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Back from the ¢ Dead !

| 3
The Mystery Explained

s

U

ANDFORTHS

By EDWY SEA

RLES BROOKS
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St. Frank's is fully convinced that Walter Church, of the Remove, is

dead, so when Handforth persists in

his story that Church is alive, his

Form fellows thini le has gone dotty and prﬂmptfy I{JE}( him up in his

study as a dangerous character | But that doesn’t stop Handy ; he’s

oul to prove himself right, and his efforts in this direction, told in Edwy

Searles Brooks' inimitable style, make one of the most thrilling and
dramatic stories you have ever read . —ED.
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CHAPTER 1.
Handforth the Shrewd !

‘“ OOR old Church!”
P shaking his head.
“T'he funeral’s to-morrow,

1t 7" asked Russell.

“Yes, so I understand.”

“Hard lines!” said Russell sadly. “ Church |
was one of the best, tco! The poor old scout
13 going to be buried to-morrow, and herc
we are, at St, Frank’s, going on just the
{EEI;:I;I,D as usual. Seems a bit awful, doesn’t
1t

“It does!”
soberly,

Handforth,
House lobby, came to a halt.
looking wvery thoughtful, but he had heard
those words uttered by the chums of Study
L IFor their part, Fullwood and Russell
were feeling uncomforiable. They tried to
avold Edward Oswald Handforth's glance.

“What's that you were sayving?” asked
Handforth bluntly,

1sn't |

satd Ralph Leslie Fullwood

passing through the Ancient

said  Fullwood, |
| the leader of Study D.

| M
| Russell tentatively.
He had been |

“Rats! You were referring to Church's

| funeral, ‘weren’t you?” asked Handforth.

32

“Well, yes, but
“Fixed for to-morrow, isn’t it?"” went on
| \ “Poor old Churchy!
It’s hard to believe that he’'s dead and

- gone!”

There was something so ealm and matter
of-fact about Handforth’s attitude that Full-
| wood and Russell looked at huinm very curi-
- ously. After all, Handforth was the best
chum that Walter Chureh had ever had, yet
he seemed singularly indifferent.

“We thought perhaps that you and
cClure were going to the funeral,” said

“FEh?” said Handforth, with a start,

“Well, vou two fellows were Church's best
friends,” said Russell. “ And naturally, with
the funeral fixed for to-morrow, we thought

i3

“By George!” interrupted Handforth, his

eves gleaming.

He hurried off without another word, and

“Nothing, old man,” replied Fullwoed.

 vanished round the angle of the Remove pas-
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sage. Ralph- Leslie Fullwood and Clive| “A prisoner!” ejaculated McClure. "Nni

Russell glanced at one another.
“Queer|” said  Fullwood, frowning. |
“What's up with old Handy these days?

He doesn’t seem very out up about old

o

a prisoner, Handy.” - -

“Well, they’ro keeping him there on the
quiet, anyhow,” amended Handforth,
“(Goodness knows why!-I saw him last night'
—twice. I believe the poor chap was in a

Church 7" _ . .
y “_I”"'B noticed 1it, too,” said the Canadian
junior.  ‘““He’s generally so open, too—he

doesn’t often conceal his feelings. But per-
haps he’s so deeply hurt over Church’s loss
that he’s pretending to be normal. All the
same, 1t's very funny.”

In the meantime, Handforth had burst into
Study D, and had caught Arnold McClure in
the act of looking through one of Church’s
exercise books, - Mac put it down rather
guiltily. But he needn’t have worried, for
Handforth did not even notice what he was

doing. _

“Mac, I've got an ideal” said Edward |
Oswald tensely. “By George! It's the |
biggest idea under the sun! I've thought
of a way to trap Mr. Lee!”

“What!”

‘““ Absolutely!” continued Handforth ex-
ultantly. “I’ll trap him into admitting that

Church is still alive, d4nd that he 1s being
kept down at Moat Hollow for some reason. |
Mr. Lee thinks that I don’t know—but I do
know ! And TI'll make him tell me the |
secret!”’

MecClure looked at his leader in astonish-
ment,

“But how?” he asked.
yrdinary man, you know.
bluffed into saying anything, Handy. You
better go easy, old man!”

Hand{orth paced the study, his face flushed

with excitement.

“Be quiet for a.minute or two, old son,
while I think this out,” he said. *For some’
roason, Mr. Lee and Dr. Brett and the Head
- have conspired -together to make the school
believe that poor old Church is dead. We |
all thought that he died the other day, but |
now we know differently.”

“Vou and I do, Handy,” said McClure. |
¢« All the rest of the school believes th.it he

really did die.” |
“Yes, I know that,” nodded Edward

“Mr. T.eo 1an’t an |
He won’t h%{

| said Handforth,

kind of daze, or something, and just wans
dering about, Anyhow, I saw him, and later
on I followed Mr. Lee to Moat Hollow,”
I’'m not going to be satisfied until I ﬁncﬂ
out what all this monkey business means!
I’'ve asked Mr. Lee to take me inteo the
secret, but he won’t listen to me. So I'mu
going to trap him.” | .

“You’ll be a clever chap if you do!” said
McClure. “Mr. Lee isn’t an ordinary House!
master, you know. He’s a world-famous:
detective. don’t forget!” i

“That's why I'm so jolly pleased at the:
thought of having him on toast!” grinned}'
Handforth. ‘“Look here, I'll teld you the:
whole scheme in a nutshell. To-morrow isi
the %ﬂ}r fixed for Church’s funeral, isn’t it 7"

es.” :

‘“All right!” said Handforth coolly. * WG’H;:'
go to Mr. Lee this evening, and we’ll ask;
him for a special pass, so that we can ga
to London and attend Church’s faneral!”

“But—but if Church is alive, there won’t
be any funeral!” protested Mc(Cllure, staring.

“Exactly !”

“What do you mean—exactly ?”

“That's the way we shall trap Mr. Leeo!”
with rare shrewdness.
“Don’t you see. iy san? Mr., Lee knows
jolly well that Church is down at Moat
Hollow, and he knows that there wwui’uv Vv
any funeral. So he’ll get the wind up pretty
vertically when we ask for permission to
go to London.”

“He’ll simply refuse, that’s all.”

“Yes, and his very refusal will be an
admission that Church is still alive,” gaid
Handforth sagely. “Mr. Lee’s one of the
best, and I can't imagine his refusing to
let us attend the funeral of our closest chum,
Don't you sec the idea? If he refuses wa
shall know that all our suspicions are right.”

McClure took a deep breath.

“Handy, old man. I never knew that you
could be so deep!” he said wonderingly.

Oswald. *Nipper is the only other chap who

knows the real truth, and he’s as mum as |

an oyster.” _ '
“We haven’t really asked him anything

yet.” . _ _ :
“ And we're not going to ask him, cither,

- frowned Handforth. “I don't want any
favours! Church is our pal--our own special
chum—and I don’t like the way we’re being
treated.”

““ Perhaps they have a good reason

“No reason can be good enough
that!”> interrupted Handforth,
“No, we'll get to the bottom of this mystery
ourselves, g‘ﬂ.ﬂl Everybody thinks that
Church is dead, and that the funeral will be
to-morrow. But last night I followed Mr.
Lee down to Moat Hollow, and I'm jolly
certain that poor old Churchy is being kept
there, a prispner.”

3]

for |
frowning. |

“Didn't you?” replied Edward Oswald.

“My dear chap, this is only the first of my

112

e

little surprises

CHAPTER 2,

Doing It Thoroughly !

&)

il

i

= fcCLURE raised his eye-

I...

Q{ at . brows. -

I\ 1N “What do you

U AL mean—only the first
of your little sur-

| prises?” he asked.

“Well, I'm going to make Mr. Lee pay
pretty dearly for treating us like this,” said
Handforth, with a frown. “It’s been a heart-
| less sort of business. They've tried to make
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us pelieve that Church was dead—and we're

~his best chums?  There can't be any cex-
‘cuses, and I'm not gommg to accept any. "So
- I've made up my mmd to give Mr. Lece a

g‘t}ml old twisting.”
“My only hat!”
i Tﬂ bEgin with,

‘mon-room now,’’
“You'd better
be worth listening to! Obnly keep your face
sombre and gloomy—we're supposed to be
in mourning. We don’t want to let any of
the other fellows know the truth yet., We've
got to find out the real sceret before we
start talking.”

“But what are vou going to sav Jn the
common-room ?". asked Jac curiously,

“Come along, and you'll hear!”

And Handforth opened tho study door, and
strode out into the passage. They both went
to the comnmmon-room, and found quite a
number of fellows there. It was evening;

I'm going
continued Hoandforth ccolly.

outside the ciouds were thick, and the dark-

ness intense. A heavy wind was blustering
vound the old school, and the juniors werce
glad enough to be indoors,

A kind of
movites as Handforth and MceClure appeared.
IFor some days now, the rest of the Remove
had avoided any conversaticn, or contact,
with Handlorth and MeClure. IFor they
were the closest chums of the unhappy junior
who had reeently died, and it was felt that
they would want to be alone in their erief.

“I want to say something, you fellows!”
explained Iandforth, pulling a long face.
“It's something ratlmr important, too.”

*“Go abead, old man,” said Nipper.

e O-INOTTGW 1s the dayv fixed for Church’s
funeral,” said Handforth qm{*flg, by
right 1sn't it ?” *

*“So we heard,” said Nipper, nodding.

“Well, Church was a member of
Form,” said IEdward Oswald. ‘“He was a
popular sort of chap, tco, and I think 1it's

only right that every member of the Re-
move should be allowed to attend the
funeral.,”

There was an immediate buzz.

“But we couldn’t, Handy,” said De
Valerie. *“The fuuneral’'s going to be in
London, isn't 1t ?”

“Look here, this i1s all nonsense!” said

Nipper, before Handforth could say anything
further. “Don’t be so silly, Hand:, (32

“Silly ?” repeated Handforth.
to want {o go to a chum’'s funcral ?”

“I—1 didn’t mean that!” said N’ipper
hastily. *“But the whole Remove can’t 80
off tn London &

“Why not?” interrupted Handforth., “The
IHead has c-nh to proclaim a whole holiday
for all of .us.’

“My only hat!”

“A whole holiday!”

“Sounds good!” ~

There were many comments from the
juniors. It is to be fﬂm{.d that they were
thinking far more of the *““whole holiday”
than they were thinking of the unhappy

iamd Hubbard unr.,hu:mﬁhmlly
into the com-

come with me-—-because 1t'll

| what a rippmy’

reserve came over the Re- |

| ingly.
| What do you carc?

{ the juniors were under

‘hat' 51

this |

“Is it silly |
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| Church. DBut as the majority of them had
never been really intumate with Chureh,

their point of view was not quite so heartless
as it would seem.
“Yes, Handy, oo idea !”

“A whole

it's a joily
holiday, eh? I'ine!”
“Rather!” said Teddy Long.
“I think the Head ought to allow us to
ro!” said Bell. “f_;lmir;h was a moember of
this I'orm, as Handy has just said, and if
L funcral is gomng to be held to-morrow wo
can castly catch the first train, and be in
London in the middle of the forencon., (Gad,
stunt!”
glared at him,.
you mean—a vripping stunt?”

Handforth
“What do

| he repecated darkly.

“Well, a whole holidav—and 1n London,
too !” said Bell. *“We might be able to go
off amnw.how—pmturc% or—="’

“You rotter!” roarcd Handforth.

“What?” gasped Beil, with a start.

“Yes, and all the rest of yvou, too!” went

grimlyv,  “You're all rotters!”

on Handforth

“Look here-
- “You're only
holiday !”” went
‘“Not a

thinking about the whole
on Iidward Oswald scath-
thought for poor old Church'!
You sclfishly want this
holiday, and you're just agreecing with me
beeause you ecan sce some hope of sneaking
off and enjoyving yourselves!”

Most of the juniors were abashed. MeC Iuru
regarded his leader rather curiously—for ne
knew that Church was really alive. Hand-
forth, however, was justly angered. All
the impression that
("'hmr.h was dead, and wvet they were acting
in a very selfish manner. Handforth had
every reason to glare round at them.

At the same time, he noted, with satis-
faction, that Nipper was looking rather
!&Tmnmd IFor Nipper knew! It would be
| a fine kettle of fish if the Remove demanded
| to be excused from school to-morrow, so that
they could attend the funeral. Handforth's
little trap was already beginning to work,
and he did not pause in his efforts.

“I'm beginning to change my mind!” he
| said grullly. “I1 don’t think the Head ought
to grant permission for the whole Rmrlmc
to go to the funcral. You don’t deserve 1t
| —you're only thnnking of your own picasures.
But it's different for \lac‘ and me, We were
Chureh’s speelal pals.”

“That's quite right, old man,” said IFull-
wood, nodding. “T rather think the Head
would jib if vou asked him to grant a pass
| for the entire Remove., But if you and Mac

attend the funeral, nobody can say a word.”
[ 42

“Jt's all wrong!” interrupted Nipper
I hurriedly.
“How do you mean?”’ asked Tommy

Watson, looking at Nipper in astonishinent,

“Yes, begad!” said Sir Montie Tregellis-
| West, “Kindly explain yoursclf, dear old
fellow., DBegad! I might mention that you
have been actin’® semewhat strangely for twe
| or three days, Nipper, boy!”
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- ““Rats!” said Nipper. ‘1 haven’t been
acting strangely at all! And when Hand-
forth suggests that he and McClure should
go to London, it’s—it’s, well, I don’t think
it’s right.”

“Oh, you don’t think it’s right?” re-
peated Handforth ominously.

“No, I don’t!” said Nipper. ‘““You two
fellows have been hard hit already, without
making matters worse.
has gone, it would be better to—to

“Forget him?” interrupted Handforth
coldly.

“No, of course not,” =3
didn’t mean that, old man.
stand me.”

said Nipper.

He said no more—for the simple reason

that he
words.

scarcely knew how to frame his
While Handforth continued to pursue

his arguments, Nipper slipped out of the |

Commgon-room, and hurried away—and that
departure of the Remove skipper was not
lost upon the wily Edward Oswald |

" Li]ﬂ
ol |l

' ¥

CHAPTER 3.
Rather Awkward !

CLSON  LEE, the
famous Housemaster-

detective of ot.
Frank’s, looked up

I
f:]

as Nipper

Nipper did not fail to read that look of
disapproval,

“Sorry, guv'nor!” he said breathlessly.
“But this 1s no time for formalities!”

“What has happened, Nipper?”’ asked Lee,
half rising to his feet.

“Nothing yet, sir—but it seems to me that
Handforth is going to cause a bit of trouble,”
" replied Nipper, ‘“What do you think the
fathead’s latest i1dea 1s?” -

“Goodness knows, Nipper!” said Lee, with
a sigh. *I am afraid that Handforth is a
very trying boy. And yet I can’t be angry
with him——"

““He’s talking about going to the funeral,
sir I”” interrupted Nipper.

iiOh !l‘l

Nelson Lee pursed his lips, and sat down
again. He looked troubled.

“This won’t do, young ’un,” he said, with
a frown. “H’'m! Very awkward!”

“T should think it 1s!” said Nipper. *And
I can’t understand 1it, either—because I
thought that Handforth suspected us.”

“And so he does, my boy,” said Nelson
Lee. *‘“Handforth is not such a dullard as
we sometimes thought. In this particular
case he is proving himself to be very shrewd.
He guesses that Church is alive, and he 1s
engaged in ‘investigafions’ of his own.”

““And yet he wants to go to the funeral!”

“I take it that he is throwing down a chal-
lenge to me,” said Nelson Lee dryly. * After

=

Now that C‘hHrﬂh'

Don’t misunder-

| with poor old Church!

with a slight frown
S : came |
bursting into his study in the Ancient House, |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

all, Nipper, there 13 nothing unreasonable iIn
this idea of Handforth’s. He and MeCluro
were Church’'s very best friends—they are
still—and nobody at St. Irank's would be
jealous 1if they were "permitted to go to
London to attend this mythical funeral.”

‘““Blessed if I know what you can do, sir!”
said Nipper. “You can’t give him per-
mission to go, and it’ll look pretty bad if
you refuse. It'll seem so heartless—so
| callous! If Handforth goes to lLiondon he’ll
| know that Church is alive, because there
'I' won't be a funeral at alll”
| Nelson Lee nodded.

“The whole affair 1s difficult—and Hand-
forth 1s making it more so,” he replied. *“ It
18 hateful to deceive the school in this way
| —but it must be done, in order to safeguard
| Church’s life.  He is only being kept down at
Moat Hollow till we can be sure that every-
| thing is safe. Those mysterious enemies of
his—the strange Indians—nearly got him
once, and I do not intend that they shall
have another shot!”
| “Yes, they poisoned him by means of
| those rotten darts—those blowpipe darts,”
' said Nipper gruffly. ““It was touch and go
In fact, guv'nor, you
brought him round—you saved him from
certain death.” _

““Never mind that now,” said Nelson Lee.
“We really thought that Church was dead
at the time, and when the report was given
to the school i1t was circulated 1n all good
| faith, We pulled Church back from the
edge of the abyss later, and 1t was far better
to keep the truth from the school—to let
| everybody think that he had really died
| He is only being kept at Moat Hollow so
that those devilish brown men cannot get
| at him again. They are still at large—al-
though I hope to heaven that they will soon
be rounded up.”

““And 1s there still no clue as to
motive, sir?” -

“No clue whatever,” replied Nelson Lee.
“T can only tell you that Scotland Yard
|13 making some very searching inquiries, but
' 1 have not yet had any reports. In the mean-
time, Church 1s safely at Moat Hollow, with
Dr. Brett and Phipps in constant attendance,
Not until those Indians are apprehended shall
I publicly announce the fact that Church is
really alive. It would be most unsafe to
do so.”

“But these enemies of his know that he's
alive, sir,” Nipper pointed out. “‘They dis-
covered it last might, didn’t they ?”

“T believe so0,” rejfied Lee. ““ At the same
time, we must .carry’ on with this poliey.
We don’t want a sensation in the district
now. " N

“Wouldn't it be better, to tell, Handforth
the full truth straight away, sir?” asked
Nipper dubiously. “He’ll only cause a
pile of trouble if you don’t.”

“T1 am not going to be foreced into anything
by young Handforth,” replied Nelson Lee,
with a tightening of his lips. “Good
gracious! Does this boy think that he can -~

their
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get tho better of moe like this? No, Nipper!
It is a challetige—and I shall not knuckle
under. I know his little game !

“I necver thought he could be so deep,
guv'nor,” said Nippeor.

“Handforth has shown surprisingly shrewd
qualities during these last few days,” said
Nelson Tee. “In a wayv, I admire him
greatly—for not once has he lost his faith,
From the very first he has been convinced
that Church is alive—and the curious part

of the whole affair is that Handforth has
been right.

has known that there has been a mysterious |
series of events, and throughout the ordeal |

Handforth has behaved splendidly. At first
I was sorry for him—I was touched by his
grief, Dut now that he 1s opposing himself
directly to me—well, T will accept this chal-

lenge. of his, and show him that I can be

firm, too.
this voung gentleman.”

“DBut you'll appear awfully heartless, guv’-
nor, if vou refuse permission for Handforth
and McClure to go to the funeral,” said
Nipper.  “The whole school will say that
you arc callous.”

“Let them say it,” replied I.ece calmly.
“Thev will soon change their minds when
thev know that Church is alive.
that will explain everyvthing—and I
shall be exonerated!” he added
dryly. “As for Handforth, he will
probably know why I am refusing;
and it will only add to the piauaney
of the sitnation, But if Handforth
thinks that he can make me admit
him into the secret, he is booked
for a big surprise.”

Without any actual proof, he |

I am not going to be forced by |

E |

COMING!

7

rapidly rccovering.  So he had no reason
 tn feel mournful or unhappy.

“What do you want, Handforth?” asked
Nelson Lee.

“You were just saying that to-morrow has
' been fixed for Church’s funeral, sir,” said
 Handforth. “Is that right?”

“Sinee voy just heard what I said, thero
| 1s no nced for me to answer the question,™
sald Lee steadily, “I repeat, Handforth—
| what do you want?”

“Permission to go to Chureh's funcral,

8

1

[
| s1r.

“I am sorry—-"

“Both Mac and myself are Churchi’s best
«pals, sir,” went on Haundforth quickly. “We
three have always been the staunchest chums,
| Now and again 1've had occasion to punch
| their noses, and to bang their heads together
| —but that’s all over now. Anyhow, Church
was our chum, and we claim it as our right
to have permission to go to his funcral to-
| morrow.”

I “Oh, indeed!” said Nelson Lee.  “You
claim it as a right?”
| “Yes, sir,”” rephed Handforth. “Yon

agree with me, don’t you, Mac?”

“Yes!’ gulped MeClure.

“There vou are, sir,”’ said Hand-
forth. “We're both determined.”

“You do not appear to be very
sad,” said Lee. “The thought of
Chureh’s funcral does not affect you
very greatly, Handforth.”

“I'm rather good at conccaling
my feelings, si,” repliedk Hand-

~ Just then a tap sounded on the

door—a rather loud, peremptory tap. Nipper )

made a wry face. He had been hoping that

he would have time to get out before the
chums of Study D arrvived.

"(Come 1n!” called Nelson I.oe.
~ The door opened, and Handforth and Me-
Clure marched 1n,

“'Then you think we'd better not have any
football, sir?”” asked Nipper, as though he
had been discussing football all the time.

“No, I do not think it would be advisable,
voung ‘un,” replicd Nelson Lee gravely. “ As
vou know, 1t 1s the date fixed for Church’s
funeral, and it would be hardly fitting to

play football on such an occasion.”
Handforth laughed.

“Jolly good, Nipper,” he said coolly, “but |

T!.‘I

you haven’t fooled me
s

CHAPTER 4.

Nothing Doing !

- em) ANDFORTH was
fectly at his case. He

| knew that Nelson

)  Lee and Nipper had

been diseussing  him |

; a minute  carlier,

and he knew that Church was alive and

per-

forth coolly. _
“You are certainly rather good at exhibit-
ing your impertinence,” said Nelson Lee, with
a frown. “I don't like the wav you come
here, Handforth, demanding this, and de-
manding that. I am open to listen to re-
!ques:ts, but I will not submit to dictation.”
“That’s all right, sir,” said Handforth.
| “Sorry! If I have said anything wrong, 1
apologise. And if it'll make any difference,
| T’ll ask ndcely. Can MceClure and I go to
 T.ondon to-morrow to attend Church's
| funeral 77’ .
He looked straight into Nelson Lee's eve,
and Nelson Lee returned the gaze steadily.
“I am very sorryv, Handforth, but you can-
| not go,” he replied. '
“But you just said

- - - ™ L ‘h- 1-
“What I have just said is immaterial,”
. i B
interrupted  Nelson Lee. It will

L

I not be advisable for ecither of you boys to go

to London to-morrow. It has been rumoured
that Church’s funeral is to take place to-
morrow, but I am by no mecans certain that
it will actually oeccur.”

“Qh !” said Handforth cagerly. “Then you
admit that he isn’t rcally dead?”

“1 admit nothing,” replied Lee. "And I
do not care to continue this interview, Hand-
forth. I have told you that you cannot go fo
London, and let that be sufficient.”

|
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Handforth shot a triumphant glance at the
startled McClure.
Handforth had predicted! Nelson Lee was
refusing because no funeral had been ar-
ranged ! It was direet proof that Church was
still alive. Not that Handforth needed any
proof—his heart had told him the truth from
the very start. But it was very entertaining
to have the great Nelson Lee 1in a dilemma.
Handforth had no compunection in pursuing
his course, becausc he felt that he had been
badly treated. He had a grievance against
Nelson Lee for keeping him in the dark all
this time. Now he was going to make the
famous Housemaster-detective pay !

He assumed an air of hot indignation. It
was rather difficult for him to simulate tins
emotion, but he did 1t very well.
a step nearer to the table, and brought his fist
down upon 1t witi. a thump.

“It’s not fair, sir !” he said hotly. “ Church | i
you | K
We claim | BIIAN

was our best friznd! We've asked
nicely but you won’t let us go!
it as a right! You're not entirely heart-
less, are you? \
friends go to the funeral o

“That’'s enough, Handforth,” interrupted
Nelson Lee, with a grim little note 1 his
volce. “You had better leave this room
at once.”’ .

“Then you absolutely refuse, sir?”

"Yes, 1 do.”

“All right—I’]l go straight to the Head!”
shouted Handforth, waving his arms.
surprised at you, sir—I'm shocked!”

“Handforth! I won’t allow you——

“Yes, shocked!”
joving himself. “ You can’t punish me for
saying a thing
jolly well 1t’'s true!  What will the school
think? What will everybody believe when
we tell them that you won’t let us go to
Church’s funeral?
rageous !”

Handforth was working himself into a real
state of excitement now. He was doing this
deliberately, so that Nelson Lee should be
forced to tell him the secret. Handforth had
an ideca that if he threatened to go to the
Head, Lee would eall him back: Then the
disclosure would come—and he and McClure
would be taken into the full seeret.  That
was Handforth’s game. In fact, he had
assured McClure that they would share every

*3

3

one of Nelson Iec’s confidences before they |

For 1t was the only
At least,

came out of that study.
course that Lee could pursue.
Handforth thought so.

“Yes, I'll go straight to the Head!” he |
“And I don’t believe the Head

said hotly.
will be so heartless!”

Heo turned towards the door, and McClure
was glad to follow him.
getting thoroughly scared.

“Just a moment, Handforth !” said Nelson

Leo grimly.

Handforth turned, his eyes gleaming with
victory.

“In any other circumstances, young
man, I should punish you very severely for

This was exactly what |

this outburst,” said Nelson Lee. “But I will
pardon you, At the same time, I must warn

| you against any more of this impudence. I've

had quite enough.”

“Haven't you got something to tell
sir 7 asked Handtorth, rather surprised.

“No, I have not!”

“Then I shal! go to the IHead!” said Hand-
 forth obstinately, “Come on, Mac! Let’s
go straight away !” |
' He turned to the door again, and was quite
certain that Nelson Lee would call him back
for a sccond time. But Nelson Lee didn’t,

me,

He went |

and the chums of Study D found themselves
out in the passage, and the door was closed
upon them,  Iidward Oswald was looking
' rather bewildered.

- Apparentiy something had gone wrong with

CHAPTER 5.

Won't you let two mourning | B8

Intérviewing the Head !

cCLURE was decidedly
breathless.

ic I’n1
went on Handforth, en- |

|'” He'll have to!

Jike that, because you know | and I'm going through with it—right to the

“Well, 1t didn’t
work, after all!” he
said, staring at his
leader. |

“Blessed 1f I ean understand 1t!” said
Handforth, frowning. “He didn’t tell us
the secerep.”

- 1 told you he wouldn’t!” growled
| MeClure,

“DBut he will!” said Handforth fiercely.

It’s the only way to keep

‘me quict! I've started on this game now,
bitter end! Don’t
him on toast, Mac?’

“ But—but——"’

you sec that we've aob

It's unheard of—it’s out- |

| lad,” said Handforth.

: | | to do anything else.
Mae, in fact, was | ning

“ Absolutely on toast!” repeated Hand-
forth. “He knows there’s going to be no
funeral, and so 1it’s impossible for either
Mr. Lee or the Head to give us permission
to go. And if they don’t give us per-
mission, they’ll have to explain the whole
giddy business, If we knuckle under now,
1it’ll be all up—we shall fizzle out like a
couple of damp squibs. But 1if we carry
on—we shall win!”’

“But—but you’re not going to the Head ?”
asked McClure, aghast,

“¥Yes, I am!” said Handforth. “I’ve gof
to keep 1t up now, or else look as small as
a midge. I've got to carry on with i, you
ass! And you’ll have to help me, too!”

“But they won’t let you force their hands
like this,”” objected MecClure.

“It’s not a question of ‘letting’ me, my

“They won’t be able
Don’t you see the cun-
nature of my scheme ?”

“1 only

“Not uﬁ:actlz,” confessed Mae.
know that you’re jolly deep!™
“Why, if we keep on persisting, theyv'll see
that something must be done,” said Hand-
forth, lowering his wvoice. “They’ll tell us
the whole “secret about Church, and then
they’ll officially give us permission {o go to



“ We demand a pass to go to London fo-morrow, sir ! ’ said Handforth boldly.
the Headmaster, and he looked about him in a futile way,

his funeral. Of course, we shan’t
wae'll hop down to Moat Hollow for to-mor-
row, and spend the doy with old Church.
Then, when we go back to the school, every- |
body will think that we’ve attended the |
funcral. And when they ask questions, we'll
make out that we don’t feel like answering.”

It was certainly a clever little scheme of |
Handforth’s, and he did not feel inclined to |
give it up. In fact, he was cager to go |
ahead with 1t—so ecager and determuned,
indeed, that he was nclined to be reckless.
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go, but | face?

| foast,

‘* Upon my soul ! ?? gasped
He was at a loss for words,

If Church was really dead. and was
going to be buried to-morrow, do you think
that a decent chap like Mr. Lee would refuse
permission for us to go?”’

““No, I supposc not.”

"He's only refused because
going
forth.

there 1sn’t
to be any funeral,” went on Hand-
“He knows that I've got him -on
and he'll have to- knuekle under.

' Come on, we’ll carry on the gaine by beard-

ing the Head in hus den. He's in this plot,

They marched out of the Ancient House
and crossed the dark Triangle to Big Arch.

Then they went across Ir"nmr Court, and
arrived at the doorway of Dr. Stafford’s
. house, '

too; he knows all about Church being alive.

We'll give himm a bit of a shock!”

He thumped on the door, and it was soon
opened by a maid.  The itgmprﬁ had half-
expected to see Phipps. This imperturbable

“I don’t think we'd better do it, Handy,” |

“said McClure falteringly.

“Cold feet?” asked Handforth sternly,

“Oh, chuck 1t!” said Maec.
scems so—so awful, you know., After all,
we don’t know anything certain  about
Church. We believe that he’s alive——"

“Believe 1t be blowed!” said Handforth |
witheringly. “We know 1t! Didn’t I sce |
him last might 7" |

“Yoes, at a distanee,” agreed Mae. ““And |
there’s just one chance 1n a thousand that |
you were wrong——"

“If there had been a chanece in a thou-
sand, there isn’t a chance in twenty million
now !” mterrupted Handforth grufilv. “Why,
you ass, isn't 1t as plain as the nose on yvour

“But—but 1t |
l

\

individual acted partly as the Headmaster's
butler, and partly as Archie Glenthorne's
valet. DBut at present he was on leave of
absence. In striet reality, Phipps was at
Moat Hollow, doing the work of three or
four men,

“We want to see the Head,” satd Hand-
forth briskly.

“I'm not sure that vou ean disturb him
now, young gentlemen,” said the maid. * Dr,
Stafford said that he mustn’t be disturboed

]2

“That’s all mght!” interrupted Handforth.

| “You needn’t trouble to announce us. We'll
walk strulﬁght'- in!”
“Here, hold on!” gasped MeClure. “We

snall gi:t"ini'n awiul trouble, Handy !
“Rats!” muttered Handforth., “Qur garme
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18 to be very angry—very indignant! It
won’t look genuine unless we are! So back

me up, vou ass!”

He marched straight down the wide cor-
ridor, and arrived at the door of Dr.
Stafford’s study. He tapped upon_it, then
waited. '

“Come in!” said the Head’s voice, rather
testily. - |

Handforth and McClure marched 1n. The
Head, who was seated at his desk going over
gome 1mportant papers, looked up over the
tops of his glasses and frowned.

“Upon my word!” he ejaculated, sittin
back. "“What is the meaning of this, Hand-
forth? Why are you here without per-
mission ?”’

“I'm sorry to intrude, sir, but I've got
a complaint to make,” said Handforth boltﬁjr.

“Indeed! Why did you not go to your
own Housemaster ?”

“ Because my complaint 1s agamst Mr. Lee
himself, sir!” '

“"Good gracious exclaimed the Head
angrily., ‘‘How dhre you come here with
such an outrageous statement, Handforth ?
No boy is allowed to complain to me of his
Housemaster, I never heard of such a
thing.”

“But this is an exceptional case, sir,” said
Handforth. “We asked Mr. Lee for per-
mission to go to Church’s funeral to-morrow
—and he refused!”

The Head beccame rather limp, and a
startled expression sprang into his eyes. In
fact, he was so agitated that he dropped his
glasses into his lap.

‘“ Really ! he ejaculated. “I—I Hand-
forth, I can only tell you that you must
abide by the decision of your own House-
master. I cannot have you coming here——"

-I!ll'

J

He broke off, hardly knowing what to say, l

for, of course, he was in the secret—he knew
that Church was alive, and within a muile
of St. Frank’s. And here were twa boys
coming to him, complaining agamst their
Housemaster because they could not attend
the funeral!

It was certainly a delicate situaticn for the
startled Dr. Stafford!

CHAPTER 8.
The Only Way !

ANDFORTH felt—and
looked—triumphant.

He could see that

the Head was

thoroughly non-

- plussed, and Hand-
forth was enjoying himself immensely. From

the veryv first he had felt that the head-
master and Nelson Lee were greatly to be
blaimned for” keeping him out of the secret.
Well, now they were paying for it!

There was only one possible outcome of all
this—acecording to Handforth’s point of view,
The Head and Nelson Lee would have to
capitulate, They would be obliged to ** come

-go to our chum’s funeral 7”

| and looked at him rather uncertainly,

———
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across” with the full story. And then
Handforth would have his triumph.

“Yes, sir,” he went on indignantly, “ Mr.
Lee refused! Refused to let Mac and me go
to our chum’s funerall”

“Ahem! This—this 1s very awkward!”
said the Head helplessly.

He knew well enough why Nelson Lee had
refused, but for the life of. him he could not
think of anything adequate to say. He
decided, after a moment, to assume an air
of anger. It was always a safe method with .
juniors.

“I dislike your tone, Handforth!” he said,
rising to his feet with dignity. I sympathise
with you in your—in your present sadness,
but I cannot have you coming to me with
these complaints, You will leave this study
at once!”

“Do you mean to say that you uphold
Mr. Lee in this, sir?” demanded Handforth.
‘“ Are you going to refuse us permission to

“Mr: Lee has already dealt with you,
Handforth, and I shall not pursue the sub-
ject,”-said the Head, deciding that he would
remain on safe ground. “I refuse to discuss
the matter any further.”

“But we demand a pass to go to London

| to-morrow, sir!” said Handforth boldly,

“You demand 1t ?”

0 YEE, sir 1"

“Upon my soul!” said the Head, glancing
round him in a futile way. “I—I—— You
cannot come here, Handforth, using this
tone. I am exceedingly distressed— Ah,
Mr. Lee! I am glad that you have come!”

 he added, with infinite relief., * Perhaps you

can deal with this impertinent boy.” 1
Nelson Lee had just come through the
doorway. Handforth and MeClure tliriied
co
was looking very grim.
“If I can be *of any
be delighted.”
“Yes, Mr. Lee, vou can certainly be of
help,” said the Head. “These boys tell me

help, doctor, I shall

| that you have refused to let them go to—
| ahem,!—Church’s funecral to-morrow.

I dare-
say that you have your own reasons——" ,
“1 have, sir,” interrupted Nelson Lee. “I
do not wish these bovs to leave the school.
I have already told Handforth that I cannot

| grant his request, and MecClure, of course, 18

assive in this matter.

He is merely being.

| led* by his companion.” | "
| “He is not, sir!” said Handforth indige
nantly. * You're with me, heart and soul,
aren’t you, Mac?”

“Yes,” gasped MeClure.
“There you arve, sir!” said Handforth.
“We're as firm as a rock, the pair of us!
We eclaim it as our right that we should

be allowed to attend the funeral, and——"
“PBe silent!” commanded the Head.

“It’s not fair, sir!” shouted Handforth,
working himself up. “I don’t care if I'm
flogged! I don’t care if you threaten to sack
me! I'm going to London to-morrow, per-
mission or no permission!”

“Upon my soul!” ejaculated the Head,
aghast.
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“Ves, sir!” went on Handforth, utterly
rebellious. “I'm amazed that Mr. I.ee and
you shouldn’t let us go! You've told us that
poor Church 1s dead, and-——" |

“Handforth!” ' |

Nelson Lee's voice was very commanding.

“Sir?” said Edward Oswald, with a start.

“Be silent for a moment, while 1 speak

to Dr. Stafford,” said Lee sternly. I

And Handforth stlent. At last

Was

Nelson Lee was about to let them into the |

secret ! J
case, |

“I think I ean deal with this
doctor,” said Nelson Lee. looking at the}
Head. “If I may, I should hke to make 2
suggestion,”’

“Please do, Mny.
bewildered Head.

“It is quite obvious that these boys are
stubborn and self-willed,” continued Nelzon |
Lee, with a curious glint in his eye. *“They
have not only been impertinent, but re-
bellious. In the ecircumstances, I should |
not advise any punishment.”

I.ee—please do,” said the

. “No, no!” agrced the Head. “There is |
some—some excuse for them.” ) A
“Txactly,” nodded Nelson Lee. But 1f |

{hey are allowed to keep thewr liberty, they |
will cause a great deal of trouble. Hand-
forth is a very determined boy when he
Jikes—and I can see that he 1is in one of |
his most aggressive moods now. I suggest |
ihat both he and McClure shall be taken at |
once to the punizshment-room, and locked |
in 1

“What ?” easped Handforih, with a jump.

“'You .really think that this iz advisable,

e —— = = aa N

Mr., Lee?” asked the Head dubionsly.
| thin]{ it 15 not only advisable—but |
essenfial,” said Nelson Lee. “I want these

boys to be placed in the punishment-room |
in the Ancient House, and I shall also place |
a prefect on duty at the end of the passage. i
Thev must not escape. Rather than submit
to their impertinence, we must % |

“But—but aren’'t vou going to—to——

[landforth broke off, gasping. IHe was
ihoroughly alarmed. His great scheme, |
after all, had gone “phut.” Instead of |

Nelson Lee taking him into his confidence,
there was cvery indication that the House- |

22

master-detective was to aect with gre cat |
strength. “Handforth  was  thoroughly
alarmed. | |

“Just a minute,. sir.” he ejaculated. I
—1 didn't mean to be 1imperiinent, you
know ! If yvou'll only tell us the full truth
abont Chureh, then we'll——2

“That 1s enongh, Handforth !” interrupted |
Nelson Lee, with a glint i his eyve, ”Ié
hope this will be a lﬂ::ﬂn to you. You |

must not attempt to enforce vour will upon
me—or upon the headmaster. Your. coh-
duct has beenn such that we must place vou
in the punishment-roon:, and McClure must
go with vou.” .

“Oh, ecrumbs!” said Haundforth dizzily,

Nelson Lee meant every word he said,
too! TForthwith, the unhappy pair were |

and Dnr.
L Chureh was dead.

j‘\L]*«at:uft Lee had saved his life at the
- moment ?

 who were determined to kill him.

I

marched off to the punishment-room in the
Ancient House, and locked in. It w as the
only way of preventing them from causing a
general sensation. With those enemies of
Church still at liberty, Nelson Lee could
afford to take no chances.

E——— |

CHAPTER 7.
A Surprise For The Remove !

=

O {far as St.
in general was con-
cerned, nobody had
the faintest 1dea that
there had, been any
“monkey  business”

with regard to Walter Church’s death, Some

dayvs before he had been in the sanatorium,

Brett had officially announced that

The school, shocked and

very dﬂpu: ssed for tho

Frank’s

hushed, . had felt

 time being,

The following morning a motor-hearse had
arrived, ~and had departed again, slowly
and Hﬂlr‘mnh. Naturally, the whole school
had at once concluded that Church’s remains
were being taken away for burial near his
own home. It was the most natural thing

| to assumeo.

And so St. Frank’s had gone on again as
nsuual—rather relieved that the shadow of

| death had been removed.

know that
and that
fask
Church had some mysterious
enemies 1 this distriet, too—relentless mien
Nelson
Lee had adopted -the present subterfuge so
that those rascals should be deceived. He
wanted themm to think that their deadlv work
had been duly performed, and so Church
had remained “dead.” But really he was
down at Moat Hollow, an old, gloomy housc
near the village.

And the school had continued 1ts dulies
aud 1ts pleasures, quickly Torgetting the
sturdy, cheery junior who had recently been
in their midst,

So everybody was rather surprised when it
rot about that Handtorth and MceClure had
been taken to the punishment-room, and
locked 1n. It was rumoured, too, that they
had been dealt with in this way Dbecausae
thev had insisted upon attending thetr
chum’s funeral. -

“It doesn™ scem quite fair to me!” said
Fullwood, as he stood discussing the aftair
in the lobby with two.or three other fellows.

the fellows to
been in a trance,

How were
Chureh had only

“ AMter all, why shouldn’i they go to poor

old Chlllihﬁ funeral? There's nothing un-

reasonable 1n 1t.” ;

“0Of course not!” =ard De Valerie. “I'm
surprised ab Mr. Lee!”

“And at the I-Iu:*ad too!” said Brent. “I

| can't understand 1t!” -.

“Why should vou try to understand 1t7”.

asked Nipper grufily.
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“Qh, of course, you're bound to take Mr.
Lee’s part!” sneered Gulliver.

“*Rats ! =aid Nipper. “But, according
to all that I can hear, Handforth was fear-
Jully impertinent to the Head. Went in to
demand a pass for to-morrow. He told the

Head that he didn’t care whether he was |

Dr. |

flocged or sacked—and, naturally,

Stafford couldn’t stand that sort of thing.”
“Perhaps vou're right, dear old boy,”

Sir Montie. “A headmaster, after a.{l,

maintain discipline.” '

“That's true!” said Russell.

must

“And If

Handforth was deliberately insolent, he was-

only asking for trouble. All the same, it’s
hard hnes. I think the Head could have
excused him.”

“Of course!” said De Valerie.
and McClure were Church’s best pals, and
it'’s only natural that they should want to
go to his funeral. But these school regu-
lations are always heartless and callous.
What do thev care about a chap’s feelings?
I suppose Handforth and MeClure will be
kept in  the punishment-room until to-
morrow ¢’ e

“That’s the idea, I think,” said Nipper.
“The Head has a notion that they might
run awav—in defiance of him.
scotched that i1dea by locking them both

li}i, 22
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dignantly. “Church was their best chum.”

*“I should have said that the Head doesn’t
mean them to attend the funeral,” went on
Willy. “But I do. I'm going to let those
chaps out.”

*That ought to be easy!” said Juicy, with
sarcasm. “I suppose you know that there’s
a prefect stationed at the end of the corri-

| dor 7”

said |

“Handy |

“Yes, I know that.”

“Then what are you going to do—hypno-
tise him, or something?” went on Juicy.
“Handforth and McClure must have done
something pretty bad, or they wouldn’t
take all these precautions. How the dickens
can you help him while there’s a prefect
on guard all the time?” -

“My poor, pitiful ass!” said Willy. “I'm

| not crazy enough to appreach Ted from

indoors. There’s a2 window to the punish-

| ment-room, isn’t there ?”

So he’s

you can't climb that ivy!

Nipper was feeling rather unhappy about |

it all. He knew why the pair had been
put in the punishment-room, and he secretly

sympathised with them. But, naturally,
he could do nothing.
However, there was one junior 1n the

Ancient House who did do something. This
junior was no less a person than Willy
Handforth, The famous leader of the St.
Frank’s fags.took a very serious view of
the whole case.

“Something has got to be done!” he said
to his faithful chums,

Chubby Heath.

and McClure lhike this.”

“Well, what are we going to do?” asked

Chubby practically. ,
“I don't know yet—l’ve got to think,”
replied Willy, frowning. “But the facts
are quite clear. Ted and Mac wanted to
go to London to attend poor old Church’s
funeral. Mind you, I think there’s some-
thing rather rummy about that funeral. ]
won't say anything more—but I can keep
on thinking.”
“What do you
staring.
“Nothing—but I have my thoughts!” re-
plied Willy. “0Old Ted has been jolly queer
this last two or three days. He hasn’t been
half so sorrowful as I should have thought.

mean ?” asked Juicy,

Still, we don’t need to talk about that now. |

I understand that Ted was impertinent to
Mr. Lee, and to the Head—and so he has
been put into the punishment-room, and
MecClure’s with him. They’re not going to
be allowed to attend the funeral to-morrow.”

“It’s a shabby trick!” said Chubby in-

Juley TLemon and |
“We can’t allow the school | &
authorities to ride ronghshod over old Ted |

“Yes, but—"
“And there’s ivy
on Willy calmly.
matter of fact.”
His two chums stared at him i1n horror.
“But, Willy!” gasped Chubby. “You—
The punishment-
of the house—it’s
And the ivy right up there

b ]

on that wall, too,” went
“Jolly good 1ivy, as a

room 1s right at the top
a sort of attic!

[ 18 only thin and weak. You'll kill your-

self !

“I haven’t said that I'm going to climb
the 1vy,” replied Willy coldly.

“Then who i1s?” asked Juiey blankly.

“Marmaduke!” replied Willy, with a
quiet grin. “Good old Marmy! He’ll nip
up to that high window in about two shakes
of a mule’s starboard hoof !

CHAPTER 8.
Willy’s Resgourcefulness !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH
grunted,

“That’s right, keep
it  up!’® he said
bitterly. ‘““How much

longer are you going to nag me, Mac?”’

“I'Im not nagging you, old man,” said

| McClure, with an unhappy note in his voice.

“absolutely diddled us!

“But I warned you about this. I told you
that you couldn’t get the better of Mr.
Lee.” -

“By George!” said Handforth, breathing
hard. “How the dickens could I think of a
thing like this? He’s dished us, Mac—
We're locked in this
room, and there’s no. escape. Even if we
break the door down, 1t’ll be no good.
There’s a prefect out there, watching us as
though we’re a couple of prisoners. It’s
disgraceful 1"’

“Well, you asked for it, old man,” said
Mac gently.

“Disgraceful ?”” repeated Handforth, *‘Jusk
think of the heartlessness of the whole busi-
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ness! Locking us in the punishment-room
just beecause we asked to go to poor old
Church’s funeral!”

MeClure shook his head.

“Don’t kid yourself like that, Handy,” he
grunted. “You know as well as I do that
there’s no funeral. Mr. Lee knows that we
know it, and so therc’s no heartlessness about

it. He’s done it just to put a stopper on |

}'ﬂ'ﬂ.”

Grudgingly Handforth was compelled to
admit that McClure had struck the nail on
the head.

“And now we're done!”’ he said helplessly.
“WWhat a beastly shame! What a frost! I
had planned-to pop down to Moat Hollow to-
night after lights out. 1 was going to break
in—and find Church, in spite of all this
trickery. Now I'm done!” he added, with a
catch in his voice. ““Oh, what a shame! And
I do want to see old Churchy, too!”

He walked across to the window, and stood
looking out at the twinkling lights below—
and he was looking through heavy iron bars.
The punishment-room was high up, but every
precaution had been taken. Beforo now
daring juniors had knotted shecets together,
and bad escaped that way. So the punish.-
ment-room window was now provided with
heavy iron bams, like a prisoner’s
cell. -

The door was very heavy, and
it was provided with a patent lock.
In addition to this, there were two
bolts outside. The prefect who was
on duty was not actually mounting
guard outside the door like a |
warder. He was lounging at his |
ease in an adjoining room, enjoy- |
ing a book in front of the fire. He
“would know at once if any attempt was made
to get out of the punishment-room, fer there
could be no escape without a noise.

Handforth turned away from the window,
his heart heavy.

“I'mm sorry, Mae, for dragging"}'ﬂu into
this,” he said. “I didn’t know it was going
to finish in such a beastly way. I thought
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McClure. *I don’t know what it was, but I
could swear—— There, listen to that!”

They both stared at the window. *It was
dark in the punishinent-room, for they were
not allowed to have any light, and were
supposed to go straight to bed.. Actually
they were still fully dressed, and did not fecl
at all like sleep.

“Dy George!” cjaculated Handforth,

- ““There's somebody there!”

“But there can’t be!” said McClure. “It’s
too high up. There isn’t a ladder at St.
Frank’s that can get to this window.”

Handforth strode across and flung open the
lattice window, then he started back half a°
pace. A diminutive form was sitting on the
window-sill, chattertng at him gaily. In a
flash Handforth recognised the visitor.

“Why i1t’s old Marmaduke,” he said
astonishment, “my minor’s monkey!”

“Well, I'm blessed!”’ said McClure.

1n

WHAT’S

COMING ?

. Marmaduke looked from one junior to.the
other with bright, twinkling eyes. He
dropped something down on tic window-sill
with a thud, and then he hopped back a few
inches, chattering again.

“Why, he’s brought something up with
him!"” saild McClure. * Look
at lt!‘tis—mpe, all tied up, and

“Rope!” gasped Handforth.
“Good old Willy! Can’t you
cee? This 18 Willy’'s doing.
He's sent Marmaduke up to
us  with a 1rope, so that we
can escape! - No human being
could get through those bars,

but Marmy has done it!”’

“Yes, but what’s the good of rope to us?”
asked DMecClure breathlessly, “We can't
squeeze through these bars, can we ?”’

“By George, no!” said Handforth, with a
sudden frown. *8till, Willy wouldn’t be such
a young ass as to——  Hallo, what’s this?
What the dickens—— Ye gods and little
| fishes! A file, Mac!”

we had Mr. Lee on toast, but he’s too jolly
clever for us!”

MeceClure was aware of a slight sense of |
relief,»
- “Well, after all, we’'re helpless here,” he:
saicd. ““And as there isn’t any real funeral
to-morrow, why should we worey? They'll
let us out during the afternoon, I expeet,
when all chance of us running off has gone.”

“But what about our jaunt to-night?” |

demanded Handforth,

“Well, perhaps 1t’s better that we shouldn’t
ro,” satd MeClure, “When you come to
think of it, Handy, it’s a bit thick that we
should interfere, Mr. Lee must have a very

good reason for keeping us in the dark, and

He broke off, catching his breath in,
“What’s the matter 7"’ asked Handforth.

“J—I thought T zaw something moving
outside the window just now!” muttercd

| “Look at it! £
| wrapped round it.
| you got a matech ?”’

| down

“A what ?”

““A whacking great file!”’ said Handforth.
And there's a piece of paper
Let’s have a look! Have

“Yes!” said McClure eagerly.

He struck one, and Handforth, unfolding
a piece of paper which had been wrapped
round the file, held it out. They both read
the words that had been serawled upon 1t:

“Cood luek, Ted, old man! Here’s a file
and some rope. Take my advice, and got
busv at about three o'clock in the morning.
Take it ecasy, and don’t make too much
noise. You'll have plenty of time to shin
before davlight, and then you ean
catch the first train from Bannington. Don’t
thank me for this—thank old Marmy!”

Handforth drew a deep breath.

“Good old Willy!” he said enthusiastically.
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“And good old Marmy, too! Mae, old man,
we can go on that night jaunt, after all!”
“You—you mean—-"
“I mean that we'll have the laugh on Mr.
Lee, after all!” said Handforth exultantly,

CHAPTER 9.
Aiter Midnight !

scrape !
Very cautiously
- Handforth worked |
away with the file, |

and tho noise that
proceeded from it was very slight indecd.

ot, I'rank’s was asleep, and the couspirators
in the punishment-room were greatly helped
by the blustering wind which kept hooting
round the Ancient House. It served to
disguise the sounds that came from the
window. |

McClure was over by the door, listening,
ready to give the alarm if there should be
any sound from the corridor. Once or twice

footsteps had been heard, but only at long LM(:GIure

intervals, Perhaps the prefect was still on
duty—and perhaps not. There was really no
need for him to be, since those bolts were
strong enough to keep the two prisoners
within the room. Nobody had thought of

guarding the window, since it was barred, | McClure.

and a great distance from the ground.

“Got
antly.

“You’ve filed through one of the bars?”
asked McClure, as he ran across the room.

“Yes—look !’ said Handforth.
better help me here, Mac. It’ll need all our
combined strength to bend this bar aside. I
think we can squeeze through after that, and
it won’t take us long to lower ourselves by
means of this rope. I must say that young
Willy is a stunner!”

“I’'m not sure that we ought to go,”. said
MeClure uncertainly. “The Head may give
us the sack, Handy, for breaking out of the
punishment-room like this.”

“Bother the sack!” said Handforth care-
lessty. ‘“I’ve made up my mind to find
Church—to come face to face with him to.
night—and I'm not going to be put off!”

MecClure saidd no more, for he was filled
with the same curiosity as his leader. There
had been so much mystery of late, so many
unaccountable happenings, that the pair of
them were thoroughly excited. They wanted

to make an end of all the mystery once and

for all. .
#+' Heave-ho!” murmured Handforth.

Together they pulled on that iron bar, and | ;
| replied MecClure,
| I'm
| Handy ?”

bent it to one side. Handforth had sawn
through it at the very base, and now, by
lugging at the bar, they bent it in ils socket.
Soon there was sufficient room for them to
_squeezo their way through.

“Fine!” said Mac breathlessly. ‘“What's
the time, Handy ?7”

CRAPE — serape— |
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] “I don’t know, and I don’t care,’”’ said
| Handforth, * After midnight, of course.
The whole school’s asleep, and once we've got
down this rope we shall be able to get clear
away®’ :

“And old Willy thinks that we're really

| going to the funeral!” chuckled McClure.
| “Won’t he be surprised when he knows the
real truth ?”
- “We're going to something better than a
funeral!” said MHandforth, with sparkling
ewes.  “We shall see Churchy to-night, and
grab his fist again. Good old Churchy! I'm
| dying to see how he’s getting on thesc days!
It seems years since we saw him last.”

The rope was quickly knotted round two of
the remaining bars. There was no danger of
them giving way under the weight of the
descending juniors, and the rope was thin, but
very strong. Willy had provided the ‘best.

- “No need to hide our tracks, of course,”
said Handforth, as they prepared to depart.

“We'll leave the rope hanging down, just ag

| 1t 1s, and we’ll leave this file here, too.
| they’ll be able to see how we escaped. By

1t!"” muttered Handforth triumph- |

“You'd |

Then

George—a bit of a shock for them in the

morning, eh 77
“What about that note of Willy’s 7"’ asked

“I've got 1t in my pocket,”” said Edward
Oswald, “We don’t want to leave anything .
that’ll get Willy into trouble. I'll go first,
Mac!"”

“All right—but take it easily!” warned
“There’s no need for rushing,
Handy. Don’t be reckless.”

Handforth wormed his way through, and
then essayed the descent. It was a rather
ticklish business, even for such active juniors
as these two. One slip—one false grip—and
they would be dashed to the ground.

They had taken the precaution to knot the
rope at intervals of two or three feet—Willy
had provided plenty of it, so there was ample
to spare—and these knots provided excellent
hand grips.

Handforth swung himself over the edge of
the window-ledge, and gradually lowered him-
self, hand over hand, the rope entwined
round his legs. The pressure he exerted
acted like a brake—and those knots were
very helpful, too. Down he went, fobt by
foot, and at last he reached the ground.

“ All clear!” he whispered, giving the rope
a shake,

He watched very anxiously while MeClure
followed. Mae 'possessed steady nerves, but
that descent was rather a trial. He was glad
cnougn when he felt the solid ground under
his feet.

“"(Good man!” Handforth.
- “Hurt your hands 77 >
“They smart a bit, where they slipped,”
“But it doesn’t matter—
What’s the next move,

whispered

all right.

“Why, we're going to get off the school
premises as quickly as we can,”” replied Hand-
forth grimly., “There might be a master

 prowling about somewhere, and wec’re not
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“ Why, it’s my minor’s monkey ! M gasped Handforth, as he flung open the lattice window and saw the

chattering form sitting on the sill.

going to be collared, They wouldn’t let us

cseape twice!”

Without any further ado, the two chums of
Study D erept round the West Sgquare,
reached the school wall and dropped over
into the dark lane. They stood there with
the wind blowing against their faces.
sky was clouded, but now and agamn there
was just a glimpse of the moon, The school
clock solemn!y chimed out the hour of one.

“Well, we've done 1it!” said
exultantly, “We're out—and now for Moat
Hollow! Old Chureh 1s in that house, and

we're going to get to him, even if we have,

to smash our way in.”

"Thank goodness it'll soon be all over!”
said MeCiure, with a sense of relief. “I'm
fed up with this uncertainty and mystery.
It’s so—so extraordinary, Handy !
they taken Church to Moat Hollow ¢
are they keeping hin: there ?

Why

R

dicd
Handforth eripped his arm,
“It's no good asking me those questions,
old son,” he said softly. “But they'll soon
be answered—and they’ll be answered by old

Chureh himself, too!™

McClure took a deep, deen breath.
“You know, Handy, vou're pretty marvel-
lous!” he saird admivingly. * You're

wonderful sort of chap!’

Why have | . :
J | blustering of the wind.

And why have |

they let the school believe that he really | DOt help feeling just a little nervy.

g |
| tn appearauce.

The |

Handf{orth |

 the wall of Koae o)

‘“ Yes, and be’s got some rope ! ¥ added MceClure excitedly.

“Rot!” growled Handforth.

“I mean, the way vou still persist in your
beltef that Chureh 1s alive and well,” said
McClure. "It’s a fine thing to have a faith

| ike vours!”

+  CHAPTER 10,

In Search ot Their
Chum !

Loat

ERLE we are!” sad
Handforth softly.
Nearly a quarter
of an  hour had
ciapsed, and the two
juniors were outstde
low. Not a sound
broke the silence of the night, except the
The gloom was very
dense, and, in spite of himself, MeClure could

Moat Hollow had a rather sinister repu-
tation among the villagers. It bad once been
a school, it was true, but since then 1t had
passed through many hands, and it had now
been empty for some months, Some of the
superstitious country folk believed that it
was haunted, and all manner of stories had
got about.

The honse itself was most unprepossessing
It was a bare, gaunt sort of
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. building, and was surrounded by a high wall.
As if the wall itself were not high enough,
an additional fencing of wood had been built
on the top of this. The place was more like
a prison than a private house. There were
two enormously Eigh gates, but both these
were locked and barred. Entry secmed im-
possible. Handforth was not deferred by
trifles of dhis kind, however.

“How are we going to get over?” asked

McClure, as they stared up at the high

barrier.

“Rather a pity we didn’t bring some of
that rope,” said Handforth, frowning. “We
could have hooked it to something then, and
swarmed up. Not that it matters. We'll
prowl round until we come tr a likely spot,
and then we'll see what we can do.”

But it was not so easy, after all. The wall
~was every inch of twelve feet in height. Even
if McClure ““made a back,” and Handforth
climbed on the top of him, it was impossible
for him to reach the top of the fence.
went round the wall, searching
whero they might be able to climb over. But
that barrier was very grim.
. any trees near by, so that they could not
gain some assistance by swarming along a
branch,

“I'm beginning to wonder if we're right,

Handy,” said McClure, with a doubt in his |
quiet—so un- |

Perhaps the old house is| :
' | over, hurting

“ Everything seems so
stall,

voice,
canntly
empty 7"’

“But I tell you I saw Mr. Lee come here | :
| he gasped, as Handforth came to his rescue.

. —last night!”’ said Handforth.

“That doesn’t prove anything,” said
McClure. “After all, Handy, it’s only a
theory of yours. Just because Mr. I.ee came
here——"

"“Rats! It’s as clear as daylight!”

"I wish it was!” muttered MecClure.
"~ “Perhaps your whole idea 1s wrong, Handy,
and perhaps—-—"

“We don’t want

‘ perhaps’ business,
Handforth gruffly.

any more of this
my lad!” interrupted
“Church 1s 1n this old
house—I'd bet my last collar-stud on it!
And we’re going to get in, too. By George!
Dﬂ? you think we’ll let this silly wall beat
us 313 -

rIItIE
MecClure,

Handforth gave a sudden start.

“By George! I've got an idea!” he said
eagerly. *‘‘T'hey’re repairing the lane, about
two or three hundred yards away. Don’t you
remember coming past those red lamps on
the side of the road?” '

“Why the dickens didn’t I think of it
before 7’ said Handforth. “A part of the
lane 1s cut off—there's a barrier there: . and

having a jolly good try!” said

they’ve used a scaffold pole for the purpose.” |
“But what the thunder can we do with a |

scaffold pole 7”

“We can carry it here, lean .t against this
high fence, and then swarm up it!” replied
Handforth briskly., “In fact, it’s the only

They|
for a spot | whispered Handforth.

fence here, and we can

There wceren’t |
 But after that we shall have to jump for it.”

T

 behind a cloud,

|

| pole and carried

| forth.
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thing to be done. Come on!

We shan’t be
long now!”?

MecClure had to admit that the scheme was
a good one. They retraced their steps along
Bellton Lane, and did not pause until they
reached the spot where one or twe red lamps
were gleaming. The road repairers had been
at work, and a solution to the juniors’ pro-
blem was here. They seized the scaffold
it back towards Moat
Hollow,

Arriving at the high wall once more, they
set the pole up at an angle, and made sure
that 1t was firm. Then Handforth wriggled
his way upwards, until he had reached the
very top of the fence. He swarmed over,
and clung there.

“Come on, Maec!” he muttered. *““It’s
easy !”’ - | :

And*McClure essayed the climb. It wdsn’t
half so easy as Handforth had made out; but,
by dint of hard effort, Mac reaghed the top.

“We shall have to chance where we fall,”

“There’s only this
get down to the top
of the actual wall without much difficulty.

“I'm game!” said MecClure.

They cautiously lowered themselves, then,
almost at the same moment, they gave a leap,
and landed amongst a tangle of dead leaves,
weeds, and rank bushes. Handforth man-
aged to keep his feet, but MecClure rolled
himself a bit.

“It’s all right—I'm only a bit bruised!”

“We're in, Handy—and that’s the main thing |
I say, the old place looks rather ghostly,
doesn’t it *’

“Yes, but don’t let that worry you,” said
Handforth. “The next thing is to break our
way Into the house itself,’’

hey stood there, looking at the building.
It was very grim and forbidding—particu-
larly as the moon had just peeped out from
It was hard to believe that
McClure

there 'were any inhabitants here.
was more dubious than ever.
" And just then, out of the gloom, came a
gure,

“Look out!” gasped McClure. "There’s
something there—somebody moving!™

“Yes, I can see him!” whispered Hand-
“We'd better——-" '
“Halt!” came a grim, low volce. ‘' Stand
just where you are! If you move an inch
I'll drop you in your tracks!”

“Oh, erumbs!” muttered McClure. |

The figure came up, and proved to be a big,
powerful man—a perfect stranger, attired
a heavy overcoat and a bowler hat.

“Oh, a couple of hoyvs, eh?” said the man,
with a sound of relief in his voice. *“What
do you think you’re doing here? How did
you get into these grounds?"”

“We climbed over the fence,” said ITand-

| forth, “And who are you?”

“Never you mind who I am!™ said the
man. “You're two of the boys from the
school, eh? Well, vou're going out--quick!
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You're trespassing here, and vou're not .
ulluweﬂu—-ﬂ”
*Quick, Mace!” shouted Handforth. |

“We're not
Run for it!”

And, with ene accord, they dashed across |

the ground towards the old house. The |

stranger, with & bellow of anger, tore after |
them! {
- ning
- had scen Nelson lee come into this place—

! but

o e

CEAPTER 11.
The Voice !

on the spur of the
moment, and he hard-
ly knew which way
to act mow., But he
was convinced of one
thing—he knew that whatever he did, he had
to do 1t quickly. |

The burly stranger was close at their heels, |
and he was not the kind of man to be flouted |
by a couple of schoolboys.
there remained a mystery—and it was equally |
puzzling to know who he was.

But all
doubled,
of guard—watching the place, in case any-
body broke in. It proved, conclusively, that
Moat Hollow was really inhabited.

And if Handiorth and McClure wasted any
time thoy would be seized by that powerful

individual, and bundled over the barrier back |
into the road—and there would be no second | "%
| juniors.

: | and dishevelled; then they were compelled
t was now or never! | ) . -
50 1% was b e | to walk down the paseage, and .into a com-

found themselves at the -back of the house. | fortable kind of living-room.

entry for them!
“This way!” gasped Handforth, as they
“We’ll dash in through the back door!”’

ning round the angle of the building, and
flung himself heavily against the back door, |

which was hidden in deep gloom in a kind |

of porch.
“It’s locked !”” panted McClure, ag he pulled

up short. |

“So 1t is!”’ said Handforth, with a gulp. |
We'll |

“But we’re not going to be done.
smash it down! Come on—both together!”

that burly stranger came running up. The
two juniors were within an ace of capture. |

“Now!" yelled Handforth,

orash |

They both hurled themselves at the back
door with all their strength, and there was
a splintering, rending sound as the wood-
work gave way under the weight of their
combined charge. The next moment .they
went blundering headlong into a dark pas-
sage, Handforth falling head over heels, with
McClure on the top of him.

“By glory!” ejaculated the man. “These
youngsters are pretty determined!” |
“What the dickens shall we do now,

Handy ?”’ panted MecClure, as he tried to
pick himself up. “We’re in, but—"

going to be dished by this chap 7 | |
| dividual who was holding 1t, but they were

Why he was |

Handforth’s suspicions were re-
He knew that this man was a kind |

He swerved just as their pursuer came run- | SCnb forth a red, ruddy warmth. An oil-lamp

- He broke off with a little gasp. Suddenly |

They drew back, and at the same moment | deliberately forced your way
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a bright beam of light had flashed upon him,
and ha and Handforth found themselves
etaring and blinking into the eye of a bright
electric torch. 'They could not see the in-

Where were
Moat

both aware of a curious thrill.
they? Who were these people
Hollow ?

For the first time, a tiny doubt was begin-
to assaill Ilandforth himeelf. True, he

11

perhaps Lee had been investigating!
Perhaps there were some crooks here!
“Get up—both of you?” said a stern, angry

| voice.

ANDFORTH had acted |

It was the voice of Nelson Lee himself!

“Oh, it's you, sir!”’ panted McClure.
“Thank goodness. I-—I thought 1 hardly
know what T thought!”’

“Never mind that, McClure!”” interrupted
Nelson lee. “1 am quite convinced that
Handforth led you into this escapade. Come
with me—both of you. I am very angry!”

“I tried to stop them, sir, but they dodged
me!’’ said the burly individual apologetically.
“Then they smashed the door down before
I could cateh up to them.”

“That’'s all right, Jenkins,”” said Nelson
Lee. “You had better return to your duty
outside. I suppose these boys climbed over

' the wall ?”’

“Yes, sir—they was over before 1 could

.Stﬂ_]_'] them,” replied the man., “They took me
| quite by surprise, confound ’‘em!’ - |

The man retired, and Nelson Lee still stoed
there, flashing that torchlight upon the two
They picked themselves up, dusty

. There was a
glowing oil-stove burning—a stove which
was on the table, too, and the room was
empty, except for the two boys and Nelson
Leec.

“Well, we’re here, sir!”’ said Handforth

- defiantly.

“So I see!” said Lee. “Upon my word,
Handforth, you are a most determined boy!”’

“1l am, sir!”’ .

“In spite of all my- precautions, you have
into this house,”
went on Nelson Lee angrily. “Really, 1
don’t know what to do with you.”

“Tell me the secret about old Chlaireh, sir,
and I'll be satisfied,”” replied Handforth.
“He’s here, isn’t he? We want to see him!”’

“Your anxiety over your chum, Handforth,
1s rather touching,” said Nelson Lee quietly.
“l find it very difficult to deal with you as
drastically as 1 would like. You have been
most wilful—most disobedient. And
cannot be hard with you. Iow di

iy

escape from the punishment-room '

“We filed one of the bars through, «=ir,
and got down by means of a rope,”’ replied
Handforth. |

“Indeed! And where did you get the file
from?”’ .

“I say, sir, go easy!"’ protested Handforth.

et I
you
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“You don’t expect us to answer that ques-
tion, do you'?”

“Well, frankly, no,”” replied ILee, with a |
“But I have |

touch of dryness in his voice.
doubt that some of

no your

assisted you in this escape. Well, now that

you are here, you must stay here.”
“That’s good!” said Handforth. “And

you'll let us see Church, won’t you?" _

“Your persistence, young man, ig8 posi-
tively extraordinary!”’ frowned Nelson Lee.
“You will both remain in this room—until I
am ready to take you back to 3% Frank’s.
I shall not answer any of your questions re-
garding Church, and I have no intentian of
being thwarted by——" |

“Oh, but it’s not fair, sir!”’ shouied Hand-
forth. “Hang it, haven't we proved that we
degerve to be let into the secret? Be a sport,
-h'l"l'. IJEE!”

Nclson I.ée couldn’t help smiling.

“[ hope that I am always a sport, Hand-
forth,” he replied. “Hang it, after all your
trouble, 1 really think——"’

“Iisten!’ interrupted MeClure, his voice |

rising snrilly. “1 heard it!”’
“Eh?’ gasped Handforth.
what 7"’
“ Church’s voice!”” said McClure. “Listen!”’
They both stood there, tense and eager.
Sure enough, a voice came "to their ears—
from somewhere down that dark passage.

heard

“You

“Handy !’ it came, anxious and eager.
“Handy! Mac! Are you there, you fel-
Jows 7’ :

Edward Oswald Handforth gave a wild
whoop.

“It’s old Churchy!” he yelled. “Come on,
Mae! We've found him at last!”

CHAPTER 12,

The Re-union.

bar the way.
“Steady, Handforth

--gteady !”” he said |
gharply. “Don’t get |
so excited! I will]

Ll

take you te Church now

But Handforth pushed past Nelson Lee
as though he were a mere fag of the Third.

He was+«so excited that he didn’t care a jot |
He rushed®through the doeor- |
way, nearly knocking Nelson Lee over in his |

for his actions.

clumsy progress, and McClure, equally as ex-
cited, followed him. They foun
blundering along the dark passage.
“Churchy!” shouted Handforth.
“Here 1 am, Handy!” came an answer.
“Oh, my stars! TIsn’t it good to hear your

voice again!”’
A door opened further down the passage,

s

allowing a flood of eoft light to come out. |

Dr. Brett stood in the doorway. He was

astonished and angry.

“Handforth!” he ejaculated,
you doing here 7*’

“What are

companions |

t —and Nipper.

ELSON LEE tried to |

u
3' themselves |
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“Where’s Church?”’ shouted Handforth
hmir;sinly. “By George! liet me get in there
“No!” commanded the doctor. “ You must

 not——  Well 1'm hanged! I might as well
| attempt to stop an avalanche!” '

Handforth had barged through like a
' human battering-ram, and McClure was in
close attendance. 'They found themselves in
a kind of bed-room, and a genial glow was
coming from another of those wonderful oil-
stoves. A lamp” was burning on a little side
| table, and there, seated in a deep Eﬂﬁg-chiiir,
| his face flushed with excitement, was Church !

“IHandy, old man!”’ he said breathlessly

“Churchy!” gulped Handforth. "(jh,
Churchy, we've ifound you!’

He rushed over, seized Church’s fist, and
held it tightly. Just for a moment he stood
| guite still, looking into Church’s face, and
Handforth realised

l

then, very awkwardly,

that his eyes were a bit moist. MecClure was
by his side now, grasping Church’s other
hand.

“Church, old son!” muttered Maec. “ And -
—and we thought that you were dead!”

T was—nearly!” said Church. “If it

{ hadn’t been for Mr. Lee, I ghould have been

[;r} my coffin by this time. He saved my
11e, |
“Mr. Lee did 7"’ panted Handforth. “ And

| —and I’ve been saying all sorts of awful
E-things against Mr. Lee!”’

“Then you’d better take them back,” said
Chureh happily. “1 owe everythjng to Mr.
I.ee—and to Dr. Brett and good old Phipps
| They’ve been too wonderful

for words.”

“But there’s gomething else that’s too won-
| derful for words, too!”’ said Handforth, look-
|.ing at his chum as though he were some
curiosity. “We—we thought that you would
| be in bed, Churchy—we thought that you
- would be terribly ill-——and hardly able #o
' speak.”’ .

“I was terribly ill a day or two ago,” said
Church. “In fact, I was so ill that I broke
out of this place, and wandered about the
| district like some lunatic. I don’t know any-
thinﬁ about-1t, but Nipper told me that 1

e ———

- “Yes, and we saw you, too,” interrupted
| Handforth, “At least, I did. Mac wouldn’t
' behieve 1t. He thought you were a ghost.
- You see, everybody at St. Frank’s believes
that you are dead.”

“1 know,” nodded Church. “It’s a rummy
sort of business, isn’t it? But Mr. Lee says
that it will soon be all over, and then I
| shall be able to go back and get thoroughly
| well in the sanny. I ought to be out and
| about again in a week’s time.”

- “But what’s happened to you?” asked
 Handforth, so happy that he. could hardly
keep still. " What cured your illness? And
' why have you been brought down here?”
' Dr. Brett came forward, and his original.
| anger had gone. But he was rather anxious
now,

| “I'm sorry, boys, but I can’t allow you to
| stay here, questioning Church,” he said.
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| thought struck him.
' chap we met outside—the man who tried to
- stop us—Is really a detective?”

“He's myv patient, and he must have com-
plete rest. It will do him no pmnd to get |
into a thoroughly execited state.”

Church looked round at the doctor

grinned.
. “Cheese it, Dr. Drett!” he protested.
“I'm not excited, and it won't hurt me to
have a chat with my two chums. I'm so
jolly glad to see them that ii's doing me a
world of good. It'll be unfair if you send
them away now. Please let them stay.’
“Well, T must say thev deserve to stay,”
replied Dr. Brett dryly. *They’ve been per-

sistent enough.’

and

IIamhmth and McClure were still looking |
some Z0o- |

at Church as though he werc
logical spectinen.  They could hardly be-
lieve that they had mally found him at last,
After hearing that he was dead—after know-
ing that he had mysteriously disappeared—
it was wonderful to be face to face with him,
and to find that he was looking very much
like his old &elf.

As a matter of fact, Church had improved
marvellously during the past twenty-four
hours. He had got his old colour again,
and that wan, drawn look had gonc from
his face. And it was a fact that Handforth

I9
“Then I suppose that

“Yes,” said Dr. DBrett. “One of tha
special men from Scotland Yard, I shall
be wholehecartedly pleased when this un-

pleasant business is over. I'm tired of
seereey and subterfuge.”
LJ | i _
it l | 5
i i I ,‘Ji CHAPTER 13.

!
J
H“
The Warning !
i ALY an hour later
Nelson Lee came 1nto
the room. He had
purposcly stayed out
until now, so that
thoe threc chums
should have a chance of talking together.
And Lee found it quite impossible to ho
angry with the determined Handforth. His
face, and MecClure’s face, were so radiant

| with happiness that mr:w trace of Nelson

Lee’s annoyance went. He could only ad-
mire the persistence of these two chums who

and MecClure were doing him a lot of good. | had never rested until they bhad found their

It was just what he had necded.

“We won’t bother him, doector,” |
satd Handforth gently, “And we
won't let him talk too much, either.
We're so jolly g lad to see him alive
and safec that we're ready to just sit
here and look at him., Dut I would
Jike to know what caused his
illness.”

Church looked surprised.

A CREAT |
SURPRISE! |

- lost companion.

I “Church hm been telling us all
about 1t, sir,” sard Handforth, as

he looked up. “We think you’ve

been marvellous—to save his life,

| and to look after him like this.”

|  “Nonsense, Handforth!” said

Nelson Lee. “I suppose you wili

now be inclined to crow—eh?

I You’ve beaten me, after all.”

“Don’t you know ?”” he asked. “ It
wasn't an 1llness at all, Handy.”

“DBut you were terribly 1il!” protested
Handforth,

“I wasn't—I was poisoned!” said Church
quietly.

““ Poisoned !

“Yes—by a couple of unknown Indians who
scem to want my blood,” said Church. * You
know—old Zuma the Mystic and his pal!”

“Didn't T say so?” asked Handforth, turn-
ing excitedly to McClure. “I knew that

rotter, Zuma, was mixed up in it someliow!

And do you mean to say that he tited to kill |

|22

you, Churchy? The rotter—the beast!

“Why hasn’t he been arrested?” asked |
McClure.
“They're trying to arrest him,” replied

Chureh. “ Mpr. Lee is in communication with
Scotland Yard, and I believe that some of
ihe detectives are on the spot already.
They're guarding me, yvou know, in
Zuma makes a second try.”

“You know tnn much, myv lad!” said Dr.
Brett gruffly., “It isn’t good for you to know
all thh I believe that Nipper has
telling you the bulk of it.”

“Well, why shouldn't I know? asked
Church. “It docsn’t do me any halm, and
I'm an intercsted party, aren't I%”

“ By GEGl‘gEI” said Handfﬂrth

el S

case |

been |

| Handforth stoeutlv,
t to break out of the punishment-room, and

| sad

| titnde, and

o thulg I can’t understand,

“We're not going to crow, sir,
Edward Oswald quietly. “We’re
for defying you, and we're

rephed
awfully sorry
both ready tu take our ]:Jumbl:lnmnt a

“Yes, sir,” sald McClure cagerlv. “We

don’t mind if we get a flogging. - It’s been
worth 1t.”

“Jt's worth the sack for!” said

“Wo know we did wrong

gelting

'

“Let wus forget all about that, Hand-
forth,” interrupted Nelson ILee. “Your
motive was a splendid one, and I must con-
fess that I have had a tnunkmw sympathyv for
yon all the time. You must go back to
school very shortly now, and vou must get

into bed. Ttﬂu Il hLear Imthmg more of tho
other affaw.’ _ _
“PBut the Head will be wild with us, sir,”

said Mac. _ _

“T shall explain matters to Dr. Stafford,
and I have no doubt that he will be lenient,”
Nelson Iee. “You know tho scerct
now, so we might as well be perfectly frank,
From the very first, my boys, I have felt
very sorry for vou. I have admired your at-

said Handforth.

but there's onoe
Why was 1t you

“Just a
“Sorry to

sipr,’
sIr,

mintute,
interrupt,
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were 8o much against us? * Why couldn’t you
have told us that Church was alive? We're
?171 chums, you know!” he added reproach-
ully.

“I know that, Handforth, and I want you
to believe that it hurt me very much to
keep the truth from you,” replied Lee. “ But
I have a warning tc give you. The men who

20

attempted to take Church’s life are still at |

liberty. They will make another attempt if
they only get the chance.”

LEE LIBRARY

“They’re only a couple of beastly Indians,
or Mexicans, or something. Why are they
so dangerous?” *
“Because they persist in lurking In the
wood,” replied Neélson ILee, ‘“and it.1s no
easy matter to scarch a big expanse of
forest land like Bellton Wood.  Further-
 more, these two men are dangerous custo-
mers. They are armed with poisoned darts
and blowpipes. We have had to be very
cautious—very careful, indeed.”

"‘_}But they won’t get the chance, will they,
sir 777 -

“You can be quite certain that they will
not,” replied Nelson Lee firmly. “We are
taking every precaution. But it is only just
recently that we have had the assistance of
the police. At first there were only one or
two of us—Phipps, Dr. Brett, Nipper, and
mysclf. We, with the headmaster, were the
only ones who knew that Churgh was really
alive. It was most important that this
secret should not be revealed, for if the
school knew the truth the news would be
all over the whole neighbourhood, and those
mysterious enemies would start their grim
work over again.”

M But who's talking about telling the

“So that’s why vou warned me not to go
into the wood the other day, sir?” asked
Handforth. “I'm beginning to understand
everything now.”

“These two rascals know that Church 1s
here, but he is being well protected,” said
Nelson Lee. *“I would much prefer him to
be up at the school, but I am not going to
take any risks. He remains here until those
scoundrels are taken by the police. He will
remain here, and he will be guarded day and
night. They are relentless—inexorable.”
“But why have they tried to kill him,
sir ?”’ asked MeClure.

“I don’t know, my boy, but I intend to
find out,” said Lee grimly. “ Well, you must
come now, You have seen Church, and yonu

whole school ?"” asked Handforth, in surprise.
“T simply said that you might have taken
me into the secret.”

“Well, that amounts to practically the
saine thmg, Handforth,” said I.ce dryly.
- “Eh?” gasped Handforth, “You—you
mean—-—"’

- ““He’s right, Handy!” said McClure, grin-
ning. “If you had known, you couldn’t have
kept it to yourself. You would have given
yourself away twenty times every hour!”

“What rot!” said Handforth indignantly.

Church smiled. _

“You've got to sing small here, Handy,”
he said. “Mr. Lee’s perfectly right. If
yon had known that I was alive and safe,
you couldn’t have looked mournful, could
you? I think it was better for Mr. Lee to
do what he did.”

“Oh, well, it’s all over now, anyhow,” said
Handforth contentedly. “But it’s a bt
thick to say that T couldn’t keep a secret!”

“I have no faith that you will keep it,
even to-morrow,” saild Nelson I.ee dryly.
“Not that it matters so much now. There
18 every chance that these men will be ap-
prehended {o-morrow, so this secrecy need
not last much longer. However, I want you
to be very cautious, To-morrow i1s the dn;y
that was originally fixed for this youngster's

funeral.”
“Ugh!” said Church, with a little shiver.

ry

“And so you must keep up the pretence |

for just a little longer, Handforth,” con-
tinued Nelson Lec. ‘At the first moment [
can I will' come to the school, and report |
the good mnews to all and sundry. When 1|

do that you will know that Church’s enemies |

are under lock and key.”

joy
|

know that he is safe, and rapidly recovering
his normal health. I hope you are now satis-
fied 77

“Satisfied. sir?” repeated Handforth.
“My only hat! We're simply bubbling with
o ..'I.I'

“And at about this time next week, no
doubt, you will be punching Church on the
nose, or on one of his ears,” chuckled
Nelson Lee. “1 am afraid that you show
your affection in very curious ways some-
times, Handforth. Well, come along. I’ll
escort you back to the school, and see you
safely in bed.”

The two juniors rose to their feet.

“Right you are, sir,” satd IHandforth,
“We're ready to obey any orders. No more
insubordination—no more defiance. We've
seen Church, and we know that everything is
0.K.” '

. And, having bid their chum good-bye, they
went happily and contentedly with Nelson
120,

CHAPTER 14,
Yery Remarkablel]

ALPH LESLIE FULL-
WOOD came to a
halt as he was walking
along the upper cor-
ridor of the Ancient
House., Clive Russell

was with him, and they both turned and

stared at one another.
“Rummy!” said Fullwood,
- ““Sounds like somebody whistling !’

frowning.

Handforth frowned.
“Isnt 1t funny that you couldn’t collar
these two men earlier, sir?” he asked.

“And it’s commg from Handforth’s dor-
mitory,”” nodded Clive, -
“But Handforth and MeClure are in the
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punishment-voom,” said FKullwood.  ““They
were locked there last night.”
It certainly did sound like whistling,

although it suddenly ceased. The reazon for
this, after all, was very simple.

Within the dormitory, Handforth and
McClure were getting dressed. They hadn’t
had 4 great deal of sleep, but they were both
feeling serenely happy. Now they were get-

ting up with the rest of the Remove, and |

they were finding it diffienlt to hide their
true feelings.

“Better go easy with that whistling,
Handy !’ murmured MceClure, as he turned
round from the mirror. ‘‘Somebody might
hear you.”

““What does it matter if they do?’ asked
Handforth, staring.

“You ass!” said Mae, in alarm. “You’re
not supposed to know that old Church is
alive I”’

“By George!” said Handforth.
right! 1 shall have to be ecareful!”

The door suddenly opened, and TIullwood |

and Russell stood there,

“Why, hallo!” Fullweod said. “J thought
you chaps were in the punishment-room !”

“Thnen you thought wrong,”” said Handforth
grufly. -.

“But how did you get out?”’

“Oh, Mr. Lee thought better of it,”’ re-
phied Handforth, with a careless wave of his

“That’s |

|

|

hand. - ““*We came back to bed during the

night, you know—and now we're going to
carry on as usual. Ripping morning, isn’t
lt ?‘.F.'I'

Fullwood stared.

“Is 1t ?”” he asked. ‘‘Personally, T thought

it was a pretty rotten morning.  There’s a

fearful wind, and it’s raining like the
dickens.”
Handforth glanced out of the window,

and started.

“Why, so 1t 1s!"” he said.
mind.”’

“Did I hear one of vou chaps whistling in
here 777 went on IFullwood, more surprised than
ever,

“Well, never

“Whistling 7”7 said McClure, with a puzzled |

loolk. |
“Yes—whistling.”

“I wasn’t whistling,”” said Mae, shaking.

his head. “Were yon, Handy?”
Handforth looked at his chum coldly.
““I should hope I have more feeling for

poor Church than to whistle on a day like
this!”’ he said in a severe voice.

“That’s what I was thinking,”” said Full- |
ing very serious and troubled.

1\'1:143&. “It's Chureh’s funeral to-day, isn’t
it ?

Handforth grinned—and then checked him-
self so suddenly that the two juniors stand-
ing in the doorway stared at him in amaze-
ment.

“Yes!” said Handforth, :
was throbbing with assumed emotiomn.
old Churchy! They said that this was the
day for his funeral. We can’t be sure, of

course—but you can never tell.”

in a voice that

“* Poor |

&

| mad about
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““Have you given up ail idea of going to
London, then ?” asked Russell.

“Yes!” said Handforth, shaking his head.
“I think we’d better stay here. We couldn’t
do any good in London.”” -

““Not a bit!” said MeClure. *‘It’s a lot
better for us to remain at St. Frank’s.”

“Well, I must say that you've changed
your minds pretty suddenly,” said Fullwoad
suspiciously. “And vyou're acting pretty
queerly, too. Iast night you were positively
getting permission to go to
London—to attend the funeral. Now you
don’t seem to care a toss.”

“What’s the good of ecaring?” asked
McClure sadly. *“‘The Head has forbidden
it, and we’ve got to obey. We've been re-
leased from the punishment-room on condi-
tion that we don’t go to the funeral. At
least, we’ve promised that we won’t ask to

E'D 22

“That’s true!”’ said Handforth.,  *““Well,
are you ready, Maec? There’s timme to punt
a footer about in the Triangle 4

“Oh, Handy!” said MecClure reproachfully.

“Eh? What the dickens I—I mean
—~""" Handy' broke off, confused. “Of
course not!” he added hastily. “*You-—you
callous rotter, Mac!”

“What !’ gasped MecClure.

“You heartless bounder!”’ said Handforth.
“Fancy talking about punting a footer about
on a morning like this! I'm surprised at
FUH!!J

But—but

“That’s enough!” said Handiorth curtly.

“PDon’t let i1t ocenr again!”

Fullwood gnd Russell went out, shaking
their heads, They didn’t lknow what to make
of Handforth. According {o all that they
had heard, this was the morning of Chureh’s
funeral! And here was Handy talking about
punting a footer about in the Triangle—as
though he didn’t care a toss about his lost
chum.

“What do you make of itl?”,askcd Russell,
as they went down the corrider.

“I’'m blessed if T can make anything out
of it,”” ‘replied Fullwood. ‘“‘1It’s not like
Handy. He’s generally such a soft-hearted
sort of chap. And this morning, of all
mornings, too! He doesn’t seem to care!”

They went downstairs, to find Archie Glen-
thorne, De Valerie, and one or two other
juniors colleeted in the lobby. They were all
talking in low tones, and they were all look-

*:

“We’re just talking about Handy,” said
De Valerie, as the other two ecame up.
“Hard lLines on him, you know, being locked
up in the punishment-room avith MecClure.
It’s a shame they weren’t allowed to go lo
Church’s funeral!”

“You're wasting your sympathy,” said
Fullweod. ‘‘Iandforth and McClure are in
their own dormitory.”’

“What! In their own dorm™ory ?”’
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“Yes,”” said Fullwood. ‘*They were re-
lcased from the spunishment-room during the
night, and now they seem to be perfeetly
indiflferent about going to Church’s funeral.
In fact, Handforth was whistling as he got
dressed.”

“*Odds impossibilities and outrageousness!”” |
said Archie Glenthorne, dropping his monocle
in his surprice. “You don’t absolutely say
s0, old sunbeam? I mean to say, 1 can’t
imagine Handforth whistling on the occasion
of his pal’s funeral. Good gad! Absolutely
not "

“Well, we can’t swear to it, but 1t
sounded very much like it,” said
Russell. “They don’t seem to care
a bit about going to the funeral,
anyhow—and that’s very diflerent
from what they were yesterday.
McClure seems very much the same—
sad, and all that: but Handforth 1s
positively changed. If it wasn’t so
impossible, I’d say that he was look-
ing happy!” :

“"You must be wrong,” said De
Valerie, frowning. “Handy’s one of
the softest-hearted chaps under the
sun! He’s been nearly crazy with
grief about Church, since he died.
It’e only jyst recently that he's
hegun to regover 2

“Then he’s completely recovered, 1
should think!” said Harry Gresham,
of Study J. “Great Scott! ILook at
him!”

He pointed, and they all looked
up the stairs. Edward Oswald Hand-
forth was just coming down, and he
was performing a sort of horppipe
-on the top stairs, humming gaily
to himself meagpwhile. Finally, to
the sheer amazement of the juniors
in the lobby below, Handforth
hooked himself over the balustrade
and came whizzing downwards In a
sheer ecstasy of exuberation!

CHAPTER 15,

The Callousness of

a4
-ys?"ﬁ’*

-
ii'!h‘ | T'Eﬂ‘

“"Handy !”
Edward
Oswald
Handforth came to himself with a
start. He had just landed in the lobby, and
he found himself surrounded by all the
astounded juniors. McClure was hurrying
down the stairs behind him, and Mac was
looking concerned and worried.

“Handy !” he shouted. “What's the

intende

| iehily.,

| mottled,
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Fridayv? 1 don’t know--I've lost count!”
“Lost count!” velled IFullwood. 1Y you
mean to say vou don't know what the day

i..‘"}?”

“How

G
r

should I know asked Handforth
“Aud why should I ecare? [ jolly
well know that to-dav 1s the most wonderful

day—-~ I—1 mean, it's the most awful
day-—_ lL.ook at it raining !” he added, pomnt.
ing ou®ie.

“(ireat Scott!”
“T {rust. dear old onion, that everything is

\ Handforth ! :
= .f‘ﬁii- Y Dismally Handiorth and
(o o 6 00D gad!” McClure watched Nelson Lee
AUk I A i ; A8 De prepar to lock the _
| 1-1“ . Well, P o e Th
| YT jiggered 17 punishment-room door. ¢ i

two juniors had said that they - :
d to find Church-—and this was the iamous detective’s 1

of preventing them !

Lall well in the rafters?” said Archie Glen-
thorne anxiously. “I mean to say, when a
chappie acts like this on the morning of his
best pal’s funeral Well, I mean, i1t’s a bit
what? Somewhat blue round the
good old edges!”

matter with you? Don’t you know what to-
day 187" |
Handforth stared,

“Thursday, 1en’t 1£?” he said.

“Or 13 1t "on such a morning?

“I—I'm hardly myself !” said Handforth,
pulling such a sad face that he looked
positively agonised. “How can I be as usual
Please don’t gpeak to



I'HE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

nie, you chaps—please don’t ask me any ques-

tions. I—I'd rather be left alone!”

“We'd hf:-th rather "be left alone,” said
MceCiure pointedly,

Handforth walked outside, quite uncon-

- iy 5 X e
scions of the faet that it was raining hard.
He had no hat on, and he strolled across thoe
Triangle, his mind filled with the one glorious
thoisht that Chureh was down at Moat

Hollow in safe hands and tharoughly well.
Perhaps not as strong as he ought to be, but
well on the road to complete recovery.
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before long he would be back at St. Frank’s,

in his old' study, and then everything would
be all serene. 'T'his was certainly a morning
for rejoicing. ,

McClure came running out afler him.

“Handy, you fathead !” he hissed.
spoiling everything 1

(17 Eh ?.‘IIJI

“You’re giving the whole game away!l”
said MeCluare fiercely. “Why can’t you pre-

| nothing vet |

“You're {
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 tend to be sad? .:"Leqm*ding to everything that
' the, chaps know, this is the day of Church's

funeral 1 |
- “I keep forgetting it!” said Handforth
frankly.  “ But 1t doesn’t matter—they’ll soon

know the truth *
| “1It . does matter!”

McClure.

insisted

- Didn't Mr. Lee warn us?”

“By George, you're right!” said Handforth
slowly,  “Perhaps we’d better be careful.”

“Wel”" snorted McClure. - “I’ve done
You talk of punting a footer
about—and then you blame me with
it!  These fellows will begin to
think that you’ve pgone off your
‘rockep!”

“I can’t help what they think,”
sald Handforth truculently.

“Well, anyhow, it jolly well proves
that My, Leo was right,” said Me-
Clure grufily. “Look what would
have happened if you had known
about Church all along! The very
first morning after you’ve found-him
you act like a sandboy.” |

“YWhat's a sandboy?” demanded
Handforth, '

“Oh, T don’t know,” retorted Me-
Clure. "“But sandboys are always
supposed to be happy, aren’t they ?”

They went indoors again, and they
were compelled to run the gauntlet
$§ of many stares. A number of other
juniors had gathered by this time,
and they had listened in astonish-
ment to the tale of HHandforth’s
extraordinary callousness. On the
very morning of Chureh’s funeral
he was going about with a smile on
his <ace! What was the matter
with him? .

“Well, it hasn’t taken him long to
get over his grief, has it?” sneered

(rulliver. “I don’t believe he’s
been cut up about Church at all!
He’s only been pretendin’!”

“Well, hang it, it looks like it!”
said Hubbard.

“Crocodile tears!” said: DBell.
“Just faney! Iandy has been
shedding crocodile tears all the

time!"” .

Handforth spun round, and glared
at Bell,

“Are you calling me a crocodile ?”
he roared. .

" I—I—I—" stuttered Bell, back-
mg away under Handforth’s fierce
glare.

“Any more from you, my lad, and T'll biff
| you !” said Handforth darkly.

|  “Handy, old man!” said Fullwood earnestly.
| “You wouldn’t knock Bell down this morn
| ing, would you?”

“Why not?”

“Well, I can’t see why you should ask that
question,” said Fullwood. “Y'm rather dis-
appointed in you, Handy! I thought you
would have more respect

a3
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The Study D leader
realised that once more he had blundered

“QOh, rvather!” said Handforth hastily. "1
~—I'll leave knocking DBell down until to-
morrow ! Poor old Church! Just fancy-—this
morping ! Terrible, 1sn't 1t 7"

He went off into the Remove passage, and |

NMeClure went with hun—filled with exaspera-
tion. ITandforth was quite impossible this
morning. He knew the truth about Church,
and he was acting hike a lunatia It was
sheerly mmpossible for him to keep a secceret.
No wonder Nelson Lee had been so firm !

“Crazy!” said IFFullwood, shaking his head,
after the pair had gone.

“ Absolutely !’ agreed Archie Glenthorne,
with concern. ““I mean to say, the callousness
of the blighter was absolutely frightful. On
the very morning of the good old funeral—-

1 mean to say, the distressing old funeral, as
I rather thought we were going to |

it were.
be somewhat subdued this morning, laddies.”

“ And so we are subdued,” said De Valerie.,

“It’s rather a solemn thought, you know—to
realise that Chureh i1s being buried to-day.
Poor old Chureh! One of the best, too.”

“Rather!” said a sombre chorus.

“1 sayv, you chaps!” shouted Dunean, run-
ning out of the Remove passage. ‘““Have you
scen Handy this morning 7”7

“Yes, we have!” growled Fullwood. ™
we don’t know what’s the matter with him!

“Neither do I!” said Duncan breathlessly,
“1 met him just gommg into Study D—and
what do you think he was doing 7

“Well, I'll bet he wasn’t shedding tears!”
said Gulthiver, with a jecr.

“No!” said the New Zealand. junior. *“ He
was dancing a sort of sailor’s jig, and he
was cackling like mad into McClure's car, as
though he were enjoying some huge joke !”

“My only hat!”

“ And as scon as he caught sight of me he
beecame as solemn as an owl, and pulled a face
as long as a fiddle!” went on Duncan. I
can't understand 1! And this i1s the day of
Churceli’s funeral, too! Handforth doesn’t
scem to care a !int!
ent! I never thought he could be so callous
and hard-hearted !”

“It's a bit sad!” said Fullwood unhappily.
“T1 wouldn’t have believed it of Handy. Ie’s
practically forgotten Chureh already—and on
the morning of his funeral he acts like a chap
who has just heard good news!”

The other juntors shook their

4“j::"illd

heads

had received good news!

ANS)

Every Satarday... PRICE 2°

He's absolutely indiffer- |

in |
puzzlement—Ilittle realising that Handforth |
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gave a start as he |

CHAPTER 18.
Letting It Qut !

(—\fijCLURE was looking
” very grim as he closed

| the door of Study D.

“Now, you hopeless

chump!” he said
darkly. “What do

' you mean oy 1wt ?”

“1 don’t like your tone,” said Handforth,
with a stare, ;

“I den’t care whether you like it or not!”
snapped McClure. ** You're the biggest ass I
ever saw in my life!”

* Look licvre——"

“Bo you are.” insisted MeClure. “What
did you do just now? That’s what I'm ask-
ing vou, Handy! What did you do ?”

“What do you mean ?”

“Why, just as Duncan was coming down
the passage, you cackled like a hyena, and
danced a hornpipe!” said MeClure bitterly.
“Is that what you call keeping the secret 7 It
would have heen pretty bad yesterday—but
it's ten times worse this morning. You've got

| to be sad, yon idipt—you've got to go about

with bowed shoulders and a hopeless sort of
look.”

“But I'm not hopeless,” argued Handforth.

- “T'm jolly happy.”

5

“That doesn’t matter!” yelled McClure, ex-
asperated. **You’ve got to pretend! Ob,
my hat, wasn’t Mr. Lee right? He knew

{ what he was doing when he kept the sceres

from you! VYou're going to turn me dotty
this miorning, Handy !” |
Handforth realised that he had, indeed,

been very mcanticus. MeClure's plain speak-
mmg brought him to his senses. He was con-
trite at once—for Handforth was always ready

to admit his faults, when he saw them, It
wasn't often that he saw them, but the
phenomenon did happen occasionally.

“Alae, old man, 1've ceriainly been a

“It won’t do
They’ll all

chump,” he agreed in alarm.
for me to go on like this, will 1t?
be suspecting something.”

“I'm glad you realise it,” said McClure,

F ““And if you want to know the truth, they're
| suspecting something already.
t yourself together and act your part properly,
you may be able to retrieve the position. But
you'll have to go jolly easy.”

If you pull

Handforth wandered to the window, and
stood looking out into the West Square.

“Good!” he said, *It’s stopped raining
now. Let's go outside and get some fresh
air. It feels a bif stuffy in here—and I want
room to move about, toq, I feel like jumping
over a 'bus! I—I mean, I'll keep my feel-
ings in!”

HHe opened the window, and climbed
through. McClure was in a state of worry
agan.

“Come back, Handv!” he urged. “You'll
onlv give vowrself away again! My goodness!



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 23

It’s a pity you weren't kept up in the punish-
ment-room !” :

Handforth was wandering away across the
West Square, and he arrived under the arch
just as Reggie Pitt, Jack Grey and two or
three other West House Removites were
approaching from the other direction. They
all looked at Handforth very diffidently.

“Morning, Handy, old man,” said Reggie
Pitt, in a gentle voice.

“What’s the matter—ill 2” asked Handforth,
staring. :

. “No, I'm not ill,” replied Pitt. *“ But—
uf—>

“Then what’'s the idea of putting that |
rununy sort of note into your voice?” asked |
Handforth. ‘“No need to worry about the
weather—it looks like clearing up. There’s
a break in the clouds, I see. TI'll bet the sun’ll
be shining soon.”

The West House juniors looked at him in
real astonishment,

“You don’t seem very sad this morning,
Handy,” remarked Jack Grey bluntly. “1I|
rather thought you would he thinking of poor
Church., I understand that he is to be buried
this morning.”

“Buried !  grinned Handforth. “Not
likely I

Vi 1&*’1]]{],13 :t”

“You silly asses, there isn't going to be any
funeral!” said Handforth, “Old Church 1is
alive !” * '

“Handy, are you mad?” shonted McClure,
running up. '

Handforth gave a violent start.

“1.h ?2” he gasped. “Oh, erumbs! I—I was |
forgetting I—Y mean, poor old Churchy!
Yes, faney. him being buried to-day!
Rummy, isn't it? He might have chosen
hetier weather! TI—I1 mean - - |

“Come away!” =ald McClure desperately. |

He dragged Handforth out into the T'ri-

angle, and the West House Removites stared Il | I-

after them in blank amazement, ’

“What on carth’s the matter wilth #the |
~hap ?” asked Doyvle. “Ihd yon hear what
he satd? It’'s a funny day for Chureh fto
choose for his funeral!”

“Yes, and he said something rummier than
that ' frowned Pitt. * “He said that Church
is alive, and that there isn’t going to bhe a
funeral !” |

“Seatty !”

“Clean off s rocker!”

“ And he seems as happy as yon like, too!”
satd Singleton. “Why, I thought he would
be practically sobbing this morning. Ever
since Chureh died he's been as miserable as
sin. And now this morning—on the very
morning of the funeral—he’s grinning all over
his face, and acting as though he had sud-
denly come into a fortune!” -

“It scems to me that he’s been spoofing!”
siid Doyle. “He’s been pretending to be
sorry for Church, and he hasn’t cared at all!
He's been putiing it on—just to fool ue. 1
don’t belicve he’s half such a pal as some of
von chaps think.”

“Rot}” saud Pitt, frowning. “There's
nothing wrong with Handy. Goodness knows
why he’s acting like this this morning.”

“It's extraordinary!” agrced Jack Grey.
“It would be bad enough on any other morn-
ing—but to-day—— Well, I don’t know what
to say!” ' :

“Listen !” said Singleton suddenly.

They stared out into the Triangle, and saw
that Handforth and McClure were standing
near the fountain, arguing. .

“1I don’t care!” Handforth was shouting.
“I'm fed up with it, Mac! How the dickens
can I keep up this bluff 77

“There you are!” said Doyle.

“I'm blessed if I'm going to, either!” said

 Handforth, in a loud voice. “I'm no good

at pretending—1 can’t keep a long face on me
when I'm as happy as a lark! By George! 1T

| want to jump about—I want to leap across

the fountain? T want to turn cartwheels all

| over the giddy Triangle! I've never been so

joyous mm my life, and I don't care 1f 1t
snows !”’

And not only the groups of Removites
heard those words, but many Fourth-Formers,
too. Irom every side of the Triangle
astonished eyes were gazing at the reckless
Edward Oswald. |

“Ind you hear him?” asked Fullwood, run-
ning up to Reggie Pitt and the others. “He
savs he’s happy 1”

“Yes, we heard him say it!” said Grey.
“Happy—on the morning of Church’s

funeral! There’s only one explanation—he’s
mad !’

“As mad as a hatter!” said half-a-dozen
other voices, b s

S ————

CHAPTER 17,
Russell’s Suggestion!

ROM every” side,
juniors were descend-
ing upon Handforth
and  McClure. By
thi; time poor Mac
had  given 1t up as a

bad job. It was evidently hopeless to argue

with him any longer. He had thrown aside
all pretence, and was giving way to the full
exuberance of his spirits, It was more than

IHandforth could do to keep up this pretence.

It wasn’t in him. N

“Just a minute, Handy ! said John Buster-
field Boots, of the Modern House, as he
came up.

“Palking™ to me?” said Handforth,
turnine, |

“Ves, I am,” said Buster Boots. “What’s
the matter with you? VYe..y are youn acting
like this?”

“ Acting like what?”

“Well, as though vou were happy.”

“T am happy!” replied Handforth, grin-
ning, “I’vei never been so happy m all my
hfe!” -

“Oh, my hat!”
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“(reat Scott!"” |

“Never been so happy in all your life?” |
repeated Boots, aghast. “But don’t you
know what to-day 1s?”

“How many more of you want to know

“What do I|

demanded Handiorth.
It doesn’t matter to me

that ?” de :
care what to-day 187

whether it's Guy Fawkes’ Day, or BSt.
&Swithin’s Day, or Pancake Tuesday! All
that I know i1s that I’'m happy.”
“Happy because Church 1s dead?”
“No—because he’s alive!”
“Handy, you ass!” said McClure fran-

tically. | |
“Well, isn’t he alive?” asked Handforth,
with gleaming eyes. By George! We saw
him during the night, and he’s looking lots
better "
“My goodness! He’s gone off his rocker!”
“Must be the result of grieving so much.”

““I don’t think!” said Merrell, of the East
House. *““There’s been a lot of spoof about
Handforth’s grief. He’s proving it this morn-
mg., A fat lot he cares about Church!” |

. 1" said MeClure, pulling at

lot—but I’'m worried about Handy.

| asked.

,“Come™ away
Handforth’s arm. “It’s no good storping |

e
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here, Handy. They—they don’t understand
vou! They think you’re happy, and—and all
the time, it’s only the effect of "

“JIf it comes to that, you’re not looking
particularly miserable, either,” said Boots
suspiciously. “ You don’t seem to care much
about Church, McClure!”

“Oh, ves, I do!” said Mac,.

“I care a
He—he
seems to have been talking wildly.”

Somehow he managed to get Handforth
away, and they bhad hardly got clear of the
crowd before Willy came along, and Willy
was looking severe.

“What’s the meaning of this, Ted?” he
“What are you doing here?”

“Oh, T wanted to see you, my lad!”’ said
Handforth kindly. “Thanks awfully for

what you did last night. 1t’s jolly decent

of you, my son! We got out beautifully,
and 4

“Yes, I can see that,” said Willy. *“But
why didn’t you take advantage of your

liberty 7%

“We did.”

“But I thought von were going to catch
the first train for L.ondon, so that you could

-
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go to Church’s funeral 77 asked Willy, look- |
ting was taking place in the censre of the

ing at his major closely.
“Ha, ha, hal”
Handforth roared boisterously.
“1 hke that!” he chuckled.
London-—for Church’s funeral!
young chump, Church is alive!”
Willy looked at his major harder than ever.

“I’'ve had a few suspicions in my mind for
the past day or two!”’ he said. “.1 know you
pretty well, Ted, and 1t seems to me that
youw’ve been acting pretty rummily., What do
you mean by saying that Church is alive?”

“1 mean what 1 say,” replied Handforth. |
“And we went and saw him during the
night, too. Thanks {o you, Willy, we were
able to get out of the punishment-rcom, and
then wo went down to M

“Dry up, for goodness’
McClure. -

“Went down to where?” inguired Willy.

“Oh, 1t doesn’t matter!” said Handforth,
recollecting himself with a start. “Don’t be
imquisitive! I ean’t tell vou—I'm not allowed
to give the secret away.”

“What secret?”

“Why, the secret of Chwreh, of course,”

“Go
Why,

Lo
you

sake!” urged

' riangle,
were talking eravely.,

treally alive,
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away from the other fellows, a kind of meet-

| Buster Boots, Reggie Pitt, Full-
wood, and all the other prominent juniors,
Never for an instant
believe that Walter Church  was
It was too ridiculous 40 believe.
This was the dav of the funeral, and here
was Handforth acting in this extraordinary
fashton.  There could be only one possibla

did  thoy

f explanation,

“He’s mad, of course,” Fullwood was say-
ing. ‘“IHe tells us that there isn’t going to
be any [uneral, that Church is alive, and that
he has seen him during the night! There’s
only one possible thing to think.”

The other juniors nodded gloomily.

“His grief has turned his brain!” said De
Valerie. “That’s about the truth of it. Poor
old Handy! I never thought he’d go dotty
like this!” .

There was a momentary silence.

“Well, I think we ought to do something,”
said Fullwood. “We can’t let him go roam-
ing about, speaking in this way. Everybody
will get a wrong impression—they’ll think

 he’s the coldest-hearted rotter on the face of

replied Handforth. *‘It’s no good you asking
me any questions, because I shan’t

He doesn’t seem to care a jot
about poor old Church, and yet he

the earth.

answer them. I've made” up my
mind to keep this thing dark.”

“So it seems,” said Willy coolly,
“So Church is alive,” and he’s hid-
ing away somewhere 7"

SUPERB
FREE

is supposed to have been Church’s
best chum.”

“Why not lock him up?’ sug-
gesied Russell, ““Let’s go and grab
him, lock him up, and find Dr.
Brett!”

“What's the good of Dr. Brett?”
asked De Valerie tartly. “Dr;
Brett is only an ordinary practis

“Yes, at Moat Hollow,” said
Handforth, nodding. GIFTS!
“Handy, vou 1diot!” roared -
MeClure fiercely. has "
“I—I don’t mean at Moat ——
Hollow !” gasped Handforth, *“That i1s to

say Clear off, you young bounder!” he
roared, attempting to cover his confusion,
“What do you mean by coming here and
asking me all sorts of questions? Haven’t I
told you that I won't reply 7’

Willy pursed his lips and looked thoughtful.
““This i8 queer,” he said.

forth, in alarm.

“Oh, my aunt!” ejaculated |
“Don’t take any notice of him, Willy. He’s |
—he’s overwrought! Perhaps 1t’s because

Church’s funeral has been fixed for to-day. 1
—I believe he’s going scatty.”

Willy nodded, and walked off. As a matter |

of fact, the leader of the Third had a very
shrewd suspicion of the truth., He hadn’t
known anything for certain, but he had kept
his eyes open of late, and although he had
asked no questions, he felt that there was
some secret. Now that Handforth had been
talking so rashly, Willy considered the matter.
He wasn’t at all sure that Handforth was

right—but he was beginning to suspect that |
Church wasn’t half so dead as rumour had |

“So Church is | /2
alive, and- hiding down at Moat Hollow 7" |

“Who told you that?” demanded Hand-

McClure. |
| log! )
E‘th:m twenty minutes, and the whole junor

tioner., What Handy requires is a

s
14

brain specialist!”

CHAPTER 18.

Prisoners Again!

HAT'S the good of Mr,
I.ee telling you to be

cautious, Handy 77’
asked McClure bit-
terly. ‘““He might as

well have spoken to a
We haven't been downstairs for more

school i1s talking about youl”
Handforth grunted.
“T ean’t help 1c!” he said. “Let ’em talk!”

“But that’s no satisfaction,” said McClure.
‘““ At least, you might remember to be decently
 sad—on a day like this. Think how rummy
it must seem to the chaps. Only last night
you were frantic because you couldn’t get
permission to attend the funeral. And now,

[ this morning, you're joking and going about

with a face like a Cheshire cat!”
“T.o0ok here, my lid-—-" |
“Oh, don’t start any of.your high and

indicated.

While MeClure was keeping Handforth

mighty business!” said McClure fiercely
“Whatt”
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“1 won't!” went on Mac. ‘“Yeu might
do an awful lot of harm by talking as you
have been talking. The whole school is won-
dering about you already, and——"

He broke off as he observed a number of
juniors approaching. Iullwood, De Valenie,
Greshamn and Brent were prominent. They
were all looking very determined.

‘“Better po easy!” warned MecClure.
“They’ve probably come to question you.”

There was something simister in the way
the crowd of juniors surrounded the chums
of Study D. It was a slow, deliberate move-
ment, and it did not end until the pair -vere
completely encircled. *

From the Ancient House steps, Nipper was
looking on—and Nipper was inwardly amused.
He had heard from Nelson Lee that Hand-
forth and McClure had been to Moat llollow
during the nigh*, and that they were aware
of the secret. Handforth had given 1t away
already! Not that it mattered so much now
—because there was every chance that
Church’s peril was practically at an end.

“What’s all this?” asked IHandforth, look-

ing round at fhe circle of juniors,

“It’s all right—don’t worry youlself,” said |

Fullwood soothingly.
take 1t calmly.”
“Take what calmly ?” repeated Handforth.
“What are you jawing about?”
“We know hcwv grieved you muczt be about
poor old Church,” went on Fullwood. “ We're

sorry, old man—we sympcthise. 1t must have |

been an awful blow to you!”

“Rot!” said Handforth. “I’ve never felt
happier! 1—1 mean——-"

“ Rough luck that you were prevented from
going to the funeral,” said De Valerie gently.
“We’'re all sorry.”

“There hasn't been any funeral—and there |

won't be,” said Handforth. * How can there

be a funeral when there isn’t anybody dead 7" |

“No, of course not,” said Fullwood. * Silly
1dea !”

He gave the others a meaning look; then,

with one accord, they sprang upon Handforth |

and MecClure, and held them fast.
“Hi!” yelled Edward Oswald.

dickens 9
“Hold them !” shouted Fullwood.
let them escape.

122

doors !
“Yeos, but look here——"" began McClure
breathlessly. “You needn’t iuclude me Y
“They're both the same,” said De Valerie.
“They've both gone dotty with grief! We

Quick—rush them in-

shall have to lock them up until the doctor | _
| brains.

comoes!”’

There wad 2 _u3h, and the two unfortunate

juniors were sent hurtling through the \West |
they |

Arch, and across the Square until
reached the window of Study D. Gresham
and Duncan and one or two others climbed
in first. and Gresham hurried to the door and
took the kev owt of it.  He passed through,
closed the door, and locked it on the outside.
In the meantime, Handforth and McClure

1 “1It's all

“Just take 1t easy—| ", Y.ot's

| uncomfortably.

“What the |
“Don’t |
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were being bundled in, and then the window
was closed.

“My hat! Safe!” said Fullwood breath-
lessly.  “We've got them indoors—and we'll
keep them here, too l”

Handforth flung the window open.

“What’s the idea of this?” he roarcd.
“You silly fathecads! What do you think
you're doing " -
vight, Handy,” said Fullwood.
But you've got to

“We quite understand. ’
You mustn’t ex-

take it easily, you know.
cite  yourself.”

“What?” howled Handforth.

“You musn’t let your mmagination run:
away with vou,” went on Fullwood. “We
know what a strain it has been—--"

“You—you hopeless fathead!” hooted
Handforth. “Do you think I'm mad ?”

“Poor old Handy!” said a crowd of the
others. -

“I suppose you think I'm mad because I
keep saying that Church is alive?” shouted
Handforth, exasperated. “You 1diots!
Why can't you belicve it? I tell you that
| he's alive! I saw him during the night, and
 he'll soon be here, too! 1 suppose you'll

III}'_II

 believe me when you see him in the flesh

get away from here!” said DBrent
“Poor old scout! I never
thought it would affect him like this. He’s
absolutely dotty—clean off his onion !”

“As mad as a March hare!”

“It’s turned his brainl”

Most of them drifted away, but four re-
mained on guard outside the window. An-
other four had posted themselves in the pas-
sage, behind the locked door.  There was no
escape for the two “lunatics.”

In the meantime, a number of fellows were
trying to find Dr. Brett or Nelson Lee, but,
somechow, neither of these gentlemen could
| be located. Nelson Lee was not in the
| Ancient House, and it seemed that he was
not anvwhere within the school. Dr, Drett
was conspicuous by his absence, too.

“Well, mnever mind,” said Fullwood.
| “They’'re bound to come in sooner or later.
| I expect they've gone out somewhere this
| morning. We'll keep Handforth and McClure
| prisoners until we can hand them over to the

| doctor.”
“Hadn’t we beiter tell the Head now?”
suggested somebody.

“Better not,” said Fullwood. “We don't
want to give the Head too much of a thock.

| I think we ought to let the doctor see them
| first.

Perhaps he’ll give them a sleeping
draught, or something, so that they can go
off into a quiet doze, and rest their fevered
Poor chaps! I'm awiully sorry
for them!” 7

“We're all sorry ™™ said Gresham., *“What a
pity | Church dies, and Handforth and Maec

| go off their rockers!”

When the breakfast bell rang, at least
eight members of the Remove refrained
from going into the meal. They were still
on guard outside Study D—sceing that the
two demented youths did not escape.
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And by now it really did seem that Hand-
forth and MgClure were demented. For they
were shouting with anger—they were thump-
ing on the door—they were uttering all sorts
of threats against their guards.
no good. 'There was no exit.

The unhappy pair had lost their reason,
and they were bheing kept under close ob-
servation ! ”

CHAPTER 19.
Ready For The Fray !

DINTECTIV E-
I;I“;N'

HIER
INSPECTOR
NARD,
Yard,

watch,
“Well,
all ready,” he said briskly.
the police will have collected at
pointed places,
us, wonft you?”

[.ee, we're

the ap-

Nelson Liee, “TI am very anxious fo see
these rascals rounded up.”

“TPThey won't escape from the net that
we're spreading,” said the chief inspector,
with a nod. “We're doing the job

thoroeughly, Theyv're a pair of tough custo-

mers, thougeh, and we shall have to be wary.” |

The pair were speaking in that, hitle sit-
ting-roomm at Moat lHollow, [t was quite
early—at just about tho time, in fact, that
Handlorth and MeClure were being
prisoners in Sludy D. -

But it was |
| Anyhow, they arrived in this country with

I suppose you'll come with |

' __|jare not inconspicuous characters.
“Yes, vou may be sure of that,” replied |
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Happily Handforth and
McClure gripped the
hands of the flushed and
excited Church, ‘¢ QOh,
Churchy!” gulped
Handy., *‘* At last welve
found you ! »

i o L] L]

Yes, we know all about this precious
pair,” went on Lennard. “Thanks to your
mformation, lL.ce, we have been able to
trace them pretty thoroughly. They’re both
Mexican subjeets—Indians, I believe, really.

proper passports, and they were ostensibly
music-hall performers. A kind of acrohatic
turn, I believe.”

“T thought thev had slipped into England

| by some such subterfuge,” nodded Nelson
| Lee.

“I hold warrants for their arrest,” went on
Lennard. “When we get hold of them they'll

 be charged with attempted murder, and in
order to avoid all publicity, weo shall pronably

of Scotland |
glanced at his |
* | said Nelson Lee.

- We t haven’t shifted out of the wood.
“By this time |

have them deported as quietly as possible.”

“T think we had better catech them first,”
“As far as I know, they
A very
close watch has been kept over the whole
neighbourhood, and no sign of them has been
scen for two or three days past, and they
I’'m sure
they must be in the wood still.”

Nelcan Lee was feecling very relieved. It
scemced that the end of all this mystery was
in sight., For as soon &s Church’s cnemies
were apprehended, Nelson Lee intended to
dispense with all the present secrecy. Church
would be taken back to the school sana-
torinm, and evervhody would be told the
main facts, There would naturally be a
great deal of excitement and jubilation, and

' St. Frank's would probably regard the whole
]lf‘}{{ :

affair as a first-elass sensation,

There were a number of Scotland Yard
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detectives on the spot now—headed by the
‘blaff chief inspector. But in addition to
these astute oflicers from London, there were
many other men upon the job. Inspector
Jameéson, of Bannington, had come along with

a big force of police-constables. In addition,

there were gamckeepers, farm labourers, and
all sorts of other pcople.
Beliton Wood was to be entirely

narrow® and narrower—until the skulking
intruders were rounded up. There could be
no cscape for them once the scarch actually
commenced. |

“I shall want you to leave at lecast two men
here, on the spot,” said Nelson Lee after a
short pause.

“Why 77 asked Lennard,

“Because the boy is here, and I do not
wish to leave anything to chance,” said Lee.

i
|

“I think I have told you that these enecinics

of his are very cunning and resourceful.”

“Yes, but man alive, they can’t be any- |

where near hore,” said Lennard., *The place
has been too well protected. My men have
been on duty for the last twenty-four hours,
and s

o “All the same, Lennard, I want two men
to remain,” insisted Lee. 1 have half a
mind to stay behind myself, but 1 cannot re-
sist the temptation to accompany you on this
man-hunt,”

Lennard nodded.

“Yes, there's always something ralhber
thrilling in a man-hunt, 1sn’t there?” he
asked. “DBut a grim business—a nasty, ugly
business, if it comes to that., Nevertheless,

you can’t get away from the fact that a man-

hunt 18 the most thrilling of all outdoor
sports [ '

Very soon afterwards they took their de-

parture.  Church was safely indoors, fast
asleep. He was doing famously—recovering

by leaps and bounds. Dr. Brett had gone up
to the school to attend to one or two patients

in the sanatorium, and I’hipps was on duty |

in the sick-rcom.  Otherwise, Moat IHollow
was quite emply "

But the two Scotland Yard detectives were
told off by the chief inspector, and they took
up their positions 1n the grounds of the old
houso. They were both rather disappointed.
They had wanted to jein in the hunt with
the rest.

“Can’t be helped.” said the chief inspector.

“Mr. Lee wants you to stay here.”

“1Juit couldu't we leave a couple of con-

stabl€s, sir?” asked one of the Yard men.

“Thev'd be more useful here than us.”
“There aren’t any available just now,” re-

plied Lennard,  “They’re all at their ap-

pointed places, so I’m afraid it can’t be done. |

You'll have to stay.”
“Very good, sir,”

And so the scarch commenced. -
Rumours had alrcady begun to spread in

SUr- |
rounded, and then beaten out, foot by foot. |
(iradually the cordon of men would grow |
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 the village, and threughout the surrounding
countryside.  Bodies of policemen had been
' seen, and strange men were moving about in
Bellton. The country people were all talk-
ing, and wondering what was in the wind.

| DMcanwhile Bellton Wood was being com-
| pletely surrounded by a grim cogdon.
There were, indeed, hundreds of men en-
gaged upon this task. It seemed strange
that so many scarchers should be engaged—
but Nelson Lee was leaving nothing to
chance. These two brown-skinned rascals
were to be rounded up this morning without
any possibility of fatlure, It had taken a

| good few days for (he police to act, but

'NEXT WEDNESDAY!
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| now that thev were acting, they were setting
about their task in a very thorough manner.

“They can’'t possibly cscape!” said Len-
-nard to Nelson Lee, just as the two wero
| preparing to.leave,
“I hope you're right!” replied Lee fer-
vently. -
And vet, in the simplest manner possible,
those two slippery Indians eluded them!

FFor scarcely had Nelsof Lee and Chicef
Inspector Lennard left the grounds of Moat
Hollow, when there came a slight movement
| from the midst of a pile of dead leaves near
one of the walls. Next moment a face looked
out—a brown, cunning face with glittering
eyes.  They were evil eyes, and they were
glowing with a sinister purpose!
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CHAPTER 20.
The Last Attempt !

HURCH opened his
eyes, turned over In

bed, and blinked.
Then he sat up and
yawned.

“Hallo!”” he mur-

mured. I must have been aslecp

“Morning !
for hours!”’

Ho locked out of the window rather long-

ALYy

% ARMISTICE DAY AT
ST. FRANK'S!”

Eleven o’clock ! .

The sound of a bugle—sharp and
clear and throbbing. ,Not a move-
ment from the solemn assembly
standing in Inner Court at St. Frank’s
—the Two Minutes’ Silence is about
td begin. o

Then, just as the last notes of the
bugle die away, an unkempt, tattered,
wild-eyed figure suddenly appears
end stands smartly to attention, at
the salute.

It is the Wild Man of Bellton Wood !

Next week’s absorbing special
Armistice Day story will grip you
from the first line. It’s written in
Edwy Searles Brooks’ K very best
style—a yarn which simply must not
be missed !

“ JOKER JONES’
LEGACY !”

Further chapters of Wilham
Napoleon Browne’s superb school
serial,

vy ORDER IN ADVANCE!

ingly. He was alone in the sick-room, for
Phipps had gone out to attend to a few
culinary duties.
atient was in danger. They police were
beating out Bellton Woods to hound down
the two foreigners, and the grounds of
Moat Hollow were protected by detectives,
so there was nothing to worry about.

Church got out ef bed after a few minutes,
and went across to the glowing oil-stove.

“I wonder where they’ve all got to?” he
murmured. ‘ Well, never mind; I've a good
mind io get dressed.” )

ITe turned the thought over in his mind for
a fow moments, but he decided, after all,

{ the window, looking out lonyg nvlv,
disturbed by the arrival of Phipps, carrying a

Phipps had no fear that the
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that he would not do anything so rash.®
Nelson Lee might be annoyed, and Nelson
Lee, after all, had been so thoroughly decent
all through, Chureh did not want to put him
out.
| “Anyhow, I shall soon be a lot better!” he
declared. “By jingo, I'm feeling wonder-
fully fit alrcady! Marvellous what a difference
tnere 1s in me 1n the last twenty-four hours!
That poison must be practically out of my
system by now. I shall be about again in a
weck-—and playing footer, too! Oh, my hat,
what a glorious thought!”

Fis mind reverted to Handforth, and he
smiicd contentedly as he strolled across to tho
window. Handiorth and McClure were up at
St, FFrank’s now, of course, keeping mum.
But Church felt rather dubious on this point.
He doubted Handforth’s ability to keep mum.

.| Church knew his leader thoroughly!

Mceanwhile, outside in the grounds, that
slight movement still continued wunder the
heap of dead leaves, and lhe face that looked
out belonged to Zuma the Mystic!

Nelson Lee had been prepared for cunnings
but he had not expected such a move as this.

| For many hours Zuma and his ally had been

| tunnelling under the high wall of Moat
Iollow. They had entered the earth by
| means of a burrow, ten or twenty feet from
the high wall, and had wormed their way
through, excavating tenaciously, tirelessly.
They had skilfully covered up their tracks,
using bushes and so forth, and now, after
endless hours of toil, they were actually within
 the grounds of Moat IHollow!

Fnrkthesﬂ men had known for some time
| that Chureh was here, closely guarded. So

| they had worked cunningly, determined to get

| at their vietim. They had failed on the first
| attempt, but they were grimly determined
' not to fail again. o

| The Scotland Yard detectives were patrol-
ling up and down, sublimely unconscious of
the enemy’s nearness. They never thought of
| looking at that heap of deal jcaves,

Church, in the meantime, was standing at
He was

tray.
“You shouldn’t stand there, IMaster
{ Chureh,”” said Phipps warningly. “Mr. Leo

was most particular on that pomnt.”
"“Why, what's the matter ?”? asked Church
In surprise.

“Well, these enemiecs of yours, sir,” replied
Phipps, “I understand that they are pretty
ugly customers.”’

“Yes, but they couldn’t harm me here
laughed Church. *“Besides, there arc a
couple of detectives out there. 1 saw one of
them pass not long ago.”

“ All the same, we'd better be careful,” said
Phipps. “These Indian chaps are full of
tricks and wiles. It’s best to give them no
chances.”

“Perhaps vou're right,” said Church. *““But
wo needn’t go to extremes, Phipps. Is that
my breakfast 7% |

“Yes, Master Church.”

]

p‘l
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“One of your special omelettes, eh ?” said
Church, with satisfaction. “1I say. Phipps, I

fcel sort of guilty., Here I am, being
pun'tlmred and petted, and treated like an
invalid. Yet I'in feeling so much belter that

I want to get dressed and go out into the

open.”’

“You'd better not let Dr. Brett hear j,'ur:sruj
“The doctor |

saying that, sir,”’ said Phipps.

says you mustn’t go out for another weck, at
least.””

Church groancd.

“Tough luck!” he said. %I can’t sce why
I should be bottled up for another week.
Isn’t it awful, Phipps—I mean, these enemics ?
Who are they, and why do they want to kill

me? I've never done harm to anybody that
I know qf.” :
“It 13 a¥l very mysterious, sir,”” said Phipps,

“but I rather imagine that this attempt on
your life must be in some way conncecied with
your dead uxcle.”

Church looked solemn.

“Yes, poor old Uncle Geoff!” he said. ““ He
died four years ago, and 1t 18 now fairly ovi-
dent that he was murdered, and hy these
same men. Oh, I hope thev're caught! The
devils! The inhuman fiends!”

“T dare say that your uncle earned their
enmity while he was exoloring in Mexico,”
said Phipps. ““That 1s Mr. Lee’s opinion, at
all events, He thinks it quite possible that
these men are the descendants of the old

Aztecs. Your uncle was very interested in
Aztec exploration, wasn't he ?”
“Tt was his life's work.”” said Chureh. “I

think there must be something 1n the theorv,
Phinps. Well, don’t let’s talk about it. I'd
much rather disenss that omelette.”’

“T hope you'll find it satisfactory, sir,” said
Phipps.

He then glided out to attend
duties. Church was left to his bhreakfast. and
he set to with a will.

sunlight camo streaming in through
window. Tt was the first sunlight that Church
had secen that morning.

He went across, and threw up the sash. The
sunhight was glorious just then, pouring iIn
through the window in a radiant flood. Little

did Church realise the danger of opening that |

window in that way, and standing there in
full sight!

The two Scotland Yard detectives were just
as ignorant of danger. They bad seen
nobody, and they were convineced that they
had bheen left here for no purpose. How
could t® enemy get here, within these high
walls ? |

And vet at that very moment. while Chireh
was standing. at the window, basking in the
unexnected sunshine, Zuma was graduoally
worming his head and shoulders out of the
pile of dead leaves. His eves were filled with
a wild sort of triumph, and his next action
was a deadly, sinister one.

For he drew a curious little blownipe from
?: part of his garments, and ho placed it to his
1ps |

to further

But he had hardly |
taken the first mouthful before a shaft of |

the

THE NELSON LEE LIBERARY

CHAPTER 21,
The Escape !

ANDFORTH fumed.
“How much longer
are we going to stand
this?” he asked, glar-

ing at McClure.
“How much longer,

Mac? I'm getting fed up with this!”
“How should I know?” asked McClure

gruflly. “And you needn’t glare at me like
that, Handy. It's all your own fault!”

“My fault 77

“0Of course it 1s5,” said MeClure. “If you
had acted your part properly, instead of
giving the whole game away, these fellows
wouldn’t have taken it for granted that you

were mad.”
look mad?’’ roared 'Handforth

“Do 1
wildly.

“That’s the worst of it—you do,”’ said
MeClure. ** You mustn’t forget that all these
fellows have believed for days past that
Church is dead. They think that he's going
to be buried this morning, and when you go
about saying he’s still alive- they naturally
jump to the onc conclusiong Goodness knows
what’ll happen now. Of all the reckless,
thouchtless beggars, you take the cako,
Handy!”

Handforth went to the window.

“Well, I'm not going to stand this!” he
said, taking a deep breath. “We've got to
ascape froin here. I want to go down to Moat
Hollow., I want to see how old Church 1is,
ATr. Lee said that jthere’s gaing to be a big
drive in the woods this morning. and T'm

| anxious to take part in it. These idiots aren’t
roing to keep me away.” _
|~ Mac looked at his companion curiously.
“vou scem sort of anxious, Handy,” he
sald,
“Ves, T am.”” eaid Handforth, with a frown.
| “1 don’t quite know why—but T've got a
| feeling that I ought to go to Moat Hollow.
| Perhaps old Churchy is in danger. Agwh?w,
wo're not going to stand this gort of thing.”

He looked ont, and saw that tha four
| puards were still on duty; strong as he was,
he couldn’t very well fight a quartette. Iven
1 if NeOlnre joined in it wonldn’t make much
| difference, for the guards would at once
shout out the alarm, and then——

“Half a minute. thonch!” murmured
Handforth. “I’'ve just thought of fome-
thing! Most of the chaps are in the dining
hall, aren’t theyv—at breakfast?”

“Yes,” said McClurg. “The gong went
long ago.”

“Then—then
alone !”” said Handforth.
for help there won’t be any
! George! It’s our chance!
[ think of it before 7"
I MecClure looked rather eager.

“Yes, that’s certainly a good idea!” he

these chaps out nere are
“Even if they shont

response. By
Why didn't I
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“You mean we can fight these four, |

¥

said.
and get free?”’

“Of course,” said Handforth.
let’s make a dash for it.”

He could not have chosen a better moment.
The four fellows outside the study window
were De Valerie, Gresham, IIubbard, and

Jerry Dodd. Myr. Pyeraft, the master of the
Fourth Form, happened to be passing through

the West Square, and he paused to ask the
four juniors what they were doing there,
hanging about the window.
Pycruft’s business, but he was an inquisitive
individual at all times.

Crash ! :

Handlorth landed fairly upon De Valerie’s
back, and they both went rolling over. At
the same moment MeClure hurled himself at
Harry Greeshamm. He didn’t quite like doing
so, for Harry was one of the best.
ever

“Hi!” roared Gresham. “ Rescue, Remove!
They’re escaping!”

“You bet we are
“It’s like your giddy nerve to keep us here

“Boys—boys!” shouted . Mr. Pyeraft,
startled. *“What is the meaning of this?”’

Handforth and McClure had reason to
thank My, Pycraft for this intervention.
They didn’t often thank him for pushing his
nose into other people’s business, but this
was a rare occasion. He had caused the four
guards to relax- their vigilance for a moment,
and the way of escape was clear.

Handforth did not pause to fight. He only
wanted to escape, and as soon as he and
McClure had won free, they rushed to the
West Airch, pelted across the Triangle, and

'?!

!1'.‘

shot out through the gateway. By the time

the other juniors had got into the Triangle
the pan were well down the lane.

“QOh, let them go!”’ said De Valerie breath- |

lessly. “We can’t catch them up now, any-
how. Blow them! I’m not so sure whether
they’re® mad, after all!”

“Handy certainly seemed sane enough just

now!”” said Hubbard, with a grunt. “What
the dickens does it mean? And why did
they both go rushing off down towards Bel-
ton? I can’t make head or tail of it!”

They all hurried indoors then, hoping that

they might still be in time to catch a little |

breakfast.

The two fugitives did not pause until they

were half-way into the village, when, glancing
back, they found that there was no pursuit.
They eased down considerably. &

“Well, we’ve beaten them!”” said Hand-
forth. “Like their nerve! Fancy thinking
that we’d gone dotty!”’

“Not so much of the we!”’ said McClure.
“You're the one they thought was dotty! 1
don’t wonder at it either—after the way you

talked !I”’ ‘
“Well, never mind,”” said Handforth.
“Let’s get down to Moat Hollow, and see

how old Church is, "I shall be jolly glad
when this rummy business is over. 1 like
i myst?ry as a rule, but this one’s a bit too
thick.’ ¢

“Come on— |

How- |
it was essential that they should escape. |

It wasu’c Mnr. |

roared Handforth.

forth and Zuma were
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They - noticed nothing as they went past
Dellton Wood., For by this time the comb-
out was in full progress, and the police and
the detectives were well into the wood. So
the two juniors reachied the high wall of Moat
Hollow without noticing anything unusual.

“We’ll borrow that scaffold pole again,”
sand Handforth, as they halted. “These work-
men have left it nice and handy—just against

the bank here. Come on, Mac—lend a
hand I’

“They might stop us,”” said Mae.

“Let them try!”” growled Handforth. “It’s

no good us hammering at the gates—they
won’t be answered. We’ve got to get in this

way.”’

“Yes, but hold on,” gasped McClure.
“Somebody micht see us! These workmen,
you know! These chaps who are mending
the roade. Thney’ll wonder why we’re climb-
ing over the wall!”’

“l.et them wonder!”’ said Handforth reck-
lessly., “I want to see old Church!”

And McClure gave it up.

They set the pole against the wall, as
before, and Handforth was the first to crawl
up and worm his way over the top. A shout
came from one of the detectives, further along
the grounds; at the same moment a hail came
from Church, who was standine at the
window,

“Hallo, Handy!” he called. “Good man!”

But Handforth took no notice whatever of
his chum’s hail. As he was trying to get
his balance on the top of that precarious
fence, he found himself looking straicht down-
wards—on to a heap of dead leaves, immedi-
ately bhelow.

And Handforth saw a head projectinz friom
those leaves—he saw also a blowpipe placed
to the thin, cruel lips of Zuma the Mpystic!
Handforth felt strangely sick and giddy

during that dreadful —second. For the blow-

pipe was aimed straight at the unconscious
Church!

i —1

CHAPTER 22.

A Narrow Save !

T was a time for swift,
instantancous action.

And Edward Oswald

Handforth, who was
always a fellow of
" action at any time,

now behaved with commendable promptitude.
In fact, he didn’t even stop to think. He
just hurled himeelf over the top of that fence,
and he fell sheer—straight on to that pilé of

dead leaves.

Thud !
He landed—on Zuma’s shoulders. Chnreh,

at the window, uttered a shout of alarm. He
thought that Handforth had sglipped and had
fallen, but a moment later he knew the truth.
For Edward Oswald appeared to be having
a terrific struggle with the leaves—and then
a figure emerged from that pile, and Hand-
strocuoling  dicreely,
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madly. Shouts came from the two detectives
as they ran towards the scene.

In the very nick of time llandforth had |
prevented the Iudian from blowing tnad
deadly dart from the pipe. There was no
doubt that this dart was charged with a swit$, |
horiid poison, for these men were not going
to give Church anather lingering death. They
would make sure of him in one short
second !

But the blowpipe had been dropped now,
and it was of no further use to Zuma. The
sccond Indian had wriggled his way out of
the pile of dead leaves, and he was rushing
to his comfanion’s assistance. ¥or the second
time Handforth had saved Churel’s
There was somethife very remarkable in
this. F¥rom the very first, everybody had
attempted to keep Ilandforth out of the secret
—out of the way—and vet it was Iandforth
who -had been on the spot to save his chum
from destruction.

*You murderous hounds!” he roared furi-

life! |
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Zuma and his companiens were cowed—
Zuma, indecd, was so hard hit that he had
almost lost consciousness, while the other man
was quivering with fright, and his eyes wereo
rolling in terror.

“Not me—not me!” he
“Zuma—Zuma! IHe guilty—he do 1t

“Never yon mind about that, my Ilad,”
said the detective. *“You'd better reserve
that until later. You were both n this
affair together.”™

“No, no, no!” mumbled the frightened
Indian. *Not me! Zuma—he do it! He
blow dart. I his servant—must obey—or
death, XNot me! Zuma—High Priest!”

Just then Deteetive-Inspector Lennard and
Nelson Lee eame hurrying in at the double.
They had entered by the ordinary gateway,
and they were followed by several others—
who had heard the police whistles,

“What has happened?” asked Nelson Lee
sharply, as he ran up. ,
. Nothing much, sir,” replied Handforth

BE

was babbling.

!H

ously, “Now I've got vou-—and now I'm|coolly. *““Aac and 1 got here just in timo
going to make vou pay!”’ i't{; pounce on Zuma and his pn]I’E”
rash! Slam! Bift! |  “Neatest thing 1 ever -saw, sir,” said ono
Handforth was like a fellow translormed. | of the Yard men. * This voung gentleman

A daving fighter at all times, he was now a
veritable human cyelone. His fury was at
fever pitch, Thezse men were zeoundrels—
they had tried to kill his chum! And Hand-
forth sailed into them with devastating effect.
It was a thrilling scene while it lasted.
“Ieep away !’ velled Handlorth, as he saw
the detectives rushing to join in. “ These
beggars are my game!l”
(rash!
. Another one of his riehts found a billet in

jumped down from the top of the fence, and

caught the fellow between the shounlders.

It's a wonder he didn't break his back.”
“The hound was just going to blow a dart

out of hiz blow:pipe, sir!” szaid Handforth

fiercely. *“*And Churech was standing at the
window, in the sunshine—like an ass, cof
course! He ought to have had more sense!

Afrer his other narrow escape, too!”
“Where is Church 27 shouted Lee anxiously.

the very centre of Zuma’s face, and ihe
Indian went down, grogey and dazed.- In a
struggles Handforth would have been no
match for these slippery brown men, but in
a stand-up fight he bhad them beaten from
the very first, and 1t gave him iniense gatis-
faction to feel his fist thudding upon the
muscles and sinews of the enemy,

It was soon over. G

The two detectives would not he denied,
and they were now feeling heartily glad that
they had remained behind. For they would
gain the credit of the capture! With grim
clicks, handcuffs wore forced home, and the
iwo wretched prisoners were manacled to-
gether.

police whistles—shrilly and urgently, They, |

wanted to call their companions, and to get |
There was |

the chief Inspector on the spot.
no sense in continuing the search in the wood
nuw- X

“Good lad!” said one of the detectives, as|

ho Jooked at Haundforth,

wonders !”’
“I don’t see why you should have
fered,” growled Handforth,

enjoving it !

until they wouldn’t wake up for weeks!”
“They're pretty badly battered, my lad,”

said the other detective. *“*Gosh, yvou'ye got |

“You did

=2

“I was just|

. In order to make doubly sure, the |
detectives immediately started blowing their |

imter- |

I wanted to knock them out—|
|

- “Are ven sure that this man didn’t -

“Tt 13 quite all right, sir!” came a shout
from Phipps at the window, *" Master
Chnrch is indoors, and jaiie safe. IHe has

come to no harm.”

“Thank heaven!” zaid Nelson Lee. “ Hand-
forth, I really don’t know what té say to
voit, »No yvou jumped on this man just as

he was about to use his blowpipe ? Splendid
boy! A wonderful picce of work!”
“Oh, rats, sir!” said Handforth. *“ There

was nothing wonderful about 1t, But I'd hike
to know how those rotters got into that pile
of dead leaves! What's the good of having
these deteetives on the spot?”

“They are tricky brutes,” said the Chief
Inspecetor. “*I expect they burrowed a tunnel
under the wall—but we couldn’t be prepared
for that, could wo? Naturally, there wouldn't
be any sign until they showed themselves.
It's a good thing you were on the spot,
voung man ! |

“Well, 1t's all over now, anyhow,” said
Handforth. “These two rotters are collared,
and they'll be taken off* to the lock-up. And
now, I supnose, we can take old Chureh back
to St. I'rank’s; eh®”

Nelson Lee nodded.

- “Yes, Handforth, we can now take Church
- back to Sr. Frank's,” he said thankfully.
“And I don't mind admitting that I am

a punch in that right of yours!”

| exceedingly relicyed.

It has becen a very
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trying time during this past week, But

everything i1s all right now—thanks, mainly,
to you.”

But Edward Oswald Handforth wouldn’t
have 1t.

He claimed no credit whatever.

it

CHAPTER 23.
The Mystery Explained !

OT me — not mel!”
wailed one of the
two prisoners. *‘ Zuma
—Zuma! He do it!
He try to kill boy!”

Nelson Lee and

Lennard turned, and looked at the man.

Zuma was quite impassive—and he had not

uttered a word. But the other was evidently

anxious to speak.

“That’s about cnough!” said the Chief
Inspector. *“‘The less you say the better.”

“On the contrary, Lennard, it might be a

good idea to let this man speak,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘““Fortunately, I do not possess your
official mind. So if you would like to retire
for a minute or two, I will have a few words
with the fellow.”

“What's the idea?” asked the
Chief Inspector. |

“l1 want to find out the reason
for this attack upon a harmless
schoolboy,” replied Nelson Lee.

“(o ahead, then,” said the Chief
Inspector, grinning.

And for the next twenty munutes,
Nelson Lee questioned the strange-
looking Indian very closely. The

ouT

| uncle—Mr.

WATCH

| DETAILS ! |
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the Jatter having come down while the excife.
ment had been at its height. e

*1t ‘is rather a queer story,” said Nelson
Lee. “I can only pieco it together from the
disjointed account that this man pave me,

| Somehow, I think that he was telling mec the

truth—in an effort to mitigate his own punish-
maﬂaxt. There is no cause to doubt the story.”
And what is the yarn, sir?”’ asked Nipper.,

“Well, 1t seems that this unfortunate boy's
r. Geoffrey Church—was very in-
terested in exploration in Mexico and Central
America,”’ said Nelson Lee. “That is righr,
Church, 18 it not?”
“Yes, sir,” said Church, nodding.

“Well, it appears that Mr. Church, in the
course of his explorations, unwittingly dese-
crated the tomb of an Aztec ruler, and a
qucer sect of Aztec descendants swore ven-
geance upon Mr, Church, Zuma, I believe,
was a kind of high priest of the sect?”

“But where does Church come in
asked Handforth.

“l am coming to that,” replied Nelson
Lee. “Mr, Church evidently reached ecivil-
1sat:on before these priests could get at him.
Then he came back to England, and scttled
down—little dreaming that these strange
Aztee Indians would trail himnm
half across the globe!

“These -demons trailed your
uncle to his home, and then
poisoned him in just the same way
as vou have been poisoned—by the
deadly Issi-Kala. Your unhappy
uncle apparently fell a vietim to
some dreadful disease, and wus
dead within three or four days.
Nobody gucessed that he had been

oo
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man was frantic—desperate in his protesta- | murdered.”

tions that he was only Zuma’s servant, and
forced to obey his commands. Not that

Nelson Lec took much notice of this: talk. |

He only wanted toe know the facts of the
case, and he gleaned a surprising amount of
information from the scared man, who
seemed eager to tell &l he knew in order to
lessen his punishment.

At last, the two prisoners were carried off,
placed in a waiting motar-car, and driven|
away. The Chief Inspector went with them,

and after that the detectives and the police
began to drift away—back to DBannington.
The affair was oyer, and Bellton would be
able to drop back into its usual state of rural
guictude.

“Have you discovered the sceret, sir?”
asked Handforth curiously, as he approached
Nelson Lee. “I don’t want to be inquisi-

tive—"’
“"That's quite all right, Handforth—you de-

serve ‘to know,” said Nelson Lee, smiling. |

““ And there is no reason why I should not
tell you. But let us come indoors—because

I think that Church ought to hear this
tﬂﬂ-” | '
Five minutes later they were with Church—-

Handforth, McClure, Dr. Brett, and Nipper,

' a life—and a

“But why try to kill me, too, sir?” azked
Church, bewildered.

“Well, according to this man’s story,
Zuma is the high priest—and several months
ago his son, a boy of about fifteen, dicd
in very mysterious ecircumstances,” con-
tinued Nelson Lee. “I don’t know what
those circumstances were, and 1t realiy doces

not matter. Perhaps he was killed by
ome enemies of the seect. Who knows?
Anyhow, it secems to be a law of

these people that a life must be taken Tor
life of a similar age. So
Zuma swore that he would come to Iingland
again, and take the life of a male Church.

‘As Mr. Geoffrey Church had no children,

Zuma chose to wreak his vengeance upen
another branch of the family. You, Chureh,
were chosen,”

“I'm not flattered, sir,’
a shiver.

Church’s schoolfellows
shivered.

“Tt is really impossible for us to under-
stand the ways and methods of these strange
people,” continued Nelson Lee. “But, like
many another sect of a similar kind, they
will go to the ends of the earth for the sake
of vengeance, and it often happens that

3

said Church, with

also inveluntarily
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their vengeance 1is unreasoning and un-|
accountable to our own ideas. We do not

know how they think, or how they reason;
we shall never know. Mind you, this story
may mnot be the absolute truth. 1 only

have this man’s account to rely upon, but I | !
| ready gone, and many of the iumﬂrs were

imagine that it 1s very necar the mark.”

“ And do you think there'll be any further
danger, sir?” asked Handforth anxiously.

“T am quite certain there will be no
danger whatever now,” replied Nelson Lee.
“These men will be made to answer for
their crunes, and you may be quite certain
that Church will never be ‘in any further
danger. The affair 15 over, and I'm heartily
wlad, There has been enough mystery—
enough secrecy.”

“And can I go back to St. Frank’s now,
siv ¥ asked Church, with an eager note i1n |
his voice, |

“Yes, young 'un.”

“And—and can I get dressed and walk
back with these other fellows?”

“No, you cannot,” replied Lee steryly.
“The very idea! You're not strong enowh |
vet, Church—you’ll have to have at least
a weck in the sapatorium, 1o recuperate..
The effects of the poison are working off
very rapidly, and I am delighted at your |
rate of progress. But we can’t take any |
chances. You must be an invalid at least
for another week.”

“But I don't feel an invalid, sir!” in-
sisted Church. “I'm only just a little bit
groggv—not quite so strong as I used to

be. But I shall soon be right now.”
“You will be right all the sooner if
yvou obey my orders without question,””

smiled Nelson Lee. “TI shall fetch my car, |
and vou will be conveyed to St. Frank’s at
once.”

“By George!” said Handforth, grinning. |
“And everybody will see him, too! We |
ought to get in just before lessons start for
]llw ,[Iﬂ.}'! I say, what a sensation there'll |
w !

CHAPTER 24.

A Shock For St. Frank's !
@ |

). [ ERT:
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him

he
“Collar
Edward

Handforth had just

|23 |

Oswald :

walked 1n through
the gateway of St
I'rank’s, and a nwmnber of shouts went up.

| Buried Ivory.
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. SCHOOLBOY EXPLORERS
Harry Wharton & Co., the famous Chums of Greyfriars

| ochool, are abroad in mysterious Africa searching for
Read their thrilling adventures in
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Handforth grinned cheerfully as he walked
forward. He could afford to grin—for only

2 few hundred yards behind Nelson Lee’s

motor-car was coming up the lane, and
would soon make its appearance 1in tho
Triangle. The bell for first lesson had al-
drifting away towards the School House.
But they paused as Handforth appcared,
and crowds of them came surging round

him. |

“What's all the excitement about?”
asked Edward Oswald calmly. “Do you
still think I am dotty?”

“It all depends,” said Fullwood., *“You’ve

got to behave very differently, Handy, if you
want us to believe that you’re sane. You
know that this is the day of Church’s funeral

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Handforth
roariously.

“Good gad!”

““Oh, my hat! He’s worse than ever

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’ yelled Handforth. “The day
of Church’s funeral, e¢h? You asses! What
are you going to say when I tell you that
Church is within a hundred yards of this
spot now? He's coming up the lane in My,
Leo’s car!”

“0Oh, he’s absolutely hopeless!”

‘““As mad as a hatter!”

“Mad, am I7"” shouted Handforth triumph-
antly. “Well, if you don’t believe me—look!
Here comes the car now. and Mr. Lee i3
driving it himself! If you look closely, vou’ll
sece Church in the back, wrapped up 1n
blankets and thinegs, with Dr. Brett!”

True enough, Nelson ILee’s saloon car had

up-

133

{just glided m at the gateway, and all eyes

were turned towards it. Dut nobody believed
for a single second that Church would be in

[ 1t, for it was an accepted fact that this was

the dav of Church’s funeral. The rank and
file had not the slightest suspicion of the
truth. They didn’t belicve Handforth, They
thought he was raving.

“Am I dreaming 77 gasped Fullwood, sway-
ing dizzily., *““There’s—there’s sonebodyv sit.
tine at the back, and he looks like No, it
can’t be! It's—it’s impossible !

“Church!” went up a loud, swelling roar.

“(Great Scott. *1it’s Church himself !’

“Come back from the dead!”’

“Odds miracles and marvels!” said Archioe
Glenthorne, adjusting his monocle and gazing
blankly at the stationarv ecar. “I mean to
say, good gad! It's absolutely Church in
the good old flesh! Or are we gazing upon a
spectral presence 7 (Concluded on puaqge 41.)
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Edwy Searles Brooks
chats with our readers.

NOTE.—1f arp rcader writes to me, | shall be pleased to comment upon such remarks as are -

likely to interest the wmajority.
c/u The FEditor, THE NELSON LEE
Street, LONDON, E.C.4. Euvery letter will

Not all the fags have their own studies,
Edward C. R. Sumner. DBut at some period
in the past Willy Handforth and his imme-
diate chumg got permission frown their House-
master to yse a number of old box-rooms as
studies. So Willy & Co., at least, have their
own private quarters in the Ancient House.

But the fags always do their prep in the
have |

class-room. Yes, the Third-Formers
common-rooms of their own. The captain of
St. Frank’'s i1s KEdgar ¥Fenton. =

* * #*

I am sorry that you think your leiter has
gone straight to the waste-paper-basket,
“Satisfied.”” Neither your letter, nor any
other, is ever consigned to that fate. If you
don’t believe me, and would like to have a
copy of your letter in, say, two years’ timc
just drop me a line, and I will let you hay.:
1t, after turning up my files. Do vou really
think that I am trying to spoof you when
I declare, in these columns, that I keep all

letters that readers send to me?
* ¥ &

J think you had better read what I have
just said to “Satisfied,” “R.A.S.H.” The
same remarks apply to you. Your letter has
not been put into the waste-paper-basket,
neither has it been used for lighting the fire.
In just the same way as every other letter,
it has been carefully filed away. You surely

know that I treasure all these letters?
¥ .3 w»

I'm afraid I can’t help vou with regard
to those back numbers, “Dick,” although 1
would like to, as I know how difficult it is
to obtain the Old Paper in the United
States. If you belong to the League, there
1s no reason why vou shouldn’t have a short
advertisement inserted in Our Paper, and 1
have no doubtthat you will get plenty of
offers. If you don’t belong to the League,
all you have to do is to buy an extra copy

one week, cut out the two League Forms, |

and fill them in according to the directions.
In other words, give the extra copy away
to somebody, and get him to give his name

and address on the second Form. That’s all. |

| Now then, again, Liverpool readers!

| letter.

AUl letters should be addressed: EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
LIBRARY,
hare
special meiit will be distinguished by n star (*) against the sender’s name.
offer is still open: my autogruphed photo for yours—but

House, Farringdon

Letters of very
My photo exchange
yours first, please.—E.S5.B.

“The Fleetway
my personal attention,

We've got to chance whether he becomes a
regular reader thereafter. DBut you’ve done
your part, anyhow. Iven though it does cost
you an extra ten cents, I don’t think you’ll

begrudge the money.

Iiverpool readers!

» &

Why not show your

| Joyalty to the Leaguwe by immediately joining

the lidgehill Branch? The Sceretary i1s My,
Percy Young, of 9, Wrayburn Street, Edge
Hill, Laverpool, and this is what Mr. Young

 says to me 1n a recent letter: “We are still

in need of a Club-room, and more members—-
especially the latter, as we need them before
we can get a Club-room. Onece we have more
members, we'll then be able to do big things
(washing elephants, for instance). We have
ot the billiard table, but cannot use 1t. It
i1s such a pity, yvou know. We have every-
thing for a good Club—billiard table (half-
stze), lmgntcﬁe table (full size), free library,
numerous card tables, chairs, cards, draughts,
chess sets, ete., boxing gloves, and training
implements, and instruments for a band, and
many projects in view. We have all these,
but practically to no purpose, as we have
no Club-room, and, up to the present, no
visible means of getting any new nmmhers}.}”
Whv
not rally round, and join this Club as soon
as posstble? There’s no need for me to teil

| you of the many advantages; and thanks,

Percy Young, for your very cntertaining
I quite agree with you that it would
be unwise to borrow money for putting your
Club on its feet. If the members roll up
of their own accord, it will be much better.
As you say, very wittily, ‘““to borrow 1s
human; to repay divine,” T hope that vonu
will f}hf:ﬂi’n all the new members you want.




SNAYLE 3
FOR

YOUNG GENTLEMEN

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

[ ]
r—__-_'“ [
= "

By WILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE
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Robert Wellington Jones has unexpectedly
inherited a moth-eaten property at Snapyle-in-
the-Hollow, Essex. Let it be said, withou?
further beating about the bush, that thi
moth-eaten property consists of a School, [t
is presided over by Dr, Cobb Webb, a whiskery
gentleman of doubtful qualifications, and with |
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF. |

 School in the guise of a new assistent master.
| It

| practical joker, and nothing delights him more
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Novel Mcthods of Jones !

T cannot be said, with auy truth, that Robert
Wellington Jones was exhilarated. His first
lialf hour at Snayle School had undoubtedly
given him the pip, and as he greatly dis:

liked this condition he sought for a method of
removing it. At all costs, he must be pipless.

He gazed at the class again. Roughly, there
were thirty objects seated in front of him. It
wonld be idle to describe them as boys since, in
their present state of lassitude, they reminded
Jones of inanimate Robots, (If you don't know
what Robots are, brother reader, you have my
=yrapathy).

Jones winced. |

One steady look at those vouthful hlots gave him
a pain. Decidediy, something had to be done.
Month in and month out, these unfortunates had
evidently been allowed teo wallow in their own
laziness, Now was the time to alter this state of
aHairs, |

“ Attention!™ roared Jones.

His volee was like the sudden blast of a tornado,
and its effect was astonishinz. Those thirty boys
jumped in their seats, awakened from their after-
noon nap as they had never been awakened before,

|

a tendency for slackness. Jonés arvives at the ' the boys in geography. dAnd so we continue;

i

| «lo

Foree, regarded Jones with awe and respect,
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must be explamed that Jones is a born

than to indulge his favourite pastime, He
finds Snayle School in the last stages of gloom
uand lethargy, and Dr., Webb, having intro-
duced Jones to the school, leaves him to take

“Ah!” said Jones. *“ Splendid! T am relieved
to find, brothers, that vou are imbued with life,
I had begmn to fear otherwise. The clockwork
having run down, it is elearly my duty to produce
the key and tickle it up. In other words, you
are here to work, and I am here to see that yvou
work. Let wus understand one another
thoroughly.”

The school, now thoroughly alive to the fact
that they were in the presence of a Guiding
It
would be as well to make it clear that Jones’
very appearance was c¢logquent of I'ower and
Authority,

“Geography,” said Jones, *“js a highly important
item of the curriculum. I am a new master in this
benighted seat of learning, and you must go
through the mill, Here,” hé added. “I have an
nt[lin:-:. Let me sce the extent of your Kknow-
ledge.” '

e swept the atlas open, and jabbed a finger at

the nearest name,. _ _
is the village of

“Teil me, brother—where
Corner?” he weut on, pointing accusingly at a
vacant-looking fuace in the front row.

“(‘orner, sir?” repeated this unhappy youth.

“rorner!” said Jones firmly,
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“I don’t know, sir.”

, 39
Ahout six of the surprised schoolboys stood for-

‘““Then stand out in front of the elass, go that | ward.

all may see an ignorant young raseal,” said Jones, |

13

in a stern voice, ‘“Corner is—— He paused,
while he found his place. * Corner is situated n
the County of Roxburgh, New South Wales.”

the vietim,
“*No matter!” said Jones, airily waving his
hand. “ A detail, Now, brother,” he added, turn-

ing a sheaf of pages over, and jabhing at the :lt!ﬂ'.’f:‘- |
of |

again, “Give me the locality
Tharrawaddy.”

The next vietim made a valiant effort.

‘“India, sir!"” he gasped.

For & moment, Robert Wellington Jones looked
startled, and then a
lean features.

“Stand out!” he said sternly.
as all should know, is in DBurma.”

Again he swept over some pages,

“Now I am curious to know the precise situa
tion of Sredncrojestvarskoi,” he s=aid e¢almly,
gazing at another startled scholar. “ I ean vouch
for the pronuncidtion, since the name
town iz now in front of myv eves. Do not imaginc

that T am attempting to trip you by a false name.

precise

“ Tharrawaddy,

This town of Sred-ete., is not far distant from
Votkinsgki, and, indeed. is hard by Osa. Now,
after these elues, where is Sred-what-l1-sald- |
hefore?"” |

¢ Russia, sir,” said the unfortunate hopefolly.

“Right!” said Jones, with regret. “I can only
deduece that the skis gave vou the necessary tip.
But one moment, brother!” he added. *“0One
moment before vou allow that relieved expression
to  overspread yvour ecaramel-marked features.
Name the Province of this interesting town.”

It is needless to add that the pitiful wreteh

was flummoxed, and out he eame hefore the
class, In this way Robert Wellington Jones pro-

ceeded—until, at last, the entire elasgs was stand- |

ing out in front of itself. In ofher words, every

boy had failed in this test, and now stood 1
fear and trembling.
“ Disgraceful ! said Jones sternly. *f Indeed,

*hrothers, it is no exaggeration to say that your
ignorance is appalling,
von are still half asleep. Therelore
originate some awakening process.”

For a moment he stared thoughtfully out of the
window.

“Our brain,” he
Brothers, attention!
turn! Quieck mareh!”

we  mush

functioned,
Right

announeed, *“has
Smart’'s the word!

b

———— S

Something New in Exercise !

NAYLE SCHOOIL was startled. ,
Indeed, Snayle School was rocked to its
foundations. It had been customary, from
time immemorial, for afternoon lessons to
procecd languidly and evenly. But

nasty spanner into the works. ;

The boys shufied eoutside somehow, more
bewildered than ever. Nohody thought of protest.
ing. There was a certain magnetisin in Jones’
personality that compelled obedience. He was

cool, ecalm, and efficient.

In the courtyard, the school econtinned to
shuffie, forming itself- into some z0rt of order.
Jones paced in front of the boys, like a general
viewing his troops.

“ Exercise,” he said, *is the order of the hour.
No doubt you have tasted the delights of mareh-
ing down the lane, and marching back again, We
must inaugurate something more strenuous. To
begin with, we need ropes. Auy boy who can
supply ropes, stand forward.”

pitiful smile over spread his |

of this |

““There’s a lot of rope in the tool shed, sir,”

' said one of them,

| To
“But you've got the atlas, sir!” pointed ount

[ ean only assume that

Robert |
Wellington Jones was unquestionably throwing a |

| obeyed orders,

It

“Splendid!” beamed Jones, “ Squad, attention!
the tool-shed forthwith! Proceedd at the
double, and return immediately with all the. rope
you can lay hands upon.”

At last the scholars of Snayle School were
heginning to realise that this new. master was
something of a novelty, Their fear and trembling
changed to a growing excitement. Probably for
the iirst time in their misgunided young lives they
were beginning to enjoy themselves.

While the squad hurried to the tool shed, Jones
turned his attention to an ancient and pitiable
caricature of a wagonette, which was standing
amid the weeds and bushes at the side of the
courtyard. It was rusty, it was mildewed, and
it was tottery. DBut, mnotwithstanding these
defects, it appeared to be fairly whole.

“Thiz chariot?” inquired Jones, seizing the
nearest scholar by the head, and turning him In

the direction of the wagonette. ““Tell me,
brother—does it belong to the school? Is it
included in the goods and ehattels?”

“It’s used at the beginning -and the end of
each term, sir,” said the boy.- “It nsed to be
kept in a shed, but the shed was blown down——"

“Jt 1s unnecessary to harrow me with these
details,” interrupted Jones, ““The chariot is our
property. Good! Let it be immediately draggzed
forth into the centre of the arena. Forward!”

The school simply stared. ,

"You—-you mean we're to pull the wagonetie
out here, sir?” asked somehody, in astonishmoent.

“1 am glad to note that at least one seholar
possesses a brain that works,” said Jones. *Un-
doubtedly it ecreaks, but we will let that pass.
Yes, brother, that is exactly what 1 mean. 7The
wagonette is to be released from its moorings,
and prepared for the road.”

4 But the horses are kept at Farmer——"

one of the boys.
“Let us not worry about horses,” said Jones,

began

¢ Ah. here are the stalwarts with the ropes. Fix
four lenzths to the front of the wagonette, and
then prepare for action.” "

The sehodl, partially recovering from its shock;
The ropes were fixed and then
the wagonette, with much groaning and protest-
ine, was pulled forward, while Jones superintended
with a word of advice here and a nod of
approvil there.

Then he proceeded to climb into the atrocity.

must be confessed that he did this very
sinzerly, and having arrived in the driver's seat
he stamped about once or twice, and was

| apparently satisflied.

“Sound.” he commented. ‘*Unpleasant, but un-
gquestionably sound. Now, School—into barness!.
We aie about to proceed on a five-mile drive into
the country!”

The boys, in spite of their rust-encrusted brains,
now crasped the full truth. Jones was to ride
in the wasonette, and they were to pull him! As
a2 novel method of exercise, the scheme had Its

good points. .
With one whoop of enthusiasm the school leapt

at the ropes!
He had feared that there might be a

E :'" minor rebellion on the spot, and he had

already prepared one or two connter moves, ghould
{his oceasion have arisen. But no. Snayle School,

Over the Hills and Far Away !

OBERT WELLINGTON = JONES
pleasantly surprised.

Was

| after long periods of dull routine, was glad enough

| to heave itself out of .the rut. !
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The chariot was seized joyfully,
round so energetically that it was only by a semi-
miracle that Jones maintained his equilibrium, to
sy nothing of his dignity., With a giddy lurch,
and with the entire school hauling on the ropes,

the wagonette swept through the outer gateway,-

and swung round on two wheels into the road.

“1 am glad, brothers, to wituess this exhibition
of exuberance,” roarad Jones. *‘But be good
eneugh to rescrve your strength. Always
remember that there a.o Lils to I::ne encountered,
and bear in mind aiso that eachh mile of the
return journey will seem hke ten!”

It 15 doubtiul if Jones' voice, in spite of its
fine timbre, was even heard. For the school, with
greater enthusiasm -than ever, went tearing
down the lane at the double, the wagonette
trembling noisily and perilously, with Jones
clutehing at a rusty rail for support.

He deplored this outburst. He would have
preferred the boys to get into low gear, and it
paimed himm to see them starting away on top.
Indeed, a doubt was creeping into hiz mind as to
the wisdom of this-jaunt. DBut it was too late to
withdraw,

Shrewd readers will have noted that Jones’ whole
idea was to give the school some much needed
exercise, while taking none himself. -An theory,
the plan had been ideal. In practice it was
wonky, To be perfectly frank, Jones was pro-
bably taking far more exercise than his viebims,
The museunlar strength’ required to hang on was
corsiderable. But Jones was a sticker. Never
had he been known to back out.

To his relief, a rise was soon encountered, and |
the chariot now proceeded at a more sedate pace,
with the boys hauling on the ropes and gaining a
great deal more ewrmse than they cared for.

‘““ Keep this pace,” said Jones comfortably,
“ All is now well. And remember, brothers, that
when we come to the first hill—that is to 8ay,
the. first declivity—all hands must back-pedal.”

“Leave it to us, sir!” sang out one of the boys.

- But Jones had his doubts, - Leaving it to them |
seemed a precavious proposition. Atter due con-
sideration, he decided that it would be safer, all |
round, for hiin to sacrifice -a little of his digaity,
and get down from his throne when the first
declivity came with iu sight——

Unhappily, a bend in the road concealed this
treacherous down gradient until it was too late.
The wagonette swung round, and the next moment
it was unmistakably overtaking its steeds. For
the road dropped sharply, and went down at a
steep angle. It may be mentioned, in passing,
t.lfmt a sharp turn was to be seen at the bottom
of it.

“Ii, look out!™ yelled one of the charioteers.

“It'll be on us!”

‘““An observation,” said Jones, “that I was
about to make myself. Now, brothers, grab while
the gimbbing 15 good! Kindly get into reverse at
otce!"”

But the scholars-of Snayle School had all their
work cut out to save themselves from disaster,
They dived headlong into the hedge which
bordered both sides of the narrow lane, and the
wagonette swept tridmphantly past, gathering
speed with every turn of the wheels,

*This,” said Jones, “is my lucky day!'”

The Head Doesn’t Approve !

some uncanny spirit of perversity, the
wagonette utterly declined to swerve,
struck stone after stone, but the front
wheels appeared to be fixed. Not by an

Y

inch <¢id they deviate from their course, and the |

cizy vehiele continued its headlong plunge down
the hill to that fatal corner,

If Jones had had time for thinking, he might
have leapt into the nearest hedge at once. But

and swung

it |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

the whole thing happened so rapidly that the
| corner was reached before the celebrated Jones’
brain coukd get into action.

He closed nhis eyes, and waited.

One thing, of course, was certain,
the wagonette get round that corner.
wis travelling at about five hundred
hour—that 1is, according. to Jones’

- Actually it was doing a sound thirty.

It reached the corner in great style, then shot
across the grassy bank, dived giddily into a ditch,
and spread itself over the surrounding landscape.
Each wheel went in a different direction, and the
body disintegrated in one fell swoop.

But let us not forget Robert Wellington Jones
in our masterly description of the chariot’s fate.
After all, we can safely leave the chariot out
of this record now, since it has served its
purpose, |

So to Jones. At the moment, since we must be
 frank, he is in mid-air. Soaring gracefully
through the atmosphere, Jones had instantly
recovered his composure. For, below him—hitherto
hidden by the hedge—he now observed a placidly
flowing stream.

He more than observed it. He partook of its
crystal waters, outwardly and jnwardly. With
one clean plunge Jones descended under the sur-
face. But 1t is impossible to keep a gowd man
| down. Up he came, and with a couple of swift
| strokes he reached the bank.

The air was hideous with juvenile cries. Snayle
School was sweeping down to the spot like a horde
of yelling cannibals. 1f Jones had intended to shake
t.he., lethargy from these boys,. he had m‘::hml*
succeeded. They hadu't EujD}’E{l themselves s
much for years.

Jones stood on the bank just as they came
bursting through the hedge. It was characteristic
of this enol young man that he should languidly

raighten hjs tie, and brush back his unruly, if
matted, hair,

““Splendid!” he said indulgently. ‘“Not only
have I given you all some much needed exercise,
but I have enjoyed the luxury of a cold bath.
| Boys, form into line! . It is necessary for us to
hasten schoolwards with all speed.”

““ But—but aren't you hurt, sir?” went up a

Never could
Ly now 1t

miles an
estimation

shout.

“ Hurt?” repecated Jones, in surprise. “Why
should I be hurt? [t takes more than a runaway
| wazonette to hurt a Jones! You will have
noticed that 1 am Dblaming nobody for the
disaster. Let it pass. Accidents will happen

during the best regulated exercises.”

And with Jones at their head; the boys marched
hoie,

During the course of this hour, Spayvle School
had experienced many shocks. But the school's
feelings now were scttled. There were no two
wiays about it—this new master was the Goods!

His popularity was established, A man who
could invent such a form of exercise, and come
up smiling after being ducked in the river, was
the greatest novelty that Snayvie School had ever
encountered., The lmvs bardly knew themselves as
they turned into the courtyard once more.

Incidentally, the headmaster hardly knew them,
cither. He had last viewed themn as a dull, life-
less gang of tortoise-like automata, Now he
beheld them as a crowd of flushed. sparkling-eyed

| schoolboys. Jones'  treatment had acted
| marvellously, .

Good hesvens!” panted Dr. Webb, so taken
aback that he clutched desperately at his beard
tor support. “What—what is this? Mr. Jones!
What has happened ?”

¢ Nothing, sir,” replied Jones smoothiy. Do
not exeite yowmself——"

“But you are drenched to the skin!”

“An insign'ficant detail,” said Jounes. *The
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wagoneite failed to turn at the first bend, and |

I became closely acquainted with the local river.
I might add that the wagonette is now converted
into a jig-saw Duzzle, awaiting
some enthusiast to piece it together.”

The headmaster accepted this statement with a |
stood Tound, | !
' when I come back I shall bring the trustee with
 me—and [ shal

“snort of anger, while the school
enjoying itself royally.

““The wagonette is wrecked?” thundered Dr.
Webb. *You have the audacity to stand there,
sir, and tell me that—that—— Upon my soul! You
have been here less than an hour, and you have
disorganised the entire school!”

Jones nodded.

““ My success,” he remarked, ‘‘has been con-
siderable. But let me point out, Dr. Webb, that
this is merely the beginning.”

“It Is the ending!” thundered the headmaster.
““You are dismissed!"

‘“We are all liable to make mistakes,” said
Jones kindly. It is distinctly set down, In a
clause of my agreement, that nobody but the
trustee can dismiss me., 8o I shall remain, Dr.
Webb. 1 hate to defy you In this cavalier
fashion, but such is life.”

“You—yon—"

“ As soon as I get foot within Snayle School, I

the arrival of |

| strode

 thia wilderness,” he murmured.
| the excellent trustee,

"developments.

41

knew that Destiny bad brought me here,” pro-
ceeded Jones coolly. “I am here with @ purpose.
And until that purpose is achieved, here I remain.”

The headmaster tottered with helpless rage.

“To-morrow, I go to London!"” he stormed.

“Splendid !” murmured Jones.

“] go to London!” shouted the Head. **And
. I see that he throws you ouf, sir!"
Dr. Cobb Webb then turned on his heel, and
away like a~ human ecyclone. Not that
Robert Wellington Jones was perturbed. He
stroked his chin thoughtfully,

“No doubt there is a telephone somewhere In
1 must ring up
Mr. Pinch. I must also
ring yp a trusty friend who will consent to a
little impersonation. Happily, I know many of
the actor tribe. I rather think that the morrow
will be noteworthy!"”

Anfl Snayle School felt relieved as it observed
the ealm, serene expression on the face of its new

master!

(Next week, brothers, we have some strangs
Do your best to wait in patience,
and you will be amply rewarded.—W. N, B)).
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(Continued from page $6.)

*It’s Church—it’s Church!”
,'fEtEEdF, boys—steady!” shouted Nelson

*<o. a3 the crowds swarmed round the car.
Ol T gov su wvaclied. ﬁh]lrgh i-ﬂ b}’ no

means well yot.”

“Don’t you take any notice, you chaps!”
gang out Church from the open window.
“Within a day or two I shall be back in the

Ancient House, and then you’ll see Handy |

giving me a thick ear, or something!”
““Ha, ha, ha!”’
“Ye gods!’ gasped De Valerie. “Then
Handy was right all the time!”
"“And we thought he was mad!”
“(Good old Church! Welcome back!”
“Hurrah!”

collected round, cheering. Lessons were com-
pletely forgotten. TEven the seniors came

surging round, in order to catch a glimpse of |
 the trouble was over.
' happy as his leader.
- Church would be back in Studv D, and then

this- marvel.

Everybody, in fact, was startled beyond
measure.

And wheén at last the car was allowed to
proceed, it passed through into Inner Conrt.
and the Triangle was left seething with
excited fellows. Thig was one of the greatest

sensations that St. Frank’s had ever known. |
Church, the boy who had apparently died,

had come back from the grave!
extraordinary affair.

The masters found it almost impossible to
get the boys in to lessons.

4

It was an

Even when they’

- did get in, there was no work done,

There were wild scenes of enthusiasm. After | lIne!”

the first amazement had passed, the juniors |

There

was only one subject of conversation—the
resurrcction of Walter Church.

When the farce of morning lessons was
over, Handforth found ecrowds of fellows
swarming round him, applying for informa-
Rion. Edward Oswald was having the time of
his life, relating the adventures that had
happened. He was a man of importance, and
tho role suited him down to the ground.

“Tll tell you what, you chaps!” said
Nipper, pushing his way into the throng. “I
think we ought to celebrate this occasion,
don’t you? Let’s have a tremendous feed!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Hurrah !’ '

“Yes, that's i1t,”” =aid Handforth, with
enthusiasm. “A feed! The entirc Remove is
invited, and I’ll stand the exes!”

“Good old Handy!”

“It’ll come to a pretty penny, old man!”

“I don’t care!” said Handforth. “I’ve had
a remittance from my pater this morning, and
I’ll blue the whole giddy lot! Didn’t I tell
:ff_?u?f’hat [’ve never been so happy in all my
ifo | )

“Yes, old man, you were right all along the

And so that evening, amid great enthusiasm,
Handforth was the host at a fine celebration
feed. Never had the bluff Handy looked so,
radiant. . His chum .was back again, and all
McClyre was just as
Within a very few days
life would indeed be right again., For theso
three were truly inseparable!

THE END.
?

i

(““ Armistice Day At St. Frank's!” {s the title

| of next week’s grand yarn, and—it's the “goods !

Order your copy now to save disappointmment,
Also look out for further announcements concern-
ing our coming geries of Wonderful Free QRifts,)
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Special News!
HERE is a simply wonderful bit of news

this week, and as it concerns every

reader of the ‘NELSON LEE LIBRARY, it

1s bound to take first place in this week's
Chat. What I want to ask all my chums is to
look out for a big surprise which is on its way.
That it will send the " N.L.L.” soaring even
higher than usual I have not a shadow of doubt.
The NEeLsoN LEE always had a way of flying
high, and the new special feature will see it
eclipsing all records. More than this 1 nded
not say for the moment, but just
that the coming treat beats anything yet.
will be such a boom rush for the
those who have -not Dhooked
advance may be left out in the cold.

There
paper that
their copics

next weck., It is the event of the season.

A Cure for Feeling Down!

S. G. Thornton, Aubin House, Quail Street,
Longreach, Queensland, sends me a grand tribute
to the stories. “Any time,” he says, “lI fcel out
of sorts, I go and get an old number and read
a few pages of Handy's doings, and I feel great
again.” I might mention that this loyal supporter
1s & Keen hohbyist and photographer, and he has
not missed a copy of the “N.L.L."” for six
vears.,. What's more, he has kept the whole lot,
all in perfect condition.

If anvone is thinking of pgoinz out to his part
of the world and would like to get some first-
hand information, 8. G. Thornton will be glad
to help in any way he can.

* Quick Promotion!

Several readers have written to me this week
complaining that they do not get on half fast
enough., One is busy as a book-keeper in n
plumber's business, and his employver went out
of his way to say he did his work well, and
should have a,rise come Christmas. Employers
do not as a rule tramp round handing out
compliments. You can't expect the boss toé be
always " saying it in increases of screw.”

Another chum, who is living in Liverpool, is
dlissatisfied because he has not been shoved into
first place.

whin the
bit more

grousing 4s all right in its
wav, but far too mueh energy is given fo a
rectilar campaign of discontent. Grumbling In
itself unfits a fellow for the job he has got. 1

is to increase the efficiency, so that
change does eome the individual 1s a
than ready for it.

A polite bit of

pass the word | 45 \¥ow why Mr. Brooks has not taken Handy

in |
I shall |
iave something further to say about this matter

This i3 all very well, but if advance- |
ment does not come along the next hest thing |

| ful flights of imagination.”
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The Editor.

advise both my correspondents to hold down
their jobs and fit themselves for better ones,

something About a Starling!

A Leith reader says it is easy to teach a
starling to talk. Put the bird in a box cage in
a corner of the house where it can hear human
voices and talk to it. It will soow learn, Which
1s all very well—except for the starling. '

In Sterne’'s old story, *“The -<Sentimental
Journey,” the author describes how he stopped
to listen to something a captive starling, was
saying over a shop door in Paris. The prisoner
sard, "I can’t get out,” There we have the
starling's point of view ol such experiments.

Criticism and Compliments!

A readable budget of hinis came to hand this
weel, A correspondent in British Guiana wants

| out there on a personally conducted tour. 1 have
| passed this query on to E. S. B. ,
Two Easthourne enthusiasts ask why it is

Handy always has his own way. Most likely
this is because he takes it., Me gets there, like
the enterprising tourist who nipped off and got
into the one vacant bed while the rest of the

bunch of travellers were busy casting Jote ~ O
who El]f_}u][i have the coUCU. diadidy a1 N0 COMINON

fellow. He hops in and out of the most amazing
adventures always cool as a cucumber. It is
not, of course, always wise to get your own
way, because you are apt to hate it like poison
once you have netted the thing. But that is
by the way. \

A chum at Arundel tells me that Mr. Brooks
is right enough in his account of floods. The
writer saw a flood in the Pulborough district,
with the detached hen coops bobbing round in'* ’
the water, and farm buildings just prering above
the surge.

A Leeks reader mentions Mr. Brooks' *‘‘wonder-,
It is & remark of this

kind that makes an author get out his best "
Sunday smile and clap il on.
An over perspicacious NFELSON  LEER-ITE  at

Birmingham assures me that 1 say to myself, “I
wish they would not write so many times.” I
never said it. 1 have witnesses. The more
“they ” write the Dbetter I am pleased, and
that is that.

Wisdom from dJersey!

A cheery Jersevite has put the wind up me on:
the subject of punctuality., “Never,” he writes,
“dn to-day what you. ecan do to-murrow.”

This is a shoecking =sentiment! 1 am certain
he never plucked it off one of those tear-off date
calendars with their chunks of sapience.” Is this
the sort of thing that makes the world get a
move one, I ask you? ‘Would Henry V. have
scored a win at Agincourt if he had post-dated
the skirmish? Not so. Weigh in and you win.
Do it now is the ticket.

D
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Tame Pigeons. |
A London reads<r asks how he shall feed his |
tame pigeons, He cannet do belier than get
come mixed grain from the corn chandler, O
course, pigeong take very kindiy to bread.

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

G. H. Boswell, 10, Claude Road, C-c-Hardy,
Manchester, wishes to correspond with readers
overseas and in his distriet; all letters answered.

(. Newson, 164, Goodwood . Road, Goodwood,
South Australia, wishes to correspond with
readers interested in sports, pigeons, and stamps,

China, Irance, America, Spain, and India, wh
are interested in Lancaster,

A. Shaw, . 114, Milton Road, Gravesend, Kent
wishies to correspond with an Irvish c¢hum who i
interested in stamps.

William T. Jones, 12, Dodge Street, Edge ILill
Liverpool, wishes to hear from readers whe ar

L interested in Lis social elab.

P, O'Regan, The Square, Sixmilebridee, Co
Clare, Ireland, wishvs to hear from members it

s district.

Harry Brereton, 00, High Strret, Congieton,

{ Cheshire, would like to correspond with readers
i India, Australia, Sounth Americh, and Spain.

Colin Elwis, 134, Woodside Lane,. Pitsmoor,

T. G. Rigby, 35, Union Street, Northh Brighton, | Sheffield, wishes to correspond with readers auwy-

Meivourne, Vietoria, Australia, wishes to corre-
spond  with readers in England, America, and
I'rance, interested in stamp collecting, sports,
elc.

Harry MeMahon, 50, Long Street, Broken Hill, |
N.S.W., Australia, wishes to hear from readers
in New York, Chicago, Loz Angeles, and anyv- |
where in Ameriea.  All letters answered.

Georee €. Pearsen, 63, Newbridee Road, Hull,
wants members for his club. He also wizhes to
correspond with readers anyvwhere, especially In
Eevpt, Turkey, Portuguese and French colonles,

— i

where, Skegness especially. .

J. J. Hoser-Cook, 21, Rook Street, Poplar,
London, E.14, wishes to contribute to amatenr
magazines. Also  wishes fo correspond with
readers anywhere; all letters answered., IHe has
some back numbers of the " N, L. L.” for dis-
posal,

Eric Davies, 6, Bethesda Street, Merthyr
Tydfl, South Wales, has back nmmbers of the
“N. L. L fromm No. 455 (old series) to the

present series for sale,

J. A. B., 328, N. (. Road, FPhibshro'. Dublin,

All lerters answered. ' wishes to hear from readers in his distriet.

George Bertram Thempson, 2, Newsham Road,
Bowerham., Lancaster, Lanes., wishes to  lhear

A, C. Merry, Bona-Vista, The Grove, Belring-

ton, Cheshire, wislies to hear from readers who

from readers in Africa, South Seas Islands, | will help to form a eclub.

T ~t {nvention,

CHANGES THE VOICE
INTO A MUSICAL
INSTRUMENT.

Fhe only insgtrument cf §{tg clags that is granted a Patent.

8ing into the Saxola and find what instrument you can

iruitate. Have yonur own Jazz Band. Per return post,

from the makers, price 8d., or 3 for 1/8. One doz.
Box, 6/-.

HANSON'S, Dept. 10, 68, King S4%., Hudderstield.

|
|

LUSHIAIN SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
WU SAyvece, TIMIDITY,
Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure for
either rex. Write at once and get full partien-
lars quite FREE privately,—U.J.D.. 12,
All Saints Road, ST. ANNE'S-ON-SEA,

(Abroad 1/-}including

300 STAMPS FOR 6d. {Abren: jjaciuding

Qld India, Nigeria, New South Wales. Gold Coast, elc.—
W.A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE, Stourbridge.

———

———

worth cheap Photo Material. Sam.
£29000 ples catzlopue free. 12rn 10 En.-
largement, any photo, Bd.—HACKETT'S ORKS,
July Road, Liverpool.

-t C .
Stop Stammering ! {°¢, o
ticulars FTREE. —FRANK B. HUGHES, 17,
Bouthampton Row, London, W.C.1.

Height Increased Complete
In 30 Days, 5/- Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. No Dietin ’
The Melvin Strong System NEVER FAII.g.
Send stamp Iur particulars and testimoniala,
~MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept. 3). 10,
fadgate Hill, London, England.

L = —

All app)i“Cdlicsa for Advertisement Spaees. in this |
pnaiaeton Ei,hhﬂ“*h ¢ addressed fo the Advertisement |
-. Hoven e Nelsn Lee Library,”” The Fleetway
_ onse, Farringden<Street, London, E.C.4.

!

—_

is all you pay for a Hor:e ’f [
iess (aramoplione ora No. &

604 Meadwith giant metal
horn, massive oak case and sifent motor.
Carriage paia. 10Days’ Trial, No.605 ¥
model 35;'* ¢ash to record buyers. Jacocbean '
Cabinets and Inlaid Tuable Grands cheap.
Write for free iilustrated art catalogue.

Company (Dept, G.2.) U
Meaa Sparkbrook, Birmingham. =

TR = e Te—

7 BEGOME TALLER |

H Command attention. Ensure siccess in e, ete,

appoarance lmproved, Send for free pariiculars
wenelose  stamp.!'— ¥, €., ‘' Acomb,'"" Clarence
Gardens, Llandudno,

T e e L e e

| Eﬂ :'Ei HEIGHT INCREASED 3 to 6 inches. Ilvzith and

DON'T BE BULLIED

Send 44, Stamps for Two Splendid
Lessons in Jujitsu, (ho wonderful
b Japancse Self-Defence, and Handsome
h Photo Plate of Jap Champions. Take
r care of yvoursell; fear no man,
- m You can have MONSITER Illus-
ek agirated Portion for P.O. 3/9.
Send now ‘“* YAWARA '’ (Dept.
A P.), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middlesex.
Practical Tuition London Scheool Daily.

CUT THIS OUT

" NELSON LEE" PEN COUPON. -VYALUE 3d,
Send 5 of these coupons, with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp

ditect to the PLEET PEN CO,, 119, Fleet Street,
| E.C.4. By return you will receive a handsome lever
{ self-filling PLEET FOUNTAIN PEN with solid gold

ntb (fine, medium, or broad), usually 10/6. TFleet price
4/-, or with b coupons only 2/9. De-Luxo Model 2/- extra

e

2 T Y- v

VEVER SELF FILLING PEM- T |

Printed andg Publighed efte,

House, Farri .
London, EEII?_HIL]" oirect, Lendon, B.C.4.° Advertisemen

111]- el an o = ]
[- T HhRmy 5/6 for six monihs, Sole Agents for Sour

e - ——— - ——— e —— T ———
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L

Only 15 coupons per head it a dozen
boys get together and collect. ,
Made of stout leather and pure Para rubber—a real mat-h-

& winner. g
; AND BING MODEL RAILWAYS FREE

® The Bing “ Vulcan " engine for 175 coupons. tender tree. And
m the new Bing lank Engine, a sturchly built 0-4-0 shunting

& model, for 120 coupons. And every necessary accessory for
8 burldmg d cample’:e iree model 1‘11111\,-':1}*. Fll up the coupon
and send for the free gitt book to-dax

Post coupons lo GUDF‘REY PHILLIPS, Lid.
(G!f:' Dot \!_.), 54, White Lion Street. N B

E0%kor 1114, BODOVO Plain or
i® for 64d. CIGARETT*ES Cork Tipi

B Sust like hand made”

COUFONS ALSO IN EVERY PACKET OF
B.D.V, TGBACCO, 11d. per oz.




