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Willy Handforth wanted peace and quietness, and that, with Edward Oswald in the vieinity was,

of course, impossible. So Willy acted promptly and drastically. He butfed straight into his

major, and foreed him backwards out of the box-room and through the doorway. °“* Here, look
ont, you silly young ass ! *’ hooted Edward Oswald.
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Just as greyhound racing is all the rage nowadays, so will ihis grand
new Series of yarns be all the rage with N.L.L. readers who enjoy
siories with plenty of “ punch” and a sirong sporting inleresi—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
The Latest |

as }&e ialked out into the sunlit Triangle with Gulliver and Bell, his chums of
Study A.
“Going to be fine this afternoon,” he remarked agreeably.
““Yes, rather!” said Bell. *Good for the football.” _ :
“ Hang the football!” retorted Gore-Pearce, frowning. *I was thinking of the grey-

. 1

hound racing. ‘ .

“Uh!” said Gulliver. .

Edward Oswald Handforth, the redoubtable leader of Study D, paused as he was
about to pass the three Remove cads. '

“What was that you said, Gore-Pearce?” he demanded coldly.

“I wasn't speaking to you,” said Gore-Pearce.

“You cheeky rotter!” roared Handforth. “I don't care whether you were speaking
to me or not! You said something about greyhound racing.”

“What if T did?”

“1 don’t believe in greyhound racing!” said Handforth magisterially. “At least,
not in the way they do 1t at that rotten Bannington place.” ‘

Gore-Pearce elevated his supercilious eyebrows.

““Oh, well, of course,” he said sarcastically, ‘““we shall have to go easy, you fellows;
ITandforth doesn’t believe in greyhound racing.”

“Terrible|” said Gulliver.

““Shocking !” declared Bell,

“Naturally, the Arena will have to be closed down,” went on Gore-Pearce. ‘A place
like that can’t carry on while Handforth disapproves, can it?”

There were a good many chuckles. Nipper and Tommy Watson and Fullwcod and
Vivian Travers and two cr three other Ancient House Removites were within earshot,
and they were all grinning, Handferth, however, was looking hot and excited. He

CI.AUDE GORII-PEARCE, of the Ancient House at St. Frank’s, smiled contentedly



4

took no notice of Church and McClure, his
faithful chums, who were trying to edge him
away.

“Look here, Gore-Pearce !
forth ominously.
funny 7%

“Not at alli” replied the millionaire's
son. “I leave that sort of thing to you!”

“All right!” shouted Handforth wrath-
fully. “Laugh at this!”

He was about to deliver a first-class rignt-
hander, but Nipper and McClure and
Travers grabbed him in the nick of time,
and held nhim back., Handforth seldom
allowed an argument to go far; it was his
invariable practice to conclude it with a
one-gided fistie display.

“Hold on, old manl!” grinned Nipper.

R E]

“You don’t want to serap in the Triangle!

‘:Rats!” yelled Handforth. “I do want
to!”
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, it 1sn’t a wise policy,” amended |
Nipper. “There are one or two prefects
in sight, and you don’t fancy being detained
all the afternoon, do you?”

“Eh?” said Handforth, looking round.

“You must remember, old man, that we're
relying upon you for our match this after-
noon against Bannington Grammar School,”
went on Nipper gravely. “What shouid
we do witheut our celebrated goalkeeper?”

Handforth calmed down.

said Hand-
““Are you trying to be

“Oh, well, that’'s different,” he said
gruffly, *“Perhaps I'd better not take any
risks.”

There were some more chuckles, and

Claude Gore-Pearce breathed more freely.
The presence of a prefect or two on the
other side. of the Triangle made him safe.

It was Saturday morning, and lessons werwy
over. The early Oetober day was bright and
sunny, but a keen nip in the breeze betokened
the arrival of autumn. The chestnuts
and the elms were mellow, and Icaves
were already beginning to fall thickly.

It wasn’t the first time that the juniors
had heard of the new Bahnington Arena.
As a matter of fact, the place had been run-
ning for just over a week, and according
to all reports, ¥ was growing in popularity.

Greyhound racing was by no means new—
but it was a novelty to Bannington. The
Avrena, according to the reports in the
papers, was a well-equipped greund, and
the electric hare was one of the latest and
most efficient types. '

“"You fellows are not going to tho dogs
this afternoon, are you?” asked Travers in
tcrestedly.

“Yes, we are,” said Gore-Pearce.

Handforth snorted.

“Huh!” he said. *“That's nothing new!
They’ve been going to the dogs for terms!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Very funny!” sneered Gore-Pearce, turn-
ing red.
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““Don’t take any notice of him, dear old
fellow,” said Travers soothingly. “Well,
well! I must confess that 1 am interested.
What time does the excitement commence?”

“Half-past two,” replied Gore-Pearce,
“We've arranged to meet Wellborne & Co,,
of the River House School, at two o'clock,
and we're all going together. We're going
to have some ripping sport.”

“It sounds very attractive,”” said Travers.

“Well, why not come?” asked Gulliver
eagerly.

Nipper butted in.

“ Look here, Travers, don't be an ass!” he
said gruffly  “You knQw jolly well that
you're in the Junior Eleven, and that you’ll
be ﬁﬁ'{i;:{ltﬂ{f at the Grammar School this after-
noon.

Vivian Travers sighed. .
“For the love of Samson!” he said. *“I1

had nearly forgotten! Still, couldn’t you
manage to find a substitute for me?”

“No, T couldn’t.”

“That’s bad ! said Travers. “Greyhound
racing is rather fascinating, Pve been told.
I don’t know much abenut it perscnally, but
I'm always ready to learn.”

“Well, vou’ll have a chance this afternoon,
if you como along,” said Gore-Pearce. *“ Of
course, the Arena has only just recently been
opened, and they're not quite shipshape yet.
Still, they’ve already held two meetings, so
they ought to be in good order by this after-
noon. They've got some first-class dogs run-
ning, too.”

Travers nodded.

“Yes; I was studying their form in the
paper this morning,” he said. ‘‘Domino
appears to be the favourite for the big race.”

“I’m having a flutter on Domino,” said
Gore-Pearce coolly.

“Then there’'s Monkeynuts!” went on
Travers. ‘“In my opinion, Monkeynuts is
a bit of a dark horse—that is to say, a bit
of a dark dog. He ought to be all right for
a place. And what about Geranium ?”

“Geranium is running in the second race,”
said Gulliver.  “T don’t think he’ll do any-
thing."” :

“Don’t you believe it!” replied Travers.
“Geranium is going to win.”

“By gad! Do you really think so?” asked
Gore-Pearce with interest. “You seem to
know a good deal about 1t, Travers.”

Vivian Travers shrugged his shoulders.

“Didn’t I tell you that T’ve been :tudy-
ing form?” he said. *‘“‘Take a tip from me,

fl’

you fellows, and put your money on
Geranium. He’s a cert!”

Nipper and Handforth and the other
fellows listened grimly. Travers was a

member of the Junior Eleven, and 1t was
perfectly seandalous that he should be taking
all this interest in greyhound racings
Slowly and ominously the circle of Re-
movites began to close round the greyhound
racing experts.
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CHAPTER 2.

Travers Changes His
Mind !

OOK here, Travers!”
saild Handforth hotly.
“Eh? Speaking to
me?” said Travers,
glancing round.

“Yes, I am!” snorted Handforth. “ You're
not going to this rotten Arena place this
afternoon, Travers! You're in the Junior
Eleven—-" -

“Don’t get excited, dear old fellow,”
murmured Travers. “Can’t I change my
mind if I like? I'm sure Nipper won't want
me in the eleven if my interests are else-
where.”

“Don’t be an ass, Travers!” said Nipper.
“You can’t fool me! You’d rather play foot-
ball any dayv than go to a silly greyhound
racing meeting !

“ Ah, well, we shall see,

]

replied Travers.

“But I must confess that 1 am greatly
attracted. Think of the thrills, dear old
fellows! The start! They're off! Whizz

goes the eleetric hare, and then the grey-
hounds go shooting along in full cry., DBy
Samson! What a picture!”

“The Bannington Arena is a scandal!”
said Handforth hotly. “Why, everybody
has been talking about it this week. It’s
a. bookies’ paradise! It only caters for the
silly punters. There’s no sport in a place
like that!”

But Travers took no, notice.

“Think of the sensational finish!"” he said
dreamily. “The dog you have backed comes
in last, and then, with a jerk, you recalisa
that another ten bob has gone west!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And .so it goes on!” said Travers,
“Race after race, each one lasting at least
half a minute!”

“Yes; but what a half-minute!”
Gore-Pearce, "

“A half-minute of tense anxiety, followed
by a long half-hour of regrets,” nodded
Travers coolly, “But, then, you can’t expect
to have your pleasure without paying for
1it, can you?”

“Pleasure !” roared Handforth. *“I dare
say some grevhound tracks are run pro-
perly, but this one at Bannington is a dud!”

“How do you know?” asked Gore-Pearce
unpleasantly. ‘““Have vou been there 77

“No, you silly ass!”

“Then you're not entitled to judze!” put
in Gulliver. “You're only going by the
gossip that you hear.”’ |

“True, dear old fellow—true!” szid
Travers, patting Handforth lightly on the
back. “Wouldn't it be fair to give the thing
a trial? How about coming with me this
afternoon, for a little flutter ?”

“Fathead ! said Handforth witheringly.

“Yes, cheese it, Travers!” said Nipper,
with a smile. .

sald

1 regard it as

| S

“But why?” asked Vivian Travers.
“There's no harm in greyhound racing, is
there 7"

“Not as a sport,” reoplied Nipper. “DBut
{ 'm afraid that a lot of these places are run
merely because of the betting that goes on.”

“But betting 1s merely a spice,” argued
Travers.

“Are you sticking up for
demanded Handforth aggressively.

“Now, now!” said Travers. “Don’t get
exaited, dear old fellow., I am ready to
admit that there are greyhound tracks and
grevhound tracks. And, by all that I can

beiting 2

| hear, the one at Bannington is probably a

dubious sort of place. To begin with, it
isn't run by the G.R.A.,, or any other
reputable body.”

“It isn't run by which?” said Handforth.

“The C.R.A”Y

“And what the dickens is that?”

““My poor innocent!” said Travers kindly.
“Don’t you know that the G.R.A. is the
CGreyhound Racing Association 7”

“I'm not interested in racing!”’ retorted
Handforth tartly.

“Well, perhaps it's a good thing that we
all have different tastes,” murmured Travers.
““Greyhound racing, as a sport, is harmless,
thrilling, and thoroughly entertaining. DBut,
of course, I don’t approve of rcal hares
being used.”

“I'm glad there’s somethigg you
approve of !” remarked Fullwood. .

“Tleetrie hares are all right, though,”
added Travers. “There’s no cruelty about
the thing, and I rather think the dogs them-

don't

{ selves enjoy the game far more than the

spectators.”
Claude Gore-Pearce nodded.

“It's all pifle to say that greyhound raec-
ing i1s harmful,” he said. “Personally, 1
a first-class sport.”

“Hear, hear!” said Travers. “You pay
your admission money, and you go in. You
are jostled here and there, you are jammed
and you arc squashed, Your feet aro
trodden on, and you probably lose your hat.
And then, at last, you find yoursclf
squashed against the railings, or jammed
into a scat between two coalheavers.”

“Is that what you ecall pleasure?” asked
Handforth, staring.

“Coalheavers are as much entitled to be
there as anybody else,” said Travers stoutly.
“One must take things as they come. A

{ greyhound racing arena is & cosmopolitan

spot. Well, after you get 1in, you are
thoroughly entertained by the shouts of the
bookies. You look east, and you seco
bookies. You look west, and you see more
bookies. You look north and south, and the
{ whcse vista is thickly scattered with
bookies.”

* “0Oh, draw it mild!” protested Gulliver.
{ “There aren’t so many as all that!”
“Bookies to the right, bookies to the
left,” proceeded Travers smoothly. “ After
la gomf deal of argument with your pals,

A
L




6 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

you shove ten bob on Lion’s Tail, or what-
ever the dog’s name happens to be. There
is a long wait, and then half a minute of
suspense, and Lion’s Tail refuses to wag.
At the end of the mecting, you fight your
way out of the place, after having seen just
over three solid minutes of actual racing—-
perhaps four minutes. You are two or three
pounds out of pocket, but who cares?”

Nipper grinned,,

“Somechow, Travers I rather think you
prefer football,” he chuckled.

“] shouldn’t be at all surprised,” said
Travers, nodding. “At any rate, I'll turn
out for the Junior Kleven this afternoon,
dear old fellow. Samehow, this greyhound
racing meeting doesn’t quite appeal to me.”’

Claude Gore-Pearee scowled.

“You silly idiot !”” he said nastily. “ You've
only been rotting!”

“That’s all!” nodded Travers.
rotting !”

“*Ha, ba, ™

“Then you won’t come with me?” said
(Gore-Pearce.

“If it’s all the same to you, dear old
fellow, no!” said Travers. ‘“And I hope
my little discourse has convinced you that
greyvhound racing, as servel up at Banning-
ton, is a waste of time. Now horse racing 1s
different. In horse racing you have a full-
Llooded, virile sport——"

Clang, clang!

“Well, there goes the bell for dinner!”
said Nipper briskly. “I don’t think we'll
hear your discourse on horse racing,
Travers.”’

And the rest of the juniors were ‘'of pre-
cisely the same opinion

“Just

CHAPTER 3

e ol VA2 Taking a Risk !
o q B Fr . NELSON LEE,
iy the Housemaster of
the Ancient House,
' rose to his feet 1n
the dining-hall im-

mediately after the meal was over—and just
before dismissal,

“One moment, all of wou, if vou don’t
mind,” he said, addressing the whole House.
“The headmaster has requested me to make
an important announcement.”

Seniors and juniors alike listened with
interest. They rather wondered what was
coming. They could guess, at any rate, that
every other Housemaster at St. Frank’s was

copying Nelson Lee's example at this par-
ticular moment.

“The headmaster wishes me to tell you
that the greyhound racing frack, known as
the Banningtou Arena 1s strictly out of
bounds,” continued Nelson Lee. “Junior

and senior Forms are includdd in this
restriction.”

“Good egg!” murmured Handforth, at
the Remove table. ““'That’s one in the eye
for Gore-Pearce.”

Gore-Pearce and Gulliver and Bell
looking rather blank and dismayed.

“The headmaster 1s very strict about this,”
went on Nelson Lee warningly. ‘‘He doesn’t
want anvbody belonging to St. Frank's to

were

| patronisec the Bannington Arena. So, once
again, 1 must tell you plainly that the
Arena 1s positively out of bounds. If any

boy belonging to this school is seen there,
or 13 reported to have been there, the
consequences will be serious for him.”

“How serious, sir?” asked Travers coolly.

“1 do not think the headmaster will
hesitate at expulsion,”” said Nelson Lee
grimly. “Dr. Staftord is not opposed to

grevhound racing as a sport, but he has
heard. on the best authority, that this track
at Bannington is virtuallv run for the
benefit of bookmakers. It is, morcover, the
resort of all the worst characters 1n the
district. That's all I've got to sav, so you
can dismiss.”

The  fellows  crowded out, talking
animatedly., The majority of them were not
in the least interested, for they wouldn’t
have patronised the Bannington Arena in
any case. Joothall was more their mark on

thiz fine, erisp autui.r afternoon.

“Well, there’s nothing like taking the bull
by the horns,” said Nipper, as he and a
group of other Removites went out into the
Triangle. “1 don’t think there’ll be many
St IFrank’s fellows € going to the dogs ' this
afternoon.”

Gore-Pearce & Co were looking pretty
sick-
“It’s spoilt your precious game, hasn’t

it 7 said Handforth, with undisguised satis-
faction., ““Serves ven jolly well right, too,
my sons! It's a pity you can’t interest vouar-
selves in something healthv! Why don’t veu
come and watch us beat Bannington Gram-
mar School 7

“Oh, go and
Pearce savagely.

“What did you say?” rocared Handforth.

Gore-Pearce didn’t answer. He walked
straight on, and Culliver and Bell hustled
him somewhat. Thev had an idea that
Handforth would run after them, and get
busy with his fists. But when they reached
the gates they found that Handforth haa
turned away.

“There’s no sense in asking for trouble,”
said Gulliver. “It’s a silly thing to tell that
hulking ass, Handforth, to go and eat coke.
He’s always liable to let fiy!”

“Confound, Handforth!”® snapped Gore-
Pearce. ““What are we going to do about
our afternoon’s flutter ?”

“Do?” said Bell. " Do nothing, of course.
We daren’t go now.”

“Of course not,” agreed Gulliver, “It's
not worth risking the sack. Anyhow, I'm

not goin’ to get bunkew for watching a grey-
hound race.”

cat coke?” growled Gore-
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“No, it isn't worth it,” agreed Gore-
Pearce, with a grunt. “Still, we’d better
meet those River House fellows. We pro-
mised to, and they'll only kick up a fuss if
wo don’t turn up.”

So they strolled down towards the stile,
where the footpath through Bellton Wood
joined the lane. It was just about two
o'clock when thev arrived—which was the
appointed hour. I'he plan had been to cateh
tke afternoen train to Bannington,

“Hallo, vou fellows!” came a hail, as the
cads of Study A arrived. “You've just hit
it nicely,”

A group of River House ‘‘Honourables’’
came through the wood, and they were all
looking cheery.  The leaders were the Hon.
Audrey de Vere Wellborne and the Hon.
Bertram Carstairs and the Hon, Cyril
Coates. Others included Delaney and Gadsby
and Brampton.

“We're not coming,”
bluntly.

' “What's that?” said the Hon. Aubrey.
‘Not coming? Why not?”

“Because our dolt of a headmaster has put
the Bannington Arena out of bounds,”
growled Gore Pearce

‘I'he Honourables looked surprised.

“Ts that any valid reason?” asked Delaney.
“By gad! You fellows aren’t afraid of
breaking bounds, are you?”

“Hang it!” protested Gulliver.
a chance of getting the sack!”
“Bot1"”
“Our
moent——-"
“Blow
borne.
masters.

said Gore-Pecarce

“There's

made an announce-

vour Housemaster!” said Well-
“We expect these sort of things from

They’re proper spoil-sports, all of
them. They always put racecourses out of
bounds. And greyhound racing, in their
eys, is practically as bad as horse racing.”

“Well, it’s not worth the risk,” said Gore-
Poearce stubbornly,

“By gad!” sneered Carstairs.
gered 1if these St. Frank’s
funkyt”

“Confound you!” snapped Gore-Pearce.
“It’s not a question of being funky——"

“Then what is 162"

“Steady !” said Wellborne, with a grin.
“We don't want to start any arguments,
The train won’t wait for us. Don't be an
ass, Gore-Pearce. Of course you're coming.”

“Yes, but o

“All three of you,” continued Wellborne
lightly. “The Arena is out of bounds for
us, too, but do you think we're stopping
away 1

“But what if you're spotted?” asked Gul-
liver nervously.

“In that terrific ecrowd?” said Wellborne.
“My decar asses, there’s not a chance. As
soon as we get to Bannington, we're going
- to buy some plain tweed caps—cheap ones
for the occasion. As long as we're not show-
ing any school colours, who the.thunder will
know us? We're not likely to meet any
masters in the Arcna, are we?”

Housemaster

£i Itm jig'
chaps aren’t

S
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“Do vou think it'll be safe, then?” asked
Gore-Pearce dubiously.

““Safe as houses!” said the Hon. Aubrey.
“Come on! Don’t be such blessed wcak-
lings! Risk it!”

And Gore-Pearce & Co., not wishing to
look small in the eyes of their River House
rivals, deeided to risk it.

CHAPTER 4
A Disappointment !

FEADY, you chaps?”
sang out Flandlorth
impatiently.

He * was 1n  tho

_ Ancient House lobby,
and his voice echoed up the stairs and down
the corridors. Handforth was wearing foot-
ball togs, under his overcoat, and he scemed
to be ready for business.

“Keep your hair on!” came a voice from
upstairs. ' Just coming.”

Two or three juntors appeared, and they
all went out into the Triangle. The other
members of the Junior Eleven were there—
Reggie Pitt of the West House, and Buster
Boots and Bob Christine of the IYourth, and

Nipper and Travers and IFullwood and
Gresham and the others.
Their bieyeles were ready, too. Handforth

had thought about going over to Banning-
ton in his little Austin Seven, but Church
and MeClure had persuaded him that it
would be more sporting to bike it, in coni-
pany with the other members of the team.

“Are we all hero now?” asked Nipper
briskly. “Good! Then let’'s be going. We
don’t want to be late.”

“Well, anyhow, we're going to whack the
Grammarians hollow,” said Handforth, with
satisfaction. “On their own ground, too!”

“Don’t you be so jolly sure,” put in Reggio
Pitt. “The Grammarians are hot this
scason. They haven’t lost a mateh yet.”

“They haven't played many,” retorted
Handforth.

“That's true,” said Nipper. * Still, there's
no sense in counting our chickens beforo
thev'ro hatched. In other words, we mustn't
reckon on our goals before they're scored.”

“Well, I should hope you forwards will
be good enough for one goal during the
game,” said Iandforth, staring.

“Well, one—yes,” admitted Nipper.

“That'll be good enough for victory, then,”
said Handforth eoolly. “Naturally, T'm
not going to let the Grammarians score. I'm
goalie, and r

“Ha. ha bal"

“(Good old optimist ! said Travers. “Well,
well! That’s the spirit, Handy, dear old
fellow! But you must remember that even
the best of goalkecepers ean be beaten at
times,”

Handforth wasn’t inelined to admit it,
and he was still arguing when the wholo
crowd wheeled their bieveles towards the
gates. A few other fellows—not in the
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gaine.

“Just a minute, Ted!”

Handforth wheeled round, frowning, as
he heard the familiar voice. His minor
was leaning against the wall near the gate.
way, his bieyele handy. Chubby Heath  and
Juiecy Lemon, also of the Third, were loung-
ing about near by, pretending to be in-
terested in the distant view.

“1 haven’'t got time to bother with you,
Willy, my son|” said Edward Oswald curtly.

“No bother at all,” replied Willy Hand-

forth, the genial skipper of the Third., “All
I want. Ted, 1s five bob.”

“What1”

“It'll save a lot of time if you don't

argue,” continued Willy patiently. “In fact,
you needn’t say a single word. Whack out
five bob, and the thing is done.”

The other Removites and Fourth-Fermers
pauscd, grinning. Kdward Oswald Hand:
forth’s face was a study.

“You can go and eat coke!” he said,
glaring. “You're not going to get any five
bob out of me!”

Willy held out a hand—a not over-clean
hand.

“¥You—you—you——-»"

“Five bob!”

Willy was eool and éollected. Indeed,
there was something disconcerting about his
air of guiet confidence. It was.as obvious
as daylight that he was determined to get
that money.

“Ha. ba. hal™

The chuckles became louder,
forth turned red.

“Look here, vou young fathead,” he said
thickly, “I'm not going to be black-
maitled -

“Botter give 1t to him, Handy, and get it
over!” advised Nipper. “You know what a
sticker he 1s”

Handforth breathed hard.

“What do vou want five bob for?” he de-
manded, turning to his minor.

“We're going to Bannington to see you
fellows whack the Grammarians,” replied
Willy promptly.

”(Jh!”

““And, naturally, we want a bit of money
to spend while we're there,” continued the
cheery fag. “Chubby and Juicy and I hap-

and Hand

pen to be broke just now, and five bob
wonld come in rather handy.”

“You're coming to see our match, are
you !’ said Handforth,

“Yes; we want to watch the faces of

those Grammarians when you ruin all their

chances of scoring,” said Willy calmly., ™ My

hat! I believe they're shivering in “heir

?Il‘mﬁ”even now at the very thought of 7ou,
ed !

Handforth thawed.

“Yes, I expect they’re a bit nervous,” ho
admitted. “I'ive bob, eh? Oh, well, all
right. Just this once!”

He took out two half-crowns and handed
them to his minor. All the other juniors
were cackling.  “Just this once ” was dis-

\
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team—were going along, too, to wateh the,

tinetly funny, for Willy was continually
wangling similar sums out of his major.

However, Willy was not destined to sce
the celebrated Edward Oswald stopping anpy
not shots that afternoon. For when the
Junior Eleven arrived at the Bannington
Grammar School they were met in the guad.
by one of the masters.

“Sorry, you fellows,” he said, “but I'm
afraid there'll be no game this afternoon.”

““No game, sir!” echoed Nipper, in dis-
may. ‘“Why not?”

“Most of our men are in quarantine,’
replied the master. “There’s a suspeeted
case of scarlet fever in the school, and the
Head has decided to keep everybody in-
doors unti! the thing is settied.”

“Oh, I say, what rot!” burst out Hand-
forth, “I--1 mean Sorry, sir! DBut
surcly there can’t be any harm in the team
coming out into the open air?” :

“Personally, I don’t think there’s the
ahost of a risk,” said the Grammar School
master candidly., *“But you can’t be too
careful in these ecases. Anvhow, there’ll be
no game. I'rightfully sorry, and all that,
but there i1t 1s. We would have rung you
up, but we didn't know until a quarter of
an hour ago. There’s been a fine old stew
going on here.”

“But can't we wait a bit, sir—on the off
chanee 7’ asked Nipper. It won't matter
much if the game 1s delayed-——"

“Afraid it’s no goéd, young 'un,” said the
master. ““The doctors are going to examine
practically all the fellows who have been in
contact with the paiient, and it'll be a
long job. I shouldn’t advise you to wait—
vou'll only be wasting your time.”

And the St Frank’s Junior Eleven had to
swallow the pill, so to speak.

It was a deeidedly bitter pill to swallow,
too, since they had been looking forward
to this game. And now it was too late to
fix up any other.

Thev wheeled their bieveles out into the
road again, and came to a halt, uncertain
and unsettled.

“Well, what the dickens are we going to
do now?” demanded Handforth, glaring at
his companions as though they were re-

sponsible  “Here’s a fine kettle of fish!”’
“All dressed up, and nowhere to go,
what?” murmured Travers. “It’s a sad
world !
“Well, T’ll tell you what,” suggested
Nipper *“*We can’t have a game ourselves,
so how about trotting along to watch the

professionals ¥

“That’s not a bad wheeze,” said Reggie
Pitt, nodding. " Bannington Town is play-
ing Croydon to-day, I believe. It ought to
be a decent mateh. ™

Within a minute the thing was decided.

Bannington Town was in the Third Divi-
sion of the League. and it had quite a good
reputation as a team. 'T'he previous secason
the Town had finished well up in the League
table, although this season things seemed to
be going badly,

ic F

(hey need some encouragement, by all

that I ean hear,” said Fullwood, with a grin,



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

The forward sent in a first-time shot which rose slightly, swerving at the same time,

“Bannington hasn’t won a game yet this
season.”

“They haven't gained a single point,”
nodded Nipper. “Well, let’s go along and
cncourage them, And perhaps we might be
able to pick up a few tips. Professional foot-
ball is jolly smart, as a rule.”

And the disappointed
mounted their bieyeles
towards the big ground,

Junior Eleven re-

and pedalled off

CHAPTER 5

Two Men and a Dog !

~ (. 1.LY HANDFORTH
E:.f , frowned.
NS “Look at that!”
he said ominously.
He and his two
chums were on thewr bicyeles, and they
were  just  preparing to  dismount - as

ihe pedalling became harder and” harder up
a sharp rise. It was the last rise on the
Bannington road, the outskirts of the town
being only half a mile farther on,

Yet, although Bannington was so near,
the road was quite rural, with picturesque
hedges and with scareely any cottages or
houses in siglt. .

“Look at what 7 asked Chubby Hecath, as
he practically fell off his machine. *“Phew!
This giddy hill is always a twister!”

But Willy, as he dismounted, was not
thinking of the hill. He was looking at two
meun who werq walking briskly along, a hua-

=

The

‘Bang !
ball was in the back of the net, and ,the goalie was left standing, arms outstretched, helpless.
““Goal ! > went up a roar,

dred vards ahead, wup the rise. Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon failed to sce any-
thing to warrant their leader’s gruff tone.

“I don't agree with 1t!” said Willy sternly.
“It’s a dirty trick on the poor dog.”

And then the other two fags understood.

The men were walking along with a dog
trotting between them. 'The dog was a grey-
hound, sleek and beautiful, and he was held
on a leash.

“Come off it, Willv!” grinned Chubbyv, 23
they all pushed their machines up the hill.
“What’s biting you now? I can't sce mwuch
to complain of.”

“That dog is a greyhound!” said Willy
fiercely,

“"Go hon!”

“He’s a greyhound!” repeated Willy.

“NYou don't sayv so!” remarked Chubby in
a tone of surprise, “I thought he was a
St. Bernard!”

“And 1t’s as clear as daylight that he's
being taken to that rotten meeting at the
Bannington Arena,” continued Willy, taking
no notice of Chubby’s sarcasm. “ Blow tho

Arena! It ought to be closed up by Act of
Parliament!”

Willy didn't believe in greyhound racing,

and he was inclined to be strong in his
VIOWS,
“You'd better go up to the House of

Commons and* kick up a fuss,” suggested
Juicy Lemon lightly.

“Look at the poor thing!” said Willy, with
genulne distress.  “All ecluttered up with a
silly sort of harness, and blankets and things.
It's a wonder they don’t wrap ’em in cotton

| wooll”
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“It’s to keep them in fit condition,” said
Chubby.

“Rot! No ordinary dog-lover wraps
blankets round his pal!” said Willy sternly.
“ And look at that harness, too! 1f I had my
way, greyhound racing would be finished for
good !”

His chums did not argue. Willy was a
yassionate lover of animals. At times, indeed,
im was inclined to go to extremes. He had
all sorts of pets at St. Frank’s—Marmaduke,
the monkey; Sebastian, the snake; Rupert,
the rat; and all the other members of the
antmal troupe. Willy spent quite half his
leisure hours in looking after his beloved
pets, and they, for their part, enjoyed a
happy life. One and all, they were attached
to their kindly young master,

In some strange way, Willy had a powerful
influence over all animals. Savage creatures
that would unhesitatingly attack other people
were docile and tame when Willy approached
them and spoke to them. He had a magic
influence. IEven Willy himself could not
explain why. It was just a gift.

“Greyhounds, of course, are dogs that love
to run,” continued the leader of the Third.
“But 1t scems unnatural to me that they
should be compelled to race in these en-
closures, fooled by an electric bit of trickery
that pretends to be a hare. It’s not playing
square with the poor beggars.”

“Yes, but they enjoy the
Chubby, ”

“Lots of these dogs are being trained to
give exhibitions for the amusement of the
public!” said Willy magisterially. “ And not
only that! They're simply being used as an
excuse for betting!”

“Well, you ncedn’t get excited about it,”
vemarked Juley.
said Willy., “I'm

“T'm not excited!”
wild, Of course, a lot of greyhounda
after, an they're

are well looked

treated properly. But what about the
others? What about the poor things that
arec owned by men like these two in front?
Anybody can see that they’re a couple of
rotters!  And I’ve heard that this Arena
in Bannington is badly run. The dogs fight,
and some of the races have been farces. In
the name of sport, they're endangering the
lives of some of these ripping dogs.”

“Ahem!” coughed Chubby. “Shall we be
getting on our bikes again? We're late even

fun,” said

now. [ expect the match will have started
»
“Hallo! Look at that!” broke in Willy
quickly,

Unexpectedly a young rabbit had dodged
across the road, just iv front of the men and
“the dog, and 'the latter with a quick, ex-
cited yelp, was tugging madly at the leash.

“None of that, confound *you!” shouted
one of the men. *“Keep quiet, you blamed
fool! Down, bang you—down!”

The rabbit could be seen scooting across a
neighbouring meadow, and the greyhound
was leaping about in & [ine state of excite-
ment and {renzy.

|

¢
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“Better hold him tight, Bill!” said the
other man in an anxious tonc. *““He looks
like getting free, and—-"

“ Look out!” roared the first man.

With a terrific jerk the greyhound had
broken his harngss, and now he was free.

But Willy hardly gave-~the dog a glance.
His horrified eyes were fixed upon a motor-
car which had just come roaring over the
crest of the hill, It was a sports car—a two-
seater with a long, rakish body—and it was
travelling at terrific speed. _

Both the men leapt to the side of the road,
and the car swerved. At the same second the
greyhound dodged right across the road
tewards the hedge—full in the track of the
oncoming automobile]

CHAPTER 6

The Disaster !

HUD!

Willy  uttered a
hoarse, strangled
kind of c¢cry as he
heard that sound. It

was a sickenming, ghastly sound to his ears—
for it had been caused by the unfortunate
greyhound coming into contact with the car.

The car driver iried to avoid the accident;
he swerved madly, running right on to the
grass beside the road. But his speed had
been so great that there was no chance for
the poor dog

As far as Willy could see. the wheels of the
car did not actudlly pass over the dog’s body;
it seemed that the greyhound was struck by
one of the dumb-irons, and he went flying
beneath the car, to vanish.

Whooooom |

The three fags ncarly jumped out of their
skins as the car shot past them, missing them
by mere inches. Willy’s gaze was [ixed on
the road, and he saw the greyhound rolling
over and over like a ball of dusty fur. Then
it subsided into a still, silent heap.

“0Oh!” muttered Willy brokenly,

There was agony in his tone—agony in his
eyes. He threw his machine from him, and
he was on the point of rushing forward, when
Chubby Heath and Juiecy Lemon held him

back.
Chubby

“Steady, old son!” muttered

hoarsely, “No nced to butt in!”
“Let me go!” panted Willy.
“No!” said his chums in one voicer ‘ What
good can you do ?”
Willy suddenly felt limp. What good. in-
deed ? He suddenly turned and glared down

the hill. The sports ear was vanishing in a
haze of dust which rose from the tarred,
sanded road.

“The brutes—the brutes!” Willy said
tensely.  “They didu’'t even stop!. They

ought to be put in prison for a thing like
that !’

He was touched to the quick: he was in
mental agony. Chubby and Juicy couldn’t
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understand their young leader's pain. They,
themselves, were rather distressed to witness
this accident, but they were certainly not pale
with the shock of it—as Willy was.

He stood quite still now, rather stunned.

MThey’ve killed him, Bill—~they've killed
Lhim!” cne of the men was shouting.
m‘:The young fools!” panted the other.

fhe dangerous maniacs! I'll find out who
they are, or my name ain't Bill Drice. Yes,
and I'll make ’em pay, too! They’ll have
to compensate me for the loss of this dog!”

Bill Brice was a big, unpleasant-looking
man—now rendered doubly unpleasant by
reason of his rage. He was coarse. and he
was flashily dressed. He possessed a red.
puffy face, with two or three chins folding
themselves over his striped collar. The other
man was of the same type—horsey-looking,
and by no means prepossessing.

“My dog!” Bill Brice was shouting. “My
Domino! By thunler! He's dead right
enough !”

He looked down at the mangled, still form
cf the dog. But there was no anguish in his
voice, only fury.

Willy’s gaze hardened, This man was
thinking only of his loss—in terms of money.
He hadn’t a thought for the poor dog. Iven
im o moment like this, when the animal was
lving there, bleeding and pitiful, his owner
could talk of nothing but compensation.
Willy's blood boltled.

*1t boiled even more when Mr. Brice gave
the limp heap a kick. Tt moved slightly, but
there was no sign of lite. A pool of blood
was beginning tc form on the tarred road.

“No need to do that, Bill ! said the other
man. ‘“Calm down! We can'i do any-
thing.” ' *

Bill Brice turned, and shook his fist down

the road  Apparently he did not even sco
the three juniors who were still standing
there, watching, hardly knowing what to
do.

The other man was now on his knees, and
ho felt the dog all over, and turned the limp
body from side to side. At Jast he got
to his feet and brushed his knees.

“It’s no good,” he grunted, "‘he’s as dead
as mutton!”

“Dead!” said Bill Briea thickly. “And I
was going to race Lim to-day, too! Just as
he was coming on so wonderfully! Why, in

another couple of weeks he could have beaten
~evervy dog on the track!”

“Yes, but it’s no good saying that——"

“That dog was worth a small fortune!”.
roared Brice, with mad fury. “And there's
no redress! I don’t even know who those
fellers were in the car. But, by._.gosh, TIl
find out! And I'll make ’en: pay, too! TlIl
make 'em pay every cent !

In his rage he turned back, and he looked:
down at the battered body of the greyhound.
ITis foot went up, and se great was the foree
of his thrust that he lifted the limp animal
on his instep and sent it slithering and slid-
ing into the ditch near by. Tt fell wiih a dull
thud into the dry bed.

-
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“You're not going to leave it there, are
you, BAl?” asked the other man wonder-
ingly.

Bill Brice scowled savagely.

“What's the good of taking it?” he
snarled. *“‘He’s dead, and that means he's
no more good to me! What’s the good of
keeping a corpse? He might as well be
buried there as anywhere else! Confound
those reckless fools in that cart”

Without even another glance at the diteh,
Bill Brice strode on, still scowling and com-
plaining about his loss—in terms of rash.

CHAPTER 7
Willy Gets Wild !

let’s be getting
on,”> sa1d Chubby
Heathh uncomfortably.

Willy Handforth
started. He scemed
to come out of his dazed cendition. and now
his eves were gleaming with eold anger.
Bill Brice and his companion had vanished
round a bend at the top of the hill, and the
three fags had the road quite to themselves.

“The brute!” muttered Willy hotly. “Oh,

«the horrible brute!”

Juicy Ltmon nodded.

“Yes, rather!” he said.
have stopped, at least.
te drive on g

“I'm not talking about the man who drove
that car,” said Willy coldly. “I'm talking
about Brice!”

" “Brice”

“Didn’t he shout his name
demanded Willy. “Bill Brice! And, by
Jingo, I'll remember it, too! A brute, you
chaps—a callous, inhuman rotter!”

His chums were astonished.

“Well, vou needn't be so wild about it.”
remarked Chubby.“ “The dog is dead, and
there’s no sense in erying over spilt milk.”

“And that man is allowed to own dumb
animals,” said Willy, taking a deep breath.
“It's a shame—in fact, it’s a sin! A man
like that 1s dangerous.”

“But what did he do?”
staring.

“You heard him, didn’t you?”

“Well, ves—-"

- “What did he care about hiz dog ?” said
Willy scathinpﬂy. “Nothing! Not a toss!
Did you hear him say a single word of pity?
Did he express any pain because his dog
had 91‘_?9“ mangled to death in front of his
ayes ?’

“T don't suppose he did,” said Chubby.

“He thought of nothing except the poor
dog's value,” said Willy, with contempt and
scorn “He thought of how much money
he would lose, because he couldn’t enter his
dog for the races. “He was only angry because
{ln was out of pocket. But for the dog itself
e dida't care a toss!”

“He ought to
It was a dirty trick

Dot T™

asked Juicy
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“The rotter!” said Juicy, realising the
truth of it.

“I'he hulking great cad didn't even bend
down and make sure that hLis dog was
really dead,” continuea Willy hotly. “ And
then, to cap cverything, he kicked the poor
thing into the ditch. Great Scott! I never
saw anything so heartless 1n my ufe! The
brute!”

Taking everything into consideration, Willy
Handforth had every rcason for his scathing
comuients. Bill Brice, the owner of the dog,
had bchaved with unjustifiable callousness.
It was perfectly true that the loss of the dog,
as a dog, had not affected him.

“1t was really the man’s own fault,” said
Chiubby. ‘““He ought to have caught hold of
the dog and held himm. But then, who could
expect that that car would come shooting
along at such a speed?”

“Oh, why talk about it?” growled Lemon.
“Let’s be gctting on.”

“Wait a minute!” said Willy quietly.

He had left his bieycle in the grass, and
‘he was now walking forward.

“Hecere, I say,”
fortably. ‘““You’re not going to ihat ditch,
are you, Willy?”

“Yes, I am.”

“But what for ?” saidd Chubby. “You can’t
do any good. And I don’t suppose that dog
iﬂg very pretty sight, after being mangled
an _____.'” .

“I want to have a look at him,” said
Willy in a steady voice.

- There was something in his tone which
made it perfectly useﬁass for Chubby and

22

Juicy to argue. They knew Handforth
minor well, but never before had they scen
him so affected. Uusually he was the

cheeriest of mortals—always sunny, always
smiling. But now a black <cloud had
descended over him, aand the agony in his
eyes and in his volce was intense.

Chubbv and Juicy laid their bicycles down,
too, and theyv followed their young leader.
For a moment Willy stood on the brink of
the diteh, looking down. 'The unfortunate

reyhound was lying in a still, misshapen

eap among the dead leaves and rotten
bracken. His head was doubled under his
body, and there was blood everywhere.

“My bat!” muttered Chubby, as he came
up and looked down.

Willy dropped into the ditch and bent
down beside the dog .

“Don’t touch him!” murmured Chubby.

“You'll only get messed up, Willy, and
there’s no need
e broke off, for his words were idle.

Willy, with gentle care, had picked the dog
uF in his arms, giving no thought to the
blood. Gently and tenderly, he laid the body
down on the grass and stretched it out.

“Poor old chap!” mutiered Willy
brekenly. “What a shame! Such a fine dog,
too !’

“Yes, ho was a beauty,” said Juicy. “But
what a sight now!”

protested Chubby uncem- |

g
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“Even if that rotter, Brice, didn't know
his duty, there's somedhing that we muss
do,” said Willy. “We've got to give this
dog a decent burial, you chaps.”

" Yes, but i

“Don’t argue!” said Willy quietly. " You
don’t think we can ride on, do you, withoub
burying the poor thing?”

** Nun-no, I suppose not.”

“We couldn't leave him here, in the ditch
—and make ourselves as bad as his owner,”
continucd Willy. “That’s another thing
against Brice, too. [Fancy! He didn’t even
possess the decency to bury his dog.”’

The others said nothing.

They were looking down at the grey-
hound. He really was an awful sight. The
hair round his neck and near the shoulders
was matted with blood. The little coat, or
blanket, which had been on his back, was
torn and tattered. A reddish focam was
appcaring at his mouth, and his eyes were
half-open, showing the whites slightly. '

“Oh, what a shamo!” muttered Willy
again,

He felt the dog’s hindquarters, expecting
probably to find the bones broken. Bus,
rather to his surprise, the hmbs were quite
firm. Then his hand wandered over the
body, and suddenly 1t became still

In a flash Willy’s whole attitude changed.
A’ flush came over his face, and his eyes grew
larger.

“Oh!” he whispered hoarsely.

“Why, what on earth——"" began Chubby.

“His heart!” panted Willy. “It’s beating,
you chaps! His heart’s beating !

“What

“He’s not dead!” went on Willy, a wave
-of wild excitement taking possession of him.
“Quick, get some water, one of you!”

“But—but there isn’t any water here——"

“Get some water!” repeated Willy. *I
don’t care where you get it from—but get 1tl
His heart’s stiil beating! He's alive!”

With a tenderness that was astounding,
Willy felt the dog all over, and his amaze-
ment and his excitement grew. There were
no bones broken—not one!

And, without question, the dog’s heart
was beating—feebly, unsteadily. But it was
beating !

CHAPTER 8

Willy’s Resolve !

. OOR old boyv!”

& mured Willy
passionately.
there's any
for you,

mur-
com-

1] If
chance
we'll see

what can be done.”

He looked at the greyhound’s mouth, and
his excitement grew less as he observed the
red foam that was issuing from between
those white tecth.

“Where's that water?” he said suddenly.

“Chubby’s gone for it!” panted Juiloy

Lemon. “He—he went through that hedge,
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Here ho

and—— Oh, thank goodness!
comes !”’ ; ‘

Chubby Heath came running up, carrying
his cap. When he arrived, a small amount ot

water was still in the cap.
“Hold it down here!” said Willy quickly.

He opened the unfortunate dog's mouth,
and some of the water was poured down
his throat. Not that there was any effect.
To all intents and purposes, the animal was
quite dead.

“Are vou suro he's alive?” asked Chubby
breathlessly.

“His heart’'s beating—and that proves it!"
replied Willy. *““Of course, he's got some
internal injuries. No bones are broken, but
he’s in a very bad way. Still, he's alive.”

Then, abruptly, Willy’s previous excite-
ment turned to fresh anger—cold, bitter

IF'

anger,

“Oh, those brutes!” he said fiercely.
“This makes the case ten times as bad
against them! They kicked this poor old
chap into the ditch without even making
certain that he was really dead!”

“But they thought he was dead,” said

Chubby.
- “Thought!” echoed Willy, with fine scorn.
“What’s the good of thinking? Supposing
you were run over, Chubby, and a doctor
came along and thought that you were dead?
What would your people say if you died for
want of attention?”

“Yes; but that's different——"

“It’s not different!” said Willy grimly.
“It’s just the same! A dog’s lifo 1sn’t as
valuable as a human life, naturally, but the
principle 1s just the same. That cad, Brice,
didn't take the trouble to convince himseif
that his dog was really dead. And he kicked
him into the diteh! I—I ean’t belicve itl
It’s too horrible!”

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon felt
rather helpless in the face of Willy's vehe-
mence. |

“But, after all, it's only a dog—"" began
Juicy.

“QOnly a dog!” echoed Willy bitterly. “A
poor, dumb animal! Get some more water,
one of you! In fact, you'd both better go.
The more water we can get, the better!”

bit

They hurried off, feeling just a
frightened, while Willy made another exam-
ination of the injured grevhound. He found
that there was a nasty cut on the shoulder,
extending towards the neck. The skin was
badly lacerated, and a good decal of biood
had flowed from the wound. It was only
a skin wound, however, and had probably
been caused by a projecting portion of the
car’s engine, sirce the edges of the wound
were skowing traces of black grease.

There were two other cuts on the dog's
back, and one near his hindquarters, but
they were quite superficial.

“My only hat!” breathed Willy.

It was now apparent that the dog had not
been run over by the car’s wheels., He had
been hit by the number-plate, perhaps, and
then by the engine sump, and perhaps by
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the rear axle. He was internally injured,
but no bones were broken.

- Willy Handforth throbbed with indignation
as he thought of it all. Bill Brice and hia
companion had walked off in a rage—con-
vinced that the dog was dead. Although
it was such a valuable animal they had
callously left it in the ditch. Since it could
not earn any moro money for them, thay
had lost interest in it.

The dog's life—the dog's pain and suffer-
ing—meant nothing. With incredible heart-
lessness they had abandoned it to its fate.
Other people might have said that there was
some little excuse for them, sinco they be-
lieved that the dog was a corpse. But Wiliy
would allow no excuse. He maintained that
the men should have made sure, beyond any
question, that life had passed away. '

And Willy, of course, was right.

His two chums soon returned  with more
water, Willy bathed the wounds as well as
ho could, and he poured some more water
down the dog’s throat. Not that there was
any sign of reviving animation. Only tho
faintest of heart-beats told him that the
animal stiil lived

“What are we going to dof?” asked
Chubby uncertainly. “We can’t bury him
if he’s still alive.” |

“He'll die within a minute or two, I ex-
pect,” murmured Juicy Lemon.

“He won’t—he won’t!” said Willy, kneel-
ing there and looking down at the injured
animal. “He’'s not going to die, you chaps!
I won't let him! 1I'm going to nurse him
back to health!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I'm going to carry him back to St.
Frank's now!” continued Willy. “One of
yvou chaps can wheel my bike. This poor
dog needs attention—he needs care. If his
life is to be saved, I must remain with him
until the erisis is over.”

“ But—but——-"

“He’s mine now!”™ continued Willy, his
eyes blazing. “Do you hear, you chaps?
Minwe ! i

““Oh, cheese it!” said Chubby. ‘“The dog
belongs to that man, Brice—"

“He belongs to me!” interrupted Wiil¢,
in a hard voice., ‘“He’s mine, by moral
right. Those brutes left him in this diteh
for dead. Perhaps he'll die, even now. Anl
he certeinly would hayve died, in any case, if
he had been left there. So he’s mine!”

Willy's  vehemenece was  tremendous.
Chubby and Juicy were awed. They had
nothing to say.

“There's just a chanece for him!” went on
the leader of the Third., *“First of all, he'll
have to be washed, and then put into blan-
kets. Yes, and hot fomentations must be
applied. Poultices and things! He's all
smashed up inside, T believe, and he’ll go
into a fever before long.”

“But—but you don’t know much about
these things,”” said Chubby, finding his
voice. “Wouldn't it be betiter to take him
to a vet. in Bannington? We're only hali

‘a mile from the town o
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“This dog is mine, and he’s going back
to St. Frank’s with me!” broke in Willy,
speaking very deliberately. '
to trust him to any vet. I'll bring him back
to life myself—with my own hands. And
when he's well again he’ll be my dog-
and I'd like to see the man who'll take him
away from mel”

Never before had Willy’s love of animals
shown itself so passionately as now. Ten-
derly he lifted tﬁat poor limp body in his
arms, and then, with steady footsteps, and
with an almost inspired light in his eyes,
ho commenced walking back along the road
towards St. Frank’s.

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon looked
at one another, but they could not under-
stand., This was beyond them. Yet, in their
hearts, they were filled with admiration for
their determined young leader.

There was something indescribably fine
about Willy,

CHAPTER 9
Not in the Right Crowd !

[PPER jumped from
his bicycle, and gave
a hail to the others.

“We'd better leave
our jiggers here, you
fellows!” he sang out. *“We shali never
get through that crowd. And there’'s -
bieycle park here.”

The Remove Eleven, and the other juniors,
dismounted from their machines. They were
now comparatively close to the Bannington
Football Club’s enclosure. The road was
packed with people—the majority of them
being men. As Nipper had said, it wouid
be difficult to take their bicycles through that
throng.

It was far better to leave the “jiggers ™
here, where they could be stored for the
modest sum of twopence each. An ‘enter-
prising tradesman had converted his “front
garden into a bicycle park, and he was doing
a roaring trade.

The juniors soon got rid of their machines,
and they pushed forward through the crowds
towards the main gates and the turnstiles.

They had got over their disappointment by
NOW,

As they couldn’t have a game themselves,
there was really no reason why they
shouldn’t watch one, and a professional game
was a bit of a novelty for them. They
did not often come to a League match,
Moreover, they had heard so many rumours
about Bannington Town’s weakness this
scason that they were curious to watch the
play for themselves. Croydon was an ex-

cellent team, and had been doing splen-
didly.

“Well, we shan’t be alone!” remarked
Handforth dryly. “My only hat! What a
crowd !

‘i .[ll

“T'm glad to seo it!” said Travers.

shows that the club’s supporters are loyal, | before

“I'm not going
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It too often happens that when a team is
daing badly the crowds grow less and less,
That’s not the right kind of loyalty.”

**No fear!” agreed Nipper. ‘““When a club
is doing badly, the supporters should rally
round 1 greater numbers than ever. It's
when people are down that they need en-
couragement.”

“Well, if Bannington Town doesn’t buck
up in face of all this loyalty, it deserves to
go to pot!” said Reggie Pitt. *‘ By the look
of things it’s going to be a record gate.”

“Lots of themn are Croydon supporters,”
sald Fullwood, as he noticed the plum-and-
blue-coloured favours in the buttonholes of
some of the people.

“They’'re only a comparatively small
minority,” said Nipper. “Most of these
people are local. Good luck to 'em!”

The whole road was packed with humanity.
Men and youths were striding along, talk-
ing animatedly, filling the road from pave-
ment to pavement, so that ordinary traflic
was impossible. There were plenty of polico-
men on duty, too.

The St. Frank's fellows could not help
noticing that a large number of men were
very rough-looking specimens. Not- all of
them belonged to Bannington—since DBan-
nington, alone, could not possibly possess
so many undesirables. :

Nipper was rather puzzled. League foot-
ball did not gencrally attract such men.
Possibly they had come in from Caistowe
and Helmford and other surrounding towns.
At the same time, of course,” there were
any number of decent, respectable towns-
people,

““Here we are!” said Handforth briskly.

They had arrived at the main gates, and
they paused wonderingly. Not many of the
people were streaming in through the turn-
stiles. These latter were clicking in a
desultory manner, the public going in in
ones - and twos. The main crowds were pass-
ingdstraight by, and continuing along tho
road,
~ “That’s funny!” said Reggie Pitt, frown-
ing.

“What's funny " asked ITandforth.

“Why, I thought all these people were com-
ing to the football match.”

“Of course they're coming to the football
mateh 1 gald Handforth. “Did vou think
they were out for an afternoon stroll? There
must be some other turnstiles farther along.
This is probably the swagger enclosure.”

“But it isn’t!” said Nipper. ‘“It’s only a
bob admission here,”

He was looking farther along the road,
and then his eyes opened shightly wider.
For he could see that the crowds were enter-
ing a big gateway on the opposite side of
the road, a hundred yards farther along.

“My only hat!” said Nipper slowly.

“What the matter?” asked Tommy Wat-
son.

“Comeo along here, you fellows,” said the
Junior ecaptain.

They a.lf went farther along the road, fol-
lowing the big crowds. And it wasn’t long
the little mystery was explained.
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Handforth's face became red with indigna-
tion as ke realised the truth.

“Great Scott!” he ejaculated. “They're
not going into the football ground at at‘.[*"

“Well, well !” murmured Travers, “I fear
their taste is slightly depraved.”

“They're going 1nto that rotten Arena
sald Handforth warmly. “Look at ’em!
Crowding in by the hundred! And wo
thought they were football supporters!”

The crowds were entering the turnstiles
of the new Barnington Arena—the grey-
hound racing enclosure, This was situated
just past the football ground, on the other
side of the road=

Nipper could now understand why there
were so many rough-looking characters.
Yivery greyhound racing track attracts such
undesirables; but, of course, in well-con-
ducted enclosures there are striet regula-
tions. As Vivian Travers had said, there
were greyhound racing tracks end greyhound
racing tracks.

This one appeared to be of a very question-
able character.

1!‘)

And, naturally, it attracted a questionable
clement. A fair proportion of the pcople
were decent, law-abiding eitizens.  They

may have been foolish, but that was no slight

upon their honesty or decency. But 1t could

not be denied that the arena was the haven
said

of many young roughs, too.
Handforth
“Look over there!”

“Well, I'm jlrrgeredl”
audd@nl‘,

“Oh, rats!” said Church. “Let’s get back
to the football ground. We came here to
see the match. We're not interested in this
beastly place |”

“Yes, but look there!” said Handforth
indignantly. “Can’'t you see who those fel-
Jows are?” "

The others looked in the direction he in-
dicated. A group of youths in overcoats and
tweed caps were just entering the arena.
A rear view was not very enlightening. But
when those youths showed their faces Nipper
& Co. easily recognised them.

They were Gore-Pearce & Co., of the Re-
move,
the River House School.

“Fatheads!” said Nipper contemptuously.
“After the Head's warning, too! If they
get sacked 1t'll serve them right!”

“Let’s drag them back!” suid Handforth.
“We're not going to let them disgrace St.
Frank's like this! Come on, you chaps!”

But they held Handforth back.

“Steady, old man!” said Nipper. *“That
won't do any good. We shall only start
a brawl-—at least, that's what .people will
thmk it is—and then we shall be involved,
too.’

“Yes, but hang it—"

“Tf those chupa like to be fools. it’s none
of our business,” said Nipper. “We're not
their keepers, are we? We shouldn't be
thanked for our {mins if we pulled them
back and gave them some sound advice.
They're old enough and b:g enough to know
what 1s right and wrong.’

“Hear, “hear!” said Reggie Pitt, “ Let’s
leave them alone [”* -

and a crowd of Honourables from
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And all the other fellows agrged, much ta]
Handforth's disgust.

e —————

CHAPTER 10
Feeble Flontball !

IVE minutes later the

St. Frank’s juniors
were in the grand
stand of the footl-

ball enclosure. They
weren't foo snobbish to mix with “the shil-
ling erowd,” but as they could obtain scats
for an extra sixpence, they decided that
it was worth while.
“Thore’s hcnps of time,”
“The tcams aren't out yet.’
“You ought to know this ground pretty
woll, old man,” said Nipper, with a smilc.
“ Do vou remember the time when you plaved
for Bannington Town as a pmf(,ssmrml'?”
“¥Yes, rather!” replied Reggie dreamily.
“And vou fellows didn't even know me.”
“Well, you browned yourself, and you
called yourself ¢ Abdulla,” or some such
name,” remarked IFullwood. *1 thinlt tho
club has got a new manager since then.’

“Yes* Mr. Page has gone, I believe,” re-
plied I\:lpper “Somebody else has been 1n
charge for the last two secasons.”

“1 saw his photograph in the paper last’
week,” said MHarry Gresham. “A stoutish,
good-natured-looking man named Billings.
He’s the seeretary-manager of the elub.”

“Mpr. Billings s probably in a blue mood
to-day,” said Travers, as his gaze roved
round the ground. * I'or the love of Sam-'

smd Reggie Pitt.

1]

son! I don't E:{zligﬂrn thi“f‘ﬁ are a thousand
people here. And it's & I'irst Illeven fixture,
too ! "’ ]

“The place is nearly empty!” said Hand-
forth gruffly, *““And you dmps wWere prais-
ing the Bannington ;wnplv for being such
loyal supporters! Iluh! They don’t de-
serve to have a League team in this to‘wn'
When ‘it’s doing badly they give it a miss!
What sort of loyalty is that?”

“Well, it's a bit different now,”
Nipper. “There’s the competition of this
%rn}'hound business. It's a pity they can’t
wld the dogs' races in the evening, so as
not to interfere with the football fixtures.”

“They’re probably doing it deliberatelv—
so they can pinch the gnnninp:ton Club’s
crowd,”” said Fullvood. ‘It looks like it,
anvhow.” .

A feeble sort of cheer from the crowd
announced the fact that the players were
appearing. They came out of the dressing-
rooms at a trot—the home tecam f[ollowing the
visitors.

The Croydon players looked sturdy and
workmanlike; and the Bannington Ileven
was by no means unprepossessing. Yet some
how they scemed to lack the necessary pep.

“Well, we ought to sce some decent centre-
forward play,” remarked Reggio Pitt, as ho
ran his eye over the footballers. *“1 see
that I'red Hearne is out ta-day.”

s;ud
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“And whe the dickens is Fred Hearne?”
asked Handforth.

““T'he skipper, of course,” said Pitt. ‘' Ban-
nington secured him four or five seasons
ago from a [irst Division club. He’s an
international, too.”

Handforth didn't seem very impressed. But
his interests, like those of most of the other
fellows, were centred in school football. St
Frank’s did not take the trouble to follow
the ups and downs of the League clubs.

Bannington won the toss, although there
was net much in it, since the breeze was
light, and the sun was hidden behind the
clouds,

. There was a certain amount of cheering,

but nearly all of it came from a small
group of Croydon supporters. They, at all
events, were enthusiastie for their own team.
The Banmngtnn spectators were frankly
apathetic.

The Town had not won a game yet, and
the local people were beginning to believe
that they were incapable of even scoring
a goal. All told, there could not have been
more than twolve hundred spectators in that
big enclosure. And Nipper could remember
the time when he had seen fully fifteen or
sixteen thousand people there.

“If things go on like this, the club will
soon be bankrupt,” rema.rked Reg‘p_’ln, with

some concern. ‘‘They’ll never be able to pay
their way - _
“Dry up!” interrupted Handforth.

“They're just kicking off 17

The referee had his watch in his hand and
his whistle to his lips. He glanced at the
linesmen, noted that the players were all in
position, and then he gave a short blast.

“Go it, the Town!” said Travers
cnuragmglv

It was pretty obvious that the visitors
were all aware of the home team’s record.
(Crovdon started with a tremendous rush—
the general idea being, no doubt, to get a
surprise goal, and thus put Bunmngton in a
flurry at the very beginning,

The thing came off, too.

The Croydon centre-half neatly intercepted
a pass, and he spun round like a flash. The
Jeather went skimming over to the visitors’
outside-right, and in a moment the man was
away, running down the field at top speed.

With supreme case he tricked one of the
Bannington kalves, and then he outran the
home back, who came straight for him,

en-

““Pass, Harry—pass!” =elled the Croydon
supporters.
The nimble little outside-right sent in a

truly glorious centre. Tn a flash one of the
inside forwards was upon it, and he sent in
a first-time shot which rose slightly,

The ball was in the back of the net, and
the home goalie was left standing, arms out-
stretched, helpless.

ilGDa] !};l

“Oh, crumbs!” said Handforth blankly,

“Well, that was pretty spoedy, dear old
fellow,” remarked Travers. “Upon my
Samson! [ wonder if Bannington will get

over the shock 7
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“Well, it was hard checse,” said Nipper.
“That back thought the referee was going
to blow I6r off-side—"

“But the Clnydnn man wa,sn’t off-side,”
put in Reggi

“"No; al ough it was pretty near,” re-
plied prpcr *Oh, my hat! Look at thnt!
Did vou ever seo s such a feeblo pass 7"’

The game had restarted, and the Banning-
ton players were obviously at sixes and
sevens, During the first five minutes they
were run nearly off their feet. When they
passed, they miskicked, and the leather in-
variably went to an npponent, instead of to
a nolleague

As the game progressed, so the Bannington
play deteriorated. In common parlance,
Croydon were “all over them.’

Yet the Town was trying. There wasn’t
the slightest doubt about that. Hearne, the
centre-forward, did his best, but he received
no support from his wmgs and the half-
back hme was too fecble for mere words.

It was small wonder that the Bannington
Town supporters were soon uttering catcalls
and disdainful yells. They had paid their
money to see fcrmball——and, in their opinion,
they weren’t seeing it.

— =

CHAPTER 11
Travers’ Wheezo !

WTFUL!” =aid Hand-
forth bluntly.
“For once, Handy,
you haven't exag-
gefated,” remarked
only mmtrd aunt ! I never

EIR‘I‘.

Church.
saw such a display in all my giddy natural!

And these chaps are professional foot-
ballorg!*

“ Professiona! muddlers!” said McClure dis-
dainfully.

The first half was nearlv over, and the St,
[F1ank’s fellows found themselves passing the
same kind of disparaging remarks =as the
Pannmington supporters. The Town was three
roals down, and their own forwards had not
once found the net!

Judging by the run of the play thevy were
never likely to find the net. Unless they
improved very, very much, they would not
be able to score a goal r]uring- the whole
forthcoming season. There hadn’t been one
lively attack—not one feeble shot.

For the major portion of the time the Dan-
nitgton players had been bottled up in their

own half of the field. and they had heen
trantically and hopelessly defending their
own goal. When the whistle blew for half-

time they were still ‘demoralised.

A fechle cheer went up—a cheer of de-
rision, The Bannington players came run-
ning into the pavilion, listless and gloomy.

“bheer up, Fred!”

“You're only three goals down—and we
thought you were going to be a dozen!”
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Handforth tipped the bottle, Torgetting that there was no cork in it,

A stream of *“ Syrup of Figs

descended upon Archie’s head, and a quantity of the liquid poured down his elegant features.

“*¢ Help ! ’’ shrieked Archie.

“Yah! You're no good!”

“You're rotten!”

“Why not give Croydon
goals and call it a game ?"”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

These and similar jeers were hurled at the
Bannington players as they vanished from
sight. Nipper was looking serious.

“It’s too bad!” he remarked. *“‘There’s no
nced to be so nasty about it.”

another three

“But, my hat!” said Watson. “Don’t
they descrve a few geers?”
“On the run of the play, they do,” agreed

Nipper. “But why can’t these pecople realise
that they’re going the right way to demora-
lse the whole team ¥”

“The team doesn’t want much
ing!” said Handforth gruffly,

“It's generally tho same in these League
games,” went on Nipper. “If a favourite
player does something brilliant he is cheered
to the echo. The supporters can’t say any-
thing good enough. But, by Jove, if he
strikes a bad patch, and makes a mess of a
few passes and shots, the crowd forgets all
about his earlier record, and the poor fellow
is jeered at and hooted.”

“And that only makes hith worse,” said
Travers, nodding.

demoralis-

backwards.

. That's whai’s been happening
to this team,

They haven’t won a game this

“It puts him right off his
form, and, instead of bucking up, he goes’

“SOS!,’

scason, and the supporters give no help or
encouragement,” :

“Then they're not supporters!” said I{and-
forth bluntly. “When a tecam 1is playing
badly, it ought to be encouraged—not dis-
heartened.” '

Most of the St, I'rank’s fellows were sen-
sible on this point. They could sce that the
Bannington ;}fay{?rs were not really bad foot-
ballers. Individually, indeed, the men wers
quite clever. DBut, somchow, they couldn't
get togcther, Every movement that had
been organised during that first half had
fallen to pieces. There was no cohesion,
And no game of football can be won by
individual ecffort alone. The team must worl
as a whole if it is to meet with success.

Sometimes it is the captain’s fault; he may
be too weak to keep his men together. Bub
Reggie 1’itt, at least, kncw that I'red Hearne
was an exceptionally able skipper. Hecarne,
too, had been working like a nigger during
those forty-five unhappy minutes, Yet all
his cfforts had been in vain; the tcam had
not once played as a whole. o

“There appears to be something rotten in
the State of Denmark, dear old fellow,” said
Travers, “I rather believe that the team has
got into a despondent state. The men be-
lieve that whatever they do, they’ll lose,!
And when that spirit gets intn an eleven, it
takes a lot of removing.”

Handforth grunted,
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“It strikes me we're wasting our time,”
he remarked. “We came here to see the
football—to get hold of a few tips—and I'm
nggered if we couldn’t teach these profes-
sionals a bit!”

“Dear old fellow, we could whack them—

easily,” said Travers.
“The 8t. Frank’s Junior Eleven, you
mean 7"’

“ Exactly !”

“Of course we could whack them!” =aid
Handforth, with confidence “We could wipe
them off the field!”

“By Samson!” murmured Travers. “ Why
not?! An idea, dear old fellows! Why nﬂt
ask Bannington Town for a game ?7”

“Cheese 1it, Travers,” said Nipper., “I
dare say we could give these professionals a
decent game, but we shall never get the
ckance. Why, if we asked for a game, they
would look upon it as cheek.”

“Cheek accomplishes mueh in this world,”
said Travers wisely.

The others laughed,.

“Well, why not find Mr Billings and sug-
gest it to him ?” asked Pitt dryly.
Vivian Travers rose to his feet,

“Just what T am about to do,
fellow,” he said, looking round.

“You silly ass!”

“Sit down, Travers!”

“You’ll only get snubbed for your pains!

But Travers took no notice of the com-
ments, and he strolled away to the top of
the gangway, ncar by. As it happened, he
had already spotted Mr. Rillings, the see-
retary-manager This gentleman was stand-
ing near one of the grandstand attendants,
looking despondently at the empty field.

Mr, Billings was a heavily built man,
attired in an enormously large tweed suit.
The trousers were voluminous, and the coat
was correspondingly large. Evidently Mr.
Billings lelieved in comfort.

“Good-afternoon, sir,” remarked Travers,

dear old

Phs

23 he found the secretary-manager’s gaze
apon him,
*Good-afternoon, young man,” said Mr.
Billings,

“T think you are the manager, aren’t you,
gir 77

HT B,IH-"

“Mr. Billings 1”

Ye”

“Pleased to meet vyou,”
ex!{rnding his hand.

Mr. Billings took it, and he gazed at
Travers with frank curiosity.

“It’s a pity you St, Frank’s
choose a better day to come and see us!”
he said regretfully. “I'm afraid we hnven't
given a particularly brilliant display.”

“We're all liable to have our bad patches,”
said Travers. *“At St. Frank’s, our teams
are sometimes excellent, and at other times
they’'re rotten. We can’t always be at the

saild Travers,

boys eouldn’t

top of our form.”
Mr. Billings cheered up slightly. The
g'oemy despondent expression left his hinff,

weatherbeaten face,

moents,
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“Well, T don’t j;ef many encouraging
words,” he remarke “I'm glad to hear
that other teams can be rotten, too.”

“YWhy not come and meet the fellows,
suggested Travers, with a wave of his hand.
“This 1s the St. Frank’s Junior EKleven, vou
know. We came to Bannington for a game
this afternoon, but it fell through. So we
came to whtch your boys, hoping to pick up
a few tips. Afraid we haven’t been very
successful vet,”

Mr. Billings grunted.

“Tootball?” he said, “There's been
foothall here this afternoonagvet.”

Btt he agreed to Vivian Travers’ proposal,
and he was soon In amongst the other St
I'rank’s fellows, nodding te them, and shak-
ing hands here and there,

Their cheery faces seemed to do him a lot
of good, for he expanded more and more,
and revealed himself as a kindly, bluff old
chap He was the kind of man that one
could take an instant liking to. ;

All the St. Frank’s juniors were thoroughly
at home with Mr. Sam Billings. In fact,
they were so much at home that they did
not hesitate to express themselves with pam-
ful frankness.

1 E o e

no

CHAPTER 12
The Challenge !

OU'RE right,
gents—dead  right!”
saxi Mr. Billings,
after he had heard
one or two com-

“The football you’ve seen to-day

isn’t worthy of a crowd of street urchins.

The whole team is ragged, and they can’t

get together. Hanged if T know what’s

wrong, either! - (Goodness knows, Jock has
done his best.”

“ Jock t™ ppeated Nipper politely.

“Our trainer,” said Mr. Billings briefly,

“You haven’t won a game this scason,”
remarked Handforth, rather unnecessarily,

“Won!™ said Mr Billings bitterly. “We
haven’t even had a draw! It’s no good beat-
ing about the bush, young gents—the c]ub
is going to the dngs

“Because of the dogs,

Mr. Billings started.

“Yes by thunder!” he growled.
cf the dogs! You’ve hit it there, young
cent! You've hit it on the nail! That’s just
the trouble. T'm not saying anything against
greyhound rumng. as a sport, but the people

young

eh 77 said Travers.

“Because

who are runnmg this Arena place are
crooked.”’ ‘
“Isn’t it a bit risky to say that, sir?”

asked Pitt.

“I've said it before, and I'll say it again!”
said Mr. Billings stubbornly. *Thev’re up
against me—up against the club. Why can’t
they hold their meetings in the evening, like
so many other greyhound raecing companies?
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Why choose a Saturday afternoon, when all
the crowds are coming to this ground?”

“That’'s an easy one,” said TIravers.
“They choose Saturday afterncon so that
they can grab your supporters, Mr. Billings.”

“They’re a rotten lot!” said the manager
angrily, ““And they couldn’t have_started
their game at a worse time. We've begun
the scason badly, and unless there’s a pretty
big change soon, we shall be bankrupt, We
can’t carry on like this!” he went on, wav-
ing his hand towards the cmpty terraces.
“Look at it! Isn’t it enough to make your
spirits droop ?”

“It’s pretty bad, sir,” said Fullwood.

“Iven the few people who do come here
don't give the players any encouragement,”
said Mr. Billings gruffly. “I'm always tell-
ing the boys to take no notice of the cat-
caﬁa and the jeers, but they'ro human, and
they’ve got into such a state of ncrves now
that they can’t do anything right. That's
all 1t is, young gents—nerves. Just nerves.
And until they can get a proper hold of
themselves—until they can recover their con-
fidence—we shall continue to do badly.”

There was something very pathetic in Mr,
Billings’ voice. He did not grumble—he did
not actually complain. He was ready enough
with excuses for his players.

“Have you got a game next Wednesday ?”
asked Travers.

“ND-”

“J see the Arena is advertising a meeling
for next Wednesday afternoon,” went on
Travers. ‘““Why not play their own game,
Mr. Billings? Why not fix up a game—a
friendly—and pinch a good proportion of
the Arena’s crowd?”

Mr. Billings shrugged his shoulders.

“It wouldn’t be any good,” he replied.
“Besides, I don’t know of any game that
wo can arrange.”

“That’s quite an easy one,” said Travers.
% TLet me introduce vou to Richard Hamilton
—otherwise known as Nipper. He is the

captain of our eleven.”
“Here, chuck it, Travers——"" Dbegan
Nipper

Mr. Billings looked at him.

f;iI don’t think I quife understand,” he
said.

“Then let me explain,” said Travers
smoothly.  “Nipper is rather keen upon
challenging your team, sir. We've been
watching the game this afternoon, and we all
believe that we—the St. Frank’s Junior
Eleven—could whack Bannington Town.
Nipper has great pleasure in challenging
Bannington Town on Wednesday afternoon.”

Nipper held his breath., Travers’ cool
effrontery was startling. Nipper expected
Mr. Billings to flush red with wrath, and to
jerk out a curt refusal. But the bluff
n;l:}nager merely smiled, and stroked his
chin.

“YTou can have a game with the Regerves,*
if yvou like,” ho said thoughtfully.

“Byv George!” ejaculated Handlorth,

$Well, T'm jiggered!™

LY
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“1 say, sir, do you mean that?” asked
Nipper quickly. “As it happens, we haven't
got a fixture for next Wednesday after-
noon,”

“I don't mind a friendly game,’’ said Mr.
Billings.  “I think it could be arranged.
There’s just a chance, too, that we should
take some money at the turnstiles, Thero
would be a certain share for you young
gentlemen i

““No, thanks, sir!” smiled Nipper. “Wo
don’t want any moncy for playing football,
But if we can do anything to help the club,
we're only too glad.”

“Just one moment, dear old fellow—just
one moment !’ interrupted Travers.
“Haven’t you forgotten that this challengo
is to the TFirst Eleven, and not to tho
Reserves? Woe want to play the men we've
been watching this afternoon.”

“Ye-es,” agreed Nipper dubiously.
suppose that’s the idea, Mr. Billings.”

Nipper was by no means seared at tho
prospect, but he possessed a sense of pro-
portion, and it scemed to him that it was
sheer effrontery to suggest a match against
the Bannington Town IFirst Eleven. Nipper
did not lack courage or pluck, but he was
certainly not possessed of Travers’ utter
nerve. I'or, without doubt, Travers' pro-
posal was sheer impudence, "

“Oh, so you want to play the Tirst, do
you ?” sard Mr. Billings dryly. “Is that it,
voung gents?”

tt]’

“Well, we'd rather like a game,”’ said
Nipper. with a sidelong glare at Travers
“Then you shall have 1t,” said DM
Billings.

“What!”’

- “You shall have it—if wyou Dbeat the

Reserves!” said Mr. Billings, with a chuclkle.
“There you are young gentlemen! That's a
fair proposition, 1sn’t 1it? Decat the reservo
team next Wedncesday afternoon, and I'll fix
up a match with you for the irst.”
“That’s wvery sporting of vou, Ar. Bill-

ings,” said Nipper heartily. *“Done! It's a
bargain.”
“Good egg!” grinned Handforth., “When

shall we have the game against the Iirst
Eleven, sir?”

“Ha, La, ha!”

“Handy takes it for granted that we'ro
going to beat the Rescrves!” chickled
Nipper. “But it’s not always wise to count
one’s chickens before they're hatched.”

“Well, the plavers are out again now, so
I shall have to go,” said Mr. Billings, rising
to his feet, “But I'd like to see you young
gentlemen again, after the match. Come to
my office, will you?”

“Yes, rather, sir!” they chorused.

Mr. Billings went off, feeling decidedly
cheerier. His little conversation with tho
St. Yrank’s juniors had done him a lot of
good. They had acted as a tonic.

Travers smiled blandly as he looked round.

“Well, dear old fellows, what about 1t?"
he murmured. “That wasn’t so bad, was
o dg
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“We bow before you,
magic!” said Pitt humbly.

“Upon my word Travers,
cheek !” said Nipper, grinning.
beheve that it would come off.’

“We've only got to beat the Reserves on

QO worker of

you've got a
“I didn't

Wednesday, and everything will be all
screne,”’  said Travers, with a laugh
“Naturally, we'll brrng as many of the

fellows as we can in order to swell the
crowd. And if we don’t beat the Reserves—
well, we shan’t deserve the game against the
First Eleven.”

The other members of the St. Frank’s team
were in_thorough agreement. Incidentally,
the St. Frank’s junior team were supremely
confident that they were in for a victory.

CHAPTER 13
‘““Stung 1 7

ANDFORTH shut his
eyes,

“I'm not going to
look!” he said, In
agony,

“It’s all

“You silly ass!” said Church.
oversnow !”

Handforth opened his eyes, and saw the
Bannington goalkeeper picking the ball out
of the net. Jeers were going up from the
dwindling crowds on the ierraces.

The match was nearly over, and (
had just registered their fifth goal.

That second half had been even worse
than the first. Nipper & Co. had watched in
sheer pain, for Bannington Town, far from
recovering their morale, had cracked com-
pletely.

Only by wild kicking and running had
they kept the score down. Indeed, if the
visitors had exerted themselves to any
extent, they might easily have doubled the
score.

For Bannington Town
demoralised—a ragged, unconvincing side.
This game, instead of restoring their
prestige, had done a great deal towards
ruining the club.

“If we can’t beat this lot I'll eat my hat!”
said Handforth, as the final whistle blew.
And they’re professionals! T can hardly
believe 1t !”

“You wait until the Cup-ties come on,
my lad,” grinned Nipper. *“You'll see this
same team—man for man—give a brilliant
display. And they’ll play splendid football
in their League games, once they've got
over this bad patch.”

“What’s the good of beating about the
bush?” asked Reggie Pitt. “We'vu been
the same ourselves sometimes.’

“Eh?” said Handforth.

“Well, haven’t we?” asked Pitt. “I re-
member when nothing scemed to go right.

Croydoa

was completely
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There have been times when every one of
my passes have gone to the wrong chap—
and times when you’ve made an awful niess
of things 1n goal, Handy. Weo can’t always
be at the top of our form.”

“1 suppose you're right,” said Handforth
reluctantly. “ And that gives us a fellow-
feeling fnr these playvers, doesn’t 1t?7 By
George! Why can’t we get up sorue stunts
to help the club?”

“Btunts?” said Nipper.

“Yes!” replied Handforth eagerly. “The
Bannington people ought to know better!
The one way to make the club buck up 1s
to encourage it. We've got a personal in-
terest in the club now, too. We're going to

play the Rescrves, and then the Iirst
Eleven e

“If we beat the Reserves,” murmured
Travers.

“Of course we shall beat the Reserves!”
said Handforth. *Well, why not exert our-
selves @ bit? 2 Next Wednesday afternoon,
for example. 'We ought to get up an d.d-
vertising campaign, and parade the town.’

“Splendid ! said Pitt. ““You can dress
up as the town crier, Handy, and go about
shouting the news. Your voice 1s powerful
enough for anything.”

“If you’re trying %o be funny——
Handforth.

“I'mm not,” said Pitt. ““I'm
you a compliment.”

Handforth wasn’t quite so sure about it,
but before he could start any argument the
other fellows moved off. "l‘hf::gﬂr made their
way towards the manager's office. They
wanted definitely to fix up the tentatwe
arrangements that had been suggested.

In the meantime, the Arena further up the
road was emptying itself. The afternoon’s
“sport ” was over, and a large percentage
of the crowd now possessed lighter pockets!

The dog racing, on the whole, had been
unsa:i factory. Nonc of the favourites Lad
won, and in two or three of the races there
had been a good deal of confusion. Once,
the electric hare had stuck and the race
abandonl.

Claude Gore-Pearce and his two chums
of Study A were rather glad to get out of
the packed enclosure. They had got
separated fromi Wellborne & €o., and ‘vere
not particularly keen upon finding them
agaln. :

“Let’'s be getting back home!” satd Cul-
liver nervously. “TI'm afraid we shall be
spotted, you kuow.”

“Rubbish!” said Gore-Pearce. ‘“There's
not a chance in a thousand. Once we're
out in the road, we shall be safe, anyhow.
Nobody can prove that we were ever in the

” began

trying to pay

Arena.”
However, even he breathed more freely
ouce they were out in the road, and well

clear of the throng. They resumed their
ordinary school caps, and felt rather safen

Nevertheless, all three of them were look-
ing despondent and glum,
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“I don’t think much of greyhound racing,”
Baid Bell bluntly.

" “lHow much did you lose?” asked Gul-
iver.

“All I had—fifteen hob.” ‘

“Well, you needn't grouse,” said Gul-
liver, “I’ve lost nearly two quid.”

(Gore-Pearce sneered, :

“Oh, dry uF with your silly grumbles!”
he said. **What about me? When I came
to this place I had a couple of fivers in
my wallet. Now I've got about thirty bob
left! I've had a rotten afternoon!”

The cads of the Remove had certainly
been “stung.” They hadn’t backed a win-
ner during the whole afternoon.

While they were walking along towards
the centre of the town they were overtaken
by a burly, flashily dressed man—an in-
dividual with two or three chins, and with a
coarse countenance.

“Just a minute, young gents!” said this
specimen, ‘‘Don’t forget me 1f you're com-
ing to the next meeting.”

The three 8t. Frank's fellows looked round,
and they regarded Mr. Bill Brice with un-
friendly eyes.

““You'd like us to come to the next meet-
ing, wouldn't you?” asked Gore-Pearce

sourly. _
“Well, it’s up to you,” replied the book-
maker. “I'm not particularly anxious onec

3

way or the other——
“Cheese 1t!"” said Gore-I’earce.
got all our money, anyhow.,”

“That’s the luck of the game,” said Mr.
Brice. “It wasn’t my fault that you backed
losers, was 1t? DBe fair, young gents! If
vou had put your money on the right dogs,
I should have paid out.”

“It's a funny thing to me you're not look-
ing cheerful, Mr. Brice,” said Gore-Pearee,
staring at the man, ‘“You've taken money
all the afternoon—other people’'s as well as
ours. But you don’t scem to be particularly
happy about 1t.”

Mr. Brice scowled.
“I'm upset,” he said bluntly. “In fact, I
was upset before the meeting began.” *

“Had to pay out a lot of money to some-
bodyv ?” asked Gulliver.

“No,” said the bookie. “But I lost a
dog on my way here.”

“* Lost him?”

““He was run over by a ecar,” said Mr.
Brice. ““Domino—the best dog I've ever
scen. As fast as the wind, and a cert winner
in any race.”

“How on earth did it happen?” asked
Bell curiously. "

“You've

Mr. DBrice gave a brief account of the-

accident, and Gore-Pearce & Co. listened

with pretended intercst. Actually, they yere
not vwvery concerned about Mr. Brice's
troubles.

But it was rather eurious that thev should
have learned of that accident to the dog;
for, later on, they were to have reason to
remaember this ineident!
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CHAPTER 14
Very Mysterious !

EEN Willy any-
where 7”
Edward Oswald

Handforth asked tha
question as he barged
Junior Common-room of the
at St. Irank’s. Tea was
and tho October evening was draw-

the
Ancient llouse

imto

over,
ing 1in,

The St. Frank's Junior Eleven had re-
turned, after definitely fixing things with Mr.
Sam Billings, and there had been general
satisfaction in the Remove and the IFourth
when the story had got about,

Indeced, quite a number of fellows wouldn’t
believe the yarn. It scemed ineredible to
them that a Junior school team could havo
fixed up a match with a big professional club.
But, as Nipper pointed out, the ecircum-
stances were cxceptional. Mainly owing to
Travers’ display of “nerve,” the thing had
been accomplished. Now 1t was up to tho
St. I'rank’s juniors to justify the daring
challengoe,

For, if the Juniors lost against the DBan-
nington Town Rescrves, they would be held
up to ridicule by all and sundry. It was
essential that they should draw, at least,
and a win would entitle them to a match
against the Town's I"irst Eleven. That, in-
deed, would be a triumpl.

“Anybody seen Willy?” repeated Hand-
forth, striding into the Comimon-room.

There were only a few juniors there, and
they all shook their heads.

“We're not interested mm Willy,” said Do
Valerie. “And you didn’t expect to find him
here, did you? Why don’t you go to the
Third Form quarters?”

““I've been there!” grunted Handforth, I
can’t find the young beggar anywhere.”

*“1 suppose he's out,” said Someérton.

“Then you supposec wrong!” retorted
Handforth, “Me came in pretty early in
the afternoon—one or two of the seniors

saw him. But hoe seems to have vanished
sinco them. Didn’t even turn up for tea.” !

Handforth went out of the Common-room
in an cxasperated mood. In the lobby he
found Church and MeClure. /

“Any luck ?” he asked.

“No,” said Church, “We can’t find hun
Blow the kid!” _ ' !

“I'm going to find him!” said Handforth
grimly., “Do you think I'm gowg to let my
minor beat me? He's in the sehool seme-
where, and I've got to locate him and give
him a dressing-down.” 1

“What's he done now?” _

“When we got back from Barrington, 1
found a letter !”” said Handforth impressively.
“It was a letter from my mater.” 1

Church and MecClure listened patiently.
Thev‘knew all about that letter, since Hand-
forth had opened it in their prescace, B.l:i':!1
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had actually read out most of its contents.
But it was perfectly useless to point out to
him that they aiready knew all this.

“My mater tells me that Willy hasn't
written to her for two solid weceks!” con-
tinned Handforth sternly. “ Naturally, I’ve

got to give him a good talking to about it.”
“I hope you've given yourself a good

talking to, too!” said McClure tartly.

IiEh?!!

“1 don’t see why you should be down on
Willy,” went on Mac. "“Didn’t your mater
say, in that letter, that you haven’t written
for three weeks?”

“I’'m different!”” said Hand-
forth, with dignity.

“T’ll bet your mater doesn’t
think so,”” grinned Church. ‘‘And
it’s like your nerve, Handy to
growl at Willy when you're the
biggest culprit yourself.”’

“Willy is younger—he’s a fag!l”
said Handforth, with fatherly
sternness. ‘‘Besides, he hasn’t so
much on his hands as I have,
If I don’t write, it’s because I
haven’t the time. But Willy—-"

He broke off, for at that
moment Chubby Heath and Juicy
Lemon came pelting in from the
Triangle. The instant they saw
Handforth, however, they ehecked
themselves, gave one another a
quick glance, and then pretended
to be unconscious of the Re-
movites’ presence.

They thrust their hands into
their pockets and whistled care-
lessly. However, it was badly
done. There was something very
exaggerated about the fags' indifference.
was so obviously * put on.”

"Just a minute, my sons!” said Handforth,

It

advancing upon them **Now, lemme see!
You're my minor’s special chums, aren’t
you ?”’

“Yes, T suppose s0,” said Chubby Heath.
You wens out with him this afternoon ?”
“Yes, I suppose s0,” repeated Chubby.

“What do you mean—you suppose
Don’t vou know 77

“Well, we did go out together,” admitted
Chubby,

“And did you come back together ?”

“Yes, I suppose so.”

“What!” roared Handforth,

“I—1I mean, we did!” said Chubby hastily.
“Here, Handforth, what's the matter with
you? Why are you so jolly inquisitive ?”

“I want to know where my minor is!” said
Handforth firmly *“Now, then, my sons!
None of your tricks! Willy’s up to some-
Lhin@, isn’t he 7 |

“Yes, I suppose—— Nunno,
not l:: gasped Chubby Heath.

“You can’t find him, Handy,” put
Juicy Lemon, coming to his chum’s rescuc.
*You may sce him later on in the ever.ng--
but, then again, you may not.” :

so?

of course
“He’s—he’s

in |
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“He’s in the school, isn’t he ”’ demandead
Handforth,
The two fags were silent.

“Is he in the school or not?” shouted
Handforth,

" What’s the good of asking wus?” said
Chubby non-committally. “We don’t keep

Willy in our pockets! You know what kind
of a chap he is—obstinate and pig-headedy’
“I do know it,” said Handforth disdain-
fully. “Goodness only knows who he takes
after! There’s nobody else obstinate and pig-
headed in our family.”
“Ahem!” coughed Chubby.

With horrifled eyes Willy Handlorth & Co.
saw the greyhound race across the road—
right in the track of the onceming car I

“What's the matter with you, you young
ass 7"’

“I've—I've got a tickle in my throat!™
sald Chubby hastily.

“You'll have a tickle somewhere else in

balf a mmute!” growled Handforth. “IMl
tichie you up whete il smart, my lad!
-~0ow let’s have no more of this nonsense,

You both know where my minor is, and if
you don’t tell me I'll slaughter you!”
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“¥You can’t do that, Handy,” satd McClure,
shaking his Lead.

“You can’t be a bully!” said Church.
“It's not playing the game for a hulking great
chay hike you to attack a couple of fags.”

““A what chap like me?” said Handforth,
rolling up his sleeves,

“ A—a handsome, well-built chap like you!”
gaid Church sweetly,

Handforth grunted and turned back to the
two fags. Then he let out a yell. Chubby

Heath and Juiey Lemon had taken advan
tage of the momentary diversion, and they had
disereetly vanished.

L Hl !ﬂ

HTandforth. “\Where are
you? Chubby! Juicy! Come here, you
young fatheads! Where have you gone to?”

But the fags had completely vanished, and,
although Handforth raged round for some
time, he did not locate them again. And
whorever he went his questions mer with the
sunie answers. Nobodyv knew where Willy
Handforth was; nobody bhad seen him for
Liours,

roared

|
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It was quite obvious that the rank and file
of the Third were in complete ignorance of
Willy’s whereabouts.  Only Chubby Heath
and Juicy Lemon knew something,  Their
looks gave them away—and now these two
bright specimens had disappeared, too!

———————

CHAPTER 15
. ."-,: Willy, the Doctor !
ISR FTEW ! We've dodged
him, anyhow!” said
Chubby H e a t h
‘8 breathlessly.
He and Juicy

Lemon were in the cloak-room, hiding be-
hind a number of overcoats, They could still
hear Edward Oswald Handforth’s voice out
in the lobby, '

“We can't keep it up!” said Juicy miser-
ably. *“Life isn’t worth living! As soon as
we show ourselves again, Handy will Le on
us. What the dickens are we going to do,
Chubby 77

“We’d better sce Willy and tell him that
something must be done,” replied Chubby in
a determined voice. “It’s all
very well for him to tell us to
keep quiet, but there are some
things that can’t be done.”

“Well, we’d better go easy!”
said the other fag., “That ass,
Handy, 1is still raging about.
Even if he finds Willy, he won’t
really want to see him.”

The two fags were thoroughly
exasperated.

On nine evenings out of ten,
Edward Oswald  hadn’t  the
faintest desire to see his minor,
or to have anything to do with
him. But on this particular
evening, just because Willy
wanted to be quiet, his major had
to rush about, making all sorts of
frantic nquiries.

It was the worst possible thing
that could have happencd. TIor
all sorts of fellows—particuarly
in the Third—were now begin-
ning to think that there was some
mystery. Willy had vanished!
He had been seen to come into
the school, but since then he had
disappeared frem mortal ken.

Thus, the whole thing was
ruined. Ordinarily, Willy’s
absence from his wusual haunts would not
have aroused any comment. But now a

large number of junicrs were discovering
that they badly wanted to see the leader
>f the Third.

“I'll ind him before long!” came Hand-
forth’s aggressive voice. By George! Il
show my minor whether he carn dish me or
not! This i1s just one of his little games!
He's doing it deliberately '”



1t was more or less disused.

i
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“Perhaps he’s out with his
gested somebody.

“By George! 1 hadn’t thought of that!”
roared Handforth, *Come on, you chaps!
Let’s go and sce!”

There was a scuffling of feet, and then
silence.  Chubby Heath and Juicy lLemon
olanced at onc another. ,

“"Come on!” muttered Chubby.
our chance!” '

To their relief they found the lobby empty.
They scooted upstatrs like a couple of rabbits,
and they didn’t even pause when they got
to the lunding. They shot down one of the
corridors, and then whizzed up another stair-
case towards the attics. ;

Many of these aftics were used as box-
rooms, and Chubby and Juicy went down a

pets 7’ sug-

111 NO“'HS

long, winding corridor, and finally halted at
the door of a Dbox-room which was very
scldom used.

It was in an odd corner of the Ancient

IFor this reason,
FFurthermore,
it had the disadvantage of being over one
of the prefeets’ bed-rooms. o none of the
juriiors ever thought of going to that par-
ticular box-room tor a rag.

Chubby Heath fried the handle, but the

door did not budge,

House, rather inaccessible,

“Hist!” murmirved Chubby, putting his
mouth to the keyhole. *Open the door,
Wity ¥

“Go away, wvou idiot!” came Willy’s soft
voice. “Didn’t T tell you not to bother me ?”

“"But we must come in!” said Chubby.
“We've got to  tell you  something -
important !

There was a slicht sound of movement
from Dbeéyond the door, and then the key
turned softly in the lock.

“Come in, then!” said Willy.
it ?n

I'or a moment or two his chums did not
reply. They looked at Willy, and at the
little roomn, with wonder in their eyes.

Willy was in his shirt-sleeves and he was
collarless. On the floor, on a couple of folded
blankets, lay the :njured greybound. He
was still—so still that for a moment Chubby
and Juicy believed that he was dead,

Near by slood a spirit-stove, with a blue
flame burning: there was a tin can on it,
with steam hissing forth. There were a lot
of rags, some of them wet, some "of them
dry. A pot of ointment stood open near
the spirit-stove. The whole box-room was

“What is

pervaded by an odour of drugs and herbs.
asked

“Is—is he dead 7"

Chubby
he:zitatingly,
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“No!” replied Willy, “But he will be—
if vou keep bothering me.”

There was something very grim and un-
bending about Willy's voice. Chubby was
rather startled, and he gave his young leader
a sharp look.

Here was a changed Willy!

No longer did IHandforth minor wear a
cheery smile; no longer were his eyes agleam
with fun; no longer was he ready with a
joke, Ile scemed strangely older—and, too,
he was unnaturally calm. His eyes were
steady and intent, and there was a deter-
mined look about his jaw. Yet, at the same
time, there was an air of quiet satisfaction
about him,

“Still alive, eh 7 murmured Juiey, lower-
ing his voice to a whisper. *“That’s good!
Do you think you'll be able to pull him
ronnd 1’

“I don't know!" replied Willy, shaking
his head. “The crisis isn’t over yet. But
I'm doing my best. Goodness knows, I can’t
do nmore than that!”

“Well, we've got to do something, Willy,”
said Chubby bluntly. “Y¥Your major has becen
going all over the place, asking for you—-"

“ Bother my major!”

“Of course, but what can we do :

“Do?” repeated Willy awgrily.  “De
nothing! Do Jou mean to say that you've
come up here, disturbing me, just to tell me
that my major has been asking about me 7%
“Well,” you sce-—-"

Gy

-

I gave you credit for more scnsel™
snapped Willy. *“Get out of here!”
" Here, I say——"
“Clear oftf ! caid Willy tensely. “Don’t

understand that 1t's a matter of life
I've goi to be on the job the
I don't care a
for anybody else,

yOlu
and decath?
whole tine—every minute!
toss for my major, or
either !

“But—but that's all very well!” protested
Chubby. *“DBut what are we going to do?
Your major will come up to us, and we can’t
tell lies. He knows that there’s something
mysterious on, and——-"

“lle knows nothing!” interrupted Willy.
“And, unless you fellows give the game
away, he can't know., All you've got to do
is to evade him.”

“Have you ever tried to evade your
major ?” put in Juiey bitterly.

“What does that matter?” demanded
Willy, his voice vibrating with impatience,
“Tell him I've forbidden you to say a
thing. Buf don’t teil him where I am! Don't
tell a soul!”

Chubby and Juicy moved towards the door,
mores than ever impressed by their young
leader's vehemence. ;

“All the same,” said Chubby, “I don’t
sece why you should be so jolly sceretive,
You'ro not doing anything dishonest, What
does it matter if we tell everybody where
you are, or what you're doing?”

Willy spun round.

“If ecither of you breathe a word ablout

this dog, or about this box-room. I'll never

speak to you again!” he gaid, his voice
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thmhhing. “Understand that, Chubby
Heath! And you, too, Juicy Lemon! I'll
finish with you for good 1f you give me
away !"’

There was such a note
his chums were startled—frightened. They
knew perfeetly well that he meant it; and
when Willy meant a thing it was penmnent.

“But—but why?” panted Chubby. *Of
course, we won't say a word, Willy. But—
but I don't see——"

“Get out of this room!"” broke in Willy
huskily. “1 tell you I can’t leave the
f:-atmnt for even a minute! And you comc
wre, asking me why this and why that!
Haven't you any sense? Do you think 1
want a crowd of inquisitive fellows nosing
about here, knocking at the door, and barg-
ing in, and asking a hundred and one ques
tions? Do you think I want my major

butting in?”
“My hat!” said Chubby. *“I—I hadnt
thought of that! Perhaps you’re right!”
He and Juiey Lemon dodged out, and
they heard the lock click after they had
closed the door. They were both perspiring,

and they were both decidedly breathless,

in his volce thar

CHAPTER 16 .,
Still Missing !

E'S right, Juiey!”
murmured Chubby
Heath soberly.
They had reached
the lower landing,
and had paused.
“Yes, 1 suppose he is,” nodded Juicy
Lemon.
“What asses we were not to think of il
before!” went on Chubby. *“Of course, 1if
we told his major anything about it, ne

would be up in that box-room in two ticks,
and halt the Remove would be there, too!
My only aunt! I—I can hardly believe that
he's really Willy. e scems so different”™

“ Another chap altogether,” said Juicy
I.emon breathleasly.

‘“He’s forgotten all about his pets, tooi”
said Chubby, in wonder, ‘“Hasn't even fed
them this ovening. I suppose he reckous
that it doesn’t matter for once. As he said.
it's a case of life or death.”

“Well, I jolly well hope he saves that poor
old dog,” said Juicy. ‘It would be a rotten
shame 1 he failled, after all this trouble.
I say, Willy’s a brick, you know.”

“He's a wonder!” said Chubby stoutly.

They were lost in admiration for their
leader. They had always known-that Willy
possessed strange and unusual qualities,

but Willy was always providing them with
some fresh surprise.

It was very diflicult to reahse that Willy
was normally an irresponsible fag—a mis.
chiel-loving youngster who was generally up
to his eyes i1n every varlety of japing.

-
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Cautiously the two fags crept downstalrs,
but if they hoped to avoid Kdward Oswald
Handforth they were doomed to disappoint-
ment. For they had hardly entered the
lobby before Handforth himself appcared
itke a jack-in-the-box.

“Hallo!” he said.
come from?”

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon gasped.

“We—we ” began dJuicy.

“Did you just come indoors?”

“Yes, I suppose s0,” said Chubby.

“What!” hooted Handforth.

“I—1 mean, not exactly !” gasped Chubby,
startied out of his skin by Handforth's roar.
“That 1s to say, what does it maiter,
Handy 7"

“It matters everything!” replied Edward
Oswabkd. “You've just come from W 1Ih'
haven’'t you? And don’t say ‘I suppose so,’
or I'll lose my temper!”

“Yes, | suppose so!” said poor Chubby,
flustered to such a degree that he automatic-
ally uttered the words,

Handforth gave vent to a mighty bellow,
and he reached forward a clutching hand,
In the mnick of time, Chubby nng Juicy
dodged back, and 1hey scooted, with Hand-
forth in full pursuit.

But as soon as they got into the Remove
passage they were collared by Nipper aua
Archie Glenthorne and two or three other
Removites.

“Good gad!” said Archie, adjusting his
monocle, and gazmg at Handforth with
severity. “ What’s this, laddic? I mean to
say, what's all this? Odds surprises and
shocks! You're not going to tell me that
vou're chasing a couple of*fags?”

“They've hidden Willy somewhere,
panted Handforth, ‘““and they wen't tell me
where he is!”

“Where did you kids

2

“You silly ass!” roared Chubby, exas-
perated. “Do you think we could hide
Willy? You know jolly well that he’s as

stubborn and obstinate as you are!”

“Hear, hear!” said Nipper, before Hand-
forth could speak. “If there's anything in
this, Handy, Willy is the moving spirit.”

Handforth stared.

“Pon’t be an ass!” he said. ““How can
Willy be a spirit? Spirits are chaps who
are dead, and he can’t be that, ¢ither, be-
cause [ don’t believe 1n spirits!”

“Well, T don’t suppose he's dead,” said
Nipper - good-humonredly.  *“For gomim,w
sake, leave your minor alone, Handy!”

“Leave him alone!” roared Handfiorth.
“How can I lecave him alone when 1 dont
know where he 157"

“Then don't try to find out where he is,
saicdd Nipper. “It’s as clear as daylight that
he's doing something important. Probably
manufacturing a new go-car, or a patent
motor-boat, or something. Heo doesn’s wany
to be disturbed.”

“Dut 've got to give him a message 1rom
tho mater!” said Handforth, “And fm
going to see that Willy writes a letter to-
‘night, tool”

L]
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Nipve: grinned.

“My dcar old ass!” he said kindly. “In
ordinary cicumstances you wouldn't carc
a toss about your minor, but just because
he's conspicuous by his absence, you want to
find out where he 1s. Why can’t you respect
his littlo pame ¥ Jen't it clear that he wants

f", ¥

to be missing for a bit?

“Yes!” said Chubby eagerly., “I don’v
mind admitting that Willy is—well, up to
something! What's the good of keeping up
ihis farce? 1 wish you chaps would talk to
Handy, and knock some sense into his thick

tcad !

““Are vou talking about me?” gasped
Handforth.

“Yes, I am!” sard Chubby recklessly.

“Juicy and I are fed up with your ques-
tions.”

“Why, you—you

“We can’t tell vou anvthing!” continued
Chubby. “Willy has made us promise to
keep mum. So if you try to drag anything
out of us, and if you succeed, you'll make
us break our words. And you can't do a
thing like that.”

Handforth looked startled. .

“By George! You'’ve got me there!” he
admitted, “So that’s what Willy has done,
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is 1t ? Ie's made you promise that you won't
say anything?”

“Yes,” said Chubby and Juicy, in ono
voice

“In that case, I won't question you any
more!"” said Handforth. “I've finished with
you. You can clear off!”

Chubby and Juicy cleared off, congratulat-
ing themselves on their escape. After this
Handforth wouldn’t be after them, and it
really had been necessary to tell him so much
—although they had not broken faith with
thetr leader,

“There yvou are!” said Handforth, after
the fags had gone. *“1I knew it!”

“What did you know ?” asked Nipper.

“I knew that my minor was up to some
sort. of dodge!” said Handforth, “What &
tricky young beggar! DMaking those fags
promise to keep mum! I'm dished now!”

“Well, that’s frightfully good hearing,™
said Archie with relief,

LL Eh?ﬂ

“] mean to say, there's nothing more to
bo done, what?” said Archic. “BSo you'll
have to give up the good o!'d ghost, and
admit yourself whacked!”

Handforth stared.

?

=

R

No, 161.

No, 162.

No. 163.

Harry
No. 886.

No. 161. CROOKS IN CLOVER !—A thrilling
detective story introducing G. M. Plummer
and his adventuress companion — Vali-
Mata-Vali,

162. THE MYSTERY OF THE MAN-
DARIN’S IDOL !—Chinese mystery and
stirring adventure in which Sexton Blake
unravelz a dual plot.

No.

RIPPING

You'll find '"em in each of these fine boohks
packed with just the kind of thrills you like

THE BOYS’' FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY

THE FOOTBALL B8PY.—A thrilling story of
football and the secret service,
THE BURIED WORLD.—An amazing yarn of
adventure beneath the ocean.
The
stirring tale of Canadian Adventure.

No. 164, ROUGH-RIDER DICK !—A Rousing Cowboy and
Circus Yarn.

THE S€HOOLBOYS' OWN 4d. LIBRARY |

No. 85. A TRAITOR IN THE SCHOOL !—A rousing long tale of
Wharton & Co., of Greyiriars. By Frank Richards.

THE CONSPIRATORS OF ST. KATIE'S!—A rollicking
long school story.

THE SEXTON BLAKE 4d. LIBRARY

i IONGTALES/

By John Hunter.

By Lione! Day.
MYSTERY OF FLYING V RANCH.—A

By John Ascott, |

By Michael Poole, |

No. 183, THE *‘“‘ FLYING-SQUAD» TRA-
GEDY.—A grim and cunning plot ex-
posed by the masterful detective work

of Bexton Blake.

164, THE CASE OF FHE JACK OF
CLUBS.—A tale ol sirange mystery, thrill-
ing adventure, and clever deduction, featur.
ing Splash Page—the Wizard of Fleet Street,

No.




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“Admit myself whacked ?” he repeated in-
eredulously. “Have I ever admitted myself
whacked 7

“1 rather think, old cheese,
have to admit it this evening,”
nodding.

“Oh, will 1?” said Handforth, thrusting
out his jaw. “We’ll see about that! I'm
not done yet! It's no good questioning those
two fags, but I can keep an eye on them,
can't I? I'm going to follow them—shadow
them' Evervbody knows that I'm good ot
detective work-—--"

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Removites chuckled and
leaving Handforth alone, except for Church
and MeClure. These two juniors were grin-
ning widely. At least, they were grinning
until Handforth suddenly glanced at them.
Then they became as solemn as nwls

“Well.” demanded Handfarth,
in the plot, too?"

“Plot 7”7 said Church
plot?”

“1 believe you aiu krow
said H:mdfmih
jape !

that you'll
said Archie.

assed on,

‘are you

innocently. “ What
where Willy is,”
with suspicion. ‘' It’s just a
You're all doing it to fool me. DBut,

by George, T'll soorn show you what T'm
made of !
He turned on his heel and strode away,

his idea being to locate Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon.

But his search was a vain one.
fags had sensibly  made
scarce.

Those two
themselves

very

—_—

CHAPTER 17
Becoming Serious !

R. SUNCLIFFKI, the
master of the Third
Form, wore a worried
frown.

: : H:  was
ing .nmh ssly about the Ancient House. It
was nearly bed-time and the my sterious dis-
appearance ot Willy was now beg mm']n' to
claim widespread attentinn.

Handforth was not the only fellow who
expressed astomshment and worry over the
{ag’s disappearance.

Willy had not turned up for ealling-over,
and he had even missed his *iuppﬂr—w}n{h,

in itsclf, was a phenomenal evert  Now it
was ;'Jrar:tu:al]y bed-tim.
“Have you located him yet, sir?” asked

Nipper, as he cncouriered Mr. Sunclitffe in

the Remove passage.

The master of the Third blinked, and
camec to himself. _
“It is very worrying—very worrying

indeed,” he said anxiously )
“Oh., T shouldn’'t bother teo much, sir,”
said Nipper, as he was joined by Tommy
Watson and Fullwood and Travers. "I don’t
suppose it's of any importance &
“No importance!” echoed Mr. Suncliffe,
aghast, ““Good gracious! What are you

I wasn’t thinking about the ericket,

wander- |
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talking about, Hamilton? I think the sclec-

tion 1s absolutely wrong.”

“The—the seleection, sir?”
hewildered,

“T cannot imagine how such blunders could
have been made!” declared Mr. Suncliffe
vehemently, “Tf we are to win these "lest
Matches, we must send our best available
men to Australia.  And yet our Selection
Umr.”mittee has committed the most zross

said Nipper,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A ripple of laughter went through the
juniors.  Mr., Suncliffe’s one fatal weakness
was cricket, and now that the ericket season
was over at home, he was thinking of the
Test Matches in Australia. It was the one
topiec that Mr Suncliffe buried himself in,
above all others.

“Ahem! Sorry, “but
sir.”’

“No?’ said Mr. Suncliffe, in surprise,
“Then what else can be of importance ?”

“We thought, pf‘rhaps that you had found
voung Handforth, sir.

Mr. Suncliffe started violently. ’

“(Good gracious, yes!” he said, turning
shightly red.” “How remiss of me!”

*Nos, sir,”™

“Have none of you
minor ?”  demanded Mr. Suncliffe sternly.
“Upon my soul! I knew that I had come.
out of my study on some errand, but for the
moment I had forgotten. Well, never mimli
we must certamly find out w here Handforth
minor is. 'The young rascal! How dare he
absent himself from calling-over, and from?
supper !”’

sir,” said Nipper,

seen Handforth

Mr. Sunclife went off, only too glad to
escape. :

“Well, it’s getting a bit serious, you
know,” said Tommy Watsen. “It’'s prac-

tically bed-time, and Wil iy hasn’t shown up.
Where the -dickens can he bef?”
Nipper locked thoughtful

“We all thought that he was up to some
jape or other,” he replied. ¥ But I'mn melined
to doubt that now. Haven’t you noticed how
serious Chubby Heath and Juiey Lemon are
looking? 'They're going about with faces
as iong as fiddles. They're on the jump all
the time.”

“Yes, I saw that long age,”” said Vivian
Travers.  “'There’s  certainly  something
unusual in the wind, my dear fellov . Not

that it really matters to us. I a.hi't see
why we should butt in.  In all probability
voung Willy has his own reasons.”

Handforth appeared at the end of the
nassage., He was looking even more worried
than Mr. Suncliffe.

“Haven’t you found him yet, Handy?"”
sang out Nipper.

“I've  searched everywhere!” growled
Handforth, as he strode up. “I've been into
every House, and I’ve looked high and low.
There’s no sign of him, I don’t believe he's
in the school at all.”

“Then he’ll get into pretty serious trouble
when he turns up,” said Fullwood.
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“Something must have happened!” said
Handforth concernedly, “And every time
I catch sight of Heath and Lemon, they
dodge away.”

“But I thought you were going to follow
them—to shadow them?” asked Travers
mildly,

Handforth grunted.

“I might as well try to shadow a flash of
lightning !’ he said crossly. ‘‘As scon as I
go after them, they vanish. Never knew

such tricky young beggars!”

AMr, Suncliffe came wandering back into
the corridor.
“I think, perhaps, that vou boys had

better help me,” he said. “ Handforih minor
is missing, and I have reason to believe that
he 1s 1n this Honse. As it is within a few
minutes of bed-time we must take drastic
Et{\pg'll

“Surely there’s no need to make a search
like that; sir?” asked Handforth gruflly.
“Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon know
where my minor is, but they won't tell.”

“Oh, indeed !” sald Mr. Suncliffe sharply.
“Those two boys know where he is, eh?”

“Well, I think so, sir.”’

“Thank yoi1, Handforth! I am much
obliged !” said Mr, Suncliffe, compressing his
lips. “Ridiculous! T'll find those two young
rascals, and T’ll ask them what they mean by
t |!‘"

He strode off, and, as luck would have it,
ke ran right into Chuhhy Heath and Jmm
Lemon in the lobby. They were just about
‘to dodge upstairs, hoping against lhope that
they would not be observed, but they came
to a sudden halt as they caught sight of their

IForm-master.

**Halt!” said NMr. Sunecliffe
“Heath! Lemon! Come here!”
f"l'hoir faces were expressive of gnilt and
car.

“Now, my boys, T want no mnonsense!”
satd Mr. Suncliffe firmly. “I understand |

that you know where ITandforth minor is.”

sternly. y

“Well, sir, we—we—-"
“Silence!” commanded Mr. Suncliffe,
“Speak up! Where 1s Handforth minor?”

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon thought
it wise to ignore the Korm-master’s contra-
dictory orders. They couldn’t very well be
silent and tell him where Willy was, at one
and the same time.

“We can't tell you, sir,” said Chubby un-
happily.

“What! You cannot tell me?”

“No, ="

“And why not? Is this impertinence,
Heath ?”

““No, sir!” said Chubby miserably. * But

—but we promised Willy that we wouldn’t
let on. And you wouldn't have us break a
promise, would wyou, sir?”

Mr. Suncliffe frowned,

“The whole thing is ridiculous!” he said,
“You two boys know where Handford minor,
is, and you are well aware, also, that it is
practicallv bed-time. I will give you just
five minutes to decide.”

“To—to decide, sir?” faltered Juicy.

\
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“Yes " gnapped Mr. Suncliffe. *Come to
studv in five minutes’ time and tell me
n::re Handforth minor is to be found.
Bettvr still, bring Handforth minor with

you. I have a mind to question the young
rascal.” _
Mr. Suncliffe strode off, fecling that he

would now solve the difficulty.
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon looked at
one another with blank, scared expressions.

CHAPTER 18
Tracked Down !

HAT"‘ right, old man
—that’s Hm style!”
said Willy Handforth
soothingly.

There was a happy
He was c:rn his knees,

note i Willy’s voice.
and he was gently and tenderly cuntmumg
his ministrations.

Before him, on the blankets, lay, the
imjured gr-::;,'lmund. Thero was a great
change in the dog now. His eyes were open,
and there was intelligence in their depths.
He looked up at Willy with a steady,
trusting gaze. There was something extra-
ordinarily eloquent of understan ing in
those eyes.

“Its been a fight, old son, but I think
we're winning!”  eontinued W’illy, as he
reached one hand towards the spirit-stove.
“We haven’t got over the crisis yet, but
we're doing pretty well, on the whole.”

He applied. a fresh poultice, and then he
managed to pour a few drops of water into
the dog’s mouth, He gave 1t a liitle brandy,
too—just a drop or so.

Willy had no notion of the time.
meant absolutely nothing to him now.

The one thing that he did realise was
that he was winning the battle. By dint of
perseverance, of constant attention, he was
bringing this dog back to life. Already he
had restored consciousness, and the cbbing
life was becoming stronger and more cer-
tain. 'The hcart was beating just a ftrifle
more steadily, and once or twice there had
been shight movements of the limbs.

“Poor old fellow!” murmured “ illy. “It
won’t be so very lonr; before you’re out and
about. And you're mine now, old pal!
Don't forget that—you're mine!”

Nothing could have been truer than that.

For if that unfortunate dog had been left
in the ditch, he would have been dead within

Time

the hour. W:I]}r was restoring its life—
sln“lly but surely bringing it back. DBy all
moral right it was his.

Tap-tap!

Wiily glanced round, frowning. The
i‘flirutest of light taps had sounded on the
oor

** Who's that?” asked Willy, in a whisper.

“It’s me!” came Chubby Heath’s pant-
ing voice. Willy 17

“Open the door,
“You silly young ass——

Eh
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Nipper opened the door silently, and all the
There, dozing on the floor
in a most uncomfortable position, was Willy
And there was an expression of
happingss and contentment on his tired face.
Just beyond him lay the greyhound, on a pile

juniors peeped in.

Handforth.

of folded blankets.

“You

“No, it’s urgent!” said Chubby.
must, Willy—you must!”

Willy sighed, gently rested the greyhound's
head on a little pillow, and then he crossed

the box-room. The two burning candles
flickered in the draught as the door opened.

“"Well 7”7 said Willy briefly.

“Do wou know it’'s bed-time?”
Chubby Heath.

“Bed-time 7”7 repeated Willy, ““What the
dickens do I care about bed-time? If vou've
only come here to tell me that "

“But everybody’s looking for you!” put in
Juicy Lemon. “Mr. Suncliffe has told us
that we've got to go to his study in five
minutes and tell him the truth! He wants
to knmow where yvou are, and he won't be
satisfred until we've told him!”

Willy clenched his hands.

asked

“Oh, my goodness!” he said. “Did you
ever know such a lot of fuss? What does 1
matter where I am, for once? Why can’t

they leave me alone? Don't you fellows
understand that this dog——"

“Yes, we understand,” said Chubby. “ But
think of us! What are we going to do? We
told old Sunny that we’d given you our word,
not to say anything, but he wouldn’t listen.
He says that we've got to tell him.”

Before Willy could make any reply, there
came a sudden shuffling of feet on the attic
stairway. Then there was a rush of foot-
steps, and Edward Oswald Handforth burst
into view,

“By George!” he bellowed. “Now I've
got you, my lads!” _ _
ITis voice wae filled with vietory as he

pushed straight past Chubby Heath and
Juiecy Lemon. and foreced his way into the
box-room. Willy was compelled to back
away before his advance.
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Chubby and Juiey said nothing--they were
too startled. And there was a grim, cold
light in Willy's eves.

“Ted,” he said quietly,
much! There's no need
IKeep your voiece down.”

But Handforth was too full of triumph to
take anvy heed.

“I've been waiting for a couple of hours
for thig chance !” he said breathlessly. ‘ And
now, by George, I've got vou! 1 saw those
two young fatheads sneaking up these stairs,
and T came after them. What’s all this?
\Ehat arc you doing in this box-room? What
the——"

He broke off, startled, as he caught sight
of the still, silent form of the outstretched
greyhound. The dog’s head had sunk back on
the pillow, and there was now no sign of
life. He was altogether too weak to raise
his head of his own volition,

“Well, you've scen,” said Willy, more
quietly than ever. “And now; Ted, perhaps
yvou'll elear out?”

“I’'m blowed if I shall clear out!”’ re-
torted Handforth., *‘““What the dickens are
you doing here with that dog? Whose is
167+

“Mine.”

“Don’t be a young ass!” said Edward
Oswald. “You don’t own a greyhound.”

“We won’t argue,” said Willy deliberately.
“T don’t own a grevhound. Satisfied? So,
clear out!”

“But I want to know o

“Then you won't know!” said Willy, his
voice suddenly becoming sharp. “Ted, I tell
vou this is serious! You mustn’t make 2
noise—and you mustn’t stop here! Are you

going, or are you not going?”

“don’t shout <o
to get excited.
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“I'm not going!” retorted Handforth in-
dignantly. My only hat! What do you
mean by talking to me like this?”

“Oh, you're hopeless!” said Willy
furiously, “I've been
hours—hours! And now, in a couple of
seconds, you'll probably spoil everything!
Why can’t you leave me alone?”

There was a passionate, complaining note
in his voice. And he did not hesitate any
longer. Ha. butted straight into his major,
and forced him backwards out of the box-
~rsom and through the doorway.

“Here, look out!” gasped Handforth.
“You silly young ass! What the—"

He tripped over the threshold, and sat
down violently on the little landing.

Slam !

The door closed suddenly, but the slani
was not a violent one. Handforth, rather
dazed, heard the key click in the lock.

“My only hat!” he cjaculated. ‘' Biffed
out! Biffed out by iny own minor! Well,
of all the—the B

“You'd better give it up, Iandy!” said|

Chubby Ilcath nervously. “lle¢’s danger-
ous!”

“Dangerous | gasped Handforth.
“Willy 7”

“Yes, he is!” said Chubby. “He's got

that dog in there, and he won't listen to

reason.””

“QOh, won't he?” said Handforth, as he
picked himself up. “By George! I'll soon
show you whether he'll listen to reason or
‘mot 1*

He was about to hurl himself at the
box-room door, when Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon, after a hasty glance, grabbed
him and held him back. And Handforth
was so astonished that all the strength seemed

to flee from his muscles.

CHAPTER 19
The Cat out of the Bag !

ONSIDERING
thing, 1t was a
very plucky act of
Chubby’s and Juicy’s.

But they were loyal
to their youffg leader. They wero horrified
at the thought of Handforth bursting that
door down and creating a tremendous noise.
Again and again Willy had impressed upon
them the nccessity for silence.

“Cool down, Handy!” wurged Chubby
IHecath. “ Honest Injun, your minor isn't
up to anything wrong. He’s got an injured
dog in there, and—"

“I know that!” interrupted ITandforth,
partially recovering himself. “I saw the
dog, and I want to know what it means?”

“But we can explain!” said Juicy frantic-

ally,
“You—you young fatheads!” snorted
Handforth. “Lemme go! Of all the nerve!

Grabbing me like this! Take your paws off

me |”’

fighting here for |

every-
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“We won’t!”” said Chubby stubbornly.

“What!»

“You mustn't go into that box-room!™
said Chubby. “Unless you promise us that
yvou won't kick up a noise, we'll—"

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth
blankly. “You—you checky young asses!
If you don't let me go within one second,
I'll wipe up the pair of you!”

“You'll do nothing of the sort, Hand-
forth !” eame a steady, stern vyoice.

Handforth spun round, and found Mr.
Nelson Lee, the Housemaster of the Ancient
House, just behind him.

NEXT WEDNESDAY [nanananananan

o AN i b

it

“Oh, hallo, sir!” gasped Handforth. “I
—I didn’t know that you were there!”

“1 can quite believe you, Ilandforth,” said
Nelson Lee. ““What are you doing with these

two Third Form boys?”

“Nun-nothing, sir,” faltered Handforth.
“They grabbed hold of me, and wouldn't
Jdet me go.”

“Well, we will not pursue the subject,”
said the Ilousemaster. ‘““‘Is your minor in
this box-room, Handforth ?”

Handforth opened his mouth to reply, and
then he closed it.

“You prefer not to answer?” sald ILee.
“Very well!”

He went to the door, and rapped upon it.

“Oh, I say!” came a protesting voice
from Willy. *‘Do go away, please, and leave

me alone.”
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“It is I, Handforth minor—your House-
master.”

“I know, sir—I heard your voice.”

“Open this door, young man!” said Lee
sternly,

“I'd rather you went away, sir.”

“I do not think you mean to be deliber-
ately 1mpertinent, Handforth minor, but I
must insist upon your opening this door at
cnce !’ su.idp the  schoolmaster-detective
angrily. “Come! Let me have no more of
this nonsense !”

By this time Nipper and Travers and a
few other Removites had

“PLAYING THE
PROFESSIONALS!”

"The St. Frank’s Junior Eleven v, Ban-

nington Town Reserves! Imagine it :
schoolboys playing a team of professional
foothallers !

Of course, on the surface the result would
seem to be a foregone coneclusion and the
rame merely a farce. But don’t you be too
sure about that. There are some jolly
fine foothallers in the Junior Eleven :
Handy in goal, Nipper at centre, Reggie
Pitt on the wing—oh, yes, they’re a formid-
able combination. And if they beat the
Reserves they are entitled to play Banning-
ton Town First Eleven. You can bet the
St. Franks® juniors will go all out to win.

Next week’s yarn is one that all readers
will thoroughly enjoy. For, in addition to
the footkall mateh, and all its execitement,
there’s the question of Lightning—Willy
Handforth’s new pet greyhound. Bill Brice
means to have a say in this matter !

Look out for this magnificent story next
Wednesday, chums !

“THE CRUISE OF THE
BLUE BIRD!”

Another intensely exciting instalment of
this fine gerial. :

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

#
the corridor, and they were all watehing with
interest, They were astonished to find that
Willy had been tracked to earth up here.
Never for a moment had they believed that
he would be in such an extraordinary spot.

Handforth was still. indignant because his
minor had literally thrown him out, but he
could not very well express his feelings at
the moment, And he was aware of a certain
sense of satisfaction. Now Willy was going
to get it in the neck. It would jolly wuh
serve him right, too!

The key elicked, the door opened, and
Willy stood there. A good many ejacula-
tions went up. Ior the fag looked somewhat
incongruous, in his shirt-slceves, collarless,
and witn his hair tousled.

““Here you are, sir,” he sard resignedly.

“What are you doing in this box-room,
Handforth minor?” asked Nelson Lee.

advaneced along-
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Wiliy stood aside], and waved a hand.

““Nothing particularly wrong, sir,” he re-
plied quietly. “All I ask you to do is to
go away and leave me a'one. The crisis 1sn’t
over yet. I've got to stay with him for two
or three hours, and even then it won't be
certain.” _

Nelson Lee looked into the box-room, and
he took in the scene in one comprehensive
glance. Tho Removites, further down the
corridor, could see in, too, although they
could not distinguish much. '

“Wihonse dog 1s this, Handforth minor?”
asked Lee sternly,

“Mine, sir.”

“Yours!”

“Yes, sir.” X

*And how long have you owned this pedi-
gree grevhound ¥ inquired Nelson Lee in
some surprise.

“Since this afternoon, sir,” said Willy
steadily, “I hope you're not going to say
he’s not mine sir.”

“It all depends,” replied Lee. “I do not
claim to be a dog fancier, but I do not hesi-
tate to declare that this dog is worth a good
deal of money.”

“When I found him, sir, he was dying

“When you found him?” repeated Lee
sharply. *“Are you telling me, Handforth
minor, that this dog is not yours? That
vou merely found him 77’

Willy sighed.

“T'1l tell vou all about it in two ticks, sir,”
he said patiently. *“Chubby and Juicy and
I were cycling to Bannington, and, while we
were going up a hill, we saw two men in
front of we with this greyhound between them
on a leash.”

“Well 77

“The dog tried to run after a rabbit, sir,
and broke away,” went on Willy. “But a
motor-car was coming along just at that
same second, and it went clean over the poor
beggar,” '

“And then ?”

“The cads!” said Willy, a note of indig-
nation and anger coming inbo his - voice.
“There were two young chaps in that car,
and they drove on like the wind. They
knew they had run over the dog, but they
didn’t stop.” _

“T am afraid there are quite a number of
voung cads of that breed about nowadays,”
said Lee, nodding. “But what of the dog’s
cwner .

“Heo was the biggest brute of all, sir!”
said Willy hotly, “He was in a tearing rage,
bnt all he spoke of was his loss—in money!
How much the dog was worth—how much
he would lose throngh not being able to
race him. OQOh, it was awful, sir! The man
was an absolute hog! He didn’t give a
thought to the poor dog!” '

23

“Steady, young man—steady!” said Leo
quietly. “Yon mustn’t excite yourself &
“1 can’t help it, sir!”’ panted Willy. “I
go hot all over whenever T think of it!

There were two of those men, and what do
you think, sir? One of them bhent down and
gave the poor dog a mere glance or two,
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and then said that he was dead. The pther
man—the owner-—kicked him into the ditch!”

“Do you mean that literally, Handforth
minor {7

“Yes, sirl” said Willy. “He lifted the
poor thing on the toe of his boot and kicked
him into the ditch!”

“H'm! That was very callous of him.”

“It was horrible, sir,” said Willy. “The
other chap did hiive enough decency to pro- |
test, but the owncr—a man named Brice— |
said that the dog wasn’t any good.”

““And he purposely kicked the dog into
the ditch to die?”
“Ho thought the dog was dead, sir.”

“That amounts to the same thing,” said
Nelson Lee gravely. “And what happened
after that "

“The two men walked away, sir. They
left that poor old chap in the ditch, sir—
mangled and torn. Left him there in a
huddled heap, without having made certain
that he was rcally dead. Those men ought
to be horsewhipped. sir! "They ought to be
sent to penal servitude!”

“And you, I take it, rescued the dog from
the ditch ?”

“Yes, sir,” said Willy quietly. “I thought
it would be the decent thing to bury him.
Then I found that he was still alive, so I
brought him home, smuggled him up into
this box-room, and ever since then I've been
trying to pull him round.”

*“*And do you think you'll succeed in this
praiseworthy task ?”

“T believe so, sir!” said Willy, lowering
his voice. “He's coming round, sir—he's
getting better. He's looked at me once or
twice with those big, pitiful E?\'ES of his, and
he seems to understand. He knows that I'm
doing all I can to help him, sir. I think I'll
win in the end!” 1

CHAPTER 20

. M His Dog!
Uk \\] GPELSON LEE patted
Q [ Willy gently on the|
] shoulder.
“Good lad!” he
said kindly,

“Oh, go easy, sir!” protested Willy.

. ’s:i"hat else could I do? The dog was dying,
and——"

“Yes, I know,” nodded Nelson Lee. “You
carriecd him home, and since then you have
been devoting yourself whole-heartedly to the
task of saving his life. What of your tea,
Handforth minor 7"

“Toa, sir?” " said Willy in wonder.
never thought about teca.”

“How long have you been here ?”

“Since about three o'clock, sir.”

Nelsouw Lee pursed his lips.

* Practically six hours,” he said, shaking
his head. “It won't do, Handforth minor,

gl |

You: must be reliecved. You cannot go on

[ 5
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like this. Vou have done splendidly, and I
am very pleased with you.”

Willy was silent.

“Needless to say, you will not receive any

unishment for missing call-over,” continued

Velson Lee. “But now, young man, you
must go to bed.”

“Go to bed, sir!” echoed Willy, aghast.
“But—but I can’t! 1 can’t leave him here
like this, sir! The crisis isn’t over yet! He’s
my dog ”

Willy suddenly broke off and clutched at
Nelson Lee's arm, |

“He's my dog, sir, isn't he?” he asked
tensely.

“I rather think he is, my boy,” replied
Lee. “He was left in that ditch to die—he
was kicked into it—and since you recovered
him and brought him here, there can be no
doubt that he is your property. His pre-
vious owner had no further use for him. In
Jaw, perhaps, vour ownership would nct be
recognised—but morally you have the finest
of all elaims. Personally, T do not hesitate
to say that he is your dog.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Willy, with untold
relief,

Nelson Lee pressed him gently aside, and
then he went over to the blankets and knelt
down. He made a careful examination of
the canine patient, and when he looked up
his eyes were grave,

“Well, sir 7”7 asked Willy quickly.

“The dog is in a very bad way,” said
Nelson Lee. -

“But he'll recover, sir—won’t he ?”

“I don’t know,” replied Lee. “I hope so—
but it would be foolish to_make any definite
statement at this stage. I can sce that you

?

{ have done wonders, Willy.”

“Wouldn’t it have been belter if my
minor had taken him to a vet, sir ?” asked
Handforth,

“No; I don’t think so.” replied Lee. “A
veterinary surgeon would have done every-
thing within his power, no doubt; but I
guestion whether he would have lavished the
tender care on the dog that your minor bhas
done; and this is a case that calls for con-
stant and continuous attention.”

“So I can’t go to bed, sir?” said Willy
calmly,

“I didn’t say that.” replied Nelson Lee.
“You can be relieved——"

“I can’t, sir!” urged Willy. “I couldn’t
trust anybody else to look after the poor
old fellew. I've got to do it myself! I'vo
gobt to, sir! You won’t be cruel enough to
order me away.”

“It might be cruel if I allowed you to
stay,” said Nelson Lee. “I think you had
better go to bed, and I will have a veterinary
surgeon brought——"

“All right, sir—if you say so!” interrupted
Willy steadily. “I'm not going to dispute
your orders, sir,”
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“I am very glad
Willy.”

“But T might as well tell you,
I shan’t slecp a wink.”

“Indeed !”

“Not a wink, sir,” said Willy. “How ecan
vou expect me to sleecp? And I ask you
to think of my state of mind, sir. I shall
be in the Third Form dormitory, among all
the other fellows, and I shall be in a state
of suspense all the time. Hour after hour
I shall toss about, or walk up and down the
dormutory., That would do me a lot more
harm than staying up here, tending this
poor old chap.”

Nelson Lee’s eyes twinkled.

“Young man, is this a threat?” he asked
sternly.

. “No, sir,”

to hear you say that,

sir, that

replied Willy.
telling you the plain truth.
and 1 shan’t be able to rest until he's
well .over the crisis. If you have any heart
in you at all, sir, you’ll let me stay here.
In fact, you’ll clear out now, and take all
these other chaps with you. I want to be

“I’'m only just
He’s my dog,

‘aione—and I don’t want any more inter-
ruptions,”
“This kid deserves a medal!” murmured

‘Travers approvingly,
“What for?” asked Nipper,
“For his cheek!” said Travers.
love of Samson! I’ve always considered that
I was pretty hot stuff when it came to

‘nerve,” but young Willy beats me hands
down !”’

Nelson ILee only took a couple of seconds
to decide,

“You may stay, Willy,” he said briefly.

“Thanks awfully, sir.”

“If you would like a cup of hot coffee and
some sandwiches——"

“For the

“I'd rather not, sir—really!” said Willy
earncstly.  “Later on, perhaps—when the
danger 1s over. But not now, sir. I

haven’t time.”’

“Then perhaps you would like somebody
to remain with you—a compamon ?” asked
Lee. " You may need further water, or

“Really, sir, I'd much prefer to be alone,”
said Willy. “I shan’t be disturbed, then.”

Nelson ILee patted him on the shoulder
again,

“You're a good lad, Willy,” he said
kindly. “I wish you the best of luck, and
I really believe that you will succeed. If
you feel that you would like something to
eat, after the crisis i1s over, you will find

some sandwiches and a Thermos flask of
coffee on the landing.”

Nelson Lee turned away,
all the others.

“Now, boys, we’d better gol”
briskly. “Good-night, Willy!
luck agamn!”

*Thanks awfully, sir!
said Willy gratefully.

They all di,auppeared,
closed the door.

and waved to

he said

And good

You're a brick!”

and Nelson Lee

]
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CHAPTER 21
Handiorth Means Well !

DWARD OSWALD
HANDFORTH  was
inclined to be some-
/@ whar severe.

: “The silly young
ass!” he said, frowning. “ Fancy making all
that mystery about a giddy dog!”

“Good luck to him!™ said Church., “Willy
knew jolly well that he had to work undis-
turbed. He was sensible to get into that
box-room, and to lock himself awav from
everybody else.” )

Most of the other juniors agreed.

They were in the Remove passage upstairs.
It was bed-time, and the juniors were about
to go into their various dormitories.

“ Well, let’s hope he cures the poor thing,”
said Fullwood. “It would be rather hard
lines if the dog died after all the trouble
Willy has taken.”

“Besides, that greyhound
valuable,” put in Handlorth.
or five quid, at least.”

Nipper chuckled.

“You've forgotten the noughts, Handy,”
he remarked.

1 Eh ?u '

“T'll bet that dog is worth forty or fifty
pounds,” said Nipper. *‘ And there’s just a
faint possibility that it might be worth four
hundred or five hundred pounds. Grey-
hounds are valuable nowadayvs, particularly
those dogs which have been trained for the
tracks, and whiech have won races.”

Handforth allowed his jaw to gape.

“Iifty quid!” he echoed. “ Five hundred
quid! A—a grevhound?”

(1] YEB.”

“Do you mean to say that this animal that
Willy has saved might be worth all that *®

“ After this accident, it may be worth
nothing at all.” =aid Nipper. “It all depends
if it gets its stamina back. Not that we neced
stand here discussing greyhounds. Therc'll
be a prefect along in a minute or two, and
we shall get into trouble if we don’t mako
a move. Good-night, you fellows!”

“Good-night !’

The juniors drifted away to their various
bed-rooms, and Handforth and Church and
MeClure found themselves in their own
dormitory. But Handforth made no attempt
to undress.

“By George!” he said wonderingly. “I'd
no idea that that dog could be so valuable!
I thought it was only another of Willy's silly
pets. He oughtn’t to be trusted with it.”

“Mr. Lee is willing tc trust him,” said

Church pointedly.
“And the dog's dy

must  be
“Worth four

mng,” went on Hand-

forth, in alarm. “We've got to do some-
thing, you fellows, What about some
medicina 1*’

Chureh and MecClure sighed.
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“Oh, undress ! said Mae. “The dog is in
Willy’s hands. and he couldn’t be in better
hands, either.”

‘““He could be in mine!”
forth, glaring.

“T said ¢ better hands,” ” said McClure.

“You silly ass!” frowned Handforth., *“If
I wasn't in a hurry, I'd give you a slosh for
that! But I'm going along to Archie’s bed-
roomi.”’

“Wliat on earth "

Handforth didn't wait for his chinms to
protest. He opened the doer, strode out,
aud a moment later he entered Archic Glen-
thorne's luxurious sleeping apariment,

The genial ass of the Remove was in bed,
looking wvery cosy and comfortable, He
turned his monocle upon Handforth wirh
some apprehension.  For Handforth’s entry
into a bed-roomm was, as a rule, a forerunner
of some species of violence.

“What-ho ! observed Archie. *“ Absolutely.
Come 1n, dear old thing!”

“T'm n, fathead!”’ said Handforih,

retorted Hand-

“In*" said Archie. *“Oh, rather! T sce
what you mean”

“1 want some medicine!”
bluntly,

“(Good gad! TIs somebody ill?”

“Jolly 1ll—in fact, nearly dying!” replied
TTandforth. as he walked across to a cup-
board. “1've heard that you keep all sorts
of medicines 1 vour bed-room, Archie.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, ves,” admiited
Archie. “.Just a few bottles of this and that)
dou’t vou know, in case of emergencies, and
all that sort of thing.”

Handfortl's eves gicamed as he beheld an
assorrment of bottics on a shelf in the cup-
board. He secured an armful, and went over
to the bed, so that he could see better.

“By George!” he said, with satisfaction.
“This 1s jolly good! Cough mixture,
svrup of figs, quinine tonie bleod purifier
Thanks, Archie! I'll tuke these, 1if you don't
mind.”’

“It scoams to me, laddie. that vou're going
to take them. whelher 1 mind or not,”
cbsewved Archie.  “Of course, you neecdn't
irouble to apolegise, or anvthing of that sort.
Odds  horrors and {right! \What the——
(icod gad!” -

Archie’s voice was vibrant with dismayv,
For Handforth, ecarclessly examining the
svrup of figs baftle, was tipping it, uncon-
scious of the fact that there was no cork in
it. and a strecam of sticky stuff was pouring
glutinously on to Archic’s beauntiful eider-
down quilt.

id I;:}I?]‘]

. mnlter?”

He moved, and the botile moved, too. Un-
fortunately, Archie sat forward at the samce
moment, the stream of syrup of figs descended
upon his head, and a quantity of the liquid.
poured down his elegant features,

“Help ! shricked *Archie. *“8.0.8.”

“Oh. sorry!” saidl Handforth, with a grm.

said IHandforth

said Handforth. “What's the

“Didn't notice that you were so near,
Archie.”

thing on my mmnd—
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“You frightful fright!” roared Archie.
“You horrible horror !’

“Don’t be an ass!” said Handforth. ‘“It’s
yvour own fauit. You should have a cork 1n
the bottle. Well, thanks! I've got all I
want,”

“And I, dash it, have gEv,nt something I don’t

want!” said Archie feebly.

Handforth strode out, triumphantly carry-
ing his bottles of medicine. When he arrived
at the end of the corridor, Le encountered
Church and McClure, also Nipper and
Travers and Fullwood and Gresham. They

formed a barrier.

“Not to-night, Handy,” said Nipper
firmly. :

“Ih?” said Handforth. 'Wh:tt'i all this?

Get out of the way, you fatheads!
“Are vou taking those boiiles up to your
minor ?”
“Yes, I am,” replied Iandforth. “It
scems to me that the Remove ought to help
in this thing. ‘That dog needs medicine, and

*r

“The only medicine it neceds is Willy's
care and -attention,”” interrupted Nipper,
“and we're golig te sce (hat you don’t go
butting in.” '

Handforth bristled with indignation.

“ But—but You rotiers!” he went on,
turning upon his two chums. “This is your
doing !

“Well,

what about it?” asked Church
defensively, “We knew we couldn’t stop you:
ourselves, so we got some of the other
fellows into it. - Be reasonable, Handy! That
poor dog mnecds cvery chance, and what
chance would it hayve if vou went up there?”

“(Got out of my way!” roared Handforth
indignantly,

But they did not get oat of his way.
Instead, thev seized him with firm hands and
thrust him into bhis own bed-room, and they
made it quite plain to hiin that they were
not disposed to put up with any nonsense.

Edward Oswald Handforth meant well, but
the Removites saw no rceason why the un-
forfunate dog's life should be ruthlessly
thrown away,

CHAPTER 22
Lightning !

ANDFORTH sat up in
bed, blinking.

It was not light vet,
although a glimmer
through the dormi-
tory window showed that dawn would soon
break. Within a moment or. two, Hand-
forth was fully awake. Church and MeCluro
still slumbered on, [or the rising Dbell had
not yvel sounded.

“That's rummy!” murmured Handforth,
with & yawn. “Now. I wonder why the
dickens I woke up? There must be some-
By George, yes!

Willy 17
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He jumped out of bed like a jack-in-the-
box, and commenced dressing. He found
that the time was just after six-thirty.

He had been prevented from going to his
minor last night, but he was jolly well going
to see Willy this morning! He was the first
Ep, so there would be nobody to prevent

1m.

He hastily got into some clothes and then
crept to the door.

“I'll dish them this timo!” he muttered
grimly.

Truth to tell, Handforth was rather con-
cerned about his minor. In spite of his bluff
and blustering ways, his heart was in the
right place. He wanted, if possible, to be of
some assistance.

The trouble with Handforth was that he
generally made himself a nuisance, although
this was quite unconscious on his part. He
always meant well.

His idea now was to creep to the Third
Form dormitory, and to make certain that
Willy was soundly asleep. Then he would go
up to that box-room and keep guard over
the patient until Willy came on duty again.
It was quite a praiseworthy object.

But Handforth had no sooner closed the
door of his dormitory than he came to an
abrupt halt. He found himself staring at
Nipper and Vivian Travers. They were only
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dressed in therr trousers and shirts, and they
were exchanging Handforth’s stare,

“For the love of Samson,”” murmured
Travers, ‘“‘can it be possible? Handy is
awake, and out, before the rising-bell !’

Handforth advanced towards the pair.

“What are you chaps deoing out of bed at
this time?” he asked suspiciously.

“Just going to have a look at Willy,”
replied Nipper.

b 0h!l‘1

“Is that your game, too?” asked Nipper.

“Well, yes,” admitted Handforth. ' But
I rather thought I should have the field to
myself ! It's like your cheek, getting up!
IHe’s my minor—not yours!”

Nipper chuckled.

“Well, we won't argue,” he said quictly,
“There's no reason why we shouldn’t all
three go. I'm rather anxious about Willy.
He's a good scout, but he’s inclined to be
rash. He’s obstinate, too.”

They went along to the Third Form dormi-
tory, and softly opened the door. Kvery-
thing was silent. At least, the only sounds
were caused by an assortment of snores and:
grunts from the sleeping fags. None of them
was awake, and Willy Handforth’s bed was
empty .

“By George!” said IHandforth, staring.
““Look at that!”
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Willy's bed was not only empty, but it had
not bu.,'l slept 1n.
“The silly young ass!” went on Hand-

forth, frowning. *“He hasn't been to bed
all night! By George! He can’t burn the
candle at both c¢nds like this! He'll only
gLf himself knocked up !”

“Let’s go up to that box-room,’
Nipper quu:th

They stole out of the Third Form dormi-
tory, and a few minutes later they were at
the door of the little box-room, in the top

said

corridor. Handforth, of course, wanted to

barge straight in, but Travers held him

back. ’
“Iasy, dear old fellow!” he murmured.

“Don’t forget tho patient!”

Nipper opened the door silently,
all peeped in.

There, on the floor, was Willy Handforth,
Iving in a most uncomfortable position.
Yot he was ﬂu?mg, one arm resting on an
old box. And there was an expression of
happiness and confeniment on his tired face.
Just bevond lay the greyvhound, on his pile
of folded blankets.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” murmured Hand-
forth.

But Handforth's
other fellows' shouts,

and they

and Willy immediately
opened his eres. He half sat up, yawning.
Then, before addressing the visitors, he took
a look at the patient.

“You siily voung ass!” said Handforth
grufyv.  “What the dickens do you mean
by this? You've been up all night!”

“Nearly,” said Willy. “T dozed off about
an hour ago.”

. ““And the dog 7" asked Nipper,

“Hc's all right!” said Willy softly. “No

murmurs were akin to
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need to worry about him now,” The crisis is
over, and I'm pretty certain that he’ll soon be

getting well. He’s out of danger.”
“Well done, old man!” said_ Nippert
heartily. “If he lives, he’ll owe his life to

your devotion and care.’

“Cheese it!” said Willy uncomfortably.
“You don't think I could let the dog die,
do you? And you don’t suppose 1 was going
to let a fatheaded vet. come here and play
old Harry?”

“Isn’t that rather hard on the vet., dear
old fellow ?” asked Travers.
“Oh, I dare say theyv're all right,”

admitted Willy. *In ecertain circumstances,
they're neccessary, but when it's a question
of constant attention and continuous nurse
ing, I'd rather trust to myself. Anyhow,
here’'s my dog, peaccfully asleep, without
any trace of fever or anything. I believe
I've done the trick!”

“Well, it's jolly surprising !” said Hand-
forth, er'a.telnng his head. “I1 was pretty
certain that I should find the dog dead this

morning. I wanted to bring you a lot of
mcdlcmes, but these fatheads wouldn’t let
me!”

“Thanks!” said Willy, nodding to Travers
and Nipper.

“Why, you young ass——" began Hand-
forth xurathfull

“Chuck 1, c}ld man!” grinned Nipper.
“The poor old dog 13 safe, and out of danger.
And Willy has done wonders.’

“I've done nothing !” denied Willy gruffly,
“It's a pity you chaps can’t talk sense!”

“What about vour sleep?” asked Nipper.

““Slecp 7”7 repeated Willy scornfully,  “Do
vou thmk thnt I carc about the loss nf &
night’s slcep? My dog, Lightning—

“Which?”

“I've called him * Lightning, explained
Willy.  “It may not be suitable at the
moment, but as soon as ho's well, it'll fit
We're the firmest of palw, and

"

LI B

“Well, jolly good luck to you, my son,”
said I\.zppcr heartily. = “But what if the
original owner comes along, and claims

him ?”

Willy stared.

“You're talking out of the back of your
neek 1”7 he said. “TPhis dog 1s mine! e was
loft fm‘ dead, and I brought him back to
life. He's only got one owner now—and
that's me! My only hat! I'd just like to
sce anybody try to take him away!”

And thme was a world of expression in the
fag's voice.

. Yet, could he only have known it, he was
in for a good deal of trouble in the imme-
diate future! He and his dog, ¢ Lightning,"

were not to have everything their own way !

THE EXD.

(What do you think of this ncw
luds?  The first yarn’s a corker,
And next week's—which is entitled
tug the Professionals!”’—is better still.
out for the ** Nelson Lee,”
next Wednesday.

series,
tsn't 147
“Play-

Look
on the bookstalls
Write to your Editor and

Ll tell him your opinion of this series.)
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BETWEEN
OURSELVES/

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READERS)

shall
remurks as are
EDWY
Editor

SEARLES
THE

E. 5. BROOKS.

YOUR weekly letters—Reg. T. Staples

(Walworth)—are not only bearable,
but exhilarating. 1 look forward to
them as much as I do my Saturday
night bath, and unless you're very, very
careful you’ll one day be blossoming forta
as a humorous writer for the papers. 8
think of that fate when you write to me in
future! 'The longer it is delayed, the better
for me. I'm seifish, vou see. Because
as soon as you get pald for your stuff, I
shan’t get any more for nixies. The trouble
is, it’s not so easy to be humorous to orde:
as it 1s when 1t bubbles forth naturally
I've got another of your delightful letters i
front of me, Reg, but I shall have to leave
this until next weck.

* * *

How many more times have I got to tell
all you readers that I'm not the Editor? The
majority of you know it, of course, but there
are still plenty who write to me on purely
cditorial matters. This 1s all wrong. When
you write to me, remember that 1’'m the
author of the St. Frank’s stories, and there-
fore ’'m the chap to shoot at if your queries
or comments are about the stories. Anything
connected with the Old Paper itself—such as
illustrations, advertisements, League Forms,
serials, competitions, etec.,~—should be ad-
aressed to the Iiditor.

* % *

Sorry—R. Hedges (Bethnal Green)—but 1
don’t write love stories., So when you ask
me to include ““love stuff ” in my tales, I'm
afraid T can't oblige. I can’t even include
a little bit, to please you, Dick—as it would
probably mean displeasing ninety-nine out
of every hundree readers,

* * *

The Eldorado series—James A. Hodge
(Waterford)—appeared in 1920. To be exact,
they started in No. 264, Old Series (June
2eth), with the story called '‘l.ord Dorr:-
more’s Quest.” Solomon Levi first appeared
in the St. Frank's yarns in No. 285, Old
Series (Nov., 20th, 1920), in “The Jew of
oSt. Frank’s.” T shall be looking out for that
long letter, Jimmy.

NOTE.—I! any reader writes to me, I

be pleased to comment
likely to
maority. All letters should be addressed ;

NELSON
The Ffeetwagoif?}tgﬁ. Farringdon Street,
N N,

such
the

o upon
trniferest

BROOKS, c/o TIhe

LEE ILIBRARY,

S —

E.C.4. J. M. PACKER.

PR

Here’s a reminder. Lots of you have
promised to send me better and more up-
to-date photographs of yourselves, but very
few have arrived, and considering that some
of the snapshots T've had from you only
measure about an inch square (about as big
as a postage stamp) it's about time you
remembered vour promises. And if you
postage stamp merchants want to see your
dials at the top of this page, you simply
must send me something which will bear =
reasonable resemblance to a human being
It's hard enough to get a good likeness
from the best of photographs (look at me at
the top, for example!), but some of the
snaps that 1 have received wouldn’t make a
likeness of any kind. Even when I'm look-
ing at the original snaps 1 hardly know!
whether I've got them 1'igﬁt side up or upside
down, T think a few of you will {cel vour
consciences pricking yvou a little when you
read this—especially when I tell you that
heaps of readers have sent me really splen-
did cabinet portraits. Still, T shall be quite
satisfied with snaps if they are at all pre-
sentable. Hang it all, I want to see your
photographs—not pictures of woodland vistas
or meadows with a smudgy dot somewhero
in the middle distance which you calmly tell

me 1s yOu.
* * *

You're not the only one who ha$ started
reading the Old Paper by chance—Beryl J.
Pilcher {Godalming). In fact, quite a larga
number of our girl readers started in the
same way as yourself—by getting hold of
the paper from their brothers. Brothers!
Attention! Slap a copy of the ©ld Paper in
front of your sisters at every opportunity,
You never know, they may buy your copy
for you next week! However, to return to
your letter, Beryl. Yes, Nelson. Lee 1is
Nipper’s legal guardian. Nipper only calis
him “Guv'nor ” in an affectionate way.
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A GRIPPING YARN OF PERILOUS ADVENTURE IN SOUTHERN SEAS!

INTRODUCTION
ON PAGE 39

By COUTTS BRISBANE

A o S e . e o i o o

B e e e g .

Capiain Manby bas bad bis schooner pinched by French convicls, but

that do.esn ! mean théy bave seen the last of skipper Manby , .

. Ob

110, 1ot by long chalks!

B o e e o e e i o R o e o o

Fire!

O a plane, a twelve-mile sprint 1is

I nothing., It seemed to Jack that-they

had hardly left the island before they

were swinging round in a long spiral,
the centre of which was the Blue Bird, Hoe
peered over the edge of the cockpit in which
he sat with his father, and saw the schooner
grow larger with each turn.

Ile saw men lying about her decks, and
looked for them to rise and start firing., but
they didn’t stir, Only a couple of fellows
with rifles shook their fists at the aircraft,
while a third, running to the bows, flung up
liis hands as though in token of surrender.

Coombes, at the Lewis gun, looked en-
quiringly at Captain Manby., Trotter shut
off the motor.

“How about it?” he called. *“They seem
to be mostly dead drunk. Shall we sprinkle
them, or try to board?”

“1 board,” replied Manby.

“Rightv you are. Keep tha gun bearing
“as well as you can, Coombes.”

The plane slid down, took the water, glided
towards the schooner, Thanks to her height
above the surface, the four in her could sece
the ship’s deck.

They saw the two men run forward to
the ra.:l and level their rifles. Put-put-a-

putttt! remarked the Lewis gun. One of
the men sagged forward, slipped over tha
rail, and piunged hmuny into the water.
The other reeled back, shot thrnugh &
shoulder, doggedly lifted his rifle’ with ono
hand—and out of the ecabin darted a third
figure. It was Mr. Sineclair., He made a
long jump across the deck, grabbed the fel-
low, and wrenched the rifle from his grasp,
even as he drew the trigger. The bulles
sang towards the zenith; the man iried to
draw a knife, then sprawled helplessly as
Sinclair hit him on the jaw and kicked the
weapon overboard.

“All right, sir. There are two more, buf
I'll look after them. Come aboard!” shouted
the mate. “We've got ’em |”’

He flung a rope, and Manby caught it,
clambered down to onc 8f the floats and
swung himself aboard. Jack followed, whiic
Coombes was a close third.

“What has happened to that lot?” asked
Manby. “You haven’t shot them, have
you ? 'l‘hey look dead.”

“They are dead, but I’'m hanged if I know
how. Something th{*y have eaten or drunk
did the trick, I guess. Now there's ono
fellow forward and one below left alive
beside this chap., He's out 'of action. Look
after him, Jack, in case. he tries any mis-
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chief. The one torward seems to want to
surrender.”

“Please, dad, he’s the chap that cut the
rope on my hands when we were- tied up
on the reef. le deserves to be let off for
that, doesn’t he ?”

“T don't want his blood. There scems to
have been a holocaust already. I wonder——
Great snakes, the ship’s afire!”

Smoke was pouring from the foe’s'le hateh.
Manby ran forward.

“Look out, sir!”’ shouted Sineclair. “That
fellow Durand has done it, I expect. Look
nut! There he 1s1”

Durand had made up his mind that he
must die, and he had determined to do as
much damage as possible before he passed
out. He had dived below as he saw the
plane coming—he knew the game was up
and made for the part of the ship where
his effort at destruction would be best at-
tetnpted-—the ho’sun’s store-room.

Here were kept sparc coils of rope of
various sizes, spare blocks, and other bits
of tackle, hanks of cord, fish-hooks, a mul-
titude of small things, and a supply of
paints, oils, turpentine, and varnigh.

Durand opened a tin of turps, poured it
over the floor, set 1t alight, then crept along
the alleyvway and up into the foc’s’le. He
heard volees: he peeped out, but not till
the smoke advertised what he had done did
he come raecing out, knife in one hand,
hatchet in the other. Like a Malay, he was
runming amok. Hoe wanted to kill. and then
himeelf be killed, for that was preferable to
a lifetime of conflinement which would be
his lot if he were handed over to the French
authoritics of New Caledonia.

With a wild yell, he made at Manbyv. So
sudden and unexpeeted was the attack that
he might have hoped to get one blow home
with the hatchet, at least. But it was not
to be. Manby sprang aside as he rushed,
dodging the swing of the weapon with ease,
and hit out with the butt ot his riflc—at
the man’s shins. Down went Durand, and
before he could attempt to rise the skipper
was on him, spread-eagling him to the rﬂrek_
Sinclair fetched a bit of rope, and made
him secure.

Then they turned to the greater danger,
the fire below. The man, Achille Servet, who

| L

CAPTAIN MANBY is skipper of the schooner
Blue Bird, which is hound for the Malea
atolls, in the Southern Pacific. He is
accompanied by his son -

JACK MANBY, and his nephew

NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving bhoys.
Irom a native Captain Manby has learned
that in these atolls is an uncharted
island—supposed to be practically inacces-
sible—the lagoon of which is full of pearl
shell. The captain is suecessful in finding
this unknown island; and to his surprise
discovers that it is inhabited by a number

of IFrench castaways. At first they are
flrtendly, but later, when Captain Manhy
tinds out what they really are—ship-

ﬂ.'l'.lll..ﬂlI.I‘..ﬂﬂl.llllll'llﬂ.'ll.'

wrecked conviets—their attitude changes

:
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had asked for quarter in the bows, came
forward as Manby beckoned imperatively,

“Put him on the pump. Rig the hose.
Lend a hand., Jack, and you, Coombes. Tt
would be too bad to have the ship back only
to lose her this way.”

Handkerchief held over his nostrils, he
dived below, to return in a minute nalf-
suffocated, having located the seat of the fire.

“In the bo'sun’s stores. It's well alight,
but nothing serious vet. Pump! TI'll take
the hose.”

For ten minutes it scemed touch and go
whether the fire or water would conguer;
then slowly the smoke gave place to steam,
which died away under the stream thar
Manby dirceted upon 1t, The store-room was
gutted, but. thanks to stout bulkhecads, the
fire had done no further damage, and the
skin of the ship remained unhurt,

Blackened with smoke, his eves streaming,
Manby came on deck. Trotter, seeing the
emergency, had moored the plane to the
schooner’s stern and come forward to lend
a hand. Now they all paused in stlence,
looking about them.

The convicts' great.effort had failed utterly
after costing a score of lives. The Bluo
Bird was once more in her owner’s possession,
and all but three the who had

of men
captured her were dead. Captain Manby
sat wearlly down on ‘he rail, staring at

the bodies that littered the deck.

“It's fortunate for wus, but I don’t quite
understand  what happened,”’. he said.
“They’re evidently poisoned, but how? Did
that fellow ”—he nodded towards Durand,
who had now come to his senses, and lay
glaring at his captors—“did he do it?”

“Murderers! Poisoners! English assas-
sins ! snarled Durand.
““No, I can’t quite understand it. D’vou

think they got hold of a ecan of meat that
was offt—full of ptomaines?” suggested
Sinclair.

“Ah Moy told me to take ecare not to touch

- two big cans of kidnevs, dad,” put in Jack.

“He was quite worked up about it. T'll look
and see if they have been opened. Perhaps
they had gone off. e said they were in the

galley.” '
With averted face, he picked his way
over the dead men and went i1nto the

WHAT'S ALREADY HAPPENED:

and they capture the Blue Bird and its
valuable ecargo, and Mr. Sinclair, the
mate, iz made a prisoner. The schooner
sails from the island, but is soon foreed
to anchor owing te dense smoke clouds
caused by the volecano, which is in a
state of eruption, Following a meal,
practically all the econvicts very mys-
teriously die. Sinclair is held respansible,
and a man named Durand attacks him.
The mate locks himself in a cabin—and at
that moment the hum of a 'plane is heard.
Captain Manby has arrived to recapture
his schooner! Durand realises the game is
up. lIle rushes below. At least he will
baulk the Englishmen of their spoils!
(Now read on.)



a—

40
galley. The place was in wild confusion, the
floor littered with empty tins. The two con-
viets who had done the cooking lay collapsed
and stiff in one corner; on the stove, now
cold, were a couple of large pots, each still
containing a little of the stew or hash which
had becen made by mixing tins of beef,
vegetables, and curry indiscriminately.

Jack poked about amidst the litter, and
presently found what he sought—two large

tins labelled “Kidneys.” He brought them
out.

“These are the things, sir. The contents

went into the pots along with a lot of other
stuff,”

“Then Ah Moy will probably be able to
explain,  You "—Manby turned 1o Achille
mervet—“ attend to thoso fellows. Put them
in thie hold for the moment You shall bury
them ashore presentlv, which i1s more than
they would have done for us.”

The Squalll

CHILLE understood 1l gesture,
saluted, and began his work. Manby
and Sinclair went aloft, and looked

_ around them, The sea was dotted
with various newly arisen rocks, so that at
first 1t seemed as though the Blue Bird was
trapped within a ring of them.

“If we ever do get the ship and cargo
home safely, it won’t be fer lack of mishaps,”
grunted Manby, as he took in the situation.
“It’s one blamed thing after another. No
sooner do we have a bit of good fortune than
something turns up to nullify it, and make
all our efforts futile. There’s just a chance
that we may scrape through over there.
What d’you think?

Sinclair looked doubtfully at the spot to
which he pointed—a gap in the ring of coral,
awash or stabbing up from the water, which
hemmed them in. ’

“I don't know,. sir,
scarcely room. We'd better get a boat out
and measure, I'm afraid it can’t be done.”

““If those brutes haven’t used all the
dynamite, it cun and shall be done I” growled
the captain, ‘Let’s look, anyhow.”

The quarter boat was lowered and, leaving
the airmen aboard, the two men rowed
towards the gap, Jack sounding in the bows,

“Five. Fight. Tt scems to De getting
deeper, dad. Ah! Now it's only {four.
Deeper again.” |
- The lead plunged, the line ran out till it
marked twelve fathoms. Now they entered
the mouth of the clear channel. Jagged
masses of coral that had been imﬂwdg up
from the depths by the voleanie convulsion
flanked 1t, seamed with creviees. Jack
sounded once more, and got fifteen fathoms.

“Deep enough, but not wide enough, I'm
afraid.”

Manby took the I2ad from his son and
heaved it on to the nearest ledge. The boat
was shoved to the other side. Thus they

took a measurement. Sinclair shook his
head.

I'm afraid there’s

|
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“Done by a couple of feet. But if we
put a charge or two in that scam there, I'd
say it might split the coral off, eh, sir?”

Manby retrieved the lead with a jerk and
hauled 1t in, then resumed his oar, looked to
windward, and nodded.

“Yes, if we have time. I think there's
another bit of breeze coming. If we're
caught here, good-bye, Blue Bird! Pull!” -

They urged the heavy boat back to the
schooner, climbed aboard, and, finding the
dynamite and detonators, hurried back with
them. As yet there was but little beyond a
small cloud on the horizon to show that wind
was coming, but both men knew the ecaprices
of Pacific .weather too well to waste a
moment. The wind might not come for a
day; it might even not come at all. On the
other hand, a howling squall might swecep
down upon them within an hour. Caught
amidst all those jagged teeth, with but poor
holding ground for her anchor, the Blue

Bird would have never a chance.

Swiftly Manby adjusted detonators to a
couple of the cartridg~s, and connected the
long, insulated wire with the battery. They
selected a crevice in the face of the rock on
the highest of the reefs, at the spot where
the channel was narrowest, and pulled back
to a safe distance, paying out the wire,

A little catspaw of wind played across the
calm water and died away.

“It's coming. Plenty of time yet, but—
Ready, sir?” said Sinclair,

“Right. Let her rip!”

Sinclair twirled the handle. There was
an earsplitting roar, a red flare, a belch of
black smoke. The boar shivered, as though
she had been kicked by a giant foot, up tose
a column of water, a wave rolled out and
heaved her back a dozen longths.

“That’s done it!” cried Manby, coiling in
the wire. “I guess we'll scrape through
now. Anyhow, T don't think there's time for
another shot. Pull!”

The dynamite had done its work well. A
long section of the outer face of the rock had
been split off by the violence of the explosion,
and had slithered to the bottom, leaving the
channel considerably wider than it had been
before—wide enough for the Blue Bird to
pass through, though with very little room
to spare. So long as the seca was calm it
could be done. Cnece the waves began to roll,
passage would be impossible.

The boat came alongside the schooner.

“Stream her aft, Jack! No time to hoist
her in,” said Manby. “Get the motor
started, Sinclair, Coombes, give me a hand
with the winch. Trotter, you’d better get
your craft under way. Heyv, you!”

Achille already understood that ‘‘you
meant him, He jumped to assist at the
winch, The anchor eame up just as the
motor auxiliary began to sputter.

“Get it home, Coombes,” cricd Manby, and
raced aft to take the helm.

Away on the horizon the small cloud had
become a large one. It was climbing the sky
rapidly, its darkness Jaced by quivering
flashes of lightning. 'The low, menacing

"

L]
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Durand came rushing out of the blazing foc’s’le, a knife in one hand, a hatchet in the other.
was like a Malay running amok ; he wanted to Kkill !

4%

Vi

il

He
With a wild yell he leaped towards Captain

Manby, hatchet upraised.

rumble of thunder came rolling across the
slowly tilting levels of the sea, touched here
and ticre by the first breaths of the coming
squall.

Sinclair, having set the motor running,
came on deck and went to the bows to con
tho ship, which was now moving slowly
towards the gap. If they could only get
through 1t, they might hope to reach the
island, for though there were new reefs in
view, they were widely scattered,

“T'Il try to give you a lead. I'm going
up now !’ bellowed Trotter, and a moment

Jater the roar of his motor drowned the
murmur of the rising storm.

“Stand by the jib, Jack, and you,
Coombes, We'll get it on her if we make

the passage,” yelled Manby.

“Starboard a pomé! Now, as you go!l”
shouted Sinclair.

The schooner forged forward slowly. The
auxiliary wasn't powerful enough to give
her much speed, for it was intended only for
use 1n crowded waters, or when negotiating
an awkward channel, Still, it shoved her

along at a pace quite suflicient to ri? the |

bottom out of her if she should touch the
sharp coral teeth.

“Starboard! As you go! Steady ™

|

3

Now she entered the channel, so close to
the eoral reefs that a man could have stepped
on to them from the rail.

Jack's heart was in his mouth as he glanced
to windward., Would they never draw clear
of these terrible fungs waiting to cruneh the
vessel’s timbers They had passed thoe
narowest part of the channel.  Now they
were through. On thelo starboard or leo
side stretched more reef, but they were run-
ning clear of it into open water beyond.

Overhead, Trotter boomed round in a
circle, scanuing the sea below. He settled
on a course, jmt away on it. Manby laid
the ship's head in line with the direction
given  him. The seaplane was rising.
Trotter put on speed. Suddenly he disap-
pearcd, blotted out by a rain cloud,

“Set that jib!” roared the captain.
renfs in it. Then hang on.”

It was done, and, even as Jack hauled the
sheet home, the first puff- of wind filled the
satl. Down came the rain. Coombes grabbed
the boy’s arm, hauled him aft a little,

“Hold on, young un! I[t’s coming!” ho
shouted.

And with that 1t came!

(Next Wednesday’s instalment 18 a rsal thriller
lads ! Don’t miss reading l.)

“Two
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGUL

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 99.

F SECTION

A

of the League.

READER’'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP.

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FRANEK’'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for*all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
I hereby declare that I have introduced “ THE NELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one new reader, whose
signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.
therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the Membership
Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

Will you,

SECTION

B

MEMEER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member NO.......... (give Membership No.), bhereby declare that 1 have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me ......... (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION

C

LIBRARY.”

NEW READER'S DECLARATION.
I hereby declare that I havebeen introduced by (give name of introducer)
(L T e L L R R P e P NS T L e R T T TR A P TR R R L] w t'h-ls‘ lsa‘ue OI o THE NELSOH LEE

(FULL HA.ME) LL LRI AR QT LA A SR LRt R Pl LR R Il L L e R T e e R P LR R PR T T TY |

(ADDRESS) LRI TR e e L R L L Ry e R T T R Y RNy ) F

LI R R I L L e L I A R L R R P TR T Ry ] [(ZILLL Y] FEFARFFETATRENE TRANRTASRFETAR NI B FR G RE A FRaa RN L]

AREETARRATARSR RSN FTAAR ARG ad B D

INSTRUCTIONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for
hership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from Two copies of this week’s issue of
THE NELSON LEE LiBrARY. On one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
‘at bottom of form. The second form is for your

new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses out
Sections A and B, and writes his name and

address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,

The St. Frank's League, c/o THE NELSON LEE
'LiprARY, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.CA4.
‘Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will

be necessary for you to obtain six new readers
for this award. For each new reader TWO
complete forms, bearing the same number, are
needed. On one of the forms fill in Section B,
crossing out Sections A and C, and write your
name and address at bottom of form. The other
forin is for your mnew reader, who fills in
Section €, crosses out Sections A and B, anad

Mem- § writes his name and address at the bottom of

the form. Now pin both forms together and send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers
at once, providing that each pair of forms bears
the same date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
silver medals can apply in the same way as for
the bronze medal, filling in Section B. Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
so that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their
bronze medal for a silver one.

These Application Forms ecan be posted for
id., providing the envelope is not sealed and no

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire, :

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or soclal club,
vou can do so amongst local members of the
League.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

1

letter is enclosed.

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking or camping.

You can qualify for the various awards by
promoting the growth of the League.

If you want help or information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you.

NOTICE!

The St. Frank’s League has now allained such

proporlions tha! we are compelled to disconiinue

the offer of gold medals in connection therewith, The silver and bronze medals will still be avadl-
able, however, as heretofore, ‘o those who qualify for them in accordance with (he rules.
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; This Autograph Business.
SEVERAL disappointed collectors of sig-

natures write to me on the subject.

The trouble is that they have expected
‘ar too much. There is an 1dea abroad that
~clebrities such as kings, princes, marquises,
sreat people in the worlds of art, music,
vciehce and sport simply jump for joy when
them little chumpy

‘e postman  brings \
ackets containing autograph albums with
politely worded requests for their names.

But really 1t isn't quite like that, you know.
The man who has scored a fresh record does
ot cavort over the breakfast-table when he
«ves a huge mail. You can have too much
or a good thing.

And, after all, this writing round to every-
one for autographs is rather a dull method
of collecting. It is too straightforward and
easy. The sport of collecting is the delirious
thrill of the chase; you may catch some pro-
digious person when he is off guard and nab
his signature almost when he 1s not looking,
anyway, before he has time to cough up a
civil negative. If autograph collecting just
resolved itself into cireularising everybody
who was anybody, it would not be worth
carrying on with. The keen collector re-
quires special specimens. He may be i wait
for the signatures of speedmen, and he must
act accordingly, watching for chances to run
into these worthies—figuratively speaking, of
course.  Personally, 1 ehould be sorry to
dash head-on into a record smasher when
he was knocking large spots off the last
achievement., The wise collector lies in wait
and thinks out plans.

Everlasting Summer!

Perpetual summer sounds all right. \When
l.ord Lytton made the gardener’s son, dis-
cuised as a count, talk of palaces lifting to
ciernal summer, ete., ib was just poetry pure
«ud  simple —though poetry is rarely that,
more’s the pity. But here is a scheme for
raking a section of England a place where
it 1s always summer-time, no rain, no clouds,
the sun always shining. One would live,
i fact, m a hoge glorified conservatory.

L
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Your Editor welcomes letlers from all his readers ©
send him one now,

Address it to: The Edilor,

“ Nelson Lee Library,” Flectivay House, Farring-

don Street, London, F.C.4,

| There would be artificial sunshine produced

would
to

by violet rays, and tropical flowers
flourish the whole year round, thanks
an even temperature.

The ingenious scheme has been drawn up
by an inventor at Dundalk. When one comes
to think of it, however, there 18 a notiom
that the plan would not be a real success,
for who wants to get soft and flabby, mewed
up in a greenhonse. In this country you
never know what sort of weather’s coming.
The Jearned think they know, but lcok how
often the prophets are mistaken! It 1s really
a jolly fine thing to have a chancy climate,
never to know what's coming next. It makes
you appreciate a few fine days all the more.

Weighing the Sun!

Among the numerous flooring questions to
hand comes this prizee How much does the
sun weigh? This does not seem respectiul to
Old Sol. It is teo much like treating the
august luminary as if it were a pound of
cheese or the best fresh butter. But there

is an answer to the query. 'The sun
weighs 19,820, 000,000,000,000,000,000,000,000
tons. There you are. You notice how neat

it is, no odd hundredweights to complicate
the calculation!

Big and Small Game,

That keen observer, Stacy Aumonier, says
that the bold hunter of the future will sally
forth and slay flies. This is a job that wants
doing. There are otherwise useful tracts of
the world which are 1mpossible because of
the activities of that poisonous little beggar,
the tse-tse fly. This unp of mischief tickles
the unwary to death, and it takes a plucky
individual to go in for fly-swatting on a large
scale. There are flies which are far mors
dangerous than the most rampageous lion
They come on you suddenly, and their cne
aim appears to be to slaughter apy buman
being they meet. There are millions of
these pests; the more yon kill, the more there
are. Perhaps the next big life story will be
that of the intrepid feillow who plunged iuto

(Continued overleaf.)
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