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‘“ There’s your cap,’”’ said Nipper, pointing. Brewster looked. He saw #hal the cap was adorning

a drawing of a donkey’s head, and he realised that the head was meant to be a caricature of hima

sell. The River House fellow knew he was in the lions® den, however, and se he smiled feebly.
““ You clﬂ'ps will have your fun, won't you 2’ he said
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St. Frank’s v. River House School. Schoolboy Fun and Adventuri.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ‘‘ The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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Rivalry between Hal Brewster and Co., of the River House School, and
Nipper and Co., of the St. Frank's Remove, has always been keen;
this term it flames out with greater intensity than ever. You'll all enjoy
this topping school-life yarn, written in Edwy Searles Brooks' liveliest

style—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
Back to St. Frank’s !

Williarn Napoleon Browne, of the IFifth Form at St. Frank's, made that
remark in a sad voice as he and Iorace Stevens passed through the barrier
at Victoria Station and strolled leisurely on to the departure platform.

“Tt ¢ not my scheme, cld man, it’s yours!” said Stevens pointedly.

“I am not denying that it was I who evolved the masterly pl‘an,’ agreed Browna
gracefully. ‘“However. the situation is not so murky as I had at first feared. We may
yoc travel down to St. Frank’s in that dignified exclusiveness to which we are accustomed.”

“Not a chance of it!” said Stevens. “The platform is swarming with juniors.”

This was an exaggeration. There were only about half a dozen St. Frank's juniors in
sight. They were Handforth and Church and McClure, of Study D, Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, Tommy Watson and Reggie Pitt,

“Let me point out, Brother Horace, that the redoubtable Handforth i1s ineluded in
this unhappy picture,” said Browne. “And Handforth, let me remind you, is thoy
equivalent, when it comes to a matter of noise, of at least a dozen ordinary Removites.”

“Well, let’s go and say ‘ How do!’ to the young beggars, anyhow,” said Stevens good-
natvredly,

“An excellent suggestion, brotlier,” agreed Browne. “In fact, as T was about to
make precisely the same proposal, we may well cali it a brainy suggestion.”

Browne and Stevens had deliberately missed the carlier train for St. Frank’s, for that
train was generaliy packed to suffocation with noisy, shouting juniors. They had waited
unti! later, boping that they would be able to make the journey in peace and comfort,
But here, on the platform, were a fow stragglers, such as themselves, :

It was the first day of term, and there was no actual law as to which train the fellows
should go down by. The majority {ook the carly train, but there were generally a few
who preferred to come later on.

Tregellis-West and Watson were standing at the door of a third-class compar#ment,

¢ ! LAS, Brother Horace, our wily scheme appears to have sprung a leak!"”

]
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looking rather anxious. Reggie Pitt was,
with them, and further along the train the
redoubtable Edward Oswald Handforth was
having a heated argument with his two
long-suffering chums,

“Begad!” exclaimed Sir Montie suddenly.
“It's Browne of the Fifth—it 1s, recally!
Awlully pleased to see you, Browne, dear
old boy.”

“Yes,
heartily.

William Napoleon Browne beamed.

“While the gratification is understandable,
I am nevertheless impressed by the eloquence
of your greeting, brothers,” he said smoothly.
“1 am pleased to observe that you are appa-
rently wearing the same size in caps.”

“Why should we wear bigger ones?” asked
I{eggiﬁ Pitt, grinning,

“For several -weeks past, your illustrious
names have been appearing in the news:
papers,” replied Browne. “On certain occa-
sions, various alleged photographs have also
been foisted upon the long-suffering publie.
Alas! Throughout the length and breadth
of the country, people arc saying that St
Frank’'s is evidently the home of the ugly and
the misshapen |”

Handforth glanced round. .

“What's that?” he said, staring. “ Hallo,
Browne! Pleased to sece you againl| DBut
what’s that you were saying about somebody
being ugly and misshapen 77

“Do not misunderstand me, Brother Han:l
forth!” replied Browne calmly. *“I was
merely referring to the pictures which have
been recently appearing in the pictorial
Press. In your own case, I will grant, the
fault was not so much with the printers a;
with yourself. We cannot help our little
defects. Xven the best of us are far from
perfect -

“Cheese it, Browne !” grinned Pitt. “ And
don’t remind us of the pﬁntgraphs that have
been recently appearing, and the colum.ss
of sensational journalism. We're just
ordinary schoolboys, and we're going back
to St. Frank’s, as usual.”

“All the same, my lads, you’ve been in
the public eve for two or three weeks,” said
Stevens.  “You had some pretty exciting
adventures out in India. and it scems to me
that you’re lucky to be alive!”

Stevens ¥, _y not far wrong in this state.
ment. The party of St. Frank’s juniors that
had gone out to India had had many lucky
cscapes. But all that was now practically
forgotten. As Pitt had said, they were just
ordinary schoolboys once more.

“We're waiting for Nippew” said Watson,
as he anxiously glanced at¢ the station clock.
“He promised to meet us for this train, and
he hasn't turned up yet.”

“Oh, he'll come V" saia Handférth, “ We're
all preity anxious to see him, as a matier
of fact. -JHe was nearly killed out in India,
and if Mr. Lee hadn’t performed a jolly
clever operation he would have pegged out !”

‘““Here ho comes!” said Church eagerly.

A well-known figure had just passed

rather!” said Tommy Watson

glaring,

throueh the barrier, and he now camec

stridinibbriskly up, a checery smile on his
face. Nipper, the skipper of the St. Frank's
Remove, was looking very much his old sclf.

“Good man!” said Tommy Watson gladly.
“Feeling fit 7"

“Ready for anything, old man!” saidl
Nipper cheerily. “Only the guv'nor says 1
mustn’t start any fighting for a week or two.
My chest i1s still a bit wonky on the star-
bcard side.”

Nipper had been hit by a fragment ol
shrapnel out ir India, and it was rcaliy
rather remarkakle that he was now Lt
erough to return to St. Frank’s at the begin-
ning of term. But he had made a remark.
ably swift recoveryv, and if he continued (o
“‘go casy,” he would certainly be as fit as a
ﬁi:!ddle again before the term was many weeiks
old.

“Well, we'd better be taking our places,”
satd Pitt, as he looked reund. **1 was ratner
expecting Jack Grey, but he must have gone
by the earlier tram, the bounder.”

They piled into the compartment, and 1«
was noticed that Browne and Stevens had
already taken their places within. Drowne,
in particular, had a partiality for junior
soctety. In spite of his talk about wishing
to travel in dignified comfort, he preferred
noise and bustFe.

“Come on, Handy!” said Church,
guard’s getting his flag rcady.”

““Blow the guard!” said Handforth, as he
eyed the compartment with disfavour. *'1
rather think I'll get into another carriage.
When I travel, T like to travel in comfort.”

“Yeu silly ass!” said MceClure in exas-
peration. “You're as bad as that spoofer,
Browre! You know jolly well that ycu
don’t want to travel alone |”

“T'm a spoofer, am I7” said Handforih,
“I'm fed up with all these argu-
ments, and you chaps can go and eat coke!
I'm going to find a compartment for my-
self!”

“But the train doesn’t stop until we get
to Bannington!” protested Church. “It's
a non-stop, and il

“All the better!” interrupted Handforth.
“T shall have some peacel”

At this moment, Jack Grey and Vivian
Travers and Jimmy Potts arrived on the
scene. They came bustling up, cheery and
smiling.

“Well, well!” said Travers.
last, after all, dear old fellows!
it, everybody 7"

“(Come on in, Travers!” said Pitt.
more the merrier!”

“Good for you, Jack, old man!” =aid
Reggie Pitt. “Thought you'd gone by tho
other train.”

“Not likely !”” said Jack.

“The

“We're the
How goes

“Tho

“T promised (o

L meet you here, didn’t 177

They all went bundling in, and Handforth
looked more obstinate than ever.

“Look out, Handy !” said McClure. * Tha
guard’s just unfolding his flag.”

“Fine!” said Handforth, as he strode off
up the train. *I told you that I was going
to travel alone—and T meant itl"”
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He opened the door of an empty compart-
ment, walked in, and triumphantly slammed
the door. |

-

CHAPTER 2.
Takinz Him at His Word!

f  course, Handforth
was bluffing.
e had a fancy for
treating his chums
like this; it pleased

y

him to have them begging of him to recon

sider his decision. Dut this time lfe made
a little blunder, He was taken at his wortl.

There was a sudden rush of juniors, awd
Handforth could sce that Reggie Pitt and
Nipper and Travers were now supporting
Church and McClure. '

“What's the trouble here?” asked Nipper
briskly, .

“No trouble!"” replied Handforth,

“Why arcen't you joiming us?”

“PBecause Churchiy and Mac are there!”
replied Handforth coldly. ““I've been talking
to them about the football, and they seem
to think that I'm no good as a- centre-
forward.” —

“But you're goalie, old man,” said Nipper
gently, !

“ Are you going to take uJ) the same stand
as those two fatheads?” demanded Hand
forth. “I know I'm goalie! But this term
I'm going to lcad the forwards o

“Well, we won't argue!” said Nipper.

“The train’s just going &

“You're crocked!” went on Handforth.
“That's rough luck for you, of course. But
it *stands to reason that you won't be abie
to lead the forwards, as usual, So, until
vou're robust again, I intend to——"

“We didn’t come here to discuss footer,
old man!” said Pitt. “Do wvou want 1o
travel alone, or are vou coming with us?”

“1’ll travel alone, thanks!” replied Hand-
forth tartly.

“Good!” said Nipper, producing a railway
key. “Youre quite sure of 1t, Handy,
aren’t vou?”

“Yes, I am!™

“Then we're all
sweetly,

He inserted the key into the lock of the
carviage door, and turned it. This particular
carriage was not one of the modern type—it
was not a corridor. Handforth, realising this,
gave an ejaculation of dismay.

“I1i!” he shouted. ¢ Unlock this door,
you fathcads!”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“You're going to travel alone, Handy!”
crinned Church, with rare enjoyment.

“And if you want to argue, you can argue
with yourself!” said McClure blandly.

Handforth was rather flabbergasted.

satisfied,” said Nipper

“You—you funny rotters!” he shouted. “I
—I was only spoofing! Of course, I'd
rather travel down with vou ehaps. 1 don't

5

want to be in a compartment all to myself
LE]

_—

“Too late now, old chap!” said Nipper.
“There goes the guard’s whistle! o long!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

They went off, yelling, and Handforth
lecaned out of the window, staring after
them in high indignation. He saw them pile
mto another carriage, further down tho
train,

“Take your seats, please!”

Tho officials were shouting, and the guard
gave his whistle a preliminary blow.

“Here! Let me out!” roared Handforth
violently,

A portly inspector, who was just passing,
gave the burly junior a cold look.

“Now then, sir—now then!” he protested.
“There’s no tim&——"

“If you don't let me out, I'll get through
the window!” yelled Handforth.

He commenced scrambling out head first,
but the portly inspector, without hesitation,
puﬂhod him back.

you want to get out, young man,
you'll open the door in the proper way !” he
said severely.

“I can't!” howled Harndforth.
locked !”

At that moment there was a big cor..motion
at the barrier, and a nmmber of laughing
shouts were heard. There was a sound of
running feet, too, and Travers, who was
looking out of the carriage window further
up the train, gave a chuckle.

“Well, well! he murmured. “Our old
friends of the River Iouse School !”

There were six of the new arrivals—
Brewster and Glynn and Ascott, of Study
No. 1, and Kingswood, Norton and Robin-
son, of Study No. 2, of the River House
School. The St. Frank’s rivals had evidently
been delayed, for they were catching the
train by the skin of the:r teeth,

_ “Here you are, my lads!” said the portly
inspector briskly. ;

The guard’s whistle sounded very
imperiously now, and the train was on the
point of moving. Drewster & Co., secking
seats, made a rush for the inspector. The
latter, whisking out a key, unlocked the door
of Hand{ortn's compartment,

- "“Young rascals!” grunted the portly
inspector.

“You're lucky not to be left
behind 1"

Handforth attempted to get out, but he
collided wiolently with Hal DBrewster, who
was just dashing in. Handforth went reeling
over backwards, to sit down hurriedly on the
floor at the other side of the compartment.

The River, House juniors piled in, and the.
door slammed. The train commenced to
glide out of the station.

b

“Well, that's that!” panted Brewster
cheerfully. “We’'vo done it, my sons!”
The six Commoners were much out of

breath, but they were satisfied. As yet, they
did not know who their travelling companion

 Was,



6 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The first day of term at the River Iouse ]

School coincided with the first day of term

at St. Frank’s. Brewster & Co. were the
recognmised leaders of that faction of the
River House Juniors known as the

Commoners. They were, 1n fact, the leading
hghtts of the decent set. The Honourables
were snobs and rotters.

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Dave
suddenly. *“Look who's here!”

“Handy !” shouted the others.

Handforth was sitting on the floor, and he
had just managed to extricate his head from
wader one of the seats,

“Well, that’s funny!” said Brewster, in
astonishment. “T thought I biffed into some-
teing as I came 1n, youn know!”

““Ha, ka, hal®
“How goes i,
Robinson genially.

Handforth got to his feet, and he glared
at the River House juniors, and then he
olared at the view outside the train.

“We're moving !” he satd thickly.

“(xo hon!”
“The train’s started!” roared Iandforth.

“We wouldn't dream of “contradicting
you,” said Brewster, nodding. “It's a
funny thing, but the train has actually
started, I wonder why the train started,
you fellows?”

“I daresay, because the engine-driver
opened the throttle,” said Norton solemnly.

‘“Ha, ha, ha|”

Handforth was exasperated, but he was
helpless.  Instead of travelling alone, he
now found himself in the company of six
River House rivals. And the train was not
due to stop until it arrived at Bannington,

“You silly fatheads!” he said wrathfully.

“I'm not going to travel down in your
company! I'm going to join the other St,
Frank’'s chaps!”

“Can’t be done, old son,” said Brewster,
snaking his head. *‘ At least, not unless you
indulge in a sort of film stunt, and walk
along the running-board while the train’s
gni;nj:: You'd beiter make the best of a bad
j0

“What about us?” asked Ascott tartiy.

“We're the ones who’ll have to make the
best of a bad job. Are we going to stand
any rot from Handforth, you chaps?”

“We are not!” answered the other chaps,
in one firm, solid voice.

Ascott

Handy, old man?” asked

CHAPTER 3.
The Tale of a Cap !

@
OOR cld Handy !”
E grmned Nipper.
serves  him

]olly well right!”
said Church, with
satisfaction. “Hu shouldn’t be so jolly

obstinate! He asked for trouble—and
he'll probably get somel”

now

“Yes!” said Reggie Pitt thoughtfully,
“Those River House fellows will shove him
under the seat, and keep him there, if he
gives them any of his rot.”

“0Oh, let's forget him!”

Hr;rwa the "'Dmi old chest,
going strong ™’

In the meantime, Handforth was filled
with wrath and indignation further along the
train. Mainly owing to his own stubborn-
ness, he was now doomed to travel with
these six River House juniors—and there was
no method of escape.

“Well, it can’t be helped, 1 suppose!”™ he
satd gruflly. “And as long as you chaps
behave yourselves, I shan’t mind so much.”

“And supposing we don't behave our-
selves?” asked Brewster, with interest.

“Then I shall be mmpe]led to biff you!”
replied Handforth coolly

“You silly ass!” said Kmm“{}od “We're
six to one against you!”

“Six River House fatheads against one
St. Frank's chap!” nod’ Handforth.
“That just about makes it equal !”

There was an immediate roar, but Hal
Brewster grinned, and held up his hand.

“Oh, let him have his deiusions,” he said
kindly. *‘Life’s too short, my sons! Be-
sides, it's the first day of term, and we don’t
want to start any scrapping—yet.”

17’5 companions cooled down.

‘“All the same, there’s going to be pIemy
of scrapping later on in the term!” said
Robinson grimly., “We're not going to let
these St. I*ranks wasters have everything
their own way.’

“These St.
Handforth.

“Wasters!”

“Why, you—you

“Cheese 1t, Handy!”

“By {;enrgel” roared Handforth,
this idiot called me a waster!”

“No, I didn’t!” said Robinson. “It’s only
a general term, embracing all you Bt
Frank’s chumps. And we're going to make
you sit up this term, too! We're going to
beat you at sports, at japes, and at every-
thing else |”

“At least,” said Brewster modestly,
“that’s what we’re going to try for.”

For a moment it seemed that Handforth
was going to hurl himself at his rivals;
then he changed his mind. Ile was a reck-
less junilor, and he seldom counted the odds.
But there was something about the expres-
sions of Brewster & Co. that made him
pause. After all, it was rather like the
case of Daniel in the lions’ dcu—only theze
lions were not quite so harmless,

“T don’t see why I should enter into a
rotten brawl with you River House rotters!”
he said indifferently. * Let’s talk about foot-

ball.”
“PBetter not!” advised Brewster. “It'll

only lead to an argument—and then to a

said Travers.
Nipper? Still

t?7” demanded

Frank's wha

said Robhinson.

"

“This—
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scrap.
footer better than the St Frank’s teams

“What!” roared Handforth,

“There you are!” said Brewster, shaking
his head.
argument!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth scemed to realise that he was
being spoofed.

“All  right—wait until we're on  even
terms,” he said darkly. ““Wait until there
are six of us against you six.”

“You just said that one St. Frank’s fellow
equalled six of us,” remarked Norton, with
a grin. “DBut we won't press the point,
Handy. We want to ask you about your trip
to India. You've been having a pretty hot
time of it out there, haven't you?”

“Never mind India!” said ITandforth,
whose gaze was fixed on Hal DBrewster.
“What's that dotty ecap you're wearing?”
he demanded pointedly.

“Dotty cap?” repeated Brewster, removing
his headgear. ““You mean this?”

“Yes!”

“That’s my necw skipper's cap,” replied
Brewster, not without a touch of pride.

“Your new which?”

“Skipper's cap.”

“Never heard of such a thing !” said Hand-
forth, with disdain. **We don’t have them at
St. I‘rank’s.”

“Of course not!” agreed Brewster sweetly.
“St. Frank’s is behind the times. It needs
an up-to-date school like the River House to
adopt these new——"

“Are vou saying that S8t. Frank's isn't up-
to-datc ?” broke in Handforth hotly.

“Ilasy, old man—easy!” grinned Brewster.
“4'he fact 1s, I'm the skipper of the Iourth
FForm at the River House School.”

“J know that, ass!”

“Well, this i1s my captain’s cap,” said
Brewster. “It’s not a sports cap, in the
ordinary way. It's simply a symbol of office,
as it were.”

“A which of what?”

“It’s a special cap,” explained Brewster
patiently. “Nobody else 1n the Form can
wear it except the skipper. It's a new idea,
vou know—and it only came into force this
term.”

Hal Brewster seemed rather proud of that
cap. It was brilliant orange in hue, and the
badge was worked in glittering gold. All the
other River Ilouse fellows were wearing the
ordinary blue and red caps of the school.

“It's a pretty gz;nml wheeze, vou know,”
eald Kingswood. *“If any stranger comes to
the school he can spot the skipper in a minute
by his cap. No need to go about asking ques-
tions. And, of course, it's a big honour {o
wear that orange cap.”

“And what if vou lose it?” asked Hand-
forth.

“I e¢han't lose it,” replied Brewster, “Tt's
the only one in the school like it. The other
Form ekippers have whole-colour caps, just
the same, but they’re pea-green or purple or

L8]

Everybody knows that we can play |

“I knew it would luut} to an |

blue. You see, each Form has its own
distinetive colour.”

“H'm!” grunted Handforth. “It’s not so
bad, I suppose. I'll bet you prize that cap.”

“I should think I do!” said Brewster
enthusiastically, “You see, if 1 lose it, I
shan’t get another until next term. I shall
have to go about wearing the ordinary school
cap, The Head made the announcement
before the holidays, and he made it quite
clear that there wasn't to be any fooling

about.”

“But if a chap loses a cap he’s given
another,” said Handforth. * At lcast, his
people have to buy it for him.”

“Yes, but it's different with the skippers’
caps,” said Brewster. “This is looked upon
as an exclusive honour. And if any captain
hasn't got enough sense to look after his
symbol of office, then he isn’t fit to be skipper.
=0 he doesn’t get another cap. In a way, it
would be next door to saying good-bye to the
captaincy if I was careless enough to lose this
cap.”

He replaced it on his head firmly, and with
an air of satisfaction,

“You'd better give the idea to your House-
master, Handy,” said Ascott. * Perhaps he'll
talk to the Head about it——”

“No fear!” interrupted Handforth. * At
St, Frank's we don't use borrowed idecas, my

son! Blow you and vour silly caps!”

But this; as the River House fellowe were
aware, was only *talk.” Sceretly, Handforth
thought that the scheme was decidedly
brainy.

The journey progressed quite uneventfully
for a time, and the River House fellows
discussed cricket, the coming football seasan,
and various other subjeets of a similar nature.
Handforth felt rather “out of it.” This was
mainly because he was invariably told to dry
up if he ever chipped into the conversation.

As he had chipped in once every two or
three minutes, he was rapidly becoming fed
up with the whole thing.

“I've  heard enough about your silly
ericket!” he said at length. *“I'm not
interested in vour sports at the River House,
T'in a St. I'rank’s fellow——"

“Cheese 1t, Handy !”

“Don't interrupt!”

“Dry up, or we'll shove you under the
seat !”

Handforth bristled.

“You'll shove me under the seat, will
you?” he eaid darkly. “By George! Try
and do 1t!”

“Do you think we couldn't?” asked

Brewster ominously,

“T don't think anything about it ! retorted
Handforth. “‘I Znow vou couldn't dag it!”

But he knew differently about eleven
scconds later. For the River House juniors
fell unon him with one accord, swept him to
the floor, and shoved him unceremoniously
under the seat, Then they sat in a rew and
held him 1mprisoned.



CHAPTER 4.
A Spot of Trouble !

N

JOW, football—-"
began Brewster.
B "
“TFootball,” said
Brewster, ‘'is going
to be the big thing this term——"
*H1, you rotters!” '
“Oh, rather!” said Kingswood. *“Cricket’s
all right in its way—a jolly fine game—but if
you want plenty of briskness and excitement,

give me soccer!”

“Hcear, hear!”

“Naturally, we shall wipe St. Frank’s u}i
every time we play them,” said Glynn, with
a wink at his companions. ‘“lvervbody
Lnows that the St. Frank's Junior Eleven is
weak and feeble!”

“By George!” came from under the seat,

“Well, you can’t expect anything else,”
remarlked Norton,  “Just look who they've
got tor a goalie!”

22

“Well, yes,” said DBrewster thoughtiully,
“T'hat’s where they’re so unlucky. You're
talking abhout that big, ugly chap

Handforth 27

“That’'s him!” said Norton. *“ Goalic, ch?
Ye gods and little fishes! And that big ape
believes that he can play footer !”

““Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the other River
Iouse fellows.
ITandforth, beneath the seat, writhed.

They were carrying on their conversation just
as though he didn’t exist. However, they
didn’t carry on for leng, for Handforth gave
one or two hefty punches, and there were
several startled ejaculations.

“Here, steady, vou dangerous ass!” said
Norton hotly, as he jumped up. “ Keep your
fists away from my ankles!”

“Let me get out, then !” panted Handforth,

“Shall we let him get out ?” asked Norton.

“Not unless he promises to be a good
boy !” replied Brewster gravely. “Do you
promise to be a good boy, Handforth 7

“You—you—you——->"

“That’s not an intelligible answer!”

“You can go and eat coke!” roared Hand-
forth thickly. “I refuse to be a good boy—I
—I mean——"

“Xa ba hal”

“As soon as I get out of here I'm going to
black ull your cyes!” hooted Handforth.

“Then I'm afraid we won't let you get
out!” said Brewster judicially, *“*We don’t
care for the idea of arriving at the River
House School with black eyes!”

Handforth suddenly became ecool. With
characteristic spced he changed completely.
When he spoke again his voice was iey and
bitter,

“All right--you've got the better of me!”
he said, breathing hard. “If you let me get
out, I'll promise to keep my fists to myself.”

“Good enough!” said Brewster hriskly.

122
.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Handforth was allowed to stand upricht.
He was smothered 1n dust, and he was red

with  exertion. [lis collar had come
unbuttoned, and 1t  was considerably
crumpled.

“You rotters!” he said ominously.
“Remember your promise, old man!” re-
marked Robinson, waving a linger at him.

-1 promised that I'd keep my hands to
myself!” said Handforth. * But that's ail!
I've still got a tongue, and 1 can jolly well
tell you chaps that you're a lot of ugly
monkeys! If you went to the Zoo they’d put
you in a cage before you could say " Knife 71"
“T.ook here, you St. Frank’s idiot—"
“And before the day’s out you’ll be sorry
for shoving me under that scat!” continued
Handforth grimly. “By George! Wait until
I tell the other chaps! The whole Remove
will ecome over in a body, and the River
House School will be wiped off the map!

We won't leave a trace of it!”
Brewster & Co. began to reeret their
e g g
decision,

“ Better shove him under the secat again,”
said Robinson briefly.

‘““Hear, hear!”
“You stand back!” roared Handforth,
edging across the compartment until his

back was to the window. *“The first chap
who tries to grab me will get my fist——7"

“Well 7 grinned Brewster,

“Crumbs! I'd forgotten!” said Handforth
blankly. ‘I promised not to hit you, didn’t
I?,J‘

“You did,” said Brewster kindlv. *“ And
in another minute vou’ll promise to hold your
tongue.”

“Why not make him do it literally ?* asked
Ascott, with a chuckle. * Let’s sit him here
in front of us and make hum hold his tongue
between his finger and thumb. That'll keep
him quiet, won’t it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Good 1dea!”

“Now then, Handforth—obey orders ! said
Kingswood. “8Sit here, and take your tongue
firmly between——"

“Rats !” shouted Handforth.
I’'m not going to——"

The train gave a jolt, and Handforth sat
in the laps of Brewster and Ascott. Before
he could get to his feet again the train had
come to a standstill, and one or two of ihe
juniors were looking out at the window.

“Signal's against us,” announced Norton.
“We're somewhere between Helmford and
Bannington, aren’t we? Oh, well, we shan’t
be long now, thank goodness!”

_ Robinson suddenly turned, his eyes gleam-
ing.

“1 say, vou chaps!” he said quickly.
“We're all fed up with Handforth, aren’t
we ?"

““Yes, rather!” chorused the others.

" Well, why not pitch him ont?” suggested
Robinson brilliantlv.  “The train’s stopped,
and there’s a lovely grassy bank out here,”

Brewster's eyes twinkled.

“I refuse!

3
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Nipper made a grab at the ‘‘ gentleman’s ’' whiskers, and they came away in his hand.

Dave

Ascott, of the River House School, stood rweah!ald. ‘“ Ascott, my lad,’’ said Nipper, grinning, ‘“ you're
opeless [

“I didn’t think you had it in you, Robin-

son, old man,” he said. “By Jove! That's
not merely an idea—it’s a brainwave! Come
on—all together!”

“Hi!” howled Handforth, "Keep your

beastly paws off —”

But the River House fellows were quite
keen on the wheeze. As Robinson had said,
the train was at a standstill, and there could
be no danger. The bright sunshine of the
September afternoon was streaming into the
compartment, and outside the sky was blue.

A little fresh air would probably do
Edward Oswald Handforth a world of good.

Norton obliginglyv opened the door, and
Reggie Pitt and Church, from a window
further down tho {rain, saw the mancuvre,
and looked harder,

“Now !” said Brewster,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth shot out through the open door-
way like a stone from a catapult. A yell of
laughter accompanied his exit, He struck
the grassy bank and rolled over.

Slam |

Brewster closed the door and waved a
hand.

“Well, that’s that !” he grinned. “So long,
Handy, old bean[”

Brewster & Co. had believed that Hand-
forth would pick himself up and then climb
back into another compartment. But an un-
expected development arose,

For Handforth, after rolling, found that
he couldn't pull himself up. He gathered
speed, and went tumbling over and over,

“QOut with him [”

from the to the
bottom,
Splash !

Suddenly, he wvanished, much to the
astonishment of the River House juniors.

“Great Scott!” gasped DBrewster. “He's
fallen into a ditch, or sotnething !

There was a wild commotion at the bottom
of the embankment. The grasses and reeds
waved about fantastically, and a sccond later
Handforth came into view again, staggering
drunkenly.

bllﬁut his appearance had changed consider-
ably.

He was.smothered from head to foot with
thick, elinging mud, and the pieture he pre-
sented was 8o exeruciatingly funny that
Brewster & Co. fairly shricked with merri-
ment,

In all probability, Handforth failed to sce
the point of the joke.

top of the embankment

CHAPTER 5.
The Reprisal !
A, ha, ha!”

The yells of laugh-
ter from Brewster &
Jo. came dully to
Handforth's ears,
The celebrated leader of Study D was in
no way hurt, but he was considerably dirty.
And when, at last, he managed to open his
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eyes sufficiently to see, he was startled by
the spectacle of the train gliding along on
1Its way.

“My only
dizzily.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Toodle-oo, Handy, old secout !”

“Bcee you later !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Walking is the best exercise in the world,
Uhi S0 !.“II

Brewster & Co werc apparently quite
callous; they regarded the whole thing as a
first-class joke. But further along the train,
nine Removites of St. Frank's were looking
egrim and purposeful,

“Are we going to stand it, you fellows?”
asked Reggile Pitt, as he turned away from
the window.

“We are not!” said Nipper firmly.

“Not likely!” ejaculated Church. “The
rotters ! Pitching Handy out of the train
like that! He mught have been injured——"

“Cheese it,” said Nipper. “Don’t lose
vour sense of proportion, old son, for good.
ness' sake! Tt was only a jape, after all
Brewster & Co. wouldn't injure anybody.”

“But—but to chuck him out like that——"

“An insult to the Remove !” said Nipper,
nodding, “As for Handy, he’s all right.
He'll probably walk to the next station and
wet on a slow train, DBut I'm jiggered if
we're going to see one of ‘'our fellows treated
like that and do nothing to wipe out the
ttan 1"

“We shall be at Bannington soon!” said
Tommy Watson. “Then we’ll get busy!”

“TIt’s a question of mnecessity,” agreed
Vivian T'ravers, with a sigh. “Personally, [
hate soiling my clobber, and 1 positively
loathe brawling in public. But there are ex-
ceptions to every rule, and Brewster & Co.
need a sharp lesson. Somehow, 1 think the
platform at Bannington Station will soon
resemble a battlefield I

“Hadn’t we beder wait until we get to
Bellton ¥ asked Jimmy Potts dubiously.

“Never |” said Nipper. "“This isn’t a case
where we can do any waiting. As soon as
this train stops, and as soon as Brewster &
Uo. pile out of their compartment, we've
got to rush them, and wipo them up |”

“Begad !” said Sir Montie. "It's a fright.
fully good scheme, dear old boy—but you’ll
have to be the general.”

“There’ll be no need of generalship,” re
n}lied Nipper. “It’ll just be one rush, and
then——

“There’ll be no rush for you, dear oid
icllow,” said 'I'ravers, shaking his head.
“"You can look on, if vou like—but you’ve
nt to remember that you're an wnvahd.”

“0Oh, rats!” said Nipper uncomfortably.

But he had to give his promise to the other
‘vilows. His chest was still tender; the
vound had healed, but a violent Llow might
vasily deliver him into the hospital. For
another week or two, at least, fighting was
harred for him.

sainted aunt!” he mumbled

j 22
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'indignant horror.
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In the meantime, Brewster & Co. were
chuckling hugely. They were 1in sublime
iznorance of the fact that a crowd of other
St. Frank's fellows were on the train. They
thought that there might be one or two, per-
haps—but certainly not the better part of a
dozen,

So, when the train steamed into the station
at Bannington, they piled out cheerily on to
the platform. It was necessary to change

here into the “local ” which was already
standing by the opposite platform. But the
River House sextette never reached 1t

There was a sudden rush, a scamper of feet,
a chorus of yells. Then Brewster & Co. were
in the thick of it. '

“Down with the River House!”

“Hurrah !”

“Here, steady!” gasped Brewster wildly.
“You—you fatheads—"

“We saw what you did to old Handy!”
roared Church. “Now we're going to wipe

vou up! This is a reprisal ! St. Frank’s for
ever "
“ Hurrah }”

The fight was terrific. Porters ecame run-
ning up, with the valiant intention of putting
a quick stop to this conflict, But after they
had received several jabs in the ribs, and
numerous punches in tiu} face, they retired,
a bafled and heaten force.

Sedate townspeople of DBannington were
scampering away, uttering exclamations of
Scraps were more or less
common on the first day of term, but it
was very seldom that there was such a free
ficht as this,

“Pax!” gasped Robinson, in the -middle of
it. “Chuck 1t, you asses!”

“Pax be blowed !” sang out McClure. “1
dare say yvou got fed up with old Handy, but
that was no excuse for you chucking him out
of the train!”

“Revenge !” said Travers dramatically.

Crash |

Ascott's fist struck him on the side of the
face, and he reeled. DBut the next moment
Ascott went down, adorned with the begin-
nings of a splendid black eye. Caps were
lving all over the platform, to say nothing
5>f sundry books, crumpled collars, and tat-
tered neckties.

“Stop 17

A thunderous voice broke out, and the
station-master himself came striding into the
very thick of the conflict He was an -
portant man, and it was rather diflicult to
iznore his commands.

“Now then, young gentlemen—now then |”
lie said, with rare diplomacy. “We don't
mind a little fun, but this is going too far.
Doi:’t you think you've had about enough of
it ?

“Yes, just about !” mumbled Norton, as he
felt his front teeth.

The St. Frank's crowd made a final rush,
and Nipper, who was stamiing aside, after
the f:wLion of a general, chuckled with
zlee, The River House force was routed.
Brewster & Co. were staggering off down the
platform, *‘beaten to the wide.”
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“Trophies!” said Nipper briskly. “We'd
better pick up these caps and things, you
chaps! They'ro trophies of the victory!”

“Begad! Rather!” said Tregellis-West.

“T'he spoils of the war ! murmured Vivian
Travers, as he secured a couple of caps.

“Hallo! 'This is a rummy-looking head-
gear!” said Nipper, as he secured a bright
orange-coloured cap, and dusted it. * Never
seen one like it before! Must be something
new at the River House!”

“Who does it belong to?” asked Tommy
Watson breathlessly,

Nipper glanced inside,.

. “Brewster, by Jove!” he grinned. “This
18 rich, you fellows! We've Dbagged
Brewster’s cap! This 1s a trophy, if you
like!”

But even Nipper did not quite realise that
this particular trophy was, indeed, a prize
amongst prizes !

CHAPTER 6.
The Trophy !

- r--ujITHIN five minutes, all
\f\j/f signs and indications

of the
A\ /4 |

vanished,

- : Nipper & Co. were
sitting sedately in a compartment of the local
train. Hal Brewster & Co. had conveniently
-vanished. In all probability they had decided
that it would be safer for them to proceed to
the River House School on foot from Ban-
nington. It was better than taking the risk
of arriving at Bellton, only to find a still
further crowd of St. Frank’'s fellows at the
little station. They had had enough scrap-
ping for one afternoon.

“Well, we've shown these River House fat-
heads that we're not going to stand any
nonsense,” said Nipper complacently. “The
~only thing I'm sorry about i1s that 1 couldn’t
take a hand in the scrap.”

“You needn't be sorry !” said Reggie Pitt,
as he nursed a swollen ear. “Brewster &

Co. know how to fight, blow em !”
~“Yes, but they got the worst of it!” said
Jimmy Potts.

“And it’ll be a lesson to them for the rest
of the term!” added Nipper. “There’s
nothing like starting right. If these River
House fatheads think that they can handle a
St. Frank’s fellow with impunity, they've
made a mistake. We've put them in their
place on the first day of the term—and we’ll
take care to keep them there!”

““IHecar, hear!’

By the timo. Bellton was reached the
juniors were all feeling thoroughly satisfied
with themselves. They were glad, in a way,
that the old rivalry between St. IFrank’s and
the River House had sprung up again; and
it was all to the good that Brewster & Co.
had received a sharp lesson on the very first
day of term. The unfertunate Handforth
hardly received a thought,

fight

had

T

It .wasn’t until a good hour after the rest
had reached St, Franl's that he turned up.
Chureh and McClure were in the Triangle,
talking with Fullwood and Gresham and John
Busterfield Boots and DBob Christine, when
Edward Oswald arrived in the gateway.

Of course, everybody had heard about the
encounter with the River House fellows, and
the Junior School was gleeful over the
victory. There had been some talk of get-
ting up a secarch-party to go and look for
Handforth, but it had come to nothing.

Now Handforth himself had arrived.

He was caked with mud, and stili very

grimy. But he had managed to make him-
self look comparatively presentable.
Ghurch and McClure ran across the

Triangle to meet him. They hadn't expected
him for another half-hour, at least, for no
other train had come in.

“How did you get here, Handy ?"” panted
Church, as they ran up.

“Somebody gave me a lift in his car,”
replied Handforth in a thick, tense voice.
“Brought me as far as the village, and I
walked the rest. By George! Those beastly
River House rotters! Didn't you fellows sce
what happened ?”

“Yes!” said Mae. “We were looking out
of our own carriage, but before we could do
anything the train started.”

‘They chucked me out!” said Handforth
furiously, *“‘Me, you know! They chucked
me down that embankment into the ditch!”

“Hard lines, old son!” said Nipper, as he
came up with a crowd of others.

“We've got to do something to wipe out
the insult!” roared Handforth. “I've been
planning it as I came along. Come on, you
fellows! We've got to go to the River
House School an P

“Steady, old man—steady!’
the Remove skipper.
that.” -

“No neced for 1it!” ecchoed Handforth,
aghast. ““You're not going to let it stand,
are you?” :

“Well, I rather thought that the thing was
settled,” said Nipper,

“Settled !” howled Handforth,

an insult to St. Frank's!”

“You don’'t know all the faets, old man,”
said Church soothingly. “As soon as the
train arrived at Bannington we jumped on
Brewster & Co. and made mincemecat of
them !”

“Oh!” said Handforth,

“Naturally, we couldn’t allow the insult to
go unanswered,” said Nipper. “You can feel

uite satisfied, Handy, old man. Brewster &
Co. were wiped up in the most definite way.
We distributed black eyves and thick ears very
liberally. At least, the other fellows did; I

133

couldn’t do any fighting, worse luck!

“Well, of course, this makes it different,”
admitted Handforth reluctantly. “But it's a
swindle, all the same! T wanied to take a
hand in this giddy reprisal! And now I'm

> interrupted

¢‘There’s no need for

“PBut it's

1 dished 1"
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tunities, old son,” said Reggie Pitt. *“ But
vou can be quite satisfied that we upheld the
honour of the Remove. The stain i1s wiped
out. And it wouldn’t be a bad idea if you
went indoors and wiped out a few of your
own stains.”

Handforth hesitated.

“You’re sure you really made mincemeat
of them?” he asked suspiciously.

“For the love of Samson!” said Vivian
Travers., *‘Dear old fellow, the battlefield
was littered with debris by the time we had
done, We picked up trophies by the dozen!”

“Trophies?”

“And one particularly speecial trophy,”
nodded Nipper. *“Brewster's cap, to’ be
exact.”

And he pulled the orange-coloured head-
gear out of his pocket. Handforth took one
look at it, then his face went red, his eyes
bulged slightly, and he let out a roar of

triumph.
““Brewster's cap!” he shouted. “By
George! You have got a trophy!”

“Well, you needn’t make such a song about
it 2

“What!” velled Handforth. “Don’t you
understand what you’ve got there ?”

“It's a cap—that's all.”

“All"” echoed Handforth. ““My dear chap,
that cap 1s a trophy of trophies! It's a
special sort of thing, only just brought into
force at the River House. This 1s the first
day that Brewster has worn that cap!”

“So I imagined,” said Nipper, examining
it with [resh interest.

“It’s a thingummy of office!” added Hand-
forth firmly.

“A which?”

“A—a symbol,” said Handforth, *‘ That’s
it! A symbol of office! Only the captain of
the River House Fourth can wear that
orange-coloured cap. And if he loses it, it’s
a tragedy!”

“Then it's a tragedy,” said Travers, ‘be-
cause h¢’s certainly lost 1t.”

“He won’t be able to get another wuntil
next term!” grinned Handforth, his temper
thoroughly restored. “ Brewster was telling
me all about it. In fact, he said that if he
ever lost his ecap, it would be a sort of
disgrace. It would be a sign that he isn’t
fit to be the skipper of the Fourth. And he
can’t get another orange cap, even if he pays
five hundred quid for it! His headmaster
won’t allow him to have one. So you can
guess how keen he’ll be to get that cap back !

“My only aunt!” said Nipper, with a
whistle. “Then it certainly is valuable. And
what a corking triumph for the first day of
term ! This ought to keep those River House
fatheads in place for weeks on end. They
won’t be able to show us their faces!”

Teddy Long, of the Remove, came pushing
through the crowd, looking very important.
“T say, you fellows——" he began breath-

lessly.
“(lear off, Teddy!”

H
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] dare say you'll have plenty more oppor- |

“You can’t borrow anything from us—we
know you too well 1

“Oh, I say!” protested the sneak of the
Remove. *1I've come here for Nipper,”

“Well, you can’t have me,” said Nipper,

“But you're wanted on the ’phone,” said
Teddy Long. *I was in the Common-roomn-
and the ’phone rang, so 1 answered it
Brewster wants you, Nipper.”

“Oh, does he?” said Nipper, with a grin,
“ Brewster, eh 7"

“Yes—he's ringing up from the River
House School,” said Teddy Long, with great
importance. “He asked me to tell you that
it was urgent. He wants to speak to you on
very important business.”

“I think I can guess what that important
business 1s!” chuekled Nipper. *“Come on,
you chaps! This ought to be worth hearing.”

“Aren’t you going to give me something
for telling you about it 7 asked Teddy Long
indignantly.

But nobody took any notice of him, and he
gave a grunt of disgust. Nipper and the rest
of the Removites went hurrying to the
Ancient House. They arrived in the
Common-room, where a public telephone-box
was Installed. There was one .in every
Common-room at St. Frank’s—a very handy
innovation for the fellows.

“Hallo !” said Nipper, as he picked up the
disconnected receiver. “You there, Brewster,
my son?”

“Yes!” came Hal Brewster’s
voice. ‘“‘Look here, Nipper——”
| “Sorry I can’t look I said Nipper sweetly.
 “But I can listen.”

“Oh, don’'t rot!” came Brewster's agitated
voice, ‘“Did you happen to see an orange
cap on the DBannington platform after that
scrap 7"

“%’hy, yes,’ “What about
Lig 7"

“Well, we don’t want to keep up any
Lanimosity, do we?” asked Brewster, with a
 display of over-cagerness. ““We chucked
' Handy out of the train, and you wiped us up
on the Bannington platform, That squares
the thing, doesn’t it ?”

“Well, I suppose so—in a way,
| Nipper cautiously.

“All right, then!” said Brewster, with
relief, ‘““About that cap! It’s mine.”

“YT know it is,” said Nipper. “I've gat
it here.”

“You have?" came DBrewster's shout.
“Good egg! My only hat! I've been worry-
ing like the dickens about that cap. It’s all
right, T suppose? Not torn, or anything?”

“Only a bit dusty,” replied Nipper.

“Thank goodness!” said Brewster.
I have 1t?”

“The cap?”

(11 YGH‘!‘? )

“If you come over to St. Frank’s, welll
see about it,” replied Nipper calmly.

“What do you mean—see about it ?” asked
Brewster, with a suspicious note in his voice.
| “Well, if you can come here and get it,

agitated

3

said Nipper.

3

agreed

“Can

all well and good!” replied Nipper good-
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naturedly. “You're perfectly welcome to
it, Brewster—if you can come and get it.”

“Thanks awfully!” said IHal DBrewster,
with relief. “I'll come along right away,
Nipper. Good-bye!” e s

“Good-bye!” said Nipper, grinning.

He hung up the receiver, and he found
the other juniors looking at him in astonish-
ment.

“What did you tell him?" asked Pitt.

“I told him that if he can come along and
ﬁet his cap, he's welcome to it,” recplied
\ipper.

“Why, you ass!” roared Handforth, *It's
trophy—and we're going to stick to 1t!”
“Hear, hear!”

“You must be dotty, Nipper!”

“Not quite so dotty as you think!”
chuckled Nipper. “If Brewster can get nis
cap, all well and good. But you just lect

&

him try to get it!”

CHAPTER T7.
Nothing Doing !

HERE were many
chuckles when Nip-
per's mcaning be-
came known  and

- understood.

It would be one thing for Hal DBrewster
to present himself at St. Frank’s and to ask
for his skipper's cap; but it would be quite
another thing for him to receivo 1t!

There was a good deal of activity during
the next tweoty minutes. The fellows had
been preparing for tea, but they forgot these
important details. Tea, for the moment,
was shelved. Tea had to wait.

When Hal Brewster arrived, he was accom-
panicd by Glynn and Ascott, his two faith-
ful chums of Study No. 1. None of the other
River House fellows had come. It was, alter
all, a pecaceful mission. Browster was now
wearing an ordinary school cap, and he
felt painfully aware of the fact.

“Pax!” he said cautiously, as a crowd of
Removites came across the Triangle to meet
hiim.

“Pax it 1s,” agreed Nipper promptly.
“We've wiped you up once to-day, Brewster,
and we're satisfied.”

Hal Brewster grinned rather feebly.

“Well, we won't discuss the point,” be
said. “I only came along to get my cap.”

“So T understood!” said Nipper, while
many of {he other Removites chuckled.

“Thanks awfully for keeping it for me,”

added Brewster,

“There's no need. to thank me!” said
Nipper blandly. “In fact, you'd better wait
a bit before you start thanking anybody !”

“Why, what do you mean?” asked Drew-
ster, staring. ‘

“Nothing much!” said Nipper.  “Just
come indoors, will you?”

nYy

“Indoors?

|

]
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“Into the Common-room,” explaine
Nipper. :
“But why? Can’t you give me the cap
here?"
“Not very well,” said Nipper. “It's in

the Common-room, you see.”

“But these other caps are here, if you
want them,” remarked Reggie P’itt oblig-
ingly., “1I dare say their owners will be glad
to get themm back.”

Several caps were handed over with much
solemnity., There were also one or two neck:
ties,” and a collar or so. Brewster & Co.
took them gladly, and the St. Frank’s juniors
were quite ready to let them go. As trophies
they were insignificant, and hardly worth
kecping.

“Wait a minute,” said Brewster, as they
arrived at the doorway of the Ancient House.

;::I suppose there’s no jape about this,
ipper?"”

“Jape?” repeated Nipper in astonish-
ment. “My dear chap——"

“You're not going to jump on us when

1 we get inside?” put in Ascott.

“Didn’t I tell you 1t was pax?” said
Nipper reproachfully. “I'm the Remove
skipper, and surely you can trust me? As

long as you fellows don’t start any troubio
of your own accord, you can walk about St.
Frank's just as you please. Nobody will
interfere with you.”

“That's good enough!” said Hal Brewster,
with a grin. *“Right-ho, then! Lead on,
Macduff!”

The three River House boys went indoors
with a feeling of perfeet confidence. Thov
knew that they could take Nipper's word.
They were ushered into the Junior Common-
room, and a crowd of Removites went in,
too. Strangely enough, the Common-room
was more or less crowded even before they
arrived. Almost the entire Remove had
congregated there.

“Why all this fuss?” asked Brewster, in
astonishment.

*“There’s no fuss
“There’s your cap, Brewster, old son.
you want 1t—try to get 161"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of lavghter went -up, and Hal
Brewster & Co. became miore certain than
ever that there was something behind all
this, They weren’t being interfered with,
it was true, but there could be no doubt that
the Saints were alive to some joke.

“Great Scott!” gasped Brewster suddeniy.

He found himself looking at his orange
coloured cap. There it was, hanging on tho
wall on the other side of the Common-roon.
But that cap wasn't hanging on an ordinary
hook.

On the wail there was a large square of
drawing-beard, and an amateur caricaturist
had drawn an excellent sketch. It repre-
sented the head of a donkey, and yet, in
some vague way, the face of the donkey bore
a resemblance to IHal Brewster's features.

!!‘l

said Nipper, pointing,
If

, And perched on the top of the donkey's head,
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hetween® the ears, was the orange-coloured |
cap, held in place by a couple of drawing-

ins.

But this wasn't all.
UUnderneath the sketch were the words:

“HAL BREWSTER, Skipper of the River
Ifﬂq_use Fourth Form, Wearing his Symbol of
Office.”

Brewster & Co. were wearing sickly expres
3 ons as they gazed at that caricature. But
they were in the lions’ den, and they could
not very well start any trouble.

“Very funny!” said Brewster feebly.
“You fellows will have your joke, won’t
you?”

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

“We'll jolly well make you laugh on the
other sides of your faces soon!” said Dave
Ascott warmly. “You rotters! Drawing »old
Brewster as an ass!”

“Tt’s a life-like portrait!” said Handforth
firmly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, can I have my cap?” asked IIal,

turning to Nipper.

“Certainly,” nodded Nipper agreeably.

“Thanks!” =

“Certainly you can have 1it—if you czan
get it!” added Nipper. ‘“Go ahead, DBrew-
ster—try and get 1it!”

“Ha. ha, hal” _

“Try and get 1t!” roared the Remove m
one yell.

ITal Brewster ran foyrward, but before he
had gone three paces a line of fellows barred
his way. Ascott and Glynn were similarly
kept in check.

“Look here!”
nantly. “You
shouldn't be jumped on—

“And you're not being jumped on, old
man,” said Nipper. “Nobody has inter-
fered with you yet. But if you try to fight
your way through this barrier, there’s bound
to be a bit of a boiher.”

“But how can I get my cap without fight-
ing through the barrier?” roared Brewster.

“Ts this a econundrum?’” murmurad
Nipper,

“You—you funny ass!” hooted Brewster.
“T don’t believe you, mean to let me have
my cap at all!”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Yet you told me to come over-——

“We wanted you to see your latest por-
irait,” chuckled Nipper. ‘‘Bestdes, what I
said over the telephone I’'ll repeat now. It
you can get your cap, Brewster, wyou'r e
welcome to it! But try and get it !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You—you—you—-

“Ii’'s a trophy, my lad!” explained Nipper.
“This is the first day of term, and we've
started well. As I said before, if you
want your cap, you can have it—if you ean

Brewster indig-
that we

roared
promised me

1

1
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aet it. But, by Jove, we're going to sce that
you dait get it!”

“But it's my skipper’s cap!” protested
Brewster, in alarm. “TI only put 1t on to-
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day for the first time, and there'll be awful

trouble at the River House! They won’t let

me have another cap, either |’
“Exactly !” said Nipper.

: i “That’s why
we're keeping this one |

We want it to be

| & constant reminder, Hal, old man, that voa

and your fellow asses are everlastingly in-
ferior to the Saints, If you can get that
cap back, you'll prove that you're our
masters,”

Brewster & Co. were utterly flabbergasted.

“You rotters!” panted Brewster. *All
right! I can see what your game is—but
you'll be sorry for it one of these days! It
won't take the River Ilouse long to mako
you sing small 1”

“But for the momcnt we'll sing big!’
grinned Nipper.

“I1a, ha, ha!l”

And the Remove
appreciation.

velled with keen

CHAPTER 8.

5 A Desperate Effort !

\ UTSIDE, Hal Brewslet

. il ‘r =
- lﬁ@ & Co. halted in the

-
-

lane. Ascott & Glynn
were looking furious
and hot; but
Drewster himself was only anxious.
“The rotters!” panted Ascott fiercely.

“The spoofing, kidding rotters!”
~ “They're a lot of cads!”
indignantly.
Their leader shook his head. -
“Rats!” he said. “Don’t talk rot!”
“Yes, but i
“But nothing !” interrupted Brewster,
wo were in their position, we shonld

exactly the same,”
i Eh ??1

“Exactly the samec!” repeated Brewster.
“They’ve seized my cap, and they’re hold-
ing 1t as a trophy. Just because we're up
against them, my sons, there’s no reason for
us to lose our sense of proportion. Nipper’s
jolly eute to stick to my cap like that, and
to hold it. But we've got to get it back !”

“Oh, rather!”?

“By hook or by crook, we've got to get
1t!” insisted Brewster grimly. *“That gocs
without saying. As long as my skipper’s cap

sald Glynn

 §
do

15 hanging there in the Ancient House
(zommon-rm:un. the River House Fourth
Form won’t be able to hold up its head.

This is the firsi day of the new term, and
those bounders have started well”

Ascott and Glynn adjusted their focus, =0
to epeak.

“Well, if vou put it like that, I supposo
yvou're right,” admitted Glynn, cooling down.
“And when vou come to think of it, Ilal, it
was partly vour own fanlt.”

“How do yon make that out?”
“Well, didn’t you tell Handforth
vour skipper's eap ?”

abonut
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“That's nothing,” said Brewster.
would have found out, sooner or later. And
it's just as well to have this thing settied
straight away. I'm going to get that cap
back this evening.”

“How ?"” asked Glynn., “Even if we buzz
back, and bring a whole erowd of fellows,
we can’t raid tho giddy school! We should
only get the worst of it——"

““No, we can't raid it in the usual way,”
said Brewster. “And there’s no need for us
to go back, either, We're going to do it—
now!” :

“It's impossible !”

“It only requires nerve!” said Brewster
coolly. “Think it over, my sons! All those
Remme fellows have now gone out of the
Common-room, and we can take it for cer-
tain that they've left my cap hanging on the
wall. You see, they'll never dream that I
s‘mu]d be rash enough to come back straight
away.’

“And why do you assume they’ve left the
Common-room ?"” asked Glynn.

“It's tea-time,” said Drewster. “They'll
be in their own studies—and there are bound
to be lois of sprees to-day. We can take
edvantage of all this. Now, you fellows
have got to stay outside here, behind the
wall.”

“You hopeless idiot!” said Ascott.
“You're not going to try to get in—alone ?”

“It's the only way!” replied Hal. “You
fellows stop here, and be on the look out
for that cap. If I can grab it, I shall bolt
across the Triangle, and sling the cap over
the wall. As soon as you get it, dive through
the opposite hedge, and bunk! Run like the
wind, and keep on running!”

“That'll be easy ecnough,” said Ascott.
“But what about you. You'll be spotted
as you cross the Triangle. Somebody's bound
to sce you as you go into the Ancient llouse,
too.’

“I can nip in by the back door,” replied
Brewster. ““Don't forget, speed is going to
win this game. They won’t be expecting me
back in so short a time—and that's why I
shall probably do the trick, Anyhow, you
fellows wait out here.”

He was off, before they could protest. He
slipped in thmuﬂfh one of the gates that led
into the private drive—a kind of circular
lane which entirely surrounded all the
school buildings—and he soon came to the
West Gate, which was practically opposite
the rear door of the Ancient IHouse. There
was cnly a very small section of the West
Square to be crossed, and there was nobody
in sight.

“Good egg!” murmured Brewster, after a
preliminary glance round.

He took the precaution of stuffing his cap
into his pocket. 'Then he walked boldly
across, and within a few scconds he was
“inside the Ancient House. His heart was
beating .rapidly now, and he was rather
startled at kis own audacity.

I5

He sped down the passagh, and he was
overjoved to find that the place was deserted.
He could hear shouts of lagghter coming
from various studies, accompanied by the
rattle of crockery. As he had assumed, the
juniors were at tea.

At last he arrived outside the door of the
Common-room. Ile had his fingers on the
handle, and he was about to turn it, when
the door opened, and Hubbard and Long, of
the Remove, stood there.

“DBrewster !”” gasped Teddy Long.

I1a! Brewster took one quick glance over
the shoulders of the two juniors. Ie saw
that the Common-room was otherwise empty.
It was now or never!

“Yes, Brewster!” he said tensely.
myv lads, but it can’t be helped.”

Crash! Crash!

His right came out, and struck the flabby
Teddy in the chest; then his left swung
round, and caught Hubbard on the nose.

Teddy went over, howling wildly, and
Hubbard staggered back, gasping with pain.
But in a flash Hal Brewster had shot round
them, and he slammed the door with all his
strength.

Click ! ]

He turned the key in the lock. and then
he looked round trinmphantly. There, on
the wall, was his eap, as he had assumed.

“Hi! Help!” came a bellow from the
other side of the door. *“Rescue, Remove!”

Brewster sped across the Common-room,
tore his cap down, and then leapt at one of
tho windows.

“Raiders!” came the shout from the
corridor. *“It’s DBrewster—he’s pinching his
cap! Quick, vou fellows!”

Brewster dived headlong out of the
window, and he found himself in the West
Square But, to his dismay, a crowd of
juniors were just coming H]mur-'h the West
(Gate, from Little side. In a ﬂnsh they could
tell that there was snmofhmg wrong here.
They started running towards him, in order
to head him off.

“Crumbs!” gasped Brewster.

He swerved, and dashed through West
Arch. He was in the Triangle now, and he
was just in time to sce a crowd of Removites
pouring out of the main door of the Ancient
House. As he tore off towards the school
wall, they were on his heels like a pack of
wolves,

“Grab him!”

“He’s got that cap!

““He can’t escape, thongh—he’s trapped 1”

And this seemed to be the case. A group
of Fourth Tormers were in the gateway,
and it was quite certain that they would
never allow DBrewster to dash through. But
Brewster had no intention of dashing
through. He was thankful that he had taken
the earlier precautions. Ascott and Glynn
would be waiting *outside—in the lane.

“Coming over!” howled Drewster, at the
top of his voice.

“Sorry,

L
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1le had nearly reached ihe wall, and ne
sidilenly  sling the cap upwards and out-
wards, Jt went sailing through the air, and
a veritable hurricane of indignant shouts
arose. 'The juniors could guess what that
throw meant.

“Quick—outside!” shouted Handforth.
“There arc some other River Ilouse chaps
nmitt there, and they're going to o

e brok=s off. The ecap, sailing
triumphantly over the wall, scemed lost for
good. But at the crucial moment a gust of
wind came along, caught the cap, and caused
it to hover. Then, to Hal Brewster's chagrin
and deep disappointient, the cap fell—struck
the wall, and ecame tumbling over on the
inner side,

“"Collar it!” yelled Reggie Pitt.

In a flash the cap was seized, and Ial
Brewster found himself surrounded by a hot,
excited throng.

“Well, I nearly did it!” he said breath-
lessly. .

“¥You—you bounder grinned Nipper.
“You almost deserved to get away with it
—for vour cheek !”

“Well, I had a good try, anyhow,” said
Brewster. “Confound that gust of wind!
Ascott and Glynn would have been off hke
a shot——"

“1 don’t doubt it!” nodded Nipper. * But
this ought to prove that that cap is our
property, my lad!”

“Rats! It’s mine!”

“It's ours by right of conquest,” said
Nipper. “And it’s going back 1n the
Common-room.” . &

““Hadn't we better put it under lock and
key—or hide it somewhere?”’ suggested
Tommy Watson. *“If we don’t, these River
IHouse fatheads will be after it night and
day !”

‘?‘Ve shall ! said Brewster frankly.

“As we said before—try and get it
sald Nipper. *“As for locking it away,
there’'s nothing doing, my sons., It would
simply be an admission that we're afraid of
these fathcaded Commoners!”

“By George! So it would!” agreed Hand-
forth.

“So it will remain in the Common-room !”
caid Nipper firmly, “I'm not saying that we
shall keep it pinned up as it was, That’s a
bit too exposed, perhaps. DBut it’ll be in the
Common-rcom—in full sight.”

“Good criough!” said Brewster, nodding.
“I’ve failed this time, but what you’ve just
said, Nipper, is a challenge.”

“You can take it as one, if you like.”

“I do like!” said the River House leader,
“And TI'm jolly well going to get that cap
back !

“But you mustn’t do any burghling,” said
Reggie Pitt. ‘“No encaking in at dead of
night-—"

“Of course not!” said Hal. *“In fact, T’ll
go further than that. I'll guarantee that we
won't make any raids during lesson times
or after bed-time We'll get that cap back

I.H'

EH

i g sportstnanhike was
, when all you lellows are lige”
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“8poken like a man!” grinned Nipper.
“But, my dear old Hal, you surely don’t
think that you’ll be able to get this cap
again,. do you?” '

“ don’t think anvthing about it!” replied
Hal Brewster, a grim note creepiny into his
voice.  ““'That’s my skipper’s cap—and I've
got to have it!”

He nodded and walked off. And the St

Frank’s Remove knew that war was now
definitely and irrevocably declared!
CHAPTER 8.

" A Surprise from
Brewster !

pi JoLLL, it fizzled out!”
said Ascott bluntly.

They were walking
across the fields
towards the Raver
House School. The River Stowe was on their
left, and the countryside was looking very
peaceful on this September evening. But
Brewster & Co. were wearing solemn ex-
pressions and heavy frowns.

““Yes, but it came jolly near to succeed-
ing,” said Brewster regretfully. ‘' But for
that beastly puff of wind, the cap would have
been over the wall, Now we shall bave the
very dickens of a trouble to get it back.”

““A lot of fuss over a cap!” said Ascott
gruftly.

Hal Brewster shook his head.

“It 1sn’t the cap, old man,” he replied.
“That's really nothing. It’s what the cap
stands for. These St. Frank’s fellows have
capiured i1t, and they mean to hold 1t. Tt's
a trophy, signifying that we’'re the bottom
dogs, and, until we recover it, we skall be
the bottom dogs.”

“It's all very well to talk about recover-
inﬁ it, but how is it going to be donc?”
asked Glynn gloomily. *They’ll guard that

cap like—like the crown jewels. They’ll

 probably have guards there on duty all the

time.”

“Yes, they'll take plenty of precautions,”
Brewster said. ‘ But that will make it more
interesting-——and when we snecceed our success
will be all the greater. That's one conscla-
tion, anyhow.”

When they arrived in the quad at the
River House School, they were immediately

gurrounded by an execited crowd. Kingswoodl
and Norton and Robinson ran up with
Driscell and Buller and Pringle. Littlewood

and Mann came along with Palmer, and
there were lots of others.
“You didn’t get it?” echoed Kingswood,

aghast, when he heard the news.

“No,” growled Brewster. “They’re keep-
ing it—as a trophy of war!”

There was a roar of indignation and fury,
and the excitement inercased when Brewster
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The “girl ** pressed Edward Oswald Handlorth’s arm more tightly and drew closer—much to that

junlior’s delight—while the [ags looked on in amazement,

‘“ Well, I’'m jizgered ! >’ gasped Willy

Handforth.

explained all the details. The River House

Fourth Form was seething,

“It’s a challenge!” said Lang, of Study
No. 4. “That's what it is, Brewster—a
challenge 17

“1 know 1t, ass!”

“Well, what are you going to do?” asked
Lang excitedly. {

“We're going to get that ecap back, of
course,” said the skipper. “But there’s no
sonse in getting flustered about it. These St.
Frank's fellows mean business, and we shall
have to employ strategy. Anyhow, until I
get that cap back T shall feel jolly small.”

“Well, I'm glad you feel smalll” said the
Hon. Aubrey de Vere Wellbourne, with a
sneer in his voice. By gad! On the first
day of term, too! What a skipper |”

Brewster coloured.

“You keep out of it, Wellbourne!” he |
snapped.

The leader of the ITonourables shrugged his
shoulders,

“You bet I will!” he said sourly.
it just proves what I've always said.
leader, Brewster, you're a wash-out!”

“Hear, hear!”

“PBut
As a

“You're no good, Brewster!”

“Yah! Beaten by the Saints on the first
day of term!”
“ Resign—resign |”

Hal Brewster was rather surprised at the
open display of hostility. Quite a few of the
Commoners were joining in the general noise,
His own supporters were against him. His
jaw set firmly, and he faced them all with
blazing cyes.

“You know the circumstances!” he =raid
ficrcely, “Can’t you be sensible? What
chance had we on the Bannington platform,
outnumbered as we were?”

“You ought to have stuck to your cap!”
said Reeves hotly.

“Well, look here!” shouted Brewster., It
I haven’t got that cap back within a week.
and if I haven't made the Saints sing small
within the same period, I'll resign from the
captainey !”

“That’s fair enough!” said Kingswood.
“Let’'s back him up, you fellows! We'll give
him a week!”

“Hcar, hear!”

And €0 the matter was more or less zettled,
But Hal Brewster knew that he had a heavy
task in front of him.

Most of the Fourth-Formers broke up and
went indoors to their own studies, or into the
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gym, or the Commeon-room. And Hal
Brewster found Limself looking in  some
surprise at a new face. Ascott and Glynn
were talking with a slim, slight junior, who
was evidently a newcomer,

“Hallo!” said Brewster, walking up.
“Who's this?”
“New chap!” satd Ascott, with a grin. “I

don’t kuow what his name is yet, but I've
got a good nickname for him.”

“Oh!” said the new boy. “And what's
that 27 *

“Cissy !” said Ascott blandly.

But the new boy, instead of taking offence,
merely grinned.

“It’s my misfortune,” he said calmly. 1
know I’ve got a slim figure and small hands
and feet, and it’s not the first time I've been
told I look like a girl. But you needn’t chip
me about 1t.”

The new River House boy was certainly a
bit girlish. His skin waas fresh and fair, and
his eyes were of innocent blue. He had a
small mouth, and a very feminine nose, Yet
those blue eyes of his contained a mischievous
twinkle while Brewster & Co. examined him.

“Well, what's your name, anyhow?” said
Brewster,

“Cyril Graham,” said the new boy.

“In the Fourth?” asked Ascott.

“Y'ES."

“Crumbs !” said Ascott in dismay. :

“Cyril Graham!” murmured Brewster,
scratching his head.  “That’'s rummy! 1T

;

seem to have heard the name before. It
strikes a familiar note.”

“That's not improbable,” remarked the
new boy. “I expect you're thinking of my

pater.”
Hal Brewster started,

“Why, yes, of course!” he said, slapping
his thigh, *“Cwvril Graham, the famous West
End actor. My only bat! Are vou the son of
Cyril Graham; the celebrated comedian, wha's
now appearing at the Pall Mall Theatre?”

“Well, yes,” admitted Grabam., “He is
‘my pater, as a matter of fact.”

“My sons, this 1is interesting!” said
Brewster, regarding the new boy keenly,
“The River Iouse School i1s looking up!
Jolly glad to have you here, Graham, my
lad. And if vou're anything hke your pater,
you must be a stunning actor.”

“Well, T hope to go on the boards one
day,” said Graham casily.

“And, lemme see!” went on Brewster,
frowning thoughtfully. “I was reading some-
thing about you in one of the papers during
the holidays.”

“Yeg?” murmured Graham.

“Weren’t you mixed up in some rag over
at Twickenham ” :

“Yes,” said Graham.
Twickenham.”

“Then you're the fellow!” said Brewster.
“My hat! He looks as innocent as a babe.
you fellows—and yet, according to what I
read, he's an unhely terror!”

“My old school is at
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CHAPTER 10.
Gettinz to Work .

N the Junior Common-
room at the River
House School, Cyril
Graham was very
much of a “lion”

that evening.

Nobody had taken much notice of him at
first, but when it became generally known
that he was the son of the world-famous Cyril
Graham, his popularity was assured. For
Cyril Graham senior was an extraordinarily
clever comedian.

The River House fellows soon discovered,
too, that one of Graham’s uncles was a bishop
and another an admiral in the Navy. Quite
a number of Grabam’s exploits came out,
and were much talked about. There was no
doubt about it, Cyril Graham, of the River
House School, was a terror. At his previous
school he had been the leader in all the
miechief, His very air of innocence had
saved him from many a dire scrape.

And before that evening was over Hal
Brewster got a brilliant 1dea.

Somebody had asked Graham if he had
ever impersonated a girl, and Graham had
laughed coyly, and had replied in a sweet,

feminine voice, In fact, he had startled
everybaody. )
“It's one of my favourite roles!” he

admitted in a modest voice. * But I couldn’t
do much of it towamds the end, at my other
school. You cee, everybody got accustomed
to 1t."”

“But nobody here knows you!"” said Brew-
ster shrewdly. ““ Nobody at St. Frank's, any-
how! And vou're a Fourth-Former at the
River TTouse now, my son—you're one of
us 1"’

“I’'m jolly pleased to be,” said Graham,
nodding. .

“You'll have to help us in our campaign
against Nipper & Co.!” added Brewster.
“My son, there's a chance for you here!
A chance for you to shine—and to do some-
thing big!”

“By jingo!” said Ascott excitedly. “You
—you don’t mean "

“Yes, I do!” grinned Hal. “Nobody ut
St, Frank’s has seen Graham, and if he gets
dressed up like a girl, and goes there——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat, what a ragl” )

“But there’s something more in it!” said
Brewster keenlv., ‘““ What about my skipper’s
cap?”

i I.‘;V jillgﬂ!”

“Weo've got to get it back—and if we can
work the 1irick to-morrow, so much the
better ! said DBrewster. ‘““Now, the thing
has got to be done properly. What do you
say about it, Graham? Are you game to
go to St. Frank's to-morrow afternoon,
dressed as a girl, and—-"



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“I'm game for anything!” said Graham

promptly. ““And the riskier it is, the better
I shall like 1t. Just try mel”

“You'll do!” chuckled Brewster. “ By
Jove! I belicve we'll work the dodge!”

At St. Frank's the Remove fellows were
very much on the alert. A number of them
wero in the Common-room, and they were
momentarily expecting scme activity.

“Those River House bounders are certain
to be here during the cvening!” said Fuil-
wood. “But they're not going to get that
trophy, are they?"”

“Not likely!” chuckled Russell.

And there was a roar of laughter from all
the others. They glanced at Hal Brewster's
cap, and there was, perhaps, some reason
for their confidence.

The cap was in full sight, but it was no
longer pinned openly to the wall, It was
inside a little medicine-chest—tho latter
being, in fact, quite a commonplace bath-
room fitment. Some genius had borrowed it
from wupstairs, and had screwed it to the
Common-room wall

The door of the cabinet was sccurely locked,
but in the centre of that door there was a
square of plate-glass, and inside the little
ca};inet was Brewster’s orange cap, in full
sight. .

“We've kopt our word, anyhow gald

!'!'I

I\Tip]l'ler. “We told Brewster that his ca?
would remain in the Common-rocom—anc
there it 1s.  DBut, by Jove, if any of those

River House fellows make a sudden dash
and try to get the cap, they'll find them-
selves dished.”

““Ha, ha, hal”

“They can’t pull the cabinet down, becanuse
it's serewed on too hard,” said Nipper. “ And
if they break the glass, somebody is bound
to hear it. 1 rather think we've got them
on toast.”

But nothing happened during that even-
ing, and after bed-time the Removites knew
that the eap was safe for that night, at
least. Hal Brewster had given his promise
that nothing would be done in the “‘off ”
hours.

Next morning St. Frank’s was busy in
settling down. Practically no work was done
in the Form-rooms. of course, and most of
the masters were quite satisfied if their Forms
made some pretence of shaking down.

The afternoon was a half-holiday, and
there was some talk of getting up a football
match. But the ]eadingﬁights of the Remove
gathered together, and decided that it migit
be inadvisable. -

““We shall have to be jolly careful this
afternoon,” said Nipper, as he stood on the
Ancient House steps in the September sun-
shine, “Brewster & Co. did nothing yester-
day evﬁning, but they’re certain to get busy
to-day.

“Do you think they’ll attempt a raid?”
asked Handforth hopefully.

“It's hardly likely ”

“Rats!” growled Handforth. *“I wish
they'd ecome here in full force, vou know!

(L]

Then we could have a real decent scrap!
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do anything like

““No; they'll hardly
“They’il

Ii:i|'1.ELt,” said Nipper thoughtfully.
use strategy.”

“They'll use which?”

“Strategy—subterfuge,” replied Nippcr.
“In fact, we must be on the look-out for ell
sorts of trickery. They'll probably attempl
tn get into the school by means of some
dodge.”

“Well, they won't be lucks,” chuckled De
Valerie, “There are five or six fellows mn
the Common-room, and wo're going to take

{ it in turns to keep guard during the after-

noon. I'd like to sce any of those River
House fellows——"

. “Hallo, hallo!” said Vivian Travers, as
he gazed towards the gates. “What have

we here, dear old fellows? Well, well!
Surely this cannot be—— For the love of
Samson !”

A stranger had just wandered through tiio
gateway; a csmallish, bewhiskered gentle-
man, wearing a frock coat and a battered
topper. He wore cnormous horn-rimmed
spectacles, and he peerced about him ingusi-
tively.

At a casual glance, he scemed bona fide
enough, but Nipper & Co. were on the look-
out for something suepicious. And here they
found it! This bewhiskered old gentleman
did not scem quite genuvine. There was
something decidedly fishy about him.

“Poor old Brewster!” said Nipper sad!y.
“Surcly he doesn’t think that he can fool
us with a game like this? I rather think

we'd better go across to this clderly old
gentleman, and find out what he wants.”

“I rather think we had!” said Travers
dryly.

CHAPTER 11,
Not Quite a Success |

HE gentleman  with
the whiskers peered
amiably at tho

juniors as they sur-.
rounded him,

The juniors, for their part, gave him the
most pitying looks. For it was as obvious
as daylight that those whiskers were false,
and that the enormous spectacles were un-
necessary.

“Can we do anything for you, sir?” asked
Nipper politely,

“Yes, yes, to be sure!” said the Dbewhis.
kered old gentleman, in a hoarse voice,
“Thank you, boys—thank you! I—er—I am
anxious to look over your school.”

“Particularly the Ancient House, no doubt,
sir?” asked T'ravers blandly.

“Yes, yes!” said the stranger. “You are
gnite right—particularly the Ancient Iousc.
That is to say ”

“And the Common-room—thae Junior
fommon-room—will presumably be of special
entertainment to you?” asked Nipper.

“IEh? Weli, I don't know—-"
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grab at the whiskers, ‘“ Ascott, my lad,
vou're hopeless!™

i I"‘—I"“'l_""'”
sheepishly.

Nipper gave the whiskers a jerk, and they
came away in his hand. Dave Ascott, of the
River House School, stood there, looking
alarmed and {labbergasted.

“(Oh, my goodness!” he said blankly.

“Ha, ha, hal”

*“My dear old lunatic, it was simply dire!”
saidd Nipper sympathetically. * Your voice
gave you away in a tick.”

“I—I was half afraid of it!” said Ascott
glhumly. “You rotters! I was all nght
otherwise, wasn't I7”

“Tine!” said Handforth, with heavy rar-
casm. “A  wonderful disguise, my lad.
Ixecept for the whiskers and the spectacles
and the wig and the topper, you were pretly
good !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The erowd of Removites gathered round
menacinglv, and Ascott looked at them with
@ wary eye.

“Well, I've failed!” he said carclessly., I
think I'd better be going!”

“Just a minute, my 1#d!” said Haudforth.
“You surely don’t think that you can walk
out like this do you? 'The nerve! Caliniy
barging into the Triangle as though you
owned the place! What are we going to do
with him, vou fellows??

stuttered the stranger

“Duck him in the fountain-pool!” sug- |

rested Reggio Pitt promptly.

“Hear, hear!”

“@Grab him!”

“Hi, leggo!” howled Ascott wildly. “You
~you fatheads! A master might spot you

3

But the juntors were evidently quite in-
different to the risks they ran. Dave Ascott
was secized by many hands; he was rushed
across to the fountain-pool, and he was sent
into it, head-first.

Splash !

The unfortunate Aseott vanished under the
<urface, and when he came up he was look
ine very much like a drowned rat. He
hauvled himself out, and the juniors backed
away, velling with laughter.

“Go back to Brewster, and give biumn our
comphiments,” said Nipper sweetly. *“Tell
him that he'd better try something a little
more convineing,”

Ascott crawled away, leaving a trail of
wetness behind him. The Removites grinned
cheerily.

“Well, so much for that dodge!’ said
[fandforth. “I'm surprised at Brewster!
[ thought he had more brains! Surely he
docsn’'t think that we can be sucked in by
suich 1diotic wheozes 7"

“Well, 1t hardly seems up to Brewster's
standard,” adinitied Nipper. “DBuat he hasn't
got into the swing of things vet. The term’s
hardly started, remember. He's bLeen too
hasty——-"

- “By Ceorge!” said Handforth, with a
.

| reminiscent of stage “props.”
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“Come off it!” said Nipper, making a |

« A telegraph boy had just ridden briskly
through the gateway, and he was now pedal-
ling towards the Ancient House. There was
something about the appearance of that tele-
graph boy which caused all the Removites
to look at him very, very closely. ,

In the first place, his bicycle was too red.
It was glaringly red, and, obviously, it had
only heen enamelled that morning. The tele-
graph messenger’s uniform was somehow
' The peaked
cap was too big, and the tunie was too small.
Besides, this particular messenger boy had
never been seen before.

“After him !” roared Handforth, in alarm.

For the telegraph messenger had reached
the Ancient House steps, and was already dis-
mounting from his machine. He was making
a quick dive into the Ancient House. But
before he could enter the lobby, he was seized
by several juniors, and hauled round.

“I—I've got a telegram !” he stammered.
“I—I mean e

“Glynn !” yelled Reggie Pitt.

“Ob, crumbs!” said the telegraph mes-
senger blankly,

His face was ruddy-—cxtraordinarily ruddy.
There was a kind of lump on his nose, but 1t
d1d not look convincing. Handforth reached
sut a fist, and knocked the lump off. 'Then
he pulled one of the telegraph messengey's
eyebrows, and this came off, too.

“Hi, steady !” gasped Glynn, of the River
House School.

“Iere’s another of

'em!” said Nipper

grimly.  “What's the wheeze, Glynn, my
son?  Surely Drewster didn’t believe that

vou could fool us, did he ?”

(ieorgie Glynn grunted. t

“You're too jolly cute fer nus!” he growled.
“What's the good of trying a jolly decent
dodge like this?”

He looked mournfully across the Triangle,
and was just 1 time to see Mr. Beverley
Stokes, the popular Housemaster of the West
House, strolling through the gateway 1in
company with an exceedingly dainty, pretty
irl. Glynn tried his utmest to keep a little
glint out of his eyes, and he suecceded. He
turned his gaze quickly away.

“Well, vou've got me!” he said. “I've
fatled. What are you going to do to me?”’

“"Duck you in the fountain-pool!” said
Handforth, without hesitation.

“No, we can’t do that!” put in Reggie
Pitt guickly. *“Old Barry Stokes is in sight—
and, by Jove, there's a jolly pretiy girl with
nim, too!”

“KEh*" said Handforth,
“By George !
can be?”

“Somebody’s  sister, 1  suppese,”  said
Nipper, “It's only the sccond day of term,
vou know, and thare are still o few relatives
knocking alont.  Weo'd Letter finish with this
ass stradeht away. We'll let hun off the duek-
mg, thoneh.”

“Supposing we Just bump him 7" suggested
i'ntlhwood.

The proposal was carried unanimously.
Qlyun, much to his indignation, was bumped

looking rdtind.
1 wonder who the dickens she
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hard, He was bumped several times, Then
he was allowed to get on to his bieyele again
and escape. Surprisingly enough, however,
he was grinning happily—almost forgetting
his aches—as he cycled out through the gate-
way.

“They think they're jolly clever—but we're
going to diddle ’em yet!” he murmured
joyously. “My only Sunday topper! That
chap Graham is a marvel |”

CHAPTER 12.
“ Miss Scoft !

perfectly comfortable
and at ease.

Walking  sedately
beside Mr. Beverley
Stokes, had a sensation of absolute
security. He could not have entered St.
¥rank’s in a more convincing manner. KFor
here he was, escorted by one of the House-
masters !

It was really a picce of pure luck.

Coming up the lane, the River House
junior had encountered Mr. Stokes, and had
demurely made some inquiries of him. Mr.
Stokes had gallantly offered to take the
“voung lady ” to the school.

And here “she” was, very self-possessed,
and very confident. e

Nobody could be blamed for failing to de-
toct the deception. For Graham's imper-
sonation was a sheer triumph. Not only did
he look the part, but his acting was perfect.
His very walk, his very look, his every action
—all were suprene.

Indeed, before starting out from the River
House School, Graham had succeeded in fool-
ing scveral of his own Form fellows—and
they had already met him in his own person-
ality! So what chance was there for these
St. Frank's fellows?

It seemed incredible—ridiculons—that this
remarkably pretty girl could really be a boy.
It was such an outrageous idea that nobody
ever thought of it. I'or’a more charming girl
never existed—at least, so far as appearances
went. _

The St. Frank’s juniors saw a slim, grace-
ful girl of about ffteen. Her skirt was
fashionably short, revealing shapely, silk-
clad legs. Her high-heeled shoes were small,
and her delicate fingers were adorned with
one or two simple rings. Her frock was a
light, flimsy, summer confection, with a de-
light{ul little hat to match,

From bencath that hat smiled one of the
prettiest faces that Nipper & Co. had ever
seen. The blue eyes were frank and friendly,
and there was something roguish about this
girl’s little nose, and her small, but resolute
mouth. Ixquisite little waves of hair peeped
out from bencath the front of her hat, and
added to the general charm of her appear-
ance.

he

YRILL. GRAHAM was
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In & word, this girl was a stunner.

Mr. Beverley Stokes hadn't the faintest
idea that she was anything but what she pre-
tended to be. Iler voice was soft and allur-
ing; it contained a note of truly feminine
sweetness. It was a voice that one could
listen to for hours.

But then, Cyril Graham had every chance.

Not only was he slight in figure and small
in features, but he was the son of a celebrated
actor. This sort of thing was second nature
o him—it was born in him. He just couldn’t
help himself. And being a youngster of
colossal nerve, he carried the thing through
with a sang froid that was quite remarkable.
Hal Brewster knew that the River House
School had secured a prize who was simply
worth his weight in gold.

Mr. Stokes pausced as he and his companion
approached the centre of the Triangle,

“I think you said that you want to find
Scott, of the Remove?” he asked smilingly.

“Yes; my brother,” said the “girl,” with
a nod. “I do hope that Larry is here.”

“0Oh, T think he is sure to be,” said Mr.

Stokes. “Just one moment, Pitt!” he added.
*Do you mind coming here?”

“Certainly, sir!” said Reggie Pitt
promptly.

He and Nipper and Handforth and a
crowd of others came up, dofling their caps
deferentially,. and looked at the sweet new-
comer with admiring eyes,

“This 1s Miss Scott,” said the Housemaster.
“She would like one of you to find her
brother i

“By jingo!” sard Reggie Pitt, “Larry
Scott never told us that he had a sister, sir!”

“Was there any real reason why he
should do so?” smiled Mr. Stokes.

“Er—mo, I suppose not,” said Reggie.
“Awfully pleased to meet you, Miss Scott !
Your brother i1s in my House, you know.
I'm Pitt.”

“And I'm Handforth, of the Ancient
House ! said IEdward Oswald cheerfully,

They all swarmed round her, and the de-
cciver was in no way flustered. He had ex-
pected this. Tt was by no means his firse
attempt at this sort of thing, and he was a
past-master in the art.

“Well, if you don’t mind, Miss Scott, T
will leave you in the hands of these boys.”
said Barry Stokes, with a twinkle in his
cves. “I have no doubt that they will be
pluasjr:d to obey any commands that you may
give,”

“Thank you so much!” said Graham,
giving the Flousemaster a friendly smile.

Mr. Stokes went off, and Graham knoew
that he was now, indeed, i1n the very midst
of the enemy. Dut he was enjoving himself
immensely. This jape was going to be rich.

For even Brewster & Co., when thev had
seen this “ girl,” bad refused to believe their
eyes. Ascott had positively declared that he
had never scen such a pretty girl in all his
life. So the St. I'rank’s fellows were {ooled
“up to the eyes.” ILIven Nipper suspected
nothing.
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How could he? For Graham was wearing
no facial disguise. 1lis features were his
own—and the only aids to his impersonation
were feminine attire, a wig, and a certain
amount of face powder.

“So you're Larry Scott’s sister?” asked
Pitt, with renewed interest. *This is fing,
Miss Scott! I hope you’ll come down often !

“1 cannot promise that

1” smiled this re-
markable young “lady,” giving Reggie a
dazzling glance. “1’m rather annoyed with
i.arry for not having mentioned me.”

“We’'ll serag him when we find him ! de-
clared Hamdforth, * Any chap who has such
a ripping sister ought to boast about her!
By George! I've never scen such a lovely
~—— I—I mean Crumbs!  Where's
Farry Scott?” he added, looking round in
confusion.

“Anybody seen Scott
(Goodwin.

Doyle, of Study R, in the West IHouse,
came along.

“Scott?” he repeated.
looking for Scott?”

ii '&TGS-IJ

“He’s gone out!” said Doyle, giv-
ing the “girl” an admiring glance.
“Well, you chaps, 1 hope you're going
fo introduce me,” he added.

“This is Miss Scott—Larry’s sister!”
said Dick Goodwin,

“My hat!” said Doyle. “ And that
ass, Scott, never told us!”

Dovle shared Study R with Scott
ind Yung Ching, the Chinese boy,

SJ 132

sang out Dick

“Are you chaps

1:!:
-

| her

and so he was certainly in a position
to know something oi Scott’s move-
ments.

As it happened, Hal Brewster knew,
too. He had made it his business to
find out that Larry Scott was going
over to Bannington that afternoon with
one or two Iourth-Formers from the
Modern House. Thus the coast was
clear.

“It’s too bad!” said Graham, with
a little laugh. “Of course, T didn’t
tell my brother that I was coming,
and I cannot really blame him. Have
you any idea when he will be back?”

**Oh, at about tea-time,” said Doyle.

“Good egg!” chimed in Handforth, * Per-
haps you’ll allow us to show you round the
school, Miss Scott? And then you might like
to stop to tea, ch? We'll have a special
gspread in Study D—"

“Rats!” said Nipper. ‘“Miss
going to have tea in Study C!”

“Not hikely!” eaid Reggie DPitt firmly.
“Scott 1s a West House chap, and you
Ancient IJouse fatheads can go and eat coke!
You're going to have tea in Study K, aren’t
you, Miss Scott ?”

(GGraham laughed merrily.

“Don’t you think we’'d better leave it for
a bit?” she asked in a demure voice.
““Please, pleasc! I don’t want you to quarrel
over me!”

“Oh, no; of course not!” said Nipper.

Scott  1s
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“And cannot T be allowed to choose my
own escorty” went on the ““giwrl,” with a
twinkle in those innocent, blue eyes, 1
would just love to look round the schocl.”

They all pressed round her, offering their
services, But Grabam, after glancing from
one to the other, moved a step nearer ito
Handforth.

“I would just love yvou to show me round,
if vou don’t mind,” she said coyly, linking
arm  with Handforth's, “You will be
nice and escort me, won't you ?”

Fdward Oswald Handforth went hot and
cold all over. Then he bestowed a trium-
phant glanece on all the others,

CHAPTER 13.
A Little Mistake !

() ELL, I'm blowed!”
Y/ said Nipper, scratch-
ing his head.

“Nerve !” said Pitt t
indignantly. b

Hal Brewster sped towards the school wall, the Rer
two school-fellows waiti

They watched in consternation as * Miss
Scott ”  walked off arm-in-arm with the
victorious Handforth. But, of course, they
could do nothing. She had chosen for her-
sclf, and although the other juniors were
mystified regarding her choice, LIIIE}’ could not
very well abject.

“Handy ought to be boiled!” eaid Church
warmly. * Supposing lrene should walk into
the Triangle now?”

“I hope she does!” grinned MeClure. “ My

hat! Then there would be some fireworks!”
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“Rubbish !” said Nipper. “Irenec Manners
is pretty friendly with Handy, but she’s not
a jealous girl. )

“Don’t you believe it,” said Reggie Titt,
“Look at those two—thick as thieves! I'mi
blessed if that girl isn’t chinging to old
Handy’s arm like a leech! Lucky beggar!
She's a corker!”

“But why did she choose him?”
(zoodwin in astonishment.

asked

“There's no telling with girls,” said Pitl
sadly. “Just look at my own sister, for
example. A sensible sort of girl in most
ways, and yet she has a soft spot for Iull-
wood !
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s like a pack of wolves. *‘ Coming over ! *’ yelled Hal to his

threw the eap upwards into the air.

“You silly ass!” roared Fullwood, turning
red.

“Oh, sorry!” chuckled Reggie.
there, Fully?”

“Yee, I am!” snorted Fullwood. *“And
why shouldn’t your sister be a friend of
mine 7" '

“Don’t let’s argue,” said Nipper sooth-
ingly. “I rather think, my sons, that there’s
some further wogk for us to do. Don’t forget
those River House bounders!”

“Are you
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“Ye gods and little fishes!” ejaculated

Tominy Watson,

They all stared towards the main gates,
Handforth and his charge had vanished
through West Arch, and the Triangle was
now cmpty, except for one or two groups of
juniors, Bul a stranger was just entering,
and there was certainly something suspicious
about his appearance.

“Oh—ho " murimured Reggie Pitt,
have we here?”

The stranger was a smallish man attired in
blue overalls, He carried a little bag of
tools slung over his shoulder, and a greasy
peaked cap was set at an angle on his head,
His face was rather ruddy, and he
wore ginger side-whiskers,

“Come on!” said Nipper grimly.

They bore down upon the new
arriwal, surrounding him, and their
expressions became more determined
than ever.

“Well 77 said Nipper. “Who are
you, and what do you want ?”

“Afternoon, young gent ! said the
neweomer  briskly. “Now about
these 'ere telephones.”

“What telephones?”

“Therc’s some repair work to be
done in the Ancient House, ain’t
there?” said the man. “Line’s out
of order in the public box in the

“What

Comimnon-room——->" _
“Common-room !” roared all the
Removites.
“’lire!” protested the strangcr.
“There’s no need to——"

“Cheese it, Brewster!” said
Nipper, with a pitying note in his

voice. “My hat! You surely didn’t
think that you had fooled us, did
you?”

“ Brewster!” repcated the man.
“’Iire, what’s the game, young
gent? T've come ’ere about the
telephones——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nipper had reached forward, and
he had grabbed one of the side--
whiskers, It came off in his hands,
and the next moment, Hal Brewsler
himself was revealed, He looked at
the juniors 1n a startled way at first,

and then his expression became
sheepish.

“Dished and diddled!” he said
complainingly. “My  goodness!

You chaps are too smart for us!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Try again, Brewster—and try semething
a little better,” said Nipper genially. *“My
poor, deluded ass! We knew in a flash that

- you were a fake.”

“IWEII, we're all doing our best,” grumbled
Hal.

“So you thought you could ecalmly wall
into the Commdn-room, eh?” said Nipper.
“And, once there, you thought you ecould
grab your precious cap, did you? Wc're not
quite so green, Hal, my beauty !”
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“What are we going to do with him?”
acked Pitt,

“Duck bim in the fountain-pool and chuck
him out!” said Fullwood promptly.

“Hi!” howled Brewster. * You-—you—
Lezgo! What the »

His protests were usciess; he was dragged
to the fountain-pool, ducked in, and then
rushed off the premises. He was deposited
in the middie of the road outside the gates,
and a yelling erowd of Removites watched
him bolting gown the lane.

*Ha, In, ha™

“That's the way to deal with 'em!” said
Nipper, grinning. “We’'ll show these River
House fatheads that we’re not blind!”

“Yes, rather!” said FFullwood. **1t doesn’t
matter what disguises they come 1in, we'll
spot them.”

“Here, I say!” gasped Church suddenly.
“Look! Look at that chap coming round the
gym /!’

They all turned and stared across the
Triangle. A lttle wizened man had just
appeared in sight from round an angle of the
last House. lle was looking up at the
gymnasium with peering interest. He was a
small, untidy man with a wizened face and a
hat that swas too large for him., He wore
larged spectacles which were slightly blue-
tinted.

“This is getting too thick!” said Nipper
indignantly, *“There are swarms of the
beggars! Come onl”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“No questions—no
Pitt. “Let's duck him straight away!”

“Good egg!”

There was a mad rush, and the man in the
blue spectacles gave a how! of astonishment
and alarm as the juniors swarmed round him
and swept him off his feet,

“Good heavens!” he panted. *“What
the—— Release me! How-—how dare you?
Yon unmitigated young rascals—"

“Ha, ha, hal” o

“(huck him in the fountain-pool!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” e

“Stop!” ebhricked the unhappy victim.
“Pesist! I shall complain to your head-
master Good heavens! This—this is out-
rageous! I command you to——"

“(Cheese it, you River House fathead

“You can't fool us like -this!”

With a rush the wunhappy man was
whirled across to the fountain-pool, he was
raised up in the air, and he was allowed to
drop. .

Splash! "

He .descended into the water with much
noise, and he wallowed about helplessly.
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Fullwood leaned forward and grabbed a
handful of the stranger’s long, untidy hair.
“OIff with this wig!” he said cheerfully.

But the stranger gave a fiendish yell of
agony, and IFullwoed found that the **wig?”
refused to come. A startled, anxious ex-
pression came over Ralph Leslie's face.

“It's stuck!” he gasped.

“You—you young demons!” screcamed the
vietim. “ Where is Mr., Pycraft? Where i
my friend, Mr. Pycraft! Find him at once!
I come to this school, innocently enough,
seeking my friend—-"

“(Great corks!” gurgled Gresham. “We'vo
made a bloomer, vou chaps!”

“Wha-a-a-at?”

““He’s not disguised at all—he's a real
man !” babbled Gresham.

“Oh, my only sainted aunt!”

“Cave l”

They bolted in all directions, and, as it
happened, they were only just in time. Ior
as they vanished into various doorways and
arches the stranger pulled himself out of the
fountain-pool, and Mr. Horace Pycraft, the
unpopular master of the IFourth, came into
view.

“Help—help!” moaned the stranger, in a
feeble voice.

“My dear Weston!” shouted Mr. Pycraft.
“Upon my soul! What have you been
doing ¢”’ *

He ran up, and helped the luckless Mr,
Weston towards the Kast House.

*“Qutrageous — abominable !" came Mr.
Pycraft’s indignant voice. “Yes, to bé sure!
1 shall make inquiries, my dear Weston! I

will see into this, and find out who 13
responsiblel An outrage—an appalling out-
rage !”

They vanished, and the juniors mopped
their heated brows.

“Phew!” whistled Nipper. “That was a
narrow shave, you chaps! We shall have to
go easy after this!”

“It’s becoming a nightmare!” said Reggie
Pitt breathlessly.

CHAPTER 14,

Handforth Enjoys Hime
self !

HANDFORTH hardly

knew whether he was
on his head or his
heels,

In the first place, he was gratified and
overioyed by the fact that “Miss Scott”
clung to his arm elosely and affectionately.
There was no getting away from it—her
delicate little hand was gripping his arm
quite strongly. And Handforth wasn’t used
to this kind of thing.

True, he was very friendly with Irene
Manners, of the Moor View School. But
Irene was a brisk, cheery, chummy sort of
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‘girl, There was no nonsense about her.
Handforth could nol remember the time
when she had linked her arm in his—at least,
not in this way.

Miss Scott was so different—so bewilder-
ingly fasecinating.

There was something clinging about her,
something so excessively feminine, Which
wag all the more surprising, considering that
““she ” "was masculine! But Cyril Graham
was an extraordinarily clever young actor.

And in Handforth he had chosen the
easiest of all vietims! '

Needless to say, Graham had received
precise instructions from Ial DBrewster
before starting out-—and his selection of
Handforth was deliberate. Ile had never
seen Handforth before, but there could be no
mistaking this burly, bluff Removite.

Graham was going to work cautiously—and
with deliberate cunning. He had already
passed the test, and was not suspected. He
could wander about with Handforth, and
nobody would ask any awkward questions,

(GGraham knew that Brewster himself had
already been—arttired in the garb of the
telephone man—and this was really the
signal for Granam’s own activity.

e was filled with inward amusement,
These St. Frank’s fellows thought they were
very elever—but little did they realise that
they had, themselves, been fooled from the
start !

Little did they guess that Ial Brewster
had intended them to see through all
those imperfect disgnises! It was part of the
plot. The one disguise that was to be kept
a real seeret until the last moment was
Graham’s—and Graham was doing his job
superbly,

But he told himself that there was no
nnmediate hurry.  The last of the other
ratders had been, and now the Saints would
be on the alert, ant in the Triangle. waiting
for other vietims. 'There was no reason why
the new River House fellow shouldn’t have a
littie fun at Ilandforth’s expense.

The 1mnocent Handy had not the faintest
suspicion |

At that moment. he was standing in the
West Square, pointing out the beauties of the
architecture to his fair companion. And
“she,” for her part, listened with intent
interest to all he had to say.

“Of courze, it’s an old place,” remarked
Handforth proudly. “8o jolly old that lots
of people don’t know when it was first bualt,
Just have a look at the stones, Miss Seott !”

“¥Yes!” murmurced the girl, giving his armn
another press, “How wonderful, aren’t
they? So.rugeed—so eloquent of strength.
Do you know, they remind me of you!”

Iandforth felt himself going limp.

“J—1I bew pardon ¥’ he stammered.

"Rugged, and eloguent of strength!™ mur-

mred ** Miss Seott.,” *Ian't it so apt?  Oh,
1 do jove ruggedness and strength!”
“Yes, . rather!” mumbled }Mandforth

breathlessly
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“Won't you let me call you Ted?” went on
this extraordinary “girl.” “It’s.a wonderful
narme-—Tod 1"

Wik ]'_._'I‘___ ]’___].1

“If you do, I'll let you call me Phyllis!”
murmured Graham coyly. * Do you like my
name—Phylilisv”

“Ivs-~11"s topping!” said Handforth.

He happened to glance round, and he
found those blue eyes turned full upon him.
They were full of softness—full of gentic
admiration. le found himself gazing into
their higquid depths, and a kind of lamp
b came into his throat.

“I—J—— Oh, my hat!” he panted. * Lzet’s
—let’s go and have a look at the other
buildings!™

Without o doubt, Handforth was now
thoroughly and positively in the grip of his
companion. He was Jike putiy in “her ”
hands,

*“Must we look at some more buildings¥”’
she whispered, in that slightly-hugky, allur-

ing voice of hers. “Oh, please, Ted! Can't
we go indoors?”

“Yes, 1f—if you want to!” stammered
Handforth.

“1 want to see your study!” said the girl
tenderly. "“The room where vou work—the

room where you spend so much of your
time, 1 want to sit in the chair that you
git "™

“0Oh, corks!”

“1 like you, Ted!” she went on dreamily.
“You're so different from the other boys!
So big—so powerful--so strong!”

At the moment, Handforth was feeling
about as strong as a half-set iable jelly.

“Let’s—let’s go indoors, then!” he said,
with a kind of gulp.

Although he was so dizzy. he was never-
thele=s filled with ecstasy. This girl was un-
doubtedlv a stunner. She was a peach, and
Handforth was overjoyed because she had
“fallen ” for him. The other juniors were
nothing to her; he was everything. And 1t
is to be feared that Handy forgot all ahout
Irene during these wonderful minutes.

They weut indoors, and in the rear lobby
they passed Willy Handforth, and one or two
otner fags. They all stardd at the pair with
frank, undisguised astonishment. The Third-

Formers were not famed for their discreet
MmManners.
1 “My only hat!” said Chubby Heath.

“T.ook at your major, Willy !”
“T'm looking ! said Willy sternly.
“Spooning with this girl!” said Juicy
Iemon, in a voice that eonld have been
heavd on the other side of the Square.
Handforth went as red as a beetroot.
“Clear off, you young rotters!” he hissed.
“This—this 15 Miss Scolt 3
“Don’t take any notice of them, Ted,” said
the girl smilinely. “We don’t care, do we?

Oh, I'm so fond of you—and it doesn’t
maltier who knows it!” _
She pressed his arm more tightly than

| ever, and drew eloser. The fags lookedron in
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blank amazement as the pair passed on down
the passage.

“Well, I'm jiggered !”” said Willy, scratch-
ing his head,

“Sue's a bit of a nut, isn’t she?” asked
Chubby. “CGreat pip! Did you hear what
she said to your major ?”

“I did!”" nodded Willy. “There’s gsome-
thing fishy about it, my lads!”

“Rats!” said Chubby. *“Your major 1s
smitten, that's all.”- In about five minutes,

she'll be angling for icecreams and
chocolates! I know what girls are!” he
added sagely.

In the meantimme, Handforth and his

charming companion had reached Study D,
and Ilandforth was terribly seclf-conscious
because the little room was rather untidy.
He started making excuses as he closed the
door, but the girl laughed at him.

“Why, it’s lovely|” she said, clasping her
hands, and looking round with wide-open,
admiring eyes. “It's gorgeous, Ted! £o
this is your study? Splendid!”

She went across and sat in the arm-chair,
and undoubtedly she made an entrancing
picture. A vision of silky fluffiness, pretty
and dainty; a stray curl or two escaping

from under her charming hat; a glinipse of |

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

elim, silk-clad legs. It swas scarcely any
wonder that Handforth felt extremely dizzy.

“Won't you come over?” suggested the
girl softly. *“Please, Ted!”

“(C-c-come over?” stammered Handforth.

“Yes!” she murmured. “Come and sit on
the arm of the chair, beside me.”

Handforth went over, and sat on the arm
of the chair. He could feel her presence
near him; he could catch a faint odour of
the alluring scent that arose from her hand-
kerchief as she held it in her hand.

Then, just at that moment, the door burst
open, and Church and McClure strode in!

CHAPTER 15.
Getting Down to Work !
rY

hat!” ejaculated
Church blankly.

“Great Scott!”
said McClure.

Handforth leapt off
the arm of the chair as though it had become
white-hot.

“I—I—I—" he began, in a gurgle.
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Then there was a complete silence.
Leisurely, easily, the girl” rose from the
chair, and she gave Church and McClure onc
of her most bewildering sintles.

“Ted was just showing me his study,” she
explained roguishly,

“Tut-Ted ¥ babbled Church. *‘Ob, I see!
You-—you mean Handy ?”

Iandforth partially recovered himself.

“Clear off ! he said thickly. “You're not
wanted here, vou fatheads!”

“"So 1t seemed—when we
remarked McClure pointedly.

“You—you—— TI'm showing Miss Scottl
round the school I’ blustered Handforth, “I
think we’d better be getting along, Miss
Scott!” he added hastily. ‘““There’s—there’s
a lot more to show you yet!”

He fairly grabbed the *girl,” and hustled
her out of the study. Church and McClure
glanced at one another, and their expres-
sions were startled,

“Well, I'm blessed!””, breathed Church.
“He’s smitten again!”

“Yes: but she's the cause of
Mac sternly. “My only hat!
ing him, as they call it!”

“All girls are the same!” said Church
biiterly. “She’s just getting round him,
that’s all!l Before the day’s out, he’ll be
buying her presents and things. She'll skin
him clean!”

“I believe you!” said McClure. ‘“But all
girls aren’t the same, though. Irene wouldn’t
do anything like this—nor would Winnie or
Doris, or any of the others. Scott’s sister
seems to be pretty rapid!”

Scott’s alleged sister was coming to the
conclusion that the time was ripe to act; thai
he would have to put an end to this little
comedy.

For one thing, Brewster & Co. were waiting
about outside; they had arranged it. They
would be quite close, and, at an arranged
signal, thev would swarm into the Triangle
in great force—ncarly the whole of the
River House Fourth Form.

came

it1” said
She’s vamyp-

The whole success of the thing would de-

pend upon Graham, Then, after that pre-
arranged signal, everything would he de-
pendent upon speed. According to the way
things were going, there was not much doubt
that the afternoon’s plottings would end in
complete success,

The next item on the programme was to
locate the Common-room. Graham, of
course, had never been to St. Frank’s before,
but he did not regard this as a serious
handicap. With Handforth as an innocent
accomplice, things were comparatively easy.

“You mustn’t take any notice of thos.
rude boys,” said the “girl,” as she clung
more closely than ever to Handforth’s arm
“It was a pity they interrupted us hke
that.”

“T'll give them a couple of black eyes
later on|” said Handforth fiercely. ’

“Oh, Ted!y whispered his companion,
shocked.

forth.

ini”|
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“I—I mean—— My hat!” gasped Hand-
“Well, you sce, they butted in, and

“Oh, please forgive them,” whispered the
charmer.  “You've shown me where you
work. Can’t vou show me the other places
of interest? Tsn't there a big room where
you sometimes congregate together, to discuss
football and boxing?”

:‘ You mean the Common-room?"”

“Yes,” she murmured. “Is it anywhere
near7”’

“Only at the end of the corridor,” replied
Handforth. “We’'ll go along there, if you'd
like to see it.”

"I should love to,” said the “maiden,”
pressing his arm with affectionate force,
“Oh, it's so good of you, Ted, to take all
this troubla over me!”

“It’s no trouble at all!™
promptly. “I-—I love it!
come to St. Frank’s often!”

“Oh, T expect you'll see quite a lot of

said IMandforth
I hope you'li

me,"’ promisu::t_l the deceiver, with perfeet
truth. “I'm living in the distriet now, vou
know.”’

Handforth started,

“By George!” he ejaculated. *“Really!”™

“Yes, really!” she murmured. “And so
I expect I shall be at St. Frank’s quite fre-
quently.”

“Good egg! Don’t forget to look me up,
will you?” asked the leader of Study 1.
“Perhaps vou'll come to tea sometimes?®”

“T should love it—if I can have tea with

you, alone!” said the “girl ” softly. *1
don’t want anvbody else with ns, Ted. Just

you and I! Won't it be lovely?”
Handforth again found himself swallowing
comething that wasn't really there.

“This—this is the Common-room !” Lie =aia
thickly. ‘This door leads——"

“Don’t let’s go in for a moment, please!”
said his companion. “There might be some.
bodv there—and 1 want you alone!”

“Oh, my hati”

“What a pity it is we're so far from the

shops!” added the “girl 7 regretfully. 1
thought perhaps an ice-cream——-"
“Ieo-cream!” echoed Handforih, with a

start. “Why, ves! Mrs. Hake. in the sclicol
tuck-shop, hns got ice cream!” _
“Oh. has she?” eried the fair one. “ How

splendid ! Would you mind very much—-—-"

“T'Il buzz ofl like a shol!” said Handforth
cagerly, “T'll get you a couple of wafers,
Miss Scott.”

“Please, Ted!” she said, looking straight
into his bewililered eyes,

“T1—1I mean—Phyllis!” he stammered.

Then he escaped, running down the corri-
dor in a whirl of confusion, Never in his
life had any girl treated him like this! Jrene
had alwavs  been  so  matter-of-fact -s0
exactly similar to a boy ehum. But Phyliis

was—— Handforth couldn’t gnite get the
hang of it vet Ile was in the throes of be-
wilderment.

As he vanished round the corner, his late

| companion became brisk,
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moment to act. Handforth would probably
be three or four minutes before he returned,
and during that time much could be done.

Graham turned the haondle of the Common.
room door, opened it, and walked in. He
was not altogether surprised to see a couple
of juniors in that big apartment. They were
De Valerie and Somerton, of Study G. Very
obviously they were on guard.

During that first glance Graham spotted
Hal Brewster's yellow cap, and ho was just
a little startled. I'or there was the cap,
behind ite protection of plate-glass, in that
jittle metal case. Still, a trifle of this sort was
not going to deter himi. The metal case was
not particularly big, and. he could casily
grab the whole contraption. There would
be no time to open the thing, for everything,
now, would depend upon rapidity of action,

De Valerie and Somerton jumped to their
feet as ““she ” came in.

“QOh, I'm so sorry !” murmured the “girl,”

hesitating.

“That's all right!”
gallantly. “ Wo didn’t expect—

“I'm just looking round, you know,"” st
Graham, giving the pair a dazzling smile.
“So this is the Common-room? Isn’t it
lovely # How lucky you boys are to live in
such a wonderful school !” -

“Yes, it's pretty good!™ said Somerton.

“You don’t mind if I sit down, do vou?”
went on tho “maiden.” “I—I"m not feeling
quite well. Just a little faintness, I believe.
If there is any water——"

She broke off, sinking into one of the
chairs. De Valerie and Somerton ran to-
wards her, full of alarm and concern.

“Oh, I say!” burst out Val. "“Is—is any-
thing recally the matter?”

said De Valerie

1

' said

“Just a little water—please!” murmured |

the visitor softly,

“T'Il get it!” said De Valerie promptly.

“No! I willl” shouted Somerton.

They both rushed off, as Graham had fully
anficipated,

He had been prepared. however, to ask che
second junior to “find” a handkerchief—a
mythical bandkerchief—which had been
dropped somewhere outside.

“However, there was no necessity for that.

The instant the two juniors had gone,
Graham Jeapt to the door and closed 1t. Then
he rushed across the Common-room, grabbed
the metal box containing the precious cap—
and a wild howl of surprise and anguish
escaped those rosy lips!

it A

CHAPTER 186,
Bowled Out !

GRAHAM re-
ceived the shock of
his life—in a double
sonse.

A second earlioer, he
had told himsclf that the game was won.
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Cyril Graham knew that this was the ]

Nipper & Co. were beaten—and the River
Hcuse fellows would be able to crow un-
ceasingly over their great triumph.

For what could boe casier than to unhook
this hittle metal box, dive through the win-
dow, give the signal, and rush out? Noneo
4[:1}f1 the Saints would be in time to stop the
thing. ;

BL%I: then, all in a flash, the whole pro-
gramme crashed to the ground.

For, as Graham scized the metal box, he
found his whole frame tingling with agony.
In spite of himself, he gave a shriek of
pain.

The metal box was electrified !

It is to bo feared that this dainty, charm-
ing miss cut a very undignified, ungraceful
figure at that moment! Handforth, coming
back with the ice-creams, and a number of
other fellows, attracted by the shouts, paused
in consternation as they swept nto the
Common-room.

They beheld the alleged young lady danc-
ing madly and spasmodically against tho
other wall, and giving vent to wild howls
at tho same time. Worst of all, “her” hat
had been jerked off during the last few
moments, and the wig, too, was askew. It
was only a small wig—giving the appearance
of shingled hair.

“Great guns!” gurgled Handforth.

“Look 1” yelled Gresham., “It's a wig!
I don't believe she's a girl at alll”

“SWHAT!” bellowed Handforth.

_ In his excitement, ho tossed his ice-creams
into the air. They weren't wafers, but big,
well-filled cones. One of them struck Full-
wood in the middle of the face, and the other
splashed down the front of Archie Glen-
thorne's noble waisteoat.

“Good gad!” shrieked Archie. “0dds
horrors and foulness! You frightful blighter!
I mean to sav——"

“Quick !” yelled Nipper, running in. “It’s
a spoof, you chaps! We've been diddled—
and if that metal case hadn’t been electrified
we should have been done!”

Nobody could quite understand the situa-
tion at the moment. But there could be no
donbt that this “girl ” was a deceiver. For
the wig had now completely come off, reveal-
ing a sleek, well-brushed head of hair.

“My bhat!” said Reggie Pitt breathlessly,
“That was a good stunt of yours, Nipper,
to connect the eleetrie wires to that box. You
made it into a ‘shocking’ battery, and this

| raider can’t let go now.”

“She’s not a raider!” roared Handforth.
“You silly fatheads!
the box by accident.
the ecurrent?”

Handforth was very excited. He wouldn’t
believe that “Phyllis ” was false. It was too
incredible—too outrageous, :

Nipper pulled a key out of his pocket and
ran swiftly across to the now gasping
Graham. He inserted the key in the lock of
the metal case—getting none of the current,
since he did not touch the clectrified metal
with both hands. The door came open, and
Nipper clicked a switch.

I expect she examined
Why can’t you cut off
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Brewster, disguised as Dr. Staflord, strode across to the box fixed to the wall, pruduelﬁg a small ham=

mer as he did so. Crash !

““Oh, thank goodness!” breathed ‘ Phyllis,”
as she sagged away.
. IMandforth caught her in his arms and held
her tenderly.

“Water, you chaps he said,
round. ‘ 8he’s nearly fainting 1”

KEven now quite a number of the juniors
still believed that they were in the prescnce
of a girl. Perhaps she had had an Eton crop
and did not like the style, and so was wearing
a wig. Undoubtedly Graham still looked
very feminine.

DBut he gave himself away quite uncon-
sciously. He took it for granted that he was
bowled out. He knew that his wig was off,
and he had heard practically nothing of what
had been taking place.

“Well, I'm dished!” he said, when he had
partially recovered, “You—you rotters!
Electrifying that box like that!
didn’t tell me e

“* Brewster !”
but——"?

“Cheese it!” said Graham. “I'm not a
gir]! I'm a River Honse chap !”

““My only sainted aunt!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“T'hen—then——"" began Handforth, turn.
ing pale, and then violently red. “T'hen—
then you were spooting—— Qh, erumbs!
You rotter! You—you i |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Nipper grinned with appreciation.

lQD]{ing

shouted THandforth, * Dut-—-

|

Browster |

."
:

With one blow the River House raider smashed the glass to smithereens !

“I don’t know who the dickens you are,
but you're as smart as they make ’em!” he
said frankly. “ By Jove! You fooled the lot
of us! I've never seen a more clever im-
personation. Congratters, old man!”

“Thanks!”’ said Graham feebly. *'I’'m a
new chap at the River House, you know,
Graham’s my name—Cyril Graham, of the
Fourth.”

“Jolly pleased to meet you!” chorused the
juntors, crowding round.

“Tt was Brewster's idea,’
“But how were we to know

“Exactly I” murmured Nipper. *“But you
can go back and tell Brewster that we weren’t
born yesterday. Of course, now I can under-
stand the reason for those other impersona-
tions. They were meant to be exposed. What
a deep bounder Brewster is!”

““And those River House chaps nearly got
that cap back!” said Reggie Pitt, with a
whistle. “In a way, I'm a bit sorry for
them. They jolly well deserved to win!
Graham, you're a marvel |”

“Ilear, hear!”

“Wait until you hear how he spoofed o©ld
Handy !” grinned Church. “We went into
Study D—7

“Dry up!” hooted Handforth wildly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, Ted ! =aid Graham in a soft, alluring
voice, “Won't you come and sit with me,
Ted? T like you so much! You are so
rugged--so strong——"

' went on Graham.

33
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“Ha, ha, hal"®

“Lemine get at him!” howled Handforth.
“Creat pip! IHe was pulling my leg all the
titne ! And I thought "

“Ila, ha, halt”

Compliments were showered upon Cyril
Grahiam unceasingly. All the Removites were
full of enthusiasm for his extraordinarily
clever performance. He was allowed to don
his wig and hat again, and then he was
escorted off the premises,

The juniors solemnly crowded round the
“girl,” and displayed the utmost gallantry in
taking her to the main gates. Nobody sus-
pected  that anything was wrong. But
Brewster & Co., who had been waiting and
watching, knew that something must have
gone wrong, And they were sad at heart,

Graham joined them two or three minutes
later as he was walking down the lane—and
after the grinning Removites had waved their
hands to him. Quite a number, in fact, had
kissed their hands very affectionately—much
to the amazement of the secandalised Mr,
Pycraft, who happened to witness the
incident from his window,

“Well, it failed, you chaps!” said Graham
reluctantly, after he had explained. “I did
my best, and I spoofed them up to the eyes,
But how the dickens was I to know that
Lhn}"’d keep your rotten cap in an eleetrified

oy ™
~“My goodness!” said Drewster, with a deep
sigh. “This has knocked me all of a heap!
I thought we should do the trick as easily as
winking, But it seems to me that these St.
Frank’s chaps are brainier than we gave
them eredit for being.”

“And your skipper's cap is still in their
possession ! said Glynn grimly, “I'll bet
they're crowing no end!”

This was a safe assumption!

CHAPTER 17.
The Traitor !

IEDDY LONG, of the
~ Remove, took a deep,
deep breath.

He was the
Ancient House
Common-room—alone. It was this fact which
had given him the brilliant idea. Alone in
the Common-room-—zalone with Hal Brewster's
orange-coloured cap! There it was, just inside
the metal case, with the door unlocked and
the clectricity switched off ! It was indeed a
dramatic situation, -

In the rush to

1N

et ““Miss Scott ” off the
premises nobody had thonght of relocking
the precious case. Certaicly nobody had
taken any notice of Teddy Long. He was a
nonentity, anyvhow.

“Great guns!” whispered Teddy Long.

ITe was a brainless sort of junior, but what
he lacked in cleverness he made up for in
cunning. Ho was for ever cadging, sneak-

1
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ing, and doing all those things that the
majority of the fellows detested. And
although 1t was so early in the term, he was
alrcady broke to the wide.

Here was a chance of obtaining wealth!
Riches untold!

Ele Lknew how much the River Tlouse
fellows wanted to get that cap back. Accord-
ing to Teddy Long's way of thinking, they
would surely be willing to pay heavily for the
return of it. They couldn't get it themselves,
but supposing somebody went to them and
offered 1t?

There was no time to be lost—no time for

NEXT WEDNESDAY !"wnananananan

e .
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deep thinking, Teddy Long made up his
mind suddenly. Ile was startled by his own
audacity, but Fate had plaved into his hands,
and he could not resist the temwptation.

Cautiously he went to the metal box which
hung upon the wall, Ie touched it gingerly
and found that he received no shock, Then
with a hasty glance over his shoulder le
assured himsclf that he was not ebserved by
anybody. He still had the Common-room to
himself. Outside he could hear the shouts
of the juniors.

With a sudden movement he opened the

glass-fronted door, tore the cap out, and
closed the door again. He stuffed the cap
into his pocket and raced for the door. But

he need not have worried. T'here was still

| nobody in sight.
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Breathless with triumph, "Teddy Long}
. #cooted for Study B, and he bolted in. His
study mate, Hubbard, wasn't there. With

tremmbling fingers he took the cap out of his
pocket, gazed at it gloatingly, and then hid
it away bencath a pile of books and papers
in a corner of the cupboard.

“Good egg!” he whispered exultantly,
“That’'s done the trick! But I shall have
to be pretty careful |”

He left the study, strolled out through the
lobby, and joined a crowd of juniors who
were just coming from the gates. Nobodyv
noticed him; no%ody gave him a glance. If
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When Nipper & Co., of the St. Frank’s
Remove, and Hal Brewster, of the Fourth
Form at the River House School, iearn
that a gorilla has escaped from a neigh-
bouring cireus, they little realise that the
animal is to play a big part in the *‘ war *’
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But such is the ease, although it happens
quite accidentally, The results are terri-
‘fying, What else is {o be expected when
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Frank’s ?
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any of those juniors had been asked they
would prebably have declared that Teddy
Long had been with the erowd all the time,
i\'_cnt a single suspicion was likely to fall on
1, :

“AWell, that’s that!” said Nipper genially.
“It was a near shave, you chaps, bul they
didi’t succeed.”

“We're going to have some irouble with
that new chap, Graham,” said Vivian Travers
languidly.  “Mark my word, dear old
fellows! Graham is hot stuff!”

“He was jolly bot stufl as a girl, anyhow !”
erinned Reggie Pitt,

“Ha, ba, hal”

“There’s no good blinking at facts,” con-
tinued Travers. “There isn’t a fellow in the
whole of St. Frank’s who could make up as a
girl as cleverly as Grabam. Well, well! We
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all have our own litile speelalities cne way or
another.”

“Yes, it was a masterpiece,” nodded
Nipper. “IHe was so jolly realistic, too! I
don’t think Y’ve ever seen a prettier girl—or
daintier, either. He was just marvellous!”

“When I get hold of Grabam I’'m going to
punch his nose !” said Handforth fiercely.

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

“The best thing you can do, Handy, 1s to
forget all about it,” said Church. **After all,
CGraham was only acting his part according to
Brewster's instructions. Brewster is the chap
you ought to go for.”

“But Graham picked on me, didn't he?”
roared Handforth,

“Naturally, dear old
Travers.

fellow,” nodded

| was a mad rush for the Ancient Hm!sn-.
| the Remove sped along the corridor and

“Why naturally 7

“T'Il leave you to guess!” smiled Travers
blandly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth was about to grab Travers by
the shoulder when there was a sudden nter-
ruption,  Tregellis-West and Watson came
running  helter-skelter out of the Anecient
House. They were looking c¢xcited and
alarmed. ,

“Hi, Nipper!” bellowed Tommy Watson.
“Tlave vou get Brewster’s cap ?”

“(Got 1t7” sang out Nipper.
not! Ti's in that box " .

“Tt isn't!” gasped Watson, running up.
“It’s gone!”

“(Gone!” roared everybody,

“Yes—it's  vanished!” said  Watson,
“Montic and I went into the Common-room
just now. We saw that the door was half
open, and when we looked "

Nobody waited to hear any more.

“Of course

There

alt

They dis-
The

plunged into the Common-room.
covered that the story was only too true.
priceless trophy had disappeared! _

Nipper was unstinted in his abuse of him-
self.

“Idiot !
claimed.

“Look here, you ass

“I'm talking to myself I snapped Nipper.
“T must have been dotty! Why on earth
didn’t I lock that door?”

“You were going to, old man, but one of
the chaps spoke to you and distracted your
attention,” said Piit. ‘I noticed that par-
ticularly, and didn't think 1t mattered.
Then, in the excitement, we escorted Graham
off the promises, and the cap was forgotten,”

“Dut how did the rotters get 1£?7” asked
Gresham blankly. “Nonoe of the River
House fellows have been in here }”

“They must have been—or the cap wouldn’t
he gone,” said Nipper. * Unless—unless—-""

“Unless what ?” demanded ITandforth.

“Unless there’s a traitor in the camp!”
said Nipper, frowning. “Oh, but hang it,
none of our fellows wounld have taken the
{'!3}'}!” U

i 'It

Ass! Tathead! Dolt!” he ex-

"

=

EL]

*Impossible agreed  Reggie.
“wouldn’t be of any value, anvhow. The only
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thing
River House bounders
away somewhere.”

“We thought we were jolly clever—but
they've didd?*d us, after afl 17 said Nipper
gloomily, “Well, my only hat! What a
game !”

The Removites gnashed their teeth with
helpless rage, Not that this did much good.

Teddy Long, who had had a short spasm
of heart-fatlure during Nipper's reference to
a traitor, was now feeling more comfortable.
Later on in the afternoon his confidence was
supreme. Nobody had suspected him, and
now he was free to carry on with his little
scheme.

He went to Study B, got the cap out of
the cupboard, and stuffed it carcfully into his
pocket. He went out through the gates, and
not a soul asked him where he was going It
was too eazy for words!

The storm had gradually died down by
now, and the Remove fellows were going
about, threatening all sorts of things against
the River House when their turn came.
Teddy went down the lane, reached the stile,
and took the footpath through Bellton Wood
He hurried his pace after he had gone
through the wood, and in due course he came
within sight of the River House School. It
was a picturesque range of buildings, stand-
ing comparatively necar to the delightful
River Stowe.

Something warned Teddy Long that it
might ‘be unwise for him to carry that cap
into the school grounds, So, as a precaution-
ary measure, he dived into the hedge oppo-
site to the main gates, and concecaled the cap
behind a elump of heavy ferns. Then, taking
his courage in both hands, he boldly entered
the quad. A number of shouts rang out, and
Teddy hesitated. He found swarms of River
House fellows bearing down upon him.

“Here, pax!” he gasped nervously. .

“What are you doing here, you St. Frank’s
bounder #" asked Kingswood, with suspicion

“Detter look out, in case there are some
others!” said Pringle.

“No, there aren’t any others!” ejaculated
Teddy hastily, *“I—I'm all alone! And I’'ve
come here on a matter of business.”

Hal Brewster pushed his way through the
crowd.

“What's that?” he said.
here on business, Long?”

“Yes, please, Brewster,”

“Thyn, if T know anything about you, it'l]
be a tricky business 1” said the leader of the
Commnioners, in an ominous voice,

that I can think is that one of the ]
must have hidden

“You've come

CHAPTER 18,

The Bargain !
) { 1F‘:‘!LL BREWSTER had

-— every reason to look
J L grim.

He was well
acquainted with Teddy

| asked Brewster.
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Long's record; and Ttddy's presence here,
with this show of effrontery, was not exactly
a good augury. Brewster knew, at once, that
the sneak of the Remove had not been sent
by Nipper. This was clearly a stunt of his
DWWIL.

“Oh, really, Brewster!” protested Teddy.
“I—I You see, I thought you might
want that cap of yours.”

“1 do want it,” replied Brewster bluntly.

“Then you can have it—for a quid!” said
Teddy, in an eager voice. “If you give me
a quid, Brewster, I'll—"

“Hold on—hold on " said the River House
Junior leader., “Who the dickens do you
suppose you are, to make meo offers like this?
How can you promise to give me that cap?”

“Because I've got it,” said Teddy trium-
phantly.

“Got itl1”.

L Y'ES T.” ]

“Grab him!” yelled Kingswood. “Come
on, you chaps! ]fet's search him—"

“Hi, leggo!” howled Teddy, “I haven't
got it on me, you asses! You don’t think I'd
be such a fool as that, do you?”

“Leave him alone!” said Brewster, more
ominously than ever. “How did you get
hold of this cap of mine, Long? Out with
" of

“1 don’t sec that it matters to youl” pro-
tested Long. “As long as I've got it, and a3
Ic.ng’ as I'm willing to give it back to you

“Give it~for a quid?”

“Well, I—I mean, I'll sell it—"

“Never mind !” said Brewster. “I under-
stand that you've got this cap? DBefore I
promise vou anything, 1 want to know how
you got hold of it.”

“Yes, out with it, you young bounder!”
chorused the others.

“I don't see why I should tell youl”
argued Teddy stubbornly. “There's no
reason why you should know that Nipper left
the ecase unlocked, and——"

“That's enough!” said Brewster curtly,
“So Nipper left the case unlocked—and you
seized your opportunity and bagged the cap.
Now vou've come here to let me have 1t
back—for a consideration. Is that it?%”

“Yes, that's it,” said Teddy eagerly.

Hal Brewster was disgusted. Ie was
angry, too. He badly wanted that precious
cap back—but not in this way. He mecant to
obtain it by fair mecans, and not by taking
ndvantage of this junior’s treachery.

It ocecurred to Brewster, however, that it
might be a good idea to lead this young

rascal on.

“You're too modest, Long he said
smoothly.  ** Altogether too modest. Jt's
quite cvident that you have sccured my cap
at some risk, and, naturally, you wan{ some-
thing in return,”

“Yes, rather!” said Teddy. “I ecan tell
vou, 1t was a jolly dangerous thing! I only
just managed—— Ahem! Still, I'll take a
quid—or two quid——"

“Why mention money in actual terms?”
“It’'s pretty dangerous,

!IJ

|1
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my lad! I think we can understand one |
another quite well if we don’t go into those
exact details,”

“Look here, Brewster——" began Ascott
excitedly.

“Leave this to me, uid man,” interrupted
Brewster. “ Now then, Long, you've actually
got this eap somewhere handy 77

“Xes,”

“And you want me to give you—well, we'll
say two?”

“Two what?”

“Now then !”” said Brewster, with a wink,
“Surely you can guess what I mean?”

“(Oh, rather!” grinned Teddy Long. "My
word! You're a cute one, Brewster! All
righfj. then! If you give me two-—or three

“Four, 1if you hke!” said Brewster
promptly. “I1'm very anxious to get that
cap back, and I don’t mind how many I give
}’ﬁu,"

“All right—make it five!” said Teddy
breathlessly.

“Done |”

“You—you howling ass!” said Glynn indig-
rantly. “You're not going to give this young
rotter five quid for your cap, are you?”

“That cap of mine is valuable!” said Brew-
ster sternly. “It's not the exact cost of the
cap itself—but what it stands for. All right,
Long. That’s a bargain! As soon as you
give me my cap, I'll give you five!”

“That’s a promise ?” asked Teddy breath-
lessly.

“Yes, a promise.”

“Honour bright?”

“Honour bright.”

“Oh, good!” said Teddy Long. “Wait a
minute, you chaps! TI’'ll be back in no time
—and I'll bring the cap with me!”

He ran off, and during his brief absence
the other Commoners gathered round Brew-
ster, indignant, excited, and angry. But, in
a flash, they altered. A few words from
Brewster caused them to stare, and then to
grin. Finally, they were laughing uproari-
ously.

“Cheese 11, you fatheads!” warned Brew- !}

ster. “Hc’s coming back 1”

Teddy Long appeared, triumphantly carry-
ing the orange-coloured skipper’'s cap.
Shouts of triumph rose from the Commoners,
and Brewster seized the cap lovingly, and
looked at it with fond eyes.

“So near—and yet so far!” he murmured.
“Oh, well, it can’t be helped.”

“What are you jabbering about?” asked
Graham, who had joined the crowd. *“ And
I must say, Brewster, that I don’t altogether
like this thing. It smacks too much of
treachery.”

“All’s fair in Jove and war!” grinned
Teddy Long, with egregious complacency.
“Now then, Brewster. You've got your cap.
I want my five quid.”

“Your five what?”

“Tive quid.”
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“My dear chap, you must be dreaming
sald Brewster kindly. I made no mention
of five quid.”

Teddy Long started.

“You did!” he said
distinctly promised irn

“1 promized you e!” said DBrewster.
“There was nothing said about what the
five would be. T appeal to all you other
fellows,” he added, turning to the crowd.
“Did T promise Long five quid 7”

“No, vou didn’t!” answered the crowd,
in a solid voice. '

“Did T promise him five—without saying
what the five would be?”

“Yes, you did!” thundered the crowd.

“Good enough, then!” said Brewster.
“You've heard all these witnesses, Long?
You've given me my ca», and now we'll
proceed to give you your five.” .

“My five—what?” asked Teddy in be-
wilderment.

“Bumps!” snapped Brewster.

“Here, I sav i

“Your five

]H

exc tedly. " You

LE)

sald Brewster in-
dignantly. “You young rotter]! You
treacherous liitle blighter! Pinching that
cap from Nipper, and bringing it here to
sell! Grab him, you fellows! Bump him as
he has never been bumped before.”

“Hi! Leggo!” hooted Teddy wildly. “You

bumps!”

—you  rotters! You swindlers! You
promised me five quid——"
Bump |

Teddy hit the ground with terrific violence.
His howls were terrific.

Bump !

Again and again he was bumped, and the
sorer he got, the wilder he howled. And
even when the punishment was over he was
not allowed to escape.

““Now, come along!” said Brewster grufily.
“We're going to take him back to 'St.
Frank’s.”

“Good wheeze !”

“And we're going to take this cap back,
too!” added Brewster sternly.

“Here, what rot!*” protested Kingswood.
“You've got your cap back now =

“My dear chap!” protested Hal. “You
don’t think I'm going to keep it, do you?”

“But—but i

“Not in * this way!” said Brewster
gruffly. “When I get this cap, I'm going
to get it by fair means! I'm going to raid
St. Frank’s, and take the thing properly.
Whyv, we should never be able to lift our
heads up again if we took advantage of this
young rotter’s treachery!”

“Yes, by Jove, I suppose you're right!”
admitted Kingswood, after thinking for a
moment or two.

The others all agreed.” Never could thev
be a party to this despicable act. Then and
there, Teddy Long was hustled back towards
St. Frank’s. He was in a rare state of funk,
too—for there could be little doubt that
when he arrived at his destination he would
be given a fresh dose of punishment.
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The sneak of the Remove certainly

deserved it

CHAPTER 19.
A Desperate Idea !

O0OK out!”
“River House

)22

rotters !
“Rally
Remove !’
There were many shouts in the Triangle as
the strong force of River HHouse fellows
marched n through the gateway. HHal
DBreowster was in front, leading Teddy Long
by the scruff of his neck.
“Pax!” he said gruflly.
come here on a raid.”
“Which is just as well for you!” said
Nipper cheerfully, as he walked up. *“You
bounders! How the dickens did you manage
to do the trick, after all?”

round,

“We  haven't

“We didn't do it,” replied DBrewster
bluntly. “Here's the cap—you’'d better take
A

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

“Good gad!”

“My only sainted aunt!”

There were all sorts of exclamations as
Hal Brewster calmly handed over the
orange-coloured cap. Nipper took it 1n
surprise. This, indeed, was an extraordinary
development. Never had the Saints expected
to sce that cap again—at least, not in this
way. |

“But—but why ?"” asked Nipper, “ You got
hold of it fairly enough, didn’t you?”

“T’m afraid we didn’t,” replied Brewster.
“1 imagine that you havy been thinking that
we raided 1t, eh 7"

“Well, that's what we assumed.”

“Then  vou're wrong,” replied Brewster.
“It was this young cad who pinched the
cap~—presumbly while you were showing
Graham off the premises. He brought it to
us, aJx;ui offered to sell 1t back to me for a
quid.

“You—you voung rotter!” said Handforth
furiously, as he turned upon Teddy Long.
“Se that's how the thing happened! By
Ceorge! I'm going to smash o

“Oh, let him go!” said Brewster. “We've
given him a terrific bumping, and he’s sore
in every limb. Naturally, we conldn’t keep
the cap, so we’ve brought it back.”

“Brewster, you're  a sportsman!”
Nipper frankly,

“I hope I am!” replied Brewster, with a
grin.

The Saints were, indeed, enthusiastic. The
River Ilouse fellows were cheered for their
sporismanship, for it must have been a sore
temptaficn to them to keep the ecap, once
they had 1it.

“Well, that's that!” said Hal, at length.
“And you'll stick to your promise to keep

saic

.
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the cap in the Common-room, in full sight?”

“Yes, we'll stick to it |” said Nipper.

“Then we're going to get it!” replied
Brewster cheerily, “One of these days we'll
do the trick, my sons!”

“And the next time we'll come with
rubber gloves!” added Graham thoughtfully.

““Ha, ha, ha!l”

Nipper & Co. were looking at the new boy
curiously, Cyril Graham was attired in an
ordinary suit, and the Removites, taking
note of his slight build and girlish features,
were able to appreciate how it was that he

made such a realistie girl.

Amid further cheering, Brewster & Co.
took their departure. Matters were now
“as you were,” notwithstanding all the
excitement of the afternoon. Once again
the cap reposed in the Common-room of the
Ancient House at St, IFFrank’s. And once
again DBrewster & Co. racked their brains
for some likely scheme. But the problem was
becoming more and more difficult.

After tea, in the dusk of the September
evening, Brewster and Ascott and Glynn had
occasion to go into Bellton, and while they
were strolling down the village High Street,
Brewster was looking thoughtful.

“0Of course, it’s very tricky now,” he said.
“Those St. I'rank’s chaps will be suspicious
of everything., Jt'll be almost impossible to
fool them again.”

“Fven Graham won't be able to do it,”
said Ascott gruffly, *“Unless, of course, he
gets dressed up as an old woman, or some-
thing, DBut old women don’t go into Junior
Common-rooms, do they? I say, what a
frost it was! If it hadn’t been for that
electricity, the thing would have been done!
Graham succeeded all right—"

“Look out, you chaps!” put in Glynn.

A big car came rolling by—an enclosed
limousine. Brewster & Co. caught a glimpso
of Dr. Stafford, the headmaster of St.
Frank’s, and they respectfully doffed their
caps. 'The Head acknowledged the salute
with a smile. .

“He's not our Old Man, but there’s no
harm in showing due respect,” said Brewster.
“He's a decent old boy, too—"

He broke off, and a startled expression
came into his eyes.

“By Jove!” he said, in a quivering voice.
“TI wonder if—— Great Scott! What a
wheeze "

“You haven’t thought of anything, have
you?"” asked his chums breathlessly.

“Yes!” said Brewster. ““Look here! Dr.
Stafford is going out, and the chances are
that it’ll be a fairly long journey. To
Bannington, anyway! That means that he
won't get back for half an hour, or perhaps
an hour. We shall have time——"

“But—but .

“Let's dash back to school ! said Brewster.
“This 1s going to be one ckovce in a
thousand, vou chaps—but it may come off 1"

They arrived at the River House School
breathless, and Ascott and Glynn were still
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very puzzled. Brewster led the way to his
own study, and he gathered in Cyril Graham
on the wav,

When they arrived, Brewster shut the
door, and then produced a photograph of
Dr. Maleolm Stafford.

“Sce that?” he said, placing it before
(Graham’s gaze.

“Yes!” said the new boy. “What about
it

“That’s Dr: Stafford, the Head of St.
Frank's.”

“Not a bad-looking old boy,” said Graham
eritically,

“Look here, Graham, you're a dabster at
disguising and making up,” said Brewster,
"Do you think vou could make me look any-
thing like Dr. Stafford 7"

An amused expression came into Graham’s
eyes.

“Oh—ho !'” he murmured, “So that’s the
wheeze, 1s 1t? Yes, 1 think I could manage
it, Brewster.”

“Good man! Then get busy!”

“Ye gods!” gasped Ascott. *“Then—then
this is the wheeze? DBut, T say, Brewster!
Why not let Graham himself maRKe up as the
Hcad ?”

‘“e’s too small,” replied Brewster. *‘“‘He
couldn’t even look the part. T'm a pretty
bir chap—broad and hefty. And I'm nos
such a duffer at acting, either,” he added
defensively.

Cyril Graham entered into the spirit of the
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thing with great enthusiasm.
next half-hour Hal Brewster's appearance
was amazingly altered. Under the skilful
Hhands of Graham the make-up was completed,
Brewster's
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During that

Without any exaggeration, re-
semblance to Dr. Stafford was now truly
startling.

In a strong light he would never have
survived a close scrutiny, But in the dusk,
or in the shade, he would pass muster any-
where.

The
iricky. .

Hal Brewster and a crowd of other fellows
reached St. Frank’s by a round-about roufe.
Cautiously they crept over the wall into Dr.
Stafford’s garden, and then Brewster took
leave of his fellow conspirators. ITn the dusk
he managed to ercep round behind bushes
and trecs until at last he was hidden behind
 some laurels close beside the Head's front
gales,

So far, so good!

The great question now was—had all this
trouble been for nothing? Had the Head got
back {rom his journey? 1If so, then the
Jommoners would be out of luck,

next move in the game was rather

| Brewster waited in a fever of impatience,

and the dusk grew deeper and dceper.
Brewster had another reason for his anxiety,
too, It was getting close to call-over, and
after call-over nothing .could be done. There
was an automatic armistice, according to the

.'igl;(rjlfﬂlt':llt.
“Thank goodness " breathed Hal suddenly.

§

TWO OF THE BEST!

OTON CARA WARSHIPS. ETC.]]

Six Shillings eack,
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He had caught a glimpse of a big car

—

gliding through the Triangle. It came
under Big Arch, and swept across Inner
Court. Then it drew up opposite the Head’s

r]oir;:mrway, and Dr, Stafford himself stepped
out.

Now was the erucial moment!

CHAPTER 20,
Honours Even !

LAM!
Dr. Stafford had
gone indoors, and the
E\) chauffeur was  just
preparing to engage
his gears. Now was the moment for action!
Hal Brewster stepped hurriedly ‘from behind
the laurels, dodged round inte the porch,
and prayed fervently that his movements had

not been observed.

“One moment!” he said loudly, trying to
imitate the Hcad's voice,

The chauffeur, who had just set his car in
motion, applied the brakes and caused the
vehicle to come te a standstill. He glanced
round, and it secemed to him that the Head
was standing there in the porch.

This was rather strange, too, for the
chauffeur could have sworn that he had scen
-the ead go indoors, However, he must
have been mistaken. The man did neot sus
peet anything.,

Brewster stepped boldly forward, opened
the door of the car, and hesitated for a
moment.

“Prive me back to Bannington,” he said
briefly. “Stop at the post oflice.”

“Yes, sir!” said the chauffeur, touching his
cap.

Brewster got in, closed the door, and sank
back into the rcar scats. His hcart was
thudding violently. He knew what a risk he
was running. He knew that he was guilty
of colossal Fi{.'uk to appropriate Dr. Staflord’s
car in this way. But he was trusting that
his identity would never become known.

And now the remarkable astuteness
Brewster's plan was obvious.

If he had walked into the Ancient House in
the ordinary way he would probably have
been suspeeted. But when the fellows saw
Lhim drive up in the Head's own car, how
could they guess the truth? It was really a
imaster-stroke on Brewstér’s part.

Hal's heart gave another jump when he
saw (hat there were crowds of fellows on the
Auncient House steps. It was not quite time
for calling-over, and they were having a last
Lreath of fresh air before going indoors to
Nothing could have

of

answer {o their names.
panned out better,
“Just a nioment!” said Brewster, leaning
forward and addressing the chauffeur. * Stop
outside the Ancient House, please.”
%o girl™

The car stopped near the Ancient House
steps, and Nipper & Co. raised their caps
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respectfully as they caught sight of the
Head's figure in the rear of the car.

“Wait!” said DBrewster curtly
chauffeur, v

He mounted the steps, the juniors draw-
ing astde. When he was near the top he
paused.

“Where of the Remove?”
demanded.

“We don’t know, sir!” said Handforth.
“But I'll find him, 1f you like ’*

“You will do nothing of the sort, Hand-
forth!” snapped the faked Head. “I will find
Long for myselt! 1 have heard a certain
story concerning him, and 1 intend to—-
But never mind!”

“1 think you'll find him in the Common-
room, sir!” said Harry Gresham.

“Very well!” nodded the Head, brushing
past with a swish of his gown.

He crossed the lobby, hot with anxiety.
The “electric lights were burning here, and
the danger was greater. However, it was a
bad habit to stare at the Head, and Brewster
was relying upon the fellows to scuttle away
before him, or to lower their gaze.

In any case, there was no time for fancy
work. 2

He reached the Common-room, opened the
door, and strode in. There were only a few
juniors there, and they jumped to their feet
at once. In the first glance Hal Brewster
knew that he would have to ‘“‘look lively.”
IHe would never be able to take this crowd on
single-handed.

““What is this thing ?”” he said sternly, as
he pointed to the electrified box.

He walked across to it, and befere anybody
could answer him -he produced a small
hammer with a short handle from underncath
Lis gown.

Crash !

With one blow Brewster smashed the glass
door to smithereens. Then he grabbed his
cap with a yell of triumph, turned, and
bolted from the Common-room. It had all
been done in a flash.

“(Great Scott!” yelled one of the juniors.
“Jt's not the Head at all!”

“River House raiders!”

“My only hat!”

“ After hom!”

There was a wild rush, but the inniors
only jammed themselves in the doorway. In
the mecantime, Brewster was tearing down
the passage at full speed. e rushed
through the lobby, swept through the crowd
on the steps, and was out into the dusk before
anybody could understand what was happen-
ing.

The Head's car was still standing theres,
but Brewster took no notice of it.

“After him!” came a yell from behind,

“Raiders—raiders!”

‘““He’s got Brewster’s cap!”

Instantly there was tremendous confusion,

“Jt must have been Brewster himself!”
panted Nipper. *“Great Scott! What a
wltlu’-::;zc! That bounder has diddled us, after
all!

to the

1s Long, ho

(Continued on page 44.)
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Y4 mﬁ calling them "~ drivel or bosh, I
3 owy o JAET You wrote to me under
Ly hag &;‘”i% Biving your full addresses.
e, Ontajp,’ o U COmment upon them (if
. 2Re. It atters of general interest) on
L ghe 1I{;r'i?*ll’d*c;nt, want your names to
k@fﬁd{, { mﬁ&t hippeat;:but, Ai?w fairness
Ryle: \ ve m, nymous
Hiling i:mlaﬂf when :
] am . T

St IR S i

SEARLES

)
} D0 you prefer the

: this matter whey

they are of an in-

longrey Seripa. . J
wond .
_ t-fum'
. or eighty

if al)

UHalk
of which e
Bhbiripg g
It wonild heiy,
readers wi)) miention,
: hlhl?}' Witte to me. Y ou
- QO Bive yun what ) e

e, ¥ ) You  ragl)
!tke.th::? most.  With yogard T D 1,Juirk3
it won’t be so very long hefoye he makes hie
reappearance. | o

more  (Hanwell, W7
realy the most poplag-
SETIes, SiX storjes,
me quite a ot

see, want

» » »

Thanks for your offer to send me some
ﬁl“sbhand lnf(n"fnﬂt—i()n ﬂl}ﬂut A“g“‘ﬂ_”ﬂ-= Voter
M. Johnstone (Moonah, Tasmania), ¥Yee. 1y
all means. If you feel inclined t send e
any such descriptive lotters, I shall he tpite
deiighted.  For, even though 1 may nat lie
able to use the iformation at onee, | oean
always file it away, ready for future refo e

- » L]

You needn’t be afraid of mo “hitting the
trail 7 for New York—William J. Aldous
(Norwich). This country is the best in the
world, and I'd rather live in it than any
where else. 1 don't quite agree with yen
that ““it is but common senso and reason to
look to the inevitable day " when you will
be too old to eunjoy reading the 8 I'r:mk;
yarns. At any rate, 1 have harld heape H}
letters from readers of hetween sixty five and
: . - 1 eve ;]d(‘l‘ t»hﬂ,” that t) Ho
eighty (ves, and even o P s
I don't think that " inevitable day }“"Lr If o
materialise. And if you come to ~L1”1H- u::hnoi
why shouldn’t elderly people G e i

Mes? They ave mainly for yennyg people,
stories ! y feht just as well say that
I know, but you might W &0 v tolieo?
GHI}" the :;Uungsll‘!'ﬁ‘ 1H]“ii'l vanur letter, that
Sti”. as 3.{]“ S:]}.u hiii:.t"n“” ‘;\_‘..i: P }.ﬂnr
the inevitable day e 1 I."}'” s an eyverfasting
case, I shall now I‘L‘}_Ul“f"f our long antl in
reader. Many thanks iol ﬂiu;r pnt fow your
teresting letter. I am ki

next.



A
Ehy

A Corking Story ©

f Amazing Adventure and Peril in Southam

S0ag

APy A AP PPP PP P PS¢

The French convicls may bave

captured the Blue Bfrd wilh all

its valuable cargo, and 1they may bold lhe upper hand, bul
Captain Mandy and bis intrepid crew are far from bealen.
This fine tustalment simply leems with excilement.

It S e Sn o S S o oE o o S o o o H+-+++++—+—+—+++++++++4-+Hw

A Dangerous Mission !
APTAIN MANBY fired, hit a man

‘ who was in the act of aiming at
Jack, and saw him fall. The boat
nmoved, sagging over.

“Pull! Bale. a cougle of you !

E_Ih_ud of bullets, vells, the voice of Benoist

ndding his fellows shoot straight. Manby

biazed away, hit ancther man. The boys
fired. the boat moved off stern foremost.

lh?m seo:?o? 10 recover a little, seized a

haier. and began  hicavin ’ :

Som T aving out the water.

Ii?:t.hr;i‘ hile l\lanl!;_v and Ned exchanged their

Ot miles tor others and ke g ;
ke ¢pt up a rapid
It was onlv thie

ol s tihth {hat' saved more casual-

by gamn the conviet fire bocame wild.

A ‘it then the boat was cut of cffective range

‘tufi shooting ceased.  She was put about

and, as {ast as possible was rowed —

this omiat e b i 'd OW m:ound
of water.  The cita iﬂl beached, hal'f-ful}
: ¢k had been a costly

fﬂi]l‘l [ f} WO
" m 5
Gonae Bt 0 AR WO dead two atlars

painfully, the beat drew back and |

¢ bos
bodv had flesh wounds to show. Tf!;ir a
would need a day’s work to make
i worthy again. )
i WOl A 5 _ ¢ Ah “ﬂ
| Captain Manby, with the hglp}{ifn’crﬂ o
| dressod the wounded, then sent lmt‘ﬂ cautl
! the boys to coilect fruat. r'llﬂuar-otj”'r pait
| Gsh irom the dinghy, "g”{:prt Cﬂrppr:if'f;
gburieﬁ.l the dead. I.I he mos._r: -of--lhl'-' past. 3
 set to work upon the re;mi} 5% int Lmﬁ
sentinel was posted "0“'_ t fhc had resif_n;t
watch upon the _comfff-] co the day P
| their water earrying. AUC ™ 1 oo the B
“ An hour or two's mor? q’;“ aaid CO0V
i ill . finish the DAt o, by
mg Wil . o - meolf down hat P
Manby, throwing him °§ the fires tt.cal!}. _[
dry grass before qfileahe_ had bee? hrﬁ a_;;:t
heen lighted. ~“If ght atl L, * oy
might havpffnﬂd d“ the- o
is—wo can b 3G - Y R
;{]!.S[ﬁr'tt(_‘d, ﬂﬂd & lestﬂ‘t
[We will lte " Jow: .20
£ "  BR g o
after dark. : m ates
| “Dut what BTSoRG.




il it has blown over.
sea running before
1 ek D ore afraid that they \f.:ll tl';,'
" -"i 1-“:‘ '.Lh[“ iag‘ﬂgn 10 Sill"pl‘l.bﬁ us,

Cenn B keep wateh in the
s W, ﬁ:ﬂ- . ﬂ‘__il_i-cr]l;lf‘}]y_ I)OIl‘tl g(‘.l tOO
Wy '.'.Lu*;?f‘-"igql:' though. Boetter get oft
e WHOODEC 0 sop watch here for the

oy sail UI
u;: o hoavy

e

S ETE 2 i,
ol e ol 49 3:‘;_

oy |I“. -...,F‘_ %% ?’}.:::' < - - i

oo TS 0 his Hips, fearing that

it L apger OB NS "Bz i
Ner wd 3 ething of his intended
__;,,.v.:a_f "-"'n, naodded. \\-lt_hout nore
Sl ~ “*:T‘_ﬂ‘ aboard the dinghy and
B 2 © ‘l

cu Y, Tout inte the Jagoon.
: 513{.“-’1:1".‘._.{..1. n{.‘t Tr\' ]t, : S‘-&I(! J&(‘k,
) £ f\\'-\" *

ey SN il AWAY.

H e -..r'ﬁ. 1‘.{_;{ '. .~ - .
e EEE I}_-.- replied Ned obstinately,

T

i¥ U8 big of 8 snooze NOW. I'll wake
A A resdy 1o go ashore. You can
oves open !
k e wred out. With only k& _nnu'mlur
BN ssanol, B dropped back into tho
“h e a mamnent was sound aslegp.
en after one o’clock when Ned
*w Tae dinghy had dnmfted ciose
e v somo five hundred yards away
" i Rwe Bird. A heavy sea was break-
e ine outer side of the recf, but there
O e ugne of life from the schooner.
o5 ook mimsell and vawned,
%t ga it, o'd chap. There may be
. +onp there. Wait a bit longer anyhow.”
v kowil! soon be light, and I might
2w Den't jaw. but keep your ears
aivwr Fye had a shot at Benoist, T'll
v, aad sou'd pick me up down by
cawee Imogomng now.  You must
fwd o, Good-bye !V
22 wnds gripped, then Ned  stepped
& preanng snag of coral and disap-
e e carkness. Jack pulled away
3'“:;;?.{‘3:‘?;‘*‘-& by fear for his cousin.
v, e what Mr, Sinelair had said:
- B oo the reef at night.  It's

. pasp YO
- - " -

.

Caught by Crabs?

.
Y _»i;'u;. Ht' N 1ew t}lat hﬂ Wis
f"&hg iiﬁm_x}; thing when he stepped
taiy o3 T the darkness, In the
in # » .dl‘l' N8 tiit&gergrc m"m\; ﬁf!‘&llgﬂf
= Wl bl e e SR s
b £ waters, and for gl he knew

.
11‘ l‘

Tay might he ip
auld ehapeg ter

| upon tha coral, or g
 Some  pool into whie
stumble,

But all the risk Was ; .
could got g ﬁflﬂf}uhn:i mt[lh while if anty e

: 3 a l‘l.l‘t"h-] f oy
] P . i i -l I ‘ ‘
BE‘I] 1st, Whﬂh{?‘, ;Lhumumhlu t]‘{'ﬂ(‘hlﬁ‘l‘ }'} r;i: l‘]lh |
0 AT U L0

eviily repaid the ki :
Yy rep e Rimdnoes:s H whie :
Manby had oo, .‘1 with which Captain
. ( 16 castaways, P
Ned bad a score to sotile 3, vstdes,

d birmnll - SRllie on beevunt 1f Jue
and hunself, and he felt thor e
= Sact ! o thoroughly  fustfiogd
In trying to snipe the m i ke
them to be killed i L who had ordered

vl e killed in coid blood.

owly and cautiously. for :
, auntiousiy, for hae il

have disabled himself I t i
i N Yy Stepping info g
crevice, Ned moved along the reef. The tide
‘1“'515 going down, but the squall had raised o
heavy sca. Breaking waves sont showers of
spray over the recef and he Was tmividj
dyonghe_d, but th.e night was warm and this
didn’t Lroublq him much. He was chielly
concerned with  getting into pﬁsﬁin:1 as
quickly and silently as possible, for in loss
than an hour now the dawn would come,

Suddenly he halted, for he found himself
on the edge of a pool. It was shallow, but
i the middle of it lay a writhing, oddly
phosphorescent thing  with points of  light
scurrying to and fro around it to the sound of
a queer clashing, accompanied hy splashos
fal‘t‘ltl___v audible above the noise of the wavoes,
_ ““What on earth is it 1" muttered Ned, and
111::3:1&1\;@1)7 brought his rifle round to the
ready.

There was a stir by his feet, two finy
oints of light appeared, then something laid
old of his leg just above the ankle with a
vice-like grip. A crab! Ned smashed the
butt of his rifle down upon the brute, heard
| its shell erunch, and drew back as more points
of light appeared.

He understood now. Some dead thing of
- the sea had escaped the scavenging sharks
and bad been cast up by the sea for the
benefit of these other scavengers, the crabs,
They had been in the act of finishing their
meal, tearing apart the last fragiments of the
phosphorescent meat. But the crabs were
many. They had had a whet, not a satisfying
gorge, and they were still hungry. ‘They
came hurrying across the pool, Hung them.
sclves upam. their broken brother, tore him
asunder,

poisor,
h hl_“. ]

“Pus might heo tarking in wait |

:
L.
L] e e 'EEB o
; it By, t!?ip;: i“’i‘f’f’i‘ of the schooner
i e X e ¢ bound for the Male:
1 i 4 ) . acifie, H
‘ 1! : HR sap € I3
2 JSOBK, o a
" i1 ! =
\ h*.%lh’ﬁ-?i t; M bephew
Po% Rame Y% Sl .
L Sy g loving - hoys,
bt M wtady Y has learned
L T T o LT LT TR g 0
C ol Leobe ppane F L Uechurted
Loy T*%JT*]“ of "-:'hip?;}lthﬂm.’f InReees.
.Y Sdysai, . Pvh s i
o Rgtitgyy, o gy 18 TOH of pengy

. "‘.- "ri U L B A Y £
Qhﬁt 45 ang 1 i Anding
Wil 3 Y 13 8Urpris
. :hqnﬁlt ]ah]t@‘i h\T -y “'ll'bll-sl..‘?
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WHAT'S ALREA DY HAPPENED:

In a moment Ned found himself ringed by

friendly, but later, when Captain Manby
finds out what they really are  ship
wreeked convietso-their attitude  changes
and they ecapture the Blue Bind and s
valuable carpo: for already the Britishors
have found many pearls and much pearl
shell. PFortunately Manby and the buys
and the majority of the crew are not on
board when the schooner is seized. 1“.”
make an attempt to recapture it !'_‘Tt
suffer heavy casualtics, aml q!so Hh-lf
‘hoat begins to lak badly. They an
forced to retreat. * Back water:” rudis

EBSURRSRNERRREO PP ENSCOSZERBERERER"
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i y s » {hey were
It was a read c;lang.,ftr,q.flt_’_':rms’ " driven
thﬂ’l‘lhirj';'*tus; “'lE'Y ‘-_.{r“-“{_\‘l,‘l ._n‘:(i“} (‘HI['!}JE‘”Q
b::ﬁr cach other 11 ihr.‘ll_ ,C‘-lTl over him in
(_J;L 1d fall they would i,:LI Al o ring elpws
g ant. and the nup of thell il e ;i oars
@n psput. | ' 4 blacksmith’s shears.

was hke the suip _f’f
Another luid lzo'id Ul :
{he can =.'a;¥ :«hmt-,pt i‘:’;! 4 ;c:u .
Ly alrpadye anotipe : . '
iﬁfu:;}--ash ' Ned r(itrf.'ai(-d. ]abbn}gﬂtir:upgi_ig
Lofore him like a blind man tﬁ[.‘:[}}icn?ﬁ{ g
:}n-nl turned. knocked over the oulnj b
the ;,mr.@ucrg. gained the top ol itlcﬁ'd 11?1 A
found a juiting bit of coral and moun £ 2
A few mowments later they were roun uzlni
but now he was a couple of fcc-g. abm-g the
ledge. Pivoting about, he struck down at
them as they eclitubed, and as tho fallen
dropped back they were instantly torn to
shreds by their follows, for the law of the

i« ankle just above
1 The butt sottied 1t
had taken hold.

crab folks is the law of the lnmgry wolf-pack, .

and he who is hurt must die for the geod of
tho others,

Ned was fairly safe for the moment.
now the first faint heght of dawn began to
show in the upper atr, Soon there would be
light enough to disclose him to the look-outs
on the schooner, and then he weuld be shot
down, for he was now within easy range, and
would be plainly visible,

Yet he dared not step down into the midst
of that writhing horde, for his lees would be
trerally torn from under him before he could
make more than a few steps.  He could soo
the glistening shells, the waving elaws of the
f_otl-'tmpst. the dimming light of their coyes
ke doll fireflies all abont him,

’“Sums]r._ smash!  They still coutinued {he
Lflro?}?\ci{?w”gi 5111:1[3;(1 .p(frs.tstm;{:(:‘ Noed swung

fide To side, dropping his butt on {hem
mechanically, trying to think of L Baw od
escape, bhat finding none. ! el

[} L (li t]l{. ﬂl'lar"t\ ﬂ..\{ llE
- ‘.I T C{. (I, i .

n retreat, seutili ;
w 710N W cat, s ng for the
ater, diving into crevices of the coral. as

P42er to get awav ac '
o g ¥ as they had been to come

shelly

WM mus 3

33}.’02:{:? “f’-':ll l:'?as i?:ii\t ltfljnkvd towards the
towards {he e there, e turne
ot ¢ outer side of {}y0 reef, .

"ng secmed to he Some-

water 1y g & h('an”ﬁ lt'SOlf.-OHt of the

ort of eoy
ui;ﬂm,g ridge S‘;ﬁf‘;ﬁ“‘ E‘f fhir: cotal where an
witich the s 4 breakiwvater

fa‘res , VAMALLOY u 0N
L wag spent theiy oree !

Hre-—and ¢ ilargn someth

: Bloag i, then a lGllnr a

Ned knew what it T shake

i W LY v s

zfl-"f-! Getopeds (;(.r,m“”' [

Sihelajr h "jt?pnds
I nea

?irtimbsna Upon {j
‘e brage - 1
cuge hay ‘ome forth ¢
_?wl:i saw 3
1 E'treahng h
i!itf_i & erashin
15 Ne mgre
?u;m it i
:{:ggf*r eal, ¢
30 § .

%0, ang as swif
WAy in tig, di <

-

re(‘tiﬁn Ur tui“:l("

5 with sea
d ont { rom
C—one of (hosa
of which Mr.
bs had come ont
dogd fish, This
° feed upon the

ﬂﬁ&iling
gathey

10n
Shiedd

ito  the
the crabys
Waited o
or ecented
nab {haq
Stepped
made Lig

But |

Day was coming swifily. Wit
crabs and octopus would regip, Hie
the fiererst beast. of prey, “,0”!‘]’ }’ . ]””!14
alert.  He must be well r?mu.-nalr,;”' on 4.
fow minutes, or a bullet wouid de o Fhin
had failed to accomplish,

do gy i,
Breathing hard, Ned stumbled
saw the dark lines of the schoope
rigging  cutting  againsg
though as yet darkness "
waters. A minute later he gpieg a'ri”*j'
clump of bushes and knew whare |in . C40
a . L e e Was fi,p
it was behind them (hat Ah Moy Jiaq Tty
the rifles little more than tivent o f iy
Y-1our |y,
before. $
Stealthily Ned erawled round behipg fiin
clump. settled into the grass that grew thiclc
over the shallow soil, laid his rifle be y
and dropped his h ?:u'l’ on his arm. And p e
did so wearmess flooded over him like a tid.
for he hadn’t closed his eyes during the whol,
eventful day and night. His evelids drooped
- ] I
and i a moment he was deep in sleep !
4 & glow spread, and it was day. Aboard
the schconer a man in the foretop
shook himself drowsily, yawned, and Inild
the deck. Another man replied. The f':*_!iﬂ_w
aloft descended, rubbing his eyes as he ?Jm“’-i
the deck, and pointed towards the dmghf*l
which lay a little way out {rom the reef, ana:
down the lagoon near the opening.
RN ir watclied it for a few minults
I'be pair watched it for a o'
then turned to the galley. A threado ';’;mm
began to ascend from the stm'.t‘r‘il“‘-d I’ﬂi"“
was a stiv in the after deck cabin, an been
Benoist camo out. Now would hTiaEEOPJ
Ned's opportunity—but Ned was fast a3

! [
I;H'm

a::iong fll 1.
s Efflii?'n .’}Inlrf

the ralin
brooded . Ny

fore him,

Olid

BOVE him the sky lightened, the
castern horizon grew red, the ruddy

Friendg!

the
A shot sounded from away IJ?FT:LMH
point. Captain Manby had fired 3t o

Jack heard and llnf!‘?rsmf)d'

the dinghy.
B Benoist grinnc

senlled away to the camp. 0 e

*'That nnjf:‘ has had his job for Imt!;m?{.i;m
remarked (o another man who hmhv. bt
him. T had thought to sail 'fn-“ﬁ pet
there is still a heavy sca runniig
be to morrow.”

“And if they make another at
one was costly, Four men dead,
dying.” h .

“‘f’ﬁ will pgive them '“]m‘o"ﬁfl, ; asts!
medicine,” yeplied Benoist, “I
grin, *““And as for those {}f:“
thore  will be so much moere ©o el A
living. Ab, there comwes i“.“r.;-:I we
back again! Well, let them :‘“:“.,‘., apett
safe 1o Jong as you keep you b CXP "tli‘*'t*’

When Jack returned alnnf‘.i;“ o [at?
scolding, bunt to his surpl
merely shook has hvud.' ' I}!:I'-”k

“Ned's notion was vight T-:-, ottt

N iot. the otin . the
conld only pot Benoist, ¥ hope, 0 1 et
a head. " But--well | lebe Sy ol g
1“!“‘_!. L.ang RBov, t_a‘k@ t_}L.m ihe rech

tack?

¢

wt



the
" s on the cutﬁg;,
"4, manning  BCT,
e d out  uto
;:Jdditd }{B
e 1::;}'00!1° .
Tazht of landing
1g 8 dozen men
"y e rveel with
" jrs to creep up
the
whooner s €CK
. =oment's reflec-
vonotold Bim that
ie mave would be
f-;r;e*'l on and a
.y landed to
saneract  1t, In
shich case Ned : -
wuid probably be |
-1 R were
alive—and
winered before he
g retreat,

"But I'll do that
111y to-morrow

“uraing,” he
“ept,

o RO —
o e s 4 ——

sl

I\:r;.anj_ ‘H’{)I’]dﬁ'r

-;;;?.,ngster?”

:.\ a8 sull asleep,
uu_;' more passed
di Y '
S W dr
’:\' E"--“idhﬂi“v"
¢ Sared nn
'-'u."..'!:;;: L} ﬂ{:
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a4, T s
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wik L ¥ faiat,

7 he lifted his head sharply
into the sky. Had he
hiz yes open?  No!

fac.off  dronin

g, Ul an aeroplane's motor.
’Di_:_..:,,_._ R hﬂd fl(”

v s ard it, and stared about
] e ocitbering tho part tho 'plane
o Ming ype o0 A0 Coombes had 1; ayed
el @ Urg pn“‘}“_g of the Solomon labour
0 am]nd.;und months ago, they
1 g e Y8t would be turned into
s e g ”‘;{“ﬂ the ajr,
he, = 8 San L]
' b, RN \{ Mo "plane and the same
& oM 'l’-r-! . al!bv‘ nrrl -
sy ited g ey have doubt-
.:' !'_; ‘!”“‘l‘ ﬂ.rfl thy {t}]ﬂt't t'his 1}it ﬂ'f ﬁf"a,
-" " " b
O A '-!‘:1,1
2 W ﬂfn L X
A TS . }I}.i“}“?. A mere speck,
it~ ¥ o i, e ¥ 4
e By H:-.L& 4 Overkg ]h‘_ftl‘f‘l‘ g oo 5
-I“l:r:;"?.-‘ l‘.“ :-N-;E!H ".‘_- e ll._tl.__ “ Il}‘ ;} r'?".lz}"?

w1 enly I'd had two or threo
s along there to-day we’d have got
what has happened to

__ Captain Manby, sit-
¢ sternsheets of the cuitor, began
owsy, for he had had but little

heen
Agalin
that had aroused his farling
fain that
..},d in volume, a sound that was
kg i:ur’nt ough wholly unexpgeted; the

Wy
Surrounded as he was by the hefty orabs, Ned realised that it would go

badly with him if he should fall.
smashed down his rifle butt, but still the crabs continued to come.
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N W

il My

e e L

Smash ! Crunch ! Again and again he

“Pull men!” ericd Manby, = Pull for all
vou're worthl They Il alight near the Blao

Bird and xo alongside, amd be shot or
captured ! ) _ ! l
Ho rose, stripped off his winte coat ane

bogan waving it to and fro in code signals,

“Keep  away--from—ship.  Come dm\n}»:
this—end,” said the signals. nilnft‘l‘ 0
ship. Duanger. Come down tf:m :';:{i. —

He repeated the message, but -L;mm'r;.“'.}l
tho airmen dudn't sea hbn. le }&‘ﬂ:'_l
Slanied Gt(‘f‘pt}' down, tha motor d;“!']:fn,:i‘ t_}r.l‘,
a hnal rattle and stopped - and - Aed,

: » X t‘s L
sloeper, awok aodl fr Wit

Tho sleep had done him !2‘}“*?'1“. L6 1V
once  marg haes cloar hvmh‘d r -.';1 dnd noet
membered whers n “inﬁ‘[ 'l:iu he  alancad

: s oot Instead, el
spring  to  his fre i A0
g hi the souand of {he g thn
upwards s o~ cHiding down

i‘l!’t'

|
awny, and saw tha [!Ilﬂtl‘(i"
spiaea of water hetws

- - r’
schooner, - H,;mmu_r.’

&k of the KA . I

o saw, (00, tll{) lil‘k:"d [ru aﬂil qlﬂhh s
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: {hetr ritlog, saw e g vore ay
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moments it s
Benorst Jeane
ol wolconie on
vack ready for S
degt o thom clearly, Lhey were Trotter
and Coombes, the two who lhadBISMDBird's
siruation and the lives of tled ue el
crow at Uraden, and if he had had any uing
ing distaste for shooting
the sight seitled it

“YWeleome, gentlemen

“You dirty hound!”
11:'(:5:{“{;1 'the trigger,

%:;‘c; ‘Benoist sprang erect, reeled back
and collapsed on the deck, shot through the
huad*

*“Look out! Treachery!
velled Ned at the top of his voice.

longside the schooner.
gl or the rail, & smile
hand behind bhis
to launch

vould
d forward ove
his face, one _
ihe signal that was
airmen.

1 shouted B:enoist.
mutrered Ned, and

T2

Get away!
““Bolt tfor

Failure ! :

it, Trotter! You'll be shot!”
VEN as Ned uttered the words, a couple
E of men leaned over the schooner’s rail,
levelling their rifles, while the others,
momentarily  paralysed by their
fcader's downfall, crowded round him.

Crack!

Ned's rifie spoke again. One of tho pair
sagzed across the rail, letting his rifle fall
overpoard, but the shot came too late to stop
tho other, He fired. 'The bullet grazed
Trotter's head, and with an involuntary jerk
e twisted the ‘plane’s head round. Stiil
wovieg, it glided up to the reef and stopped.

Cracr-ack! ’

Several shots were fired from the scheoner.
Ned et fiy again, heard a yell, raised his
varee frenziedly, rising up from cover,

“"Trotter! Coombes! On to the reef for
your lives! Up here! Quick!”

This time they saw and understood, and
ﬂmg themselves out of the 'plane on to tho
cUeiving coral, Ned fired again, emptying
;m. magzazine upon the deck of the Blue Bird.
t?:. L-J:;i:: to::'?f!f? azain, but at least he spoiled
Jeosim ol the conviets, for though bullets
trudded and  whined about them the two
arrmen cscaped hurt as by a miracle whil
they cxerambled o and over ¢ ¥ ; e
roef into the she{;ﬂr bey Teade ol

L - yond.

' §ud _;-..;;!!qi from his hiding-place,
¢¥.  No time for explanations, ] fow
mements the conviets would A el

——y rally from thei
surprise and remember ; 1elr
eiand the furthoer si?; thut they could com.

teps of the schm‘mere of ‘the reef from tho

» f mant Run for your Jives?

".f{;;”’.".d' aud lod the flight,
1a s - y .

“Not —muting 7 ap 20 gusped Trotter

e 0! o 1fm-.-t.‘wfo}lnn‘s«--arr:wu'hitv‘;’

g Y Dirte
” " I't's T ]
Ran ' ¥ Yelow scoundrels t Convicts!

vi.i!h A

ducking

This way 1

hurried !

g

e : Ann '
Ut the sehouper. i{é*p}::ir:}? i
s 404 »

tifle, fired .

e ol e at BNG spw,

Oist of sight, searngd the may,
L burst of il
o AL T i
B, Captaiy Maube bt

foretop
hasti
«Ahongh pat hi!.l
frang dq“’n the

B g s

Iy seuttle

Benoist from cover, |

ance 1 "
head of Inen g behind, Ned had econ |

ing up }155{

|

happening. He paw
moment, saw the airmep Maka
sa_.fet.y, and now Opcited fire 26 Lig
distract the attention ¢f th».a Honig o by
There was no reply. The. COlyicdy B o
the moment demoralised «
Benoist, )
Presently, having
hundred yards, Ned and th
appeared on the top of ke . n
down to the water on tk,, e Teel arg G
“What’s it all about s dn;ﬂ Ege,
once more, dabbing at g Iof&“
scal'p‘ where a bullet hagd sera.fd i
“There were feliows on th. _ﬂhu.:;.
said they were “'illt?gr(;l“'ers %'i‘jﬁrﬂ' T‘..A-_'!
vineyard. They'd been wrgf’r-el;g e g )
they weren't. They were f“ffﬁ e
taken to Noumea who had ;;_.?r:d'{*? g
and yesterday they played ;-azh the 4.
with us,” explained Ned.
Sinclair a prisoner aboard.
killed some of our men and 5.
others. And now they'vo got your 'no "
Hero the boat came up, apg toee ..
taken aboard. ' B
“No_chance of us doing the resms o -
trip, sir,” Trotter eaid 1o Cantaim Yoo,
it ’ ¢ @ J boTear Al
D’you think we might try an atrgett’
"1 potted Benoist, uncie!™ ¢red \o
excitedly, *‘I don’t know whether nes 41
but I'm certain I hit him in the ke e
anyhow, he dropped.” |
“That’s good news!” said Manby iz
“He was the only man of brs
gang. I'm glad to see vou, Troum
you, Coombes. Yes, 1 think weu 7
attack as soon as we can get the resi <
men aboard. You have pustols, I see
will help.” Captain Manby pa:ss
stared keenly up the lagoon. “lhes 53
boarded your ’plane,” he added. 13
they're towing her oat into the [ayoes . 2
They all watched as four men 1% =%
Bird's quarter boat towed the Fd= =
into the middle of the lagoon. | -
“Oh, the Dbrutes!™ exclaimed 2-
“They’re sinking her!”
An axe flashed, the sound of €
3 o T i S Ioes
echeed along the water. ?1'*:‘3' ' e, O
smashing the fleats. The F'm”!ff.:;',:.' g &
ing from side to side, then gl .70 £
but gathering 5;'1:.*0&,‘:«:1:‘.]; gunn 2
she disappeared beiow,

traverseq
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Trotter muttered f:!l;i'ﬂ”r- A au“%": & jovee
1 . % e
for he loved the 'pranc as
ship., Coombes g:rtmif"j,-‘_. e greii
“I"‘:-'tfs gi."t at !'h:'l'!.!j' b 1 \'tf TR e
“Gi‘lc "l‘ﬂ:r-. il!‘lia. :.-E'F:"‘L j’Ii. > .Iﬁ'«““ ;*.1:
And then, a~ thw 1“;”* “*L S sty &
the splutter of uie =it et ?
and the clank of her el . g
“They're geting Vil S M
going to take her cuf. _t‘,‘:‘w g PR
“If wo van get her be e, l*‘"“..; o
open sea, we have a chn alir < ; o
' ' Manhy be b B e
(Wil Captarn BGUIT . Aac. "y i 5
to the sehooncr in (R0, o b 85 u0m”
will he and his ¢0®PS u,ﬂbﬂ'
| capture it? Nex seck's '
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The Editor. 4

Your Editor welcomes letters from all his readers :
send him one now. Address it to: The Edilor,
“ Nelson Lee Library,” Fleetway IHouse, Farring-
don Street, London, F.C.4.

Troubled by His Contributors.

[
. |
SMART, real live wire of a reader|
A who is running a magazine of his own |
finds the business isn’t all lavender. |
He has a wealthy uncle, just like the

lucky bargee in the story books, and this
uncle has bought him a printing set.

No. 1 of the giddy mag. came out a
winner. Then there was a perfect rush of
copy. Everybody wanted his yarn to be
printed, It was a case of ‘“Just shove this
tale in, old chap. Tt's a corker. It doesn’t
matter about the rot the others send you.”
The editor got snowed under. He says most
of it is tripe and bilge, but the writers feel
they are all geniuses, and they won’t take a
civil “No.” What’s he to do about it?

Well, he went in for this most perilous and
deadly business of editing, and though, of
course, 1'd like to bear his troubles, unfor-
tunately 1 have a full-time job with my own,
and that’s that. If matters come to such a
pass that he dare only venture out ufter dark
with a muscular policeman to look after him
-—it has been known—he will be compelled
to resign his billet as editor and sell his
printing equipment off at job lot rates as
~CTAp  1ron.

But he has my sympathy, especially over
the up-to-date boxmg article he asked a
fellew to do for him. Instead of a brain-
wave on the arena and Gene Tunney, he got
a set of verses on love in spring-time! 1
ask 5*:}113

Advice on Collecting. :‘

An earnest-minded correspondent, who is
obviously very keen on the study of fresh
water denizens, tells me that 1t worries him
the wauy some fellows collect. They just get
minnows and tadpoles into bottles, following |
the whim of the moment, and then forget
them. The minnow has'no whim for this sort
of treatment. Nor a tadpole who ever flicked
!]tl'ﬂﬂﬁh},a pond appreciates being cooped up
In a time-expired jam-jar, with out-of-date
water,

Unfortunately, the same kind of thought- |
Jessness prevails in regard to butterflies and |

after some exquisite

moths. Tt 15 O.K. to capture a specimen,
kill it painlessly and set it out in a collection;
but what on earth is the good of blundering
| Clouded Yellow, or
Brimstone, or the brightly-coloured Orange
Tip or Peacock, and smashing the lovely
creature down in the hedgerow with a eap?

{ The poor thing is beyond recognition when

the "collector” has done his fell work.

A Chance for Musicians.

J. 8. W. Cook, 10, Denbigh Mews, Porio-
bello Road, Notting I1ill, W., has formed a
band, and wants to hear from players, age
about 16, who are interested in dance musie,

—

ATHLETES

TRAIN ON IT,
’ 4
/

There is half a cup
of English full cream
milk in every

CADBURY
BIG MILK

1_3-{{
0
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THE RIVER HOUSE RAIDERS !

{Contivued from pagr 356.)
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“By Georee '™ roared Hand{orth.

They went tearing across the Triangle, and
by this time Hal Brewster Liad reached the
nain gates. His heart was singing a song
of trivauph within him. Hu had succeedod !

Then, fu that mowent, when everything
seeted piain satling, disaster overtook hinn.

He coliided full tilt with scmebody who
was just coming through the gatoway, The
next woment e was grabbed and held.

" Bleady, yvouug man—steady ! sadd a voice,

“AMy, Lee!” pasped Brewster” hopelessiv,

My, Neison Lee. the Housemaster of the
Ancient House, held ou to Brewster very
tightly. With rure presence of mind, Ilal
whisked off hi: wiz and false whiskers. He
bhoped feevently that Nelson Lee had not
seett whom he was imipersonating.

Crowds of Jumiors came swarming round,
amd in the gloom they fatled to recognise
Nelson Lece wt first, ™ The fanous school:
master<detective was nearly bowled over,

“Now then, ysou.voung rascals!” said Lec.
“Cool downi  What's all this excitement
about?™

Brewsier {ried to wriggje free. _

“Well, T've gol any cap ¥'-heé said defiantly,
“T should have get anayv. if Mie. lLee hadi't
stopped me.  Jt's a victory for the!
House 1™ ' Do e " w b

*“(ive us

- thet éapoback; you rotter!”
“Which cap iz .tlits 5 ‘asked . Nelson Lee
curiously. Ol I sce!. This is the head-
gear, no doubt,-that has been hdnging up in
the Junior (omnion-room ¥’ ; :
N, 8 V. p el L e e
“T do unot think I will make ‘any close
inquiries,” said Lee dryly. " However, it is

B T —

. gidé 1
11

River|
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 obvious that this cop belongs (o Browslor

Is thalt so*"

¥ eh, s ~

“Then, Brewsler, yon Lad Lhelter heep ig,'
said Jwee.

r

“Thank you, sir!™

“But that's our eap, sir, hy vighi of
conguest I protested Handforth,

“I do not doubt it,"” said Nelson Low,

“But 1 think it will be far better if you les
the affair end here and now. I am all in
favour of this healthy rivalry between tha
two schools, Continue if, boys! It does
you good-—aud as long as you don't over:iep
the mark nobody will grumble at you.”

“Thaonks awfully, six!” . -«

“*1 shall not make any inguirics as to why
the hieadmaster’s ear 15 now slanding, cmpty,
outside the Ancieng Houge.”, coufinued lieo
amucdly. | *“However, I think T can guess™
and 1 will speak to the chaufleues”

" Lee chuckled, and walked away.

“By jingo, he’s a brick!™ said Brewster.
“And as for this cap business, it's over!”
he went on amiably. as he donued the
priceless headgear. 1 suppose we can cail
it hovours even, eh!” :

“Thai's a fair wayv of looking at 1"
nodded Nipper., “It's the first round in tlos
term’s '1\'a1‘flurr:, Rrewszter, old man, Dut
next thme it won't be honours even—it'll bo
honotrs all on one side.” -

- “Exactly I satd Brewster sweetly., “Our

u -

-

‘Well, we won’t argue!” yeplied Ninper;
and he smiled stgntficantly,
THF END.

(T ke first wound of the **war™ between
the twn schools has ended in a draw,; what

will be the result of the second round?
Yu'dl Fnow in wnexrt week’s grand yarn,
awhivh s enlitled, ** Monkey Busincss At

St. Frank's!")

A great chance to save £4
angd--have a lamous SELRY
“ All-British Cyole, Sturmey-
Archer 3-8Bpepd Gear,  Dun-
lop Cord. Tyres, . Lycett
Saddle. Hans Renold Chain,
" gte. Packed free, Carriage
aid, Dircet from factory.
‘ree Trial, Dhnnediate de-
livery on JJII}'III(‘IIL of Smali
Deposit. Easy Terms, 34,
a day, Meney refunded it
thssatisfied, Write for FREE
ART LINT,—-SELBY Mfg.
Co., Ltd, (Dept. 435},
21la, Finsbury Street,

London, JC.2.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/-"couse.”
3.5 inches in ONE MONTH.

Without applinoces — drugs — or dieting.
he Famous Clive System Never
alls, Complete Courze, 5/- P.O. p. L,

or furiher partics. stamp.—~P. A, Clive, 2

Earrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wales.

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6, Ventrilo
quist’s Instrupient, Invisible, Imitatoe Birds. Price bd,
each, 4 for 11-.=T. W. HARRISON, _23:’-3. Penton-

ville Road, London, N.1,

ACTIVE AGENTS WANTED io s¢ll Private Christ.
mas Cords, DExpericnce not essential,. Highest  Come
wigsion, Valuable Prizes. Troe Sample Book., Apply
Denton & Co., Dept. D29, Accrington.
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YO
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