complete
cessation of the sounds from within,

“Pippy !” shouted Reggie. |
There was a silence, and then a httle
sciffle,

“Eh?” came Lord Pippinton’s voice. “I
mean, what?”

“Is anybody in there with you, Pippy?”
asked Pitt.

“Oh, rather!” replied Lord Pippinton.
“One or two fellows. Eh? I mean; nobody!
No, I don’t mean that! Certainly not!
I'm not going to tell lies, you know !’

“It's all right, you fellows in there
called out Reggie. ‘ You needn’t try to fool
mo! I know that you’re inside, Castleton!”

“*Speaking to me?” came Alan’s cool voice.

“Yes, I am!” snapped Reggie. “Unlock
this door!”

“Why should I unlock it?”

“Because T tell you to!”

“And who the dickens are you to give me
orders ?”’ asked Alan insolently, “You can
go and fry your face!”

“You'd better realise, Qastleton, that I'm
the Junior skipper of this House——"

“And you'd better realise, Pitt, that this is
my study !” interrupted Alan. “I don’t want
any interference from you, or from anybody
elso! Clear off! It's like your infernal
nerve to come herel”

Pitt took a deep breath.

“You've brought Wallace & Co. into this
House——" he began.

“What if I have?” shouted Alan. “Can’t
1 bring my friends into my own study if I
like? Great Scott! Who ara you? Lord and
master of the West House, by any chance?
1 don’t have to ask you before I bring a
few visitors in with me!”

Pitt caught his breath in.

“Look here, Castleton, you’d better
open this door |"” hesaid grimly. “Thero are
certain times when & fellow needs to inter-
fere. I'm not alone in this, either. There
are five or six other fellows out here——"

“They can all go and eat coke with you!”
shouted Alan.

“All right!” said Pitt as the other
juniors began to look war-like. “I'll give you
just one sccond to open this door, Castle-
ton !

!!"
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“You can give me as many seconds as you
like, but I'm not going to open it!"”

“Then T'll break it in!” shouted Pitt
angrily,

He wasted no further time., Retreating a
pace, he turned his shoulder, and then
charged at the door with all his strength.
There was a devastating crash, the lock gave
way, and Pitt and the other West House
juniors surged into the little room.

CHAPTER 20.
Putting the Stopper On |

aw HAT the—"
B “Confound it! Of all
" the______.}! .

Alan Castleton and his
guests stared up from the
table, with many exclamations. They cer-
tainly had not expected Reggie Pitt to burst
in like this. They were taken completely by
surprise. :

All of them were smoking, and the air was
blue with smoke. Cards lay on the table, and
little heaps of money were dotted about.
Lord Pippinton, looking extremely uncom-
fortable, was sitting on the edge of the
lounge. He hadn’t taken part in the game
yot—at least, he thought he hadn't. He had
only been learning—and had parted with a
couple of his fivers just in the way of
practice. _ .

“You confounded rotters!” said Reggie
Pitt hotly. “{rab them, you chaps!”

“T,0o0k here!” roared Castleton. “Of all
the infernal impudence——"

“That’s enough !”* shouted Pitt. “ Another
word from wou, Castleton, and I'll knock
you down!” o

And there was such a world of meaning in
his voice that Alan backed away, and did
not say anything further for the moment.
Wallace & Co. were scized and held. They
were not looking particularly comfortable
Nnow.

“] say, stop it!” complained Wallace. in
alarm. “We're here at Castleton's invita-
tion. You can’t do anything to us, Pitt!”

“Can’t we?” asked Pitt, in a quivering
voice. “You'll see about that soon,
Wallace !”

“But we're guests!”

“Which only makes your olfence worse!”
said Regegie curtly. “Fine kind of guests,
aren’t vou, fo come into this House and to
break the rules? You know jolly well that
smoking is prohibited—and card-playing for
money, too! What you do In your own
House is your concern. But what you do
in this House is mine!”

“Hear, hear!” sang out a lot of the other
West House juniors..

“Chuck them out of the House!”

“Yes, rather!”

Doyle, Johnny Onions.
of the Remove fellows,

and many other
had come aloug,
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. It’s Alan Castleton who upsets
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Castleton is a born rotter—or so he
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attracted by the gencral noise. And they )
were all eager to throw Wallace & Co. out
on their necks. But Pitt was not quite so
drastic. Another idea was beginning to take
ghape in his mind. :

“We'll deal with Castleton first of all,” he
said. “Anvbody got any handkerchiefs?
We'll tiec up these Ancient House rotters,
and then a couple of you cen guard them.
We'll give Castleton the frog-march, just
to show him how much lie can defy us.”

“Confound it!” protested Castleton. 1
didn’t know-——"

“Pidn’t know what?” interrupted Pitt
sharply.

“I didn’t know I was breaking any rules.”

“Don’t try to kid me with that nonsense,”
said Pitt. “You're not a child—you're not
a kid! We're going to frog-march you!
And the next time you bring these cads mto
this House to play cards—well, you'll be
sorry for yourseli!”

Reggie turned to the startled Pippy.

“ Before we go any further, Pippinton,”
he went on, “I want to ask you a question.
Have you been playing cards?”

“No.” replied Old Pippy uncomfortably.
“ Absolutely no! These chappies were trying

you well enough, Pippy. But with four
against you, you were pretty well helpless.
Have you lost any money ?” -

“Well, not actually,” said Pippy. - “'There
were a couple of fivers of mine. But they
were only practising with them, I under-
stand. Castleton put them in his pocket e

“Then Castleton will take themi out—and
quickly, teo!” said Pitt, “Come on, Castle-
ton—shell out !”

“I won't!” roared Alan hotly., *“Pippin-
ton was playing with us, and I won the
money fairly!”

“Turn him upside down!” ordered Pitt.
“He won the money fairly, did he? We'll
soon sce——"

“All right—all right!” said Alan hastily.
“Tll hand it over!”

He took out the two fivers, and Pitt handed
them back to Lord Pippinton. Alan was
looking absolutely fierce and sullen, He had
invited Wallace & Co. to his study, and
this was the result! He not only looked
ridiculons, but he had lost the chance of ihe
casiest money he had ever had within his
grasp. -

For the next five minutes Alan was pot
able to think of anything in particular. He’
was frog-marched not only down the Junior

-

to teach me. Of comrse, 1 d'idn’t want— =
“That’s all right!” «id Pitt, “1 know

| passage, but ali the way round the Frinugle,
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Occasionally he was bumped upon the hard,
gravel, and when the ordeal was over there
was scarcely any wind left in him. He was.
very much of a wreck. Utterly exhausted,
he was allowed to crawl away.

“It's not everything he deserves, but it’ll
do to begin with,” said Reggie Pitt breath-
lessly, ‘“He’s a new fellow, for one thing,
and we’'d better go easy. Now we’ll deal
with those Ancient House rotters!”

“Going to frog-march them, too?” asked
Goodwin. “T’ll admit it’s a champion idea,
!a.;i', but it's rather exhausting work, isn’t
o

Reggie Pitt grinned.

‘“As a matter of fact, I've got another

idea,”” he said slowly. “Well, it's not
exactly my idea—it’s Handy’s!”
“Handy’s?”

“Yes,” grinned Pitt. “One of our chaps
heard that he’s been talking about reviving
the old House rivalry. You know what
Handy 1s for letting his little secrets out.
Well, why shouldn’t we take a leaf out of
his book and start the ball rolling ?”

“By Jove, that's a great wheeze!”

*“Hear, hear!” :

“Let’s be the first to start the new order
of things!”

“Let's begin on Wallace & Co.”

“Hurrah! A jape—a jape!”

There was p{enty of enthusiasm in a
moment. The majority of the West Housc
fellows were only too pleased to comply with
Reggie Pitt's suggestion. The scheme had
the added attraction of being originated by
the Ancient House fellows. It would be
rather rich if Pitt & Co. could take a leaf
out of the book of their rivals, and draw
first blood! And Wallace and his companions:
were here. waiting to be ragged! They were
on the spot. all ready to practise upon!
It was a chance that simply could not be
ignored.

And Reggie Pitt and his valiant men went
back to Study 8, and thereafter Wallace,
Gulliver and Bell went through a somewhat
trying experience—an experience which they
had eertainly not bargained for!

CHAPTER 21.
Withou Thanks!

MNWARD OSWALD HAND-
FORTH strode out of the
Ancient House lobby with
a purposeful expression on
his face. With him was
Nipper. and behind came Church, MecClure,
Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West, and many
other members of the Ancient House elite.
Most of them were grinning. They didn't
take the sertous view of this affair that
Handforth did.

The raid on the West House,
just about to start.

“What vou've got to do is to follow myv

in fact, was
o9

lead ™ Wandisrth was saving, “This is myv
idea, and T insist upon leading the party.”
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“That’s all right, Handy,” said Tommy
Watson. “You can insist all you like. You
can 1magine yourself to be the leader, if it
pleases you. But Nipper is the chap we’re

following.”
“Begad, rather!” nodded Sir Montie.
“Peace, peace!” murmured Nipper.

“Don’t let’s have any arguments now, just
when we're starting on——  Hallo, what
the——"

He paused, and stared across the Triangle.
Not exactly across the Triangle, but down
it, towards the West House. Three figures
had just emerged from the West House
doorway, and were hobbling curiously down
the steps. They were plainly visible in the
flood of light which came from the West
House doorway. -
~ “What are they?!” asked Handforth, star-
ing.

“Goodness knows,” said Nipper. “But
they seem to be coming in this direction.”

A series of yells came from the West
House, but.none of the rival Remove fellows
were Iin evidence. Only these three
grotesque figures. They had evidently been
ejected, and nobody had taken the trouble
to follow them.

The three progressed in a very strange and
startling manner.

They came along with little tiny footsteps
—half hopping and half jumping.

“Hold on!” said Nipper. “Let’s stav here
and wait for them. We can see them better
in the light.”

“Yes, but who are they?” asked Hand-
forth,

“YWe shall soon see,”
“They’'re coming straight towards us.’

And in a very few moments the mystery
was solved.

The three figures came jumping along, one
of them a litile in advance of the other two.
They made no_ sounds, except for grunts
and gasps. And as they came nearcr it was
noticed that they were in an extraordinary
conditiorr. Their hands were tied behind
them, and their ankles were hobbled =o
closely that it was only possible for them to
progress with little footsteps—or by jump-
ing. They were almost unrecognisable as
human beings.

For, instead of faces, they possessed blobs
of soot, mud, flour, and other like abomina-
tions, Out of this conglomeration of mix-
ture, their eves gleamed. Their mouths
were open, too, making the general effect all
the more grotesque.

Their hair was standing up on end, and
fixed into sticky spirals.

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne, with a shudder. “I mecan to say,
isn’t this somewhat murky, laddies? How
frightfully frightful! Imagine the feelings of
these poor coves! My heart weeps for them
—absolutely !”

“Don't weep unnecessarily, Archie.” said
Nipper grimly. “In spite of their make-up,
I rather fancy I recognise them. I shall be
very much mistaken if this first ehap isn’t
Gordon Wallace himself.”

replied Nipper.

¥
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“What!” '

“They’ve got placards on them, too!”
shouted Tommy Watson,

The three figures were now very close,
and the placards could be read with the
greatest ease, They were just pieces of card-
board, with some words daubed on them.
The words were as follows:

“WE ARE NOT WANTED IN THE
WEST HOUSE!”

The next moment the trio were
rounded, and the air was full of shouts.
Wallace & Co.—for, of course, these unhappy
figures were none other than the cads of
Study A—glared at their Form fellows with
baletul eyes.

"Well 7 snarled Wallace.
seen enough of us yet 1”

“Thought so!” said Nipper.
lace all right!
chivrup 77

“Don’t be funny!” said Wallace hoarsely.
“We've been assaulted.”

“Haven't you

“It’'s Wal-
Can’t you recognise his

“Look at us!” wailed Gulliver. “QOur
suits are ruined!”

“And they’'ve put liquid glue on our
hair!” howled Bell. “Oh, the ecads, the
rotters!”

Handforth found his voice. |

“But—but what the dickens does it
mean?” he demanded. “Why have they

donc this?” |

“QOh, they're startin’ some silly, idiotic
House rivalry again!” snapped Wallace, “I
thought all that rot was dead, But Pitt

and his crowd are bringing it to life again,
and they've picked on wus as the first
vietims.”

Handforth jumped a foot into the air.

“What!” he thundered. “Great gorgon-
zola! Do you mean to say that the West
House bounders have—-"

He paused, too utterly thunderstruck for
words. His great scheme had been fore-
stalled! While he and his companions were
actually on the way to the West House to
start this great campaign, Pitt & Co. had
got busy! They had stolen a leaf out of their
book! It was such a staggerer that Hand-
forth almost lost his voice again.

“Never mind, Handy ! said Nipper, with
a chuckle. “It doesn’t matter much if the
West House chaps have drawn first blood.
This will make our rag all the more
interesting.”

“But, you ass, they’ve beaten us!” roared
Handforth,

“Rats!” said Nipper. “They’ve only
japed Wallace and his pals. And, if I know
anything of them, they thoroughly deserved
it. I’ll bet a penny to a pound that Wallace
and his pals went over to the West House
to play cards with that new chap Castleton.
Pitt discovered them at it, and chucked
.them out!”

“ And serve them right, too!” said Watson
hotly. |
“] know that, but yom can’t get away

sur-

they deserve

them thick ears?

from the fact that the West House chaps
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have forestalled us,” said Handforth angrily.
“That’s what I don’t like! Where's Pitt?
Where the dickens is Pitt? 1'm going to
have this out with him!”

“Well, you won’t have to wait long,”
said Nipper, with a smile. “For here comes
Reggie now, and, by the look of it, he’s
bringing every other West House junior
with him!”

CHAPTER 22
After Lights-out !

aee. EGGIE PITY & CO. came
W up, with blithely smiling
faces.

“Hallo, you
i _ House chaps!”
Pitt. “Pax, you know!”

“Pax be blowed!” shouted Handforth.
“Weo're not going to let you off—"
“Can’t touch me, Handy!” said Reggie.
“I've got my fingers crossed!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥Yes, cheese it, Handy!” said Nipper,
“Pitt has called * pax,” and we must respect
it. Besides, I want to hecar the truth about
Wallace & Co.”

“Confound you!” snapped Wallace. “Can’t
you let us go?”

“All rnight, hobble along, my son,” said
Nipper. “TYm not detaining you, am [?”

“Cut these ropes for us!” urged Wallace
frantically. “Hasn’t anybody got a pocket-
knife 27 :

“Don’t you do it !” said Reggie Pitt. “Let
them hobble all the way indoors—and all the
way upstairs, too! They haven’t had half

'H'

“But what have they done?” demanded
Handforth,

Pitt briefly explained.

“So we thought we'd start this Houso
rivalry business in a good way,” he con-
cluded. “These cads had invaded our
House, and were smoking and card-play-
ing there. We don’t want that sort of thing
on our side!”

“The cads, the rotters, the miserable
worms !” said Handforth furiously. “So
that’s what ‘they were doing, 18 it? Didn’t
you black their eyes first? Didn’t you give

Daubing them with soot
and flour wasn’t half bad enough.” . :

“1 think they’ll do for once,” said Pitt.
“They’re not likely to forget this little
affair in a hurry, anyhow! DBesides, it
wasn’t entirely their fault. They were over
on our side at the invitation of that precious
new chap, Castleton.”

“Was he playing, too?” asked Nippor.

“Playing " said Jack Grey. "I believe
the chap is worse than Wallace himself!
He's an utter cad—a despicable rotter! It
was a bad day for the West House when he
came into it!”

“Well, it’s jolly rummy!” said Nipper,
frowning. “Castleton came to St. Frank’s
with a fine reputation. We thought he was
going to be a thorough sportsman, and

Ancient
sang out
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v l‘. ,-‘N
instead of that he’s turning out to bo an
out-and-out young blackguard. You'll have
to keep your eye on lnm in future, Reggie.”

“Trust me for that!” said Reggie Pitt,
nodding. *“He won’t be able to get at Old
Pippy's cash a second time. Ounce is enough
for ne! I can't very well sneak on him,
and have Lim transferred into another study,
but 1 can watch him closely.”

By this time Wallace & Co. had gone in.
It was ounly by the purest luck that they
avoided a prefeet or a master. Somechow,
they managed to reach their bed-rooms, and
there they remained, until Nipper and one
or twn others came up to release them.
éfterwards there was a conference in Study

“Well, that rather spoilt our little rag,
didn't it?” asked Nipper. “We couldn’t
very well go over and jape the West House
fellows when they were in such force. Still,
we needn't give up hope.”

“What do you mean?” asked Handforth.

“Well, why not make it a real jape, a
regitlar scorcher?” asked Nipper, his eyes

gleansing. “Why not make it a jape with
full risks?” ,
“Full risks, dear old boy?” asked Sir

Montie, in a mild voice.

“ Lxactly ! said Nipper.
after hights-out!”

“TPhew ™

“Dy George, that’s the wheeze!” said
Handforth. “ After lights-out! It isn't a
praper jape unless we do it then.” '

*Ju«t what I was thinking,” said Nipper.
“It’s a lot more attractive if we have to
creep about, and steal into the enemy’s
quarters, and do things on the guiet. I've
grot one or two little ideas, too. I rather
think we'll give the West House better than

they gave us!”

“We'll do it

“But how?"” asked Church. “What do
vou propese doing. Nipper?”
“If you'll gather round, comrades, and

lend me your cars, I'll proceced to fill them

right up to the brim!” replied Nipper
cheerily. “Remember, this is going te be a
jape that'll make the West House chaps

Nothinz malicious,
But,
them

admit thev're whacked.
of conrse—all open and above-board.
by Jove, we'll have the laugh of
to-maoriow ! .

And Nipper proceeded to outline his plan
to those about hitn.  And by the time he had
finished ‘they were all grinning widely. Even
Hand{orth
ideas were much better than any that he had
Lhought of,

“Qf course, I've got plenty of schemes
stowing,” Lie amended. * But this wheeze of
youss, INipper, is a corker. All right, then.
We meot again after lights-out—at half-past
eleven, eh ?2”

“At hall-past eleven exactly!” replied
Nipper. “Is that wunderstood by every-
body "

“Rather!” chorused the others.
And the meeting dispersed.

The Ancient ouse juniors were very lkeen

on this new rivairy stunt. It was high time

-

handsomely confessed that the
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that a little spirit of adventure and excite-
ment was introduced into the various Houses
of St. Frank’s. It was all vight to be rivals
in sport, but why not be rivals in fun, too?
It would add a zest to life—a spice to things
in general, The various Houses would be
constantly vying with one another to provide
the latest laughter-raiser. Each House would
do its best to gek the better of its neigh
bour,

And so, when the Remove went up to bed
at the usual time, not many of the fellows
went to sleep. A few did, since Nipper had
given his word that he would come round and
give evervbedy a call at eleven-thirty.

In Handforth's dormitory 'Church and
MecClure procecded to get into bed, but Hand-
forth wouldn't even think of undressing. Hae
stated it as his intention to wait up until the
clock struck half-past eleven just in case
Nipper forgot all about it.

“And you're a couple of fatheads to get
undressed like this!” he said disparagingly.
“What’s the idea of it?”

“It's a jolly good idea!” said Church.
“We might as well have two hours’ sleepy
mightn’t we? And as long as you're going
to keep awake, Handy, there’'s nothing the
matter with the wheeze. You'll give us a jab
at half-past eleven, won’t you?”

“I'll not only give you a jab, but I'll tip
you off those beds!” promised Handforth
generously,

He sprawled back on his own bed in ovder
to think deeply—to plan “out some clever
japes. Surprisingly enough, however, within
five minutes he was snoring gently, and
Church and McClure, who hadn't yet got to

sleep, grinned to one another and settled

themselves down.

CHAPTER 23.
The Cry in the Night !
5 OUSE; up, Handy! Rouse
] R4

up!

Edward Oswald Hand-
forth sat up blinking as
he felt a hand on his
shoulder. The bright gleam from an electric.
torch was blazing in his eyes. He blinked

more than ever.
“Hallo!” he mumbled. *Who's that?”

“Only me!” said Nipper cheerily. “Time
to get up!”
“Don't be an ass!” said Handforth. *“ How

can it be time to get up? We've only just
come to bed. Wasn't the arrangement that
we should get up at half-past eleven?”

“It's exactly twenty-seven minutes to
twelve,” murmured Nipper. “I think you
must have been having a little dream, Handy,
or is this your idea of keeping awake?”

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Handforth, look-
ing round him. “I must have dozed off I”

Chureh and McClure were soon awake, and
it only took them a few moments to get into
their clothing. Somehow this idea of A tane



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

on the West House after lights-out didn’t
quite appeal to them so much now. They
yawned copiously as they got into their
clothing.

“Ugh ! shivered Church.
cold outside !”

“Yes, there’s a etiff wind !” said Nipper.
“But why worry? It’s not far across to the
West House.”

He went out, and shortly afterwards all the
raiders gathered out in the corridor. There
were about a dozen of them altogether, and
they were wearing rubber-soled tennis shoes.
Some of them were carrying implements,
too. They looked a very business-like crowd.

“ Everything all ready ?” murmured Nipper.

“Got the screwdrivers and the screws?”

“Yes!” grinned Fullwood. “We've each
got a screwdriver and a gimlet, and we've
got plenty of screws, too. I understand that
De Valerie 13 In charge of the chemical
department,” :

“That’s right!” nodded Val. “Leave the
chemicals to me. T'm in charge of the
stinks,”

Like shadows they crept downstairs, and
were undisturbed as they left the Ancient
House by one of the lower windows. It was
a very simple task for them to creep across
the West Square and to make for a window
which Nipper had given some attention to
earlier—before bed-time. In fact, Nipper had
loosened somie of the fastenings, so that the
slightest pull brought the window open. The
way into the West House was now clear,

“Now, remember,” murmured Nipper,
“not a sound from any of you! Each fellow
knows his business—we've got it all planned
out. Every man must go to his job and do
it quickly, effectively and without any waste
of time. There must be no talking, and the
sooner we're back in our own House the
better. We shall enjoy this jape in the morn-
mg miore than now.”

“By jingo!” grinned Fullwood. * Won't
we have the laugh of them in the morning

“Yes, rather!”

“And onee inside the raiders separated.
Ceecil de Valerie and two other juniors gave
their full attention to the junior bath-rooms.
There they procecded to do some rather re-
markable work.

Taking some bottles from their pockets,
they proceeded to simmear the wash-basins with
gome invisible substance which had a curious
glycerine-like tenacity. It was quite im-
Eogsible to see it on the white porcelain of the

asins, :

“Won't they get a surprise when they start
washing in the morning?” murmured De
Valerie with an inward chuckle. “[This
chemical of mine is guaranteed to do the
trick. As soon as they fill the basins the
water will turn as black as your hat.”

“This 15 rich!” murmured Jerry Dodd.

“ Messmates, it's one of the best things I've
heard of for many a voyage!” breathed Tom
Burton. “When those West House lubbess

“It looks pretty

Lord Pippinton’s

-
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get anchored to these basins they’]l get some
big surprises.” |

“Why not test it?” asked Jerry Dodd.

“That’s ali right—I've tested the stuff
already,” replied Val. “There’s enough on
each basin to turn the water black for five
or six times. Pitt and his crowd will go
dotty wondering what the dickens is the
matter.”

They chuckled again, and in the mcantime
the other raiders were very busy in a different
direction.

Working with extreme caution, they were
proceeding to put. screws into every Remove
dormitory door. The idea was simple but
very effective,

Every Remove
screwed up!

There would be no outward sign that any-
thing was the matter. But when the juniors
tried to get out they would find themselves
hopelessly bottled up. And then later, when
they finally came out into the "Triangle, they
would meet with all sorts of bland mmquiries
from the Ancient House juniors regarding
their lateness. And after that Nipper & Co.
would simply yell at their West House rivals
for the remainder of the day. Pitt & Co.
would be chipped unmercifully from morning
until night.

At last the work was over and there had
been no disturbances.

According to prearrangement they all met
at the end of the upper corridor, each fellow
going to this rendezvous as eoon as he had
finished his own particular task. The idea
was to creep quietly out without giving any
of the West House fellows the slightest
inkling that they had been raided.

“All here?” murmured Nipper as he camo
up with Tommy Watson. *““Good egg!
We've done everything splendidly, and there
hasn’t been any alarm.”

“ And—oh, what a seurprise in the morn-
ing!” breathed Handforth. * By George,
I'd love to be here!” ,

“Pon’t worry, we shall hear all about it,”
sald Nipper, “Those chaps will go blue in
the face when they hear us yelling at them.
It’s not a particularly elaborate jape, but it’ll
do to start with——"

“Hallo ! interrupted Watson. “What was
that? Listen, you chaps! Listen!”

They all held their breath. From some-
where along the junior passage came a sound
of frantic, muffled cries. Nipper started off
in that direction, and the others were close
behind him.

“Tt's old Pippy!” said Nipper in a startled
tone. “That’s Pippy’s voice. And, by Jove,
he seems to be in pretty dire trouble by the
sound of his voice.”

This was perfectly true. Those cries from
, , %ed-rocm were alarming
in their utter extremity. What could be hap-
pening there behind that screwed-up door?

dormitory = was being



CHAPTER 24.

[f ' The Mystery of Old Pippy !
o

ITE screwed * up door!
Nipper suddenly gave a
start. There was some-
thing rather sinister in the
thought. The youthful

Lord Pippinton was apparently in grave

danger, and nobody could get to him quickly
for the simple reason that the door was

serewed up. The ‘Ancient House japers had
made it impossible for any quick rescue. :

Thoroughly exeited, they reached Lord
Pippinton’s bed-room and came to a halt
outside,

Every breath was held, and from behind
that sealed door came curious muffled
sounds. The cries had completely died down,
but these present sounds were even more

significant,
“Where's  Castleton?” asked  Nipper
quickly. *“Doesn’t Castleton sleep with old

Pippy "

“Not to-night,” replied Tommy Watson,
“They haven't quite got the bed-room ready
vet, [ heard Pitt saying so this morning.
(lastleton's sleeping further down the passage
with two other chaps. He's not in here.
Pippy’'s all alone,”

Thud—thud!

“Sounds like a struggle in there,” con-
tinved Watson.

“I'll tell you swhat!” shouted Fullwond.
“What about the window upstairs? There
arc some rooms above these, aren’t there?
And there’s ivy all up the West House wall!
Why shouldn’t we go upstairs and slither
down the ivy? Then we can get in the
window ! I'm game for it. anvhow !”

“Same here!™ said Handforth eagerly.

And, without waiting for any of the others,
Handforth and FFullwood rushed off. Nipper
remained at the door with a serewdriver, and
lie was frantically at work, removing those
SCrOWS,

Further along the passage, thumps were
sounding on some of the bed-reom doors
The West House fellows were awakening—and
they woere finding thomselves bottled up.

“Go along, and tell these chaps that it's a
jape ! said Nipper quickly. “Tell them not
to make a noise, or thore'll be a master on us
—and that'll mean a fogging all round!”

The others obeyed with alacrity.

In (he meantime, Handforth and Fuliwood
were leaning cut of the window on the floor
above. Suddenly Handforth pointed.

“What was that?” he whispered tensely.

“What was what?” asked Fullwood.
didn’t see anything.”

“Yes!” said Handforth, in a strange voice.
“Dido't you see a hlack shadow come out
of DPippy's window? Didn't you sce it
elimbh down the ivy? There! It's going
down—- No! I can’t see it now!"

I‘I

|

Ralph [.eslio Fullwood strained his cyes.
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“] didn’t see anvthing !” he said. “ I think
it must have been your imagination, Handy.”

“It wasn’t !’ muttered Handforth. “1I dis-
tinctly saw a black shape come out—a kind of
shadow. But it’s too dark to see much here.
And I don’t think this ivy is strong enough to
hold us—"

“No, it's no good,” said Fullwood. “It's
strong enough lower down, but it's all weak
up here. We'd better go down again,”

They got downstairs just as the door of Lord
Pippinton’s bed-room was unscrewed, and
Nipper & Co, broke in. Nipper switched on
the light, and was greatly relieved to see Lord
Pippinton sitting up in bed, looking dazed.
He was gasping considerably, and the bed-
clothes were lying in a disordered heap at the
bottom of the bed.

“ Pippinton !” said Nipper.
shout out like that?” i

“Frightfully sorry!” gasped Old Pippy,
feeling his throat. “ But, you know, something
attacked me, then the dashed thing went
through the window !”

“But the window is closed !”

“Kh?” said his lordship. “Closed? Oh, ah!
So it is! That's deucedly funny, isn't 1t?”

Nipper went to the window, flung it open,
and leaned out. There was not the slightest
indication that any intruder had come into
this bed-room by means of the window.

“You've been having a nightmare, old
man,” Nipper said. “That was all that was
wrong, There was nothing in this bed-room.™

“0Oh, but there was,” 1insisted Pippy, still

“Why did you

looking very scared. ‘A beastly black thing,
you know, It came at me, and woke moe up.
I was half-smothered. 1 wondered——"

“A  black thing?" repeated Handforth,
pushing forward., “I belicve he’s right, you
know! T saw a black sort of shape coming out
of his window !”

“What !

“Pon’t take any notice of him !” said Full-
wood. “T saw nothing. You know whaf Handy
is for imagining things! I don’t believe there
was any shape at all. He naturally thinks
there was now, after what Pippy has said™

And so they dispersed. The jape, on tha
whole, was considered to be a fiasco. Tha
West House feilows would still, of course, have
the bencfit of that chomical in the wash-basins,
But the Ancient House fellows returned to
their own quarters with the feeling that Old
Pippy had spoilt everything. Naturally, he had
just had a nightmare.

But Edward Oswald Handforth wondered.

Had he really seen a shadow? Had thers
heen some sinister object in Lord Pippinton’s
bed-room? 1f Handforth had known anything
about those baleful eves which had looked
into Lord Pippinton’s study the other day, he
would certainly have said that his imagina-
tion had not played him false!

THE END.

(Look out for next week's ithrilling long
complete yurn, entit’ed: “THE SPOOFER
OF ST. FRANK'S!" Make sure af your
copy of the “N, L. L.” by ordertng NOW [)
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Brooks
chats with his readers.

"NOTE.—1} any reader writes to me, 1 shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks as are

likely to interest the wajority.
¢lo  The Editor, THE NELSON LEE
Street, LONDON, E.C4. Every letter will

special merit will be distinguished by a star (™)
offer is sti'l open: my autographed photo for

issue? If not, make a bee-line for

the nearest newsagent’s and collar
' one! JII he's sold out, try the others
—if there are any others near you. And if
you c¢an’t get yvour sccond copy then, order
onc from the newsagent nearest to you, and
you'll have it before the week’s out, unless
your newsagent’s jolly slow. But I’'m hoping
that most of you will have read my remarks
in the last three numbers, and that you will
already have your sccond copy all ready to
shove under the nose of a non-reader.

* %* *

Well, now. just give away that sccond
copy (or sell it, if you like) to someone
who isn't a reader at present. I have abun-
dant proof that many thousands of readers
are thankful that Our Paper was introduced
to them. So it’s jolly certain that whoever
you introduce 1t to will be mwore than likely
to bless you for “putting them wise” to
what they’ve been missing. That’s if they
read it, and find it as much to theiwr liking
as you do. Anyhow, give them the chance,
and you've done your bit.

* * *

If you don’t alrcady belong to the Si.
Frank’s League, and you want to join, this
will be a fine opportunity for xou to do so.
Just get the Application Form signed by
whoever you give the extra copy to, and send
it up to the Chief Officer with the Applica-
tion Form out of your own eopy. That's
all. The Moembership Certificate and Badge
will thon come along te you. You can go
in for the Medals afterwards, if you want to

* * *

Then, again, if you don’t keep your copy
of the Old Paper after you’ve read it, you
can give that awayv also—to another non-
reader. In that way you'll give double help
in this special effort which I'm asking all
our readers to make this particular week.
Of course, there are hound to be a few
ghirkers, and so double help of this kind

HAVE you got your extra copy of this

4 read it

All letters should be addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,

LIBRARY. The Fleetway House, Farringdon
have wmy personal attention., Letters of very
against the sender’s name. My photo exchange
yours—but yours first, please.—E.8.B.

will square matters a bit. And I should like
to keep a strict record of all who make a
double effort like that, And I will, if you’'ll
only put your modesty in your pockets and
write and tell me what you have done.

* #* *

If you can’t afford to buy an_exira copy,
and are not keeping your regular copy for
binding, or anything like that, you ean
make a special point of giving this week’s.
copy away to a non-reader after you have
And you can do the same every
week, If it comes to that. The more new
readers who are roped in every week, the
better for all concerned. But, anvhow, do
take your part in this introduction business
this week, Don’t be left out in the cold. I
want you ALL to co-operate, and make a
“grand slam * of it.

% * »

Well, that’s all I'm going to say about it.
Now 1t's up to you—to all of vou. And
vou've shown such enthusiasm in the past
that I haven’t a scrap of fear about tho
result. In fact, I shouldn’t be a bit sur-
prised if you ecatch the Publisher napping,
and demand more copies than he's able to
supply. But I think he's well prepared for
the Great Rush, So YII rest casy in mind,
and’ get on with a few acknowledgements.

* * *
Samuel Jeffrey* (Hovlake), Douglas P.
Calder (Cults), “Surfer ¥ (Sydney),
“Troubled” (Colwyn Bay), W. Necwman

(Port Sunlight), Arthur J. 8. Hand* {Shrews-
bury), Miss G. E. Bircher (Braintree),
Geoff Johnson (Market Harboro’), A Cobbett
(Camberley), Geoff. Dayman (Wellington,
N.Z.}, Ray. Clauson* (Cottonvale, Queens-
land), “Blot” (Sheflield), G. ‘M. @Gill*
(Farnborough), Stanley Goodworth (Goole),
R. Stead (Leeds), Thos. G. Mercer (Liver-
pool), Wm. Eric Bryan (Bradford). S. A. W.
Harvey (Sydenham), R. A. J. A. Gleeson
(Limerick), R. Ball (Lewes),
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tiere s a portion of a letter which [ feel 1
must guote. Lt is from a reader who signs him-
self * Leslie,” and who hails from Golders Green.
“ phe headaster of a big Loudon sciivol banted
the reading of all school stories. So 1 resolved
to point out to him the silly mistake he had
made, He granted me an interview, and alter a
long talk. he said he would get the opinion of
the othier masters before he gave me a definite
decision, Three days later he called for me, and
told me that it would be impossible to comply
with my wiwish. [ themn asked him when he last
read a school story, and what he thought of it
now. His answer was to the efiect that he had
never read one! 1 then came up with the
argument, why hattg a man before you have tried
iim-—and at the saine time 1 produced a bound
scries of the * Nelson Lee Library.” After a long
talk, I persuaded him to read it over. Two
weeks later, the sechoc. was calied together in the
large hall where an announcement was made to
the effect that we may read the * Nelson™ Lee
Libeary ' if we like, So I felt that 1 had done
some good in my youth., My argument all the
time had been that your stories were clean and
wholesome, and showed how {o lead a straight
life.” Thanks very much, ‘¢ Leslie,” and thanks
too, for your well-meant criticisms., 1 think you
must have missed the acknowledgment of your
last letter, because 1 am quite certain it was
printed io the Old Paper.

] * *

Thanks in chunks, Alan B. Bresnahan, for send-
ing me the “Canberra Commerioration Number ’”
of the *“Melbourne Weekly Times.” 1 am reading
it with very great interest—particularly as 1 am
contemplating an Australian Series for Our Paper.
It was very thoughtful of you—and very generous
—to think of me in this way. 1 wish 1 could
express )y . real appreciation of this genuine
friendship.

L L 2 *

A. Thomas Ryland (Stourbridge), " Zingrave”*
(Norwiech), Norah Murtough (Perth, W. Aus),
. T. Bryan (8. Chingford), * Billy ¥ (Camberwell
Gireen), Stanley F. Bainbridge (Chelmsford), G.
Hitcheock (Epsom), F. Sharples (Blackburn),
George F, Hodgson (Scarborough), Ella° Rowlands
(Ballarat East, Vic., Auns), Fred W. Boyce
(Bristol), Norman Green (Leeds), Michael Mec-
Carthy (Dublin), J. S. Ricketts (Hayle), Fred
Madee (Birmingham), A, J. 8. Hand (Wroxeter),

P. A. Wallbridge (Newcastle, N.S.W.). H. L.
Dance (8S.W.11), Kenneth Smith (Hornsey),
¢ Jonathan ” (Liverpool),
* L L3
Yes, *“Zingrave ” (I think you really should
have slzned yourself “ Miss Zingrave,” a photo-

graph of my frontispiece was published in the Old
aper a year or two ago. And I can assure you
that it was really an *authentic edition,” At
thie same time. any photograph is liable to suffer
when it is reproduced on anything but art paper.
And 1 am very much afraid that your humble
wag considerably altered in appearance. In fact,
when the photo was reproduced in that particular
issne, 1 wondered who the dickens the queer-
looking chap conld be. Then I realised, with a
start, that it was myself! Of course, if you
want a real photograph of me—and one that
shows me ir stark reality—you have only to send
me a snapshot of yourself, and 1'll let you have
my autographed photo in refurn.

* * L]

Talking about this photo of mine, and all the
photos 1 receive from readers, I have a special
word to say to you, E, T. Bryan., Or, to be
exael, it is to your sister. You tell me that she
helizves that I put all readers’ photographs into
the waste.paper basket. Well, will you kindly
tell yonr sister that my albums really do exist?
Every photozraph that I have ever received is
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nunmibered and dated, and is ecarcfully stored
away. You say that you want the names of six
chaps in the Third. All right, bhere they are
—Wiily Handforth, Chubby Heath, Juicy Lemoa,
Owen minor, Bobby Dexter, Eric Gates. Tha
Housemasters at St. Frank's are as follows.
Ancient House, Mr. Nelson Lee; West House, Mr.
Beverley Stokes; Moderu House, Mr. Artaur Stock-
dale; kast House, Mr. Barnaby Goole.

|, L] -

You neect’'t excuse yoursel! for **being
familar,” Michael MeCarthy. You started your
lctter, ™ Dear Edwy,” and I don't regard thus as
a familiarity at all. It is simply cbhummy—and
just what 1 like.

- - s

“No. 5366 ” (Tregeagie, N.8,W.), Jus. Maicolin
Mekillop (Waverley, N.5.W.), Raiph Dean (Mel-
bourae), Richard Dunn (Claptou), harry MeMauon
(West Broken Hill, N.5.W.), B, Crown (W. [,
Stanley James Green (Sutton, Cambe.), -* Leaguene
wits " (Aston), *“‘Boy Scout Adwmirer” (Wal-
worth), Thomas H. Littlejolin (Wolverton), . E.
Miller (Fuloam), “A Reader "* (Stockport),
“Jandy's Admirer ” * (Shepherds Bush), UEric
Miiler (Ashton-under<Lyne), *“ Harry Gresham ”

(Hollinwood), J. C. Hill (Birmingham), J. M,
Packer (Reading), Leslie D. Hillier* (Tatsfield).

Winanie Hamilton (Hull), Ralph Sewell** (5t. Ives,
Hunts)
* * *

There i3 one point about your letter, "A Reader,”
that 1 feel disposed to comment upon. That
thought of yours was quite a good one. You
say that you decided to send your copy of tha
“Nelsop Lee”™ to a friend, and to ask him to
read it, and, if he didn't like it, to pass it on.
Well, here’s the point that I mean. Why dida’s
you ftell him to pass it on if he did like it?

* & *

Your brother is quite right, Eric Miller. Nelson
Lee and Nipper first went to St. Frank’s on a
defective case, and since them they have beea
permanent fixtures at the old school.

* L3 *

“One Who EKnows” (Edinburgh), A. Headerson
(Southampton), A, G. Crosbie (Melbourne), T.
Weston (Birmingham), Frank Palmer (East Grin-
stead), Terence Sullivan* (Tufnell Park), John B.
Ashe (Cardiffy, Henry Charies Brown (Stoke
Newington), Ted Schroder* (Hamburg), Dicky
Wright (Haciney Downs), James A. lones (Porb
Elizabeth). Jean Hill* (Christehurch), R. Fita-
patrick (Strabane), Cecil Riccken* (Beifast), F.
Smith (Newthorpe), Alfred Bates (0ld Windsor),
Alfred Kemp (Staines), David Benjamin {(Waverley,
Aus.), Patrick Joseph Roche (Melbourne).

*

¥ #

I'm not sure whether that suggestion of yours,
James A. Innes, would be popular with the
majority of readers. You say that I haven't
any Spaniards, or Italians, or Egyptians, or
Greeks, in the school. Well, no. And do we
really need them? 1 find it quite difficult enough
to deal with all my British characters—and with
such fellowr as Vandyke, Jerry Dodd, Duncan,
and the other stalwarts from the Dominions. I
really don't think foreign juniors at St. Frank's
would be popular,

L ] . L ] L

Sydney Henry Robinson® (Clapham), Muriel
Tremayne (Rochdale), Gordon . Harrison
{(Douglas, LO.M.), “R.E.”* (Abergaveuny), Geof-
frey Brain* (Havant), *“ A Boys®" Brigade Reader”
(Brighton), Gordon Henry Sewell* (Southampton),
Jack Campbell* (Wellington. N.Z.), Hubert Kelk
(Worksop), Reginald (. Elliott** (Berkhamsted),
W. G. Poiulton (London, N.1.), W, H. May
(Richmond, Vic.. Aus.), W. Bedford (Southend-on-
Sea). “ Australian Reader” (Adelaide, Sonth Aus.),

(Continued on page 41.)
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Trackett Grim’s Triumph! Thrilling Concluding Chapters !

TRACKETT GRIM’S GREATEST CASE!

NOTE.—

Handforth flatly refnged
Mr.Edwy Searles Brooks’
offer of agsistance in the
writing of this story. It
now agpears as it came
from his pen, with the
excert on that cerizin
errors in spelling and
punctuation have been
corrécted by the Editor.

BT T R TR R R AT TR TR EHR T
IN PREVIOUS CHAPTERS:

WHAT'S HAPPENED

Havirng recovered the Blue Ruby [from
Armand Rocke, the master <¢rook, Trackett
Grim, the world's greatest detective, und his
assistant. Splinter, find themselves in the
Klondike. They take part in a gold rush,
and following an avalanche, make one of the

EDWARD
OSWALD
HANDFORTH

stakes the cluim, and then he and Splinter
start off for Dawson City, to gct machinery
to work their mine. When they have gone
some distance, Splinter happens to look
back, and, to his horror, sees Armand Rocke

richest *‘gtrikes"™ in history. The detective
Now READ THIS

TR LT LT RR TR LR TR R LR RRAR TR ARELAAARERRR LRI
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The Claim Jumpers!

UNNING like mad, Trackett Grim an

R Splinter went back along the trail.

They were hoping against hope that

they would arrive at the spot before

Armand Rocke and his gang jumped, and

so fleet werc they that they actually did
arrive. ;

Beforec the fatal leap could be taken,
Trackett Grim and Splinter charged into
battle, and then commenced a terrific fight.

“You rotters!” shouted Splinter. *“You
leave our claiins alone!”

“Rats!” said Armand Rocke, the words
hissing out between his c¢lenched teeth.
“These claims are full of gold, and we're
going to have them!”

“You bet we arel”
rotters,

“You f{ools sald Trackett Giim con-
temptuously. “Do you ihink that you can
beat me? Me! Do you think you can
beat the man who has never been beaten?”

- And the villaing recoiled at those words—
for there was something in Trackett Grim’s
tone, something in his manner, which boded
them ill. |

And ther¢ was somcthing in Trackett
Grim’s punch which boded them a lot more

11,
Biff! Crash! Thud! Biff!

shouted the other

(=

and his gang of c¢riminals about to jump
their claim! |
STUPENDOUS INSTALMENT.

T L T T T
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shot out, and Armand Rocke’s men were
felled like pole-axed oxen,

But they came up again and again, for
they were tough brutes. Armand Rocke
himself was as strong as Dempsey and
Sharkey and Tunney all rolled into one.
Not that he frightened Trackett Grim, for
Trackett Grim was stronger,

And yvet the numbers were too great.

In spite of the valiant struggle that went
on, Trackett Grim and Splinter found them-
selves being gradually beaten. Again and
again they rushed 1into the attack, but
Armand Rocke and his men stood firm. A
good many of the scoundrels were laid out
flat-——knocked out by Trackett Grim’s terrihic
punches. But all the others were still coming
on—still fighting like demons.

And the end was inevitable. At last the
great Trackett Grim was to be beaten! It
was an awful thought—a terrible idea. The
more Trackett Grim thought about 1t the
harder he battled. And Splinter, faithful
to his great master, stood side by side
with him, and fought gamely.

Back to back, our pair did wonders. They
were fighting not only for their record—
which they wanted to keep unbroken—but
they were also fighting for that gold, They
wanted to prevent Armand Rocke and his
gang from jumping on the claims.

Suddenly shouts came from the distance,

Like battering-rams, Trackett Grim’s fists |

| and Splinter let out a wild whoop of de-
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fight. Ior a great gang of miners were
coming. They had hcard sounds of the battle
from afar, and were coming along to see
what it was all about.

“Help!” shouted Splinter.
chaps! Rescue!”

“Hurrah!” roared the miners.

They swept onwards like an avalanche, and
surged in to the attack. It was a glorious
relief, for Trackett Grim and Splinter. A
moment before all hope had seemed dcad,
but now they fought with redoubled vigour.

“We're here!” shouted the miners, as
they rushed up.

“Curses!” snarled Armand Rocke, as ha
twirled round. *“Foiled at the finish!”

He made a last attempt to get free, but
thoso miners were on him like a pack of
hounds. They grabbed him, shoved his face
into tho snow, and sat on him. He was
done—Dbeaten.

“Well done, boys!” said Trackett Grim.
“You came along in the nick of time—and
I'd like you to accept these nuggets as a
token of my——" |

“No!” said the leader of the minérs.
“We don't want any n-u{fgets, sir! We're
only too glad to be of help——"

He broke off. and stared at Trackett Grim
in wonder. The other miners were staring,
too.

“Look!” said one of them, in an awed
voice. ‘‘It's Trackett Grim!”

Even in the Klondike, thousands of miles
from civilisation, Trackett Grim had been
recognised, In every part of the civilised
world he was known and respected.

“It's all right, you chaps,” said Trackett
Grim. with a wave of his hand. “I've been
tracking this rotter for hundreds and
: {hm:sands of miles, and at last I've got
v 1”

“We'll lvnch him!” said one of the miners
fiercely, “He must be a villain, or you
wonldn't be after him, Mr, Grim!"

“He is Armand Rocke—the greatest of
all villaing!” said Trackett Grim.

“We'll lyneh him!” roared the miners.
“Come on! Where's a rope? We'll take the
law into our own hands, and——"

“No!"” interrupted Trackett Grim, with
a tender look in his eyes. *‘Armand Rocke
is beaten, and I do not believe in kicking
a man when he is down.” |

And with that fine speech, Trackett Grim
vanked Armand Rocke to his feet, and
planted his boot in Armand Rocke’s rear.

“Now clear off {” said Trackett Grim con-
temptuously. “You're whacked, Armand
Rocke--and 1 am satisfied |”

And Armand Rocke, his humiliation and
degradation complete, slunk off, never to be
heard of again,

“Quick, you

Trackett Qrim's Triumph!

OWN Baker's Inn Road, London, came
D a great Rolls-Royce limousine.
Lounging at the wheel was the
famous 'Trackett Grim, the most
wonderful detective in the world.

{ been
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And just in the rear of this Rolls-Royce
came an Austin Seven saloon, with Splinter.
proudly at the wheel. Everybody turned and
stared, and evecybody recognised the great
pair,

The two cars rolled along, and it looked
as though the Rolls-Royce was taking out
its young for an airing.

The truth was, Trackett Grim and Splintee
had got home.

They were millionaires now-—for their
claims in the Klondike had proved to b
of tremendous value. Little remains to be
told of our heroes’ activities in the gold-
fields. They had gone to Dawson City, and
everything had been fixed up. For a time,
Trackett Grim had been tempted to remain
on the spot and to work his claim.

He

But then the great call had come.
remembered that he was a detective, and
he put all his other thoughts aside. Much
as he wanted to stay in the Klondike, and
cather the nuggets frem his claim, he knew
that he was wanted at home, Indeed,
Trackett Grim had received thousands of
frantic cables from all sorts of anxious
clients.

It seemed that the criminals of London
had been getting the upper hand of the
police. For Trackett Grim’s absence had
been noised abroad, and all the crooks were
as busy as bees.

" But Trackett Grim was back now, and
from every port in the United Kingdom
the criminals were trving to escape. For
they knew that they were now in deadly
danger. Trackett Grim was back!

_And so, although our hero was a miillion-
aire, he was determined to carry on with
his life work. |

They went up to their chambers, and who
should they find sitting in the consulting-
room but Sir Esau Starrs, the great astro-
nomer.

“Ah, Mr. Grim!” he exclaimed delight-
edly. “8So wvou have got back!”

“Yes!” said Trackett Grim. “Here I am,
Sir Esau—and here. is the great Blue Ruby!
My mission has been successful—as all my
missions are svecessful—and I  have
triumphed.”

“I knew you would, Mr. Grim!” said
the great astronomer. “Well done, sir!
And now T should like to know your fee?”

Sir Isau Starrs gazed longingly and
lovingly at the great Blue Ruby. It had
in the possession of his family for
generations, and the thought of losing it
had given him a pain. It was one of the un-
written laws of his family that the great
Blue Ruby should always remain in posses-
sion of the Hecad of the House. Indeed,
if it was parted with for any length of time,
the Starrs were doomed to all sorts of awful
trouble.

“My fee?” said Trackett Grim. “In the
circumstances, Sir Esau, 1 can accept no
fee. Owing to my investigation of your case,
I have found pold in the Kiondike, and
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that will be enough for me. Be good enough
to: accept my services for nothing.”
Sir iisau was staggered.

“But this is too generous of you, Mr.

Grim!” he cried. “I cannot allow it1”
“Enough !” said Trackett Grim simply.
“My gratitude is overwhelming!” said

the great astronomer, his voice breaking
slightly. “ Tt has been well said, Mr. Grim,
that you are a public benefactor. You are
no ordinary detective—no grasping investi-
gator who works. only for his fee. And,
in the circumstances, I must ask you to
accept a little token of my esteem.”

“1f you insist, Sir KEsau!” murmured
Trackett Grim.

“1 do insist!” said Sir Esau Starrs. “ You
will not accept money, and you will not name

your fee—but you cannot prevent me from

making you a present. Here—take the

great Blue Ruby !”

“This is too much,
Trackett Grim, aghast.

“No!” insisted the client. *“ You have
succeeded in.recovering the great Blue Rub
for me, and I am eternally grateful, as
have just said. If the great Blue Ruby
leaves our family, it will bring disaster upon
us. Buwt even so, Mr. Grim, you must accept
it. You must look upon it as a token of
ny great gratitude.”

And Sir Esau Starrs, after a few more
moments of conversation, took his hat, and
departed. He went back to his great obser-
vatory, to continue his study of the heavens.
To tell the truth, he was rather glad to
be rid of the Blue Ruby, for it had always
been a bother to him. He wanted to confine
his attentions solely to astronomy.

“Well, Splinter, we haven't done so badly,
have we?” said Trackett Grim, as he sank
baek into his easiest chair and put his fect
on the table. *“In fact, I think we can
now take a little rest.”

“A rest, sir?” said Splinter, looking at
the names of the clients who were waiting
to be seen. **But lots of people have impor-
tant cases——" _

“Yes!” interrupted Trackett Grim, with
a start. “What am I thinking of, Splinter?
My services are nceded! Duty calls—and
I must answer!”

And so the great criminologist went into
harness again, for his scrvices were always
in tremendous demand, Never was this
famous detective allowed to rest.

And one of these days, perhaps, another
of his celebrated cases will be recorded.

THE END. -

l}!

Sir Esau salid

(Poor old T'ed! He kids himself that this
viffle af his ts a serial story! 1 expect all
of you are jolly plad that it has coeme to
an end. _How did you manage to wade
threugh it? Well, anyway, next week MY
serial starts. I'm not going to say anything
about it at all—but I'll leave you to judge
for yourselves.—WILLY.)

Kelk, would cateh on.

41

% BETWEEN OURSELVES %
; (Continued from page 38.) |

| o

A. . Barlow (E. Malvern, Aus), Alison Ackroyd
(Brighton) Geo. Wm. Forrest* (Liverpool), Leslie
H. A. Rickson* (Londom, S E.17), A. Kemp
(Staines), Albert Ferguson (Dumfries).

# L] L ]

Thanks for the nice way you refer to the Uld
Paper, “R.E.” You ask me why I don’t call it
“The Happiness Distributor.” 1 was awfully
bucked to get your letter—because I like to feel
that if I am helping to distribute a little happi-
ness in shis old world, 1 am at least doing some-
thing worth while,

2 & =

I don’t know how that idea of yours, Hubert
You suggest a Joke Corner
—not an c¢rdinary one, bul a Joke Cormer con-
tributed by Handy, Archie, etc. Well, we’re
having serials by Handy and Archie and Willy,
and the others, so perhaps this will please you
even better.
E » ®
The St. Frank’s colours, Leslie II. A. Rickson,
are as follows: Ancient House, Red and Blue;
Modern House, Green and Gold; West House,
Mauve and Yellow; East Mouse, Black and
Orange.
] ¥ L
P'm afraid 1 can’t help you regarding those
very old NELEON LEgs that you require, A. Kemp.
You particularly want No. 112, containing the
first St. Frank’s story—*‘‘ Nipper at St. Frank’s”
—and I wish you luck. Of course, the best thing
you can do, now that you have joined the League,
i to put an advertisement in the O0ld Paper.
It’ll cost you nothing, and I'm sure there must
be many brother or sister members who will aid
you in satisfying your requirements.
% * L
Chas. Franels de Stafford Ongley** (Maritzburg),
Archie Peterson Riversdale (Cape Province), Jacob

Whitboy* (Beaconsfield, S.A.), E. A, West*
(Omokoroa, N.Z.), P. Young** (Liverpool), Peter
Hughes (Glasgow), Wm. Wroath (Penzanece),

C. Burgess (Coventry), Conrad Emptage Gower
(Framlingham), *“New Zealanderite’”” (Napier,
N.Z.), ‘D, McKillop (Isle of Arran), F. W. Wil
liams (Hereford), John Keane (Dobbs Ferry, New
York), Muriel Lindeman (Devizes), Harry 1I.
Scholes (Warrington), “Ding Dong”* (Notting-
ham), Wm. Conn (Millwall), Annie May (Rich-
mond, Vie., Aus.), Phyllis Wood* (Muaecclesfield),
Harry McMahon (West Broken Hill, N.S.W.).

L » *

This is what Jacob Whitboy tells me. He
says that he has been sending a copy of the Old
Paper through the post toc a friend of his in
another town, and he goes on to say: ‘“le was
so taken up with that story--the first about
Harry Gresham—that he immediately wrote to
me to forward him one copy each week. When
he had finished reading that copy, he passed it.
on to some other friends, with the result that I
received several letters asking me to forward
each of them--the writers—a copy every week. -
I am very pleased indeed that that first copy
has so marvellously helped to increase and
spread the popularity of Our Paper ” Thanks,
Jacob Whitboy, for your excellent services—and
thanks, too, for all the complimentary things you
say about my yarns. 1 have quoted those words
out of your letter because it is an illustration
of what I have been recently saying. If all

(Condinued on page 44.)
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ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORDM No. 80.
SECTION READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

1 desire to become eunrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
of the League. 1 herchy declare that 1 have introduced *“ THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY " and THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certily this appears on second form attached hereto. Will you,
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Lnrolment with the Membership
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AW ARDS.

1, Member NO........ (give Membership No.), hereby declare that I have
introduced one more new rcader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attaehed hereto. This makes me............ (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION NEW READER'S DECLARATION.

I hereby declare that 1 buave been introduced by (give name of introducer)
i ey essnaneuveseen iy Thill T3Sl & T THE XELSON JLEE
LIBRARY.”

- -
{B‘ULL Nil\.biE) smsERsAT N T L L T e L L R L N e R e A R BenEwERIES e
(‘&DDRESS) Tl T e e o R L e e R Rl e R L R L R s S
INSTRUCTIONS.
INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying tor Mem- ; the form. Now ,.pin both [vrms tugethe: and send

bership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THE NELSON LEE LisrarY. On one of the forms
fill in Section A, crussing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The Jecond form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both lorms are then
pinned together, and scnt to the Chiet Ofticer,
The St. Frank's League, ¢/o THE NELSON LEE

LisraRY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It

lor you to obtaiu six new
award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, Dbeuaring the
number, are needed. On one of the forms fiil in
Section B, crossing out Seections A and €, and
writée your same and address at bottom of form.
The other form is [or your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of

will be necessary
recaders for this

same | aceording

them to the Chief Officer, us above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank's League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms [or two or inore uew readers
at once, provided thal each pair of forms bears
the same date and numbert.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver or gold medals ean apply in the samae
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited fo
them, so that when the League reaches the
required number of members, they can exchange
their bronze wmedal for a silver or gold one,
to the number of introductivns with
which they are credited,

These Application Formis can be posted for
vd., providing the c¢nvelope i3 not scaled and no
ictter is cnclosed.

home or in the most distant outposts of the
Fmpire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling. and on emigration to the
eolonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or social
club, you ean do so amongst local members
of the League.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.
You can write to fellow members living at }

free
hiking

You are offered

hints on holidays,
whether walking,

or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

It you want help or information oa aay
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you.

———— X1
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CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT,

Au LETTERS n reference to (he League

A New Life in Canada.

‘B. L. (Leicester) asks me if there s a chance
of getiing out to Canada free, and starting alresh
out there. He is 16} years of age, and physically
fit. I should advise him to write to the Colonisa-
tion Department, Canadian Nationa! Railways,
17—1¢, . Cockspur Street, London, 8.W.l1, There
is a speecial Government-approved schemeg, under
whieh lads 15-17 are given free passages to
Canada. .

For Mr, Brooks’' Ear.

J. J. Hoser-Cook, 21, Rook Street, Poplar, is
opod enough to congratulate the “ N.L.L.” on its
all-round efficiency. He goes on to say: ““I have
a suggestion to muke. Why not a visit from
Alr. Brooks te some of the clubs? He could pop
in whilst he is dodging about. They would be
honoured.”” Well, you never know, Yy know-—
Edwy may give some of you a surprise some day.

The South Seas!

¢ Aherdonian® ig getting on like a house afire as
a motor engineer, hut he wants to chuck this work
and sail for the South Seas. He is fond of
travelling. « What sort of a job would he have
in the South Seas? 1 give it up. He had much
better make his money in Aberdeen, and then
have a holiday trip in the Sunny South.

A Football Club,

F. Mooper, 5, Lonsdale Cottages, East Finchley,
4.2, is starting a football club in*his district, and
wants to hear from readers who are keen. Ages
12—15. Now then, JHnchleyites!

Joining the S.F.L.

A Cardif c¢hum sends me a 1ld stamp, and
asks to be, enrolled a member of the League!
I hope this correspondent will just turn to the
oppesite page and read up the information about

joining. 1t is quite simple.
: A Social Club.
Chas. T. Browne, 74, Victoria Road, Lower

Edmonton, N.9. wishes to get a elub going as
early as possible.

. i g

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

Patrick  Joseph Roche, * Dublin,” 14, Nary
St':cet, Coburg, Melbourne, Victoria, Australia,
wishes to hear from readers in England and

America who are interested in all-round sport;

alsovfrom V. West, of Luton, and from readers

in Dublin.

8. Orr, 22, Morden Hill, Lewisham, London,
S.E.13, wishes to hear f{rom members in his
distriet. '

V. Broe, White Rock Cafe, St. Peler’s  Port,
Guernsey, Channel Islands, wishes to hear from
an _0.0., also from readers.

Kevin McMahon, 24, Murphy Street, Richmond.
Melbourne, Vietoria, Australia, wishes to hear
from readers anywhere.

J. 1. Hoser-Cook, 21, Rook Street, Poplar,
London, E.14, huas written a two-thousand-word
short story suitable for publication in an amateur
magazine. Will editors of same write? Ile also

{ writes shorter stories.

showld he addressed to the Chief Officer, 1he St, Frank's
League, clo THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fiectway House, Farringdon St,, London, E.O.4.
Enguiriss which need an immediale answer should be accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope.

y . He would like to hear
from readers in Winnipeg and elsewhere. All
letters answered. :

C. Cruickshank, 17, Wallfield Place, Aherdeen,
wishes to correspond with a reader somewhere in
the South Seas.

B. Goodwin, 85, Highbury New Park, London,
N.5, wishes to hear from readers in North London
keen om tennis and French.

Erik Ormerod, Tregenna, Ashbourne Avenue.
Blundellsards, nr. Liverpool, wishes to cor-
respond with readers in Cyprus, Gibraltar, Pales-
tine, Brazil, and Mexico—preferably stamp
collectors, X

Arthur Forster, 11, Russell’s Yard, High Row,
Darlington, wishies to hear from G. Illodgson, of
Scalby Road, Scarborough. i

Leslie Strachan, 27, Colfe Road, Forest Hiil,
London, S$.E.23, wishes to hear from readers who
hive back numbers of the NELSON LEE LIBRARY;
also from readers in his district who are keen on
bhoxing and swimming, as he intends to form a
sports _club.

Albert Ridley, 8, Ash Street, Edge HIill, Liver.
pool, wishes to correspond with readers.

C. Cooksey, 50, Sidney Road, Stockwell, London,
§.W.9, wishes to hear from readers in Spain and
Egypt.

Joe Behan, 6, Chapel Hill, Athy, Co. Kildare,
Ireland, wishes to hear from readers who are
willing to exchange books. He has stories by
famous writers. '

J. J. Byatt, 39, Ordnance Road, Canning Town,
Londen, E.16, wishes to correspond with readers
anywhere. Aill letters answered. )

W. Wardle, 44, King Street, Maidenhead,
Beiks, has “N.L.L.” Nos. 459 to 515, for sale.

Alfred Taylor, 52, Arden Street, Gillingham,
Kent, wishes to correspond with readers anywhere
on any subject. All letters answered. .

Ellis Gregg, Glantawe Chambers, 41, Wind
gt{)eet, Swansea, wishes to hear from the nearest

N. Cochrane, 44, Walbrook Terrace, Sf. Peter's,
Newgastle-on-Tyne, wishes to hear from the
nearest 0.0,

Thomas A Patterson, 8, Victoria Street, Ayr,
N.B., wisties to hear from the 0.0., and other
Leagueites in his district.

Member No. 1884, 125, Emmett Road, Inchicore,
Dublin, wishes to hear from members in his dis-
trict, also from an 0.0.

Douslas Doig, 48, Cam Roead, Chesterton,
Cambridge, wishes to hear fromn members who
would help form a cyeling club.

J. F. Smith, 00, Penrose Street, Walworth,
London, S.E.17, wishes to correspond with stamp
coliectors who are interested in’ British Colonial
stampa, especially those in Seychelles, Australia,
Straits Scttiements, South-West Africa, Bermuda,
and Tanganyika.

Richard Dunn, 228. Daubeney Road, Clapton,
London, E., wants Nos, 485 to 402 (old series)
“N.L.L?*»
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* BETWEEN OURSELVES ¥
.: (Conlinued from page 41.) 5
s RS e "

readers will buy an extra copy of No. 72—the
issue of the Old Paper on sale this week—
and give these exbra copies away, we might get
lots of new readars, ehﬁ? \

This is what P. Young writes to me, in the

course of a long and interesting letter: 1
would like every series to be in six issues—for

the following reason. If you wrote a series that
I liked, the six copies would bhe a nice length,
although I may wish they were a hittle longer,
But if they are a series that 1 wasn't quite
struck on, 1 conld say, ‘ Well, there are only
half a dozen in the series, and then we will have
a new one.) In my opinion, a series of six
copies ounght to suit everybody, as it is neither
too long nor too short.” I wonder how all you
other readers will take this suggestion? llow

L
4

[

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

No, F. W. Willinms, Irene Manners is no relati
whatever of Harry Manners, of 8t. Jim's, Their
surnames being the same is just a coincidence

<
*

" « %

-

The subscription for the NELSON LEE LiBRrARy,
John Keane, in dollars and ecents, works out
something like this: One Year, 2.64: Six Months,
1.32; Three Months, 66 cents. - Yes, there has
already been a series deseribing the adventures
of the St. Frank’s boys in the United States.

| They went right across Ameriea, and had some

adventures in Hollywood,” after a lot of sight-
secing in New York, ete.

would you like six-stories-a-series as the average?
Complete

HEIGHT INGREASED 5'{' Course.

3-5 inches in ONE MONTH.
Wilthout appliances — drugs — or dieting,
The ¥Famous Clive System Never
Fails. Complete Course bHl« P.O, p. f.,
or further partics, slamp—P, A, Clive,
Hearrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wales.

MAQIC TRICKS, ete.—~Parcels, 2/6, H/6. Ventrilo.
guist’a Instrument. Invisible. Tmitate birds. Price gd.
each, 4 for 1/-.—T, 'W. HARRISON, 239, Penton-
ville Road, London, N.l.

FRETWORKERS’
BARGAINS.

Fretszws, ﬁnis}md a dull black steel, 33d4. per dozen, or |.

3/~ per gross,post free. Wire Struts, snitable for small
valendars "and  ploto frames, "2° for 1d., or 43d. per
dozen. Fine: Gauge Fretwork Ping, sizes from 3/16 in.
to: .1 In .- per packet (11ld, extra for packine and

g y article). Address: “"FRETCRAFPTS.”

P 13;_," 6, Junction Road, Lower Edmonton,
SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

wdon, N.9.
LUSI“"NG SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.

- 8imple 7-day Permanent Homs Cure for
§ cither sex. Write at once and get full particun-
lars,: quite FREE privately.—U.J.D., 12,
A}hsiints Road, 8T. ANNE'S-ON-SEA.
£9 000 worth cheap Photo Material. Sam.

=y ples catalogue free. 12 by 10 Enf

largement, any photo, 8d.—-HACKETT'S WORKS,
July Road, fI.;iverpOoI.

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED to sell Private Christ.

mag Cards, Expericnce not essential. Highest Commissinn.

Yaluable Prizes:r Free Sample Book.®' Choice Selection.
Apply DENTON & CO., Dept. D.29, Accrington,

CUT THIS OUT

“ NELSON LEE" PEN COUPON, VALUE 34d.

Send 5 of thiese coupons, with only 2/9 (and 2d4. stamp)
direct 1o the FLEET PEN CO,, 119, Fleet Street,
E.C.4. By return you will receive a handsome lever
self-filling FLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with sblid gold
nib (fine, medinm, or broad), usually 10/&. Fleet prica
4 -, or with 5 coupons only 2/9. De-Luxe Model 2/- extra

L

Frpor

T he Tk &4
LEVER SECF FaLtiwl PEN X

<l
)

J

OIN THE ROYAL NAVY

AND SEE THE WORLD.

-

Roys are wanted for the Sbaman Class (from whicll’
seleetions are made for the Wireless Telegraphy and
Signalling Branches), Age 15} te 167 yeurs. '

I MEXN also are reguired for - .
SEAMEN (SPECIAL SERVICE) ...
STOKLRS i i W e e il

o=

. Age18tp 25, |
Age 18 r‘g 28

GOOD PAY. el % 1 A FOUND.
BEXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION

Apply by letter to the Recruiting Staff Officer, R.N,
and » 9, Suffolk Street, Birmingham; 121, §
Yictoria Street, Bristol; 13, Crown Terrace, Dowan-
hill, Glasgow; 30, Canning Place, Liverpool; 55,
Whitehali, London, S.W.1l; 288, Deansgate, Man-
chester; , Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or 6,
Orchard Place, Queen's Park, Soulhampton.

_ - Cufe Tyoursel
Stop Stammering ! "%, 25
ticulars FPREE, —FRANX B. HUGHES, 7,
Southampton Row, London, W.C.1. 7 .. ..
nping success,

HEIGHT GUUNTS ].I:Ini;i'rl increastd—

health and physique impfoved. Wonder-
ful resultz, Send for parsiculars and our
£100 guarantee to Girvan System A M.P,,
17, Stroud Green Road, London, N.4.
FREE FUN! Ventriloguists’ Insiruments given
FREE to all gsendineg 7d. (P.O.) for

latest Amusing Novelly and List.—P, Simpson & Co.,
10, Clarence QGardens, Llandudno, N. Wales

-
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All applications for Advertisement Spaces
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager, “ The
Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon St., London, E.C4,

Printed and Published every Wednesday by the Proprictor

| E.C.4. Advertisement
l.ondon, E.0.4. Registered for transmission by Canadian magazine post,

House, Farringdon Street, London,

11/- per annum; 5/6 for six maonths.

Sole Agents for Sonth Africa : Central News Agencd,

3

s, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,, The Fleetway

ces: The Fleetway House, Farripgdon Btreet.
Subscripti(fn Rates: Inland and Abroad,
Limited., Sole Agents

for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs Gordon & Goteh, iLidmited; and for Canada: The Imperial News Co:
Limited.

(Canada),

New Series No. 72. t /R
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