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The Remove raiders emerged from a side passage and ran right into the force of Fourth-
Formers, ‘" On’em !’ exclaimed Corcoran briskly. Next moment the Fourth-Formers had
piled into Nipper & Co., and a wild scramble ensued.
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Instrumental in saving a number of Removites from gelting into

bot water, Stmon Kenmore, in the guise of Waller Kenmore, finds bim-

self the bero of the hour, popular in the eyes of the boys be bas bullied,

and delested. And Kenmore discovers that he likes being popular ;

bis conscience smites bim. Unknown to bimself, a great change 1is
coming over Stmon Kenmore !—ED.
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CHAPTER 1.
Something Doing !

the little apartment like a shadow.
“You're last!” said®Handforth accusingly,
“Sorry !” murmured Gresham. “Couldn’t find my giddy running shoes!”

“Well, never mind,” said Nipper. “We're all here now, aren't we ?”

The cheery captain of the Remove pecred round, flashing the light from an electric torch
on the gathering of juniors. Eleven o’clock had chimed out shortly before, and the wintry
night was cold and blustery.

Strictly speaking, all these juniors should have been in their beds. It was long after
lights out, but for some reason the stalwarts of the Ancient House Remove were fore-
gathered i Study C.

The light from Nipper's torch, going from junior to junior, revealed Tregellis-Wesl and
Watson, Nipper’s own study-mates; it also revealed Edwurd Oswald Handforth and Church
and McClure, of Study D; Vivian Travers and Jimmy Potts, of Study H, were equally
in evidence. And the other two were T'ullwood and Gresham. Ten of them altosether.

“Good!” murmured Nipper. “We might as well be making a move.” -

It was Saturday night, and the day had been more or less thrilling, Handforth, indeed,
was the hero of the hour. For had he not made a great name for himself that afternoon
by keeping goal for the famous Blue Crusaders. of Bannington ? Handforth had deputised

for the one and only Fatty Fowkes, and he had been so successful that the Blues "had
WOl

TIIE door of Study C opened softly, and Harry Gresham, of the Remove, slipped into
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Not that any of the juniors were thinking
of that exciting football match just now.
There was something even more important
on the programme,.

*“ Now, you chaps, we've got to go easy!”
said Nipper warningly. “This is a tricky
mission of ours, and everything will be
ruined if we're collared. There are only ten
of us, and we shall be at the mercy of those
Fourth-I'ormers if we're surprised. So we've
got to make no noise over this job.”

Whether by accident or design, Nipper’s
torch light was full upon Handforth while
he was making these remarks,

"Are you talking to me?” said Handforth
suspiciously.

“I'm talking to all of you.”

“Then why: keep your light on me 7 asked
Handforth. “Do you think I make more
noise than the others, or what?”

Nipper coughed.

“Well, old man, you are a bit careless at
times,” he murmured. “And I want to im-
press upon you the necessity for complete
stlence,”

“Rats! You necedn’'t worry about me!”
saxd Handforth, with a sniff. “If it comes
to that, all you fellows can go back to bed!
I’ll work this jape on my own, if yvou like!"”

“I don’t think we like, Handy,"” whispered
Travoers.

“Iarlier in the week, Corcoran and his
merry men japed us up to the eyes,” con-
tinued Nipper. ‘“Remember how they sent
us a fake invitation,
Bannington Grange ?”

“Do we remember it!” said Fullwo
gruffly. “That was the best jape of the term
—and we were the victims! I hope we'll
even things up to-night.”

“Somechow I think we shall,” said Nipper
genially. “This is going to be a very sweet
revenge, vou chaps.”

Of late there had been a keen revival of
the rivalry between the Fourth Form and
the Remove at St. Frank’s. Until a few
weeks ago the Fourth had been regarded
as a “wash out.” Jolm Busterfield Boots,
the captain, was able enough, but he had had
very poor support—espeelally from the Fast*
House section of the Fourth. ‘

But now Lionel Corcoran was the leader of
the East House juniors—and the great Corky
was exceedingly hot stuff. As everybody
knew, he was the schoolboy owner of the
Blue Crusaders Club, and he was full of
vim and enterprise, full of energy. Since
his arrival at St. Frank’s he had completely
reorganised the juniors in the Kast House.
Armstrong, the former leader, was now onec
of Corcoran’s staunchest supporters. A great
change had come over Armstrong; his former
arrogance had gone, and he was no longer
full of his ridiculous self-importance. Cor-
coran had onened his eyes for him, and he
was now willing enough to follow Corcoran’s
lead.

" Ready ?” asked Nipper briskly.

“We're all waiting for you,
fellow.” said Travers.

“Good enough! Then let’s be going.”

dear old

and how we went to |

-

-
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Nipper switched out his torch, went to the
window, and a moment later the ten juniors
were creeping out into tho West Square. As
yet the moon was low down, and the night
was very dark, In single file, the Remove
Japers crepi through West Arch, and found
themselves in the Triangle.

St. Frank’s was asleep, except for one or
two isolated lights here and there. Derhaps
a master or a prefect was sitting up, reading.
There was very little to be feared from
these. -

All the juniors were wearing rubber-soled
shoes—a precautionary measure that Nipper
had advised—and they were merely like
shadows as they padded actoss the Triangle
and passed through Kast Arch, and thus into
the ,Ea,st Square. |

The problem of getting into the East House
was really no problem at all. For Nipper
led the way to a little window at the very
back of the dark building, a window that
led into a disused store-room. And it opened
quite casily,

This was readily explained by the fact that
Nipper had casually strolled into the Kasi
House before supper-time, and he had left
that window unlatched, but with an appear-
ance of being secured. It had been a some-
what perilous undertuking, for Nipper might
casily have been caught by the Fourth-
Formers and hurled out on his neck. But,
as it happened, nobody had spotted him.

So now it wgs easy enough for the raiders
to- gain admittance. . ‘

Onece inside; the window was closed, and

 now latched in real earnest.

“Hold on!”’ murmured Harry Gresham.

L “Hadn’t we better leave this window open—

in case of emergency ?”’

“Just what I was
Church,

Nipper chuckled.

“No good, my sons,” he said. “If we have
to bolt for it, this window will be too small.
We want something bigeer. My idea is to
unbolt and unlock the back door. Then we
can feel safe.”

“That's pretty good !’ caid Handforth, nod-
ding. “If there's a sudden rush, we can bunk
out in next to no time. Funny thing you
should suggest that, Nipper, because 1 was
just going to sy the samc thing.”

There were one or two soft chuckles, and
Nipper led the way out of the store-room.
The juniors soon found themselves in the rear
lobby, where everything was dark and still.

But when they went to the rear door they
experienced a little surprise. TFor, instead of
being bolted and lscked, as they had expected,
it was merely on the latch! The bolts were
already drawn, and the key, in the lock, had
not been turned,

“Well, I'm dashed!” said Nipper, frowning.
“This 1s 1olly careless of somebody!”

“Leaving the door unfastened 7 said Hand-
forth. “I should think it is! We don’t do
things like that in the Ancient House !”

The juniors went about their business, won-
dering who could be to blame for this care-

(B3

thinkinz !

breathed
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lessness.  After all, it was certainly astonish-
ing to find that door unbolted and unlogked!

"

—— ——

CHAPTER 2.

Not to be Caught
Napping |

IONEIL. CORCORAN
suddenly sat up In
bed.

“Hallo!” he 1mut-
tered sleepily. “ Who's
, there?”

He rubbed his eves and looked round the
little {Inrrnltorv It was very dark, and ho
could only jut see the shadowy forms of
Armstrong and Griffith 1in their beds. He
could hear their regular breathing ; Griffith,
in  fact, was snoring with considerable
enthusiasm.

“Rummy !” muttered Corky, frowning.
“Must have been dreaming, 1 suppose.”

He could not quite understand why he
had awakened, but he had a queer umpres-
sion that somebodv had been in the room.
Apparently he had been dreaming.  For there
was nobody in the room now, except his own
dormitory companions.

“Come out of it!" said Cmcaran sharply.
“You haven't fooled me, you know !

Nothing happened. He bad had an idea
that f m_mt‘hmh was lurking in the deep
shadows they would come out. Nobody came
out, however, dnd the leader of the Iloast
House juniors was at last compelled to con-
clude that he had imagined it,

““0Oh, po to sleep, von ass!”
to himself.

But just as he was about to pull the bed-
clothes over him he grew rigid. A creak had
sounded outside—in the corridor—and in that
second Lionel Corcoran knew that some-
hody must be out there; for there was a loose
“hoard just necar the dormitery door, and
‘Corky had heard it creak on other occasions.

“Oh ho!” he murmured. “Perhaps 1
wasn't so silly, after all!” .

He crept silently out of bed; and then he
hesitated. fhdnmnl}, he would have taken
no notice of that slight creak, merely think-
ing that somebody was passing along the
corridor. But just now he was very much
on the alert, and he could not rid himself
of that notion that somebody had actually
been in this bedroom.

“Wake up, Armstrong, my son!” he mur-
mured, as he shook Armstrong by the shoul-
der. “You, too, Griffith ! There's something
dmn" s

Armatrom: sat up, heavy with zieep.

“Hallo! Anything the matter?” he asked,
in alarm. “That you, Corky?”

“Shush!” warned Corcoran. “Theres
somecbody prowling about outside in the corri-

he muttered
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dor. We might well be ready for
emergencies,

Armstrong secemed to think that it was a
silly idea, and he said so with refreshing
bluntness. He wanted to know what the
dickens Corky meant by waking him up for
nothing.

In the meantime, Corcoran had crept to

as

the door, and he silently opened it. He
peeped out, and he became attentive.
At the end of the corridor, just at the

bend, he could see a number of vague, indis-
tinct figures. And a few whispers came to
his ears.

“ Better not, llandy!” came one of the
voices. *‘ Might be too risky !”

“Rats!” said another voice. “It'll be safe
enough! None of these silly Fourth-Formers
susrpect that we're here——"

Corcoran did not wait to hear anv more,

He closed the door without a sound, and
turned.
*“Rouse up, you chumps!” he hissed. *“It's

a raid!”’
“\What!” gasped Griffith.

“Removites!” said Corecoran, as he grabbed
his dressing-gown. " Handforth and Nipper
and the others!"”

“But—but how do you know?” asked
Armstrong, staring.

“T saw them—and heard ’em. too!
replied Corky grimly. *“So that's their
game, is 1it? Stealing over here after lights
out ! They're up to some sort of monkey
business, my sons!”

Armstrong and Griffith had no desire to
retnain in bed now. They leapt out, eager.
The rivalry between the two Forms was so
keen that the juniors were always ready for

!-H

a tussle, and there scemed to be splendid
pnﬁqrhllltmi here. It would be a feather in
the cap for the Iourth if these Remove

raiders were grabbed, and “put through the
mill.”
Lionel Corcoran opened the door again, and

| he took another peep. The corridor was now

clear.
“Come on!” he whispered. "They've
gone—down the mnext passage, 1 believe,

We'll go into all the dormitories, and wake

the chaps up. Then wo'll sally out, and
collar those beggars red-handed!”
It didn't take the three juniors long. They

went from dormltcrj to dormitory, rousing
the sleeping juniors, and very soon there was
a big crowd of them—including Conroy
minor, Kemp, Turner, Freeman, Steele, and
some more.

“We'd better go easy!” murmured I'ree-

man. “O0Old Goole 1s a pretty llght sleeper,
blow him, and if he collars us—"
“Not a chance!” interruptcd Corky.

“"We'd better make one rush, and corner
the raiders. It's the orly chance we've got.
If they get wind of us, they'll bolt1”

As it happened, the thing proved to be
easy.

EZRA QUIRKE

IS COMING!
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TFor the ten Removites found themselves in a
trap. Just as they were cmerging from one
of the side passages, they ran right into the
force of Fourth-Formers. It wasn't any good
retreatihg, since there was .no exiy at the
end of that passage.

“On 'em!” ejaculated Corcoran briskly.

“Down with the Remove!”

There was a wild secramble, a series of
gasps, scufilings, grunts,

“PBy George!” said Handforth thickly.
“They’re on us, you chaps! Up, Remove!”

“Cheese 1t!” urged Nipper. " For good-
ness’ sake, Handy, don't yell!”

“But-—but these fatheads
us!"” gasped Handforth,

“Can’t help it! We shall have to take our
gruel !” said Nipper ruefully. “If we make
a noise, vou chump, the masters will be down

have collared

on us. And that’ll mean a flogging, for
breaking bounds.”
“My hat!” breathed Handforth, “I'd for-

gotren that!”

“ Better give in!" said Corcoran, with the
utmost coolness. “I rather think we've
spoilt vour little game, my sons! It's like
your nerve, breaking into this House and
thinking that you can surprise us!”

“We're all liable to make mistakes,
Corky,” said Nipper, with a sigh.

“You'd better remember that we IFourth-
FFormers sleep with one eye open!” grinned
Armstrong.

“Nearly all dogs do that!” agreed Hand-
forth - bitterly.

“Why, you silly ags—="

“Oh, let them say these things, if they
want to,” interrupted Corky. ‘It doesn’t
do us any harm, does i1t? %‘acbs are facts,
Armstrong. These Removites tried to raid
us, and we’'ve canght them. I rather think
it’s @ IF'ourth vietory!”

And the other Fourth-Formers
thought so, too!

rather

CHAPTER 8.
The Alarm !
ANDFORTII gave an

expressive grunt.
“Well, get on with

it!”  he said im-
patiently. “What

are vou gomg to do with us?”
“I'm just considering,” said Corcoran,
with a thoughtful frown. “Shall we just

let them go, and leave i at that, you chaps,
or shall we tie them up, and ; int their
faces with blue-black ink?”

“Tie them up, and paint their faces with
blue-black ink,” said ¥Freeman promptly.
The other Fourth-Formers chuckled,

Handforth gave another snort.

“You try it on, you funny idiots!” he
said thickly. “ By George! If you paint
my face with red ink—="

“ Blue-black ink!” corrected Corky.

and
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“What do I care what kind of ink it is?"
brea¥hed Handiorth. * You're not going to
paint me at all!” :

“But it’s a good idea, really,” argued

Corcoran. *“If we shove ink on your faces,
you'll be compelled to wash yourselves, And
that’ll be a bit of a novelty for you
Removites.™

“Whyv, vou—you—you—-"

“I think we'd better let 'em go!”’ said

Clifton uneasily. “They're ffaking too much,
giddy noise!”

Nipper had an idea that Corcoran had
been blulling, and he now gave a rueful
smile to his companions.

“Well, you chaps, I suppose we'd better
admit ourselves beaten,” he said. ' If we
do that, they might let us go. Next time
we'll make a better success of it i

“Don't vou believe it!” interrupted Arm-
strong, “We're top dogs at St. Frank’s!”

“(Oh, are 3':311?” retorted Handforth., " Just

| you wait—

“Listen !” gasped Griflith suddenly.

They all became tense and still,
““There’s nothing!” whispered Corky.
“What did you hear?”

“I heard

“A door opening.,” said Grilith.

it ereak——"

“Js there anybody talking out here?”
came an impatient, testy voice.
“0Old Goole!” went.,up a general gasp.

Mr. Barnaby Goole, the Housemaster, was
on the track! As though by magie, the
I"ourth-Formers slid along the corridor and
vanished into their dormitories. [t was
really cleverly done. The Removites found
themselves left alone, and they were not very
far from the head of the stairs.

“This,” murmured Nipper, “lis where wa
do a gracefu!l little disappearing act.”

They tumbled down the stairs in the dark-

ness, but before they reached the bottom
they heard Mr. Goole slopping along the

upper corridor in his loose-fitting slippers.

the Housemaster's
Who is it down

“Who 1is
sharp inquiry,
there®”

In the circumstances, the juniors thought
it inadvisable to make any reply. The situ-
ation was now serious. Ifor if Mr. Goole
identified them they would be reported to
their own Housemaster, and then the Head
would get to hear about it. Nothing short of
a flogging would be their lot.

“11alt ! How dare you came Mr.
Goole's angry shouts. “Who 1s1f, I say?”

The ten raiders flew to the rear part of
the West Iouse, thankful ir-ced that the
back door was unfastened. It had heen an
excellent precautionary measure of Nipper’s
—and now the wisdom of 1t was evident,

If only they could get outside, they would
be safe.

[For Mr. Goole would not venture out into
the eold, win: y night, and they would be lost
in the darkness. And before the House-
master could get any inquiries afoot they
would be back in their dormitories, and there

that?” came
“Halt !

533

. would be no evidence.
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Tmrvt vthing
quick!y.

By this time Mr. Barnaby Goole, thoroughiy
aroused, was running hard. e had dashed
down the stairs rather recklessly, and he was
shouting as he turned out of the front lobby.

depended upon petting
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high up in the wall.  And it had been im-
possible for them to dash back cn their own

tracks, for they would have run right into
the angry Housemaster. The unmpmtml

locking and bolting of that door had made
all the difference.  They were trapped !

“Here we are!” gasped Handforth. “He's bound to  find us!” murmured
“Thank goodness! We'vc dene at:” Travers resignedly.  “He knows we came
“Open the dcor, you ass!” urged [Fuli- |this way, and he knows that we didn't
weod double back. And when he finds the key
Handforth pulled at the handle, but | broken in the lock he'll twig this door, and
nothing happened. that'll put the lid on 1t!"”
“ft won't come open!” he ejaculated “Listen!” whispered Nipper.,
blankly, He was puzzled, He had heard a firmn
“PBut it’s unfastened !’ uissed Nipper. | footstep—and now he was aware of the fact
“Oh, for gooduess’ t}lmt a Ii;{,htd wis
sake be quick! He'll gleaming under-
be here i:: a tick » | ook Imside This neath the door.
“Dear old fellows, | MW onder Boolk— Then ecame  Mr,
it’s  bolted!”  said : Barnaby Goole’s
Travers. ‘‘Rather a voicoe.
rummy thing, but _ “Really, [—]—
somebody has done What is the mean-
the dirty on us!” e B \«T“ ing of this Mr. Ken-
They were al’ il ' move ?”7 ejaculated the
startled. Both top Housemaster, in a
and  bottom  bolts \l UI L ;?I}UH breathless voice. “I
w e r e shot home. N had no idea &
Feverishly t h e AR 7 “I heard y o u
juniors freed them. —' % shouting, sir, and I
They were certain wondered what was
that the Fourth- the matter,” said an-

Formers had not cut
off their retreat, and
it was a mystery how
the deor had become
lecked and bolted.

other voice. ““There’s
nothing  wrong, is
there 27

The trapped juniors
listened intently. It

“Quick — quick!” was that second voico
said Nipper. which intrigued them.
Handforth grabbed For they kunew that
the key, turned it it belonged to M.
vigorously, and he Walter Kenmore —
Wwis 8 O Qnﬁrgﬁtic the elder brother of
about it that it broke Simon Kenmore, the
i half in his hands, Sixth-Former who
leaving a portion in- was missing from St.
side the lock. _ . 3 o ; Frank’s.
“The key?’s : ; o Mr. Kenmore was
busted!"™ he gasped. -—Knd You’ll Want t'o a fairly young man,
“What!” gurgled | Bwy Xt. Price /-1 and he ‘had arrvived
the others. at the old school
They wrenched at the door in vain. It ,early in the week, and since then he had
was still lecked, and now there was no way | been livine in the East House, in his
of getting it open. And, at the far end of | brother’s quarters, at the headmaster’s ex-
thoe rnuulur they could hear Mr. CGoaole's | press wish,
l"l.lﬂnltlg footsteps. The juniors cculd not imagine why this
‘In  here—all «f vou!” urged Nipper |visitor should be up and about at such an
quickly, hour of the night: but they vaguely bhegan
He !h:ng a door open, and they poured [to hope.  Was there a chance that Mr
through. They were in a small cloakroom, | Walter Kenmore would save their skins?
and Ihf.‘l}t! ua%ihaldlv lmrl;‘m for them all. It
wasnt the orc mary cloakroom, rl’)r fhl‘a Was
situated 1n the front part of the building, @ CHAPIER 4.
hear the big lobby., It was only a small Thanks to Kenmore’s
piace, seldom used. Vipdki Brother !
“Tt’s no good—we're done!” said Nipper.
“He'll have us in less than & minnte !” . WALTER KIEN.-
The others groaned. It really did seem MORE was  fullv
that all hope was lost. There was no escape dressed, and he was
from this cloakroom. for there was no looking slightly

xindow in it—nothing but a little grating,

amused—although {n-
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wardly, perhaps, he was not quite so com-
fortable. For Mr. Barnaby*Goole was look-

ing very irritable.

gdr. Igenmm'e was fairly tall, and he owned
a short-clipped moustache, beneath which
showed his somewhat prominent front teeth.
Indeed, but for these prominent front teeth,
he would have resembled Simon Kenmore
quite a lot.

“May I ask the meaning of this irregu-
Yarity ? asked Mr. Goole, with some heat.

“ Really, sir, I don’t quite understand
you,”’ said Walter Kenmore quietly. “As
far as I can see, there i1s no need to get
excited.”

“1 am not execited!” denied Mr.

“But I heard noises, and——"

“T am very sorry that 1 disturbed you,
Mr. Goole,”” said the other, “but I can
assure you that there is nothing to worry
about.”

Mr. Goole grunted.

“It is not for me to criticise your move-
ments, Mr. Kenmore, since you are a guest
under this roof,” he said tartly. * How-
ever, it scems strange, to say the least, that
vou should be up so late.”

“1 thought you understood that I should

be out late,” replied Walter Kenmore. “1
definitely arranged it with you——"

Goole,

“I did not imagine that you would make

noisy disturbances in the small hours!”
snapped Mr. Goole.

" Really, sir!”

“Well, it is very late, anyhow I’ amended
the Housemaster. ‘‘Let me advise you to
get to bed.”

“Am 1, then, to be treated like one of

your schoolboya?” asked the visitor, with

some heat. ‘“Is that what I am to under-
stand, Mr. (Goole 7” '

“Certainly not!” growled the House-
master ‘“You may go to bed when you

wish, sir! I am not really interested. But,
for your own good, and for my own peace
of mind, it would be very advisable for you
to retire.”

“"Come, Mr. Goole, there’s no need for
these hot words,” said Kenmore’s brother,
“T am very sorry if I disturbed you, and
perhaps we had better let it go at that. I
can give you my promise that there will be
no other interruptions to your night's rest.”

Mr, Goole was mollified.

“Very well, Mr Kenmore!” he said.
“Thank you—and I regret that I should
have been short-tempered. Good-night to
you, sir,”

“Good-night, Mr. Goole,” said Kenmore's
brother

The Housemaster turned on his hcel and
went shuffling away, back to bed. He was
thoroughly satisfied that the disturbance
had been caused by this visitor, It had been
on the tip of his tongue to ask Walter
Kenmore what he was doing downstairs
when everybody else was in bed: Then My,
(Goole had checked himself; he remembered
that Kenmore's brother was merely a guest,
and he was nafurally not subject to any of
the school rules. If it pleased him to be
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downstairs at this hour, then it was his own
affair,

For nearly a full minute Mr. Kenmore
stood perfectly still. He listened while Mr.
Goole flopped upstairs; ne heard the Housc-
master close his bed-room door., Then Ken-
more’s brother turned his attention to the
little cloakroom, There was a grium light in
his eyes as he stepped across and turned the
handle,

“Come out!” he said in a
“And be sharp about it!”

The ten Ancient House juniors filed ouf,
and found the electric lights glowing.
Walter Kenmore was looking at them with-
out any particular show of friendliness.

“Thanks awfully, Mr. Kenmore!”
Nipper,

“Yes, rather!” echoed the others.

“"You're a brick, sir!’”’ deelared Handforih
enthusiastically, “By George! We shan’t
forget this in a hurryl”

The young man looked at them as though
puzzled, then he {rowned.
“Don’t be absurd!”
“Who are you, anyway ?
to this House, do you 7”

“No, sir—Ancient IHouse "’

“Then what are you doing here?”

low wvoice.

said

he said shortly,
You don’t belong

“Ahem! Just a little game of ours, sir,”
murmured Nipper. “O0ld Goole was after
us, and—-"

“I know all about that!” interrupted

thank

1!."

Walter Kenmore. **You ean
lucky stars that he didn’t get you

“1 rather think we can thank you, sir!”
said Gresham, grinning,

“I don’t neced your ‘hanks!” said the
visitor. “All I need is your absence. 1
might get into trouble if Mr. Goole takes
it into his head to come back.”

“That’s true enough, you fellows!” said
Nipper. “Come on! Mr. Kenmore has
been a sportsman, and we don’t want to
give old Goole another chance.”

“] say, sir, was it you who locked the
door ?”’ asked Jimmy Potts.

“It was!”’ said Kenmore’s brother,

“Oh! So that's why we wero dished!”
muttered Hangforth.

“1 didn’t know that you boys were in
this House!” said the other, ‘1 came in,
and I naturally locked and bolted the door
after me. It was left on the latch especially
for my bencfit, and "

“Then that explains why we found it in
that condition, you fcllows,” said Nipper,
with . a smile. “Well, everything's all
serene now, 1 think we'd better trot along
to cne of the windows, and get out in that

your

way. Mr. Kenmore will close the window
after us, I’m sure.”
“What are you talking about?” asked

Walter Kenmore,
the door 7”

“The key’s broken in the lock, sir.”’

“Oh, I sce!”

After a brief inspection, Kenmore decided
that it would be better for the juniors to
get out by meang of a window. He led the
way to the nearest one, and openced it.

“What's the matter with
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The sound of the Housemaster's footsteps sounded alarmmcrly near as the Remove ra.ders reached

the door.

Then, one climbed
through.

“Thanks awfully, sir)”
lmod night ! -

" Good- ntwi t!" growled Kenmore's brother,

It secmed that he did not want to hsten
to iheir words of gratitude. He was only
too glad to get rid of them. And they could
vasily understand this, for there was always
the chance that Mr, Goole would come on
the warpath again.

Safely away from the East House, the ten
juntors  congratulated  themselves.  They
crossed  into the West Square. and got into

by one, the juniors

they  chorused.

their own House through the window of
Study (.

“Well, that's that!” murmured Travers,
“Yor the love of Samson! We're lueky to

be back in safcety.”

“Rather ! said Handforth, “That brother
of Kenmore’s 15 a regular sport!”

“ Hear, hear!”

“What a difference from Kenmore of the
Sixth ! said Church wonderingly., " Kenmore
would have taken huage delight in giving us
away to old (ioole.”

“Rather!” said Tommy Watson. “Ken-
- more was a bully and a rotter, but his brother
15 made of the right stuff!”

They all beecame rather grave,

Handforth tugged frantically at the handle, but nothing happened.
open ! ”’ panted Handy.

““ Tha door won’'t

although it’s an '1h*~0|uin mystery as to uhul
he's gone, or uha he’s Intilnf' himself away.
”\ntan Travers yawned.,
“Is 1t really necessary, dear old fellow. to
go into these discussions just now ¥ he asked

politely. “Don’t you think it would be a
brainy sort of scheme to get to bed #7
k 114
if = < 2 | = & | .
Yes, I suppose it would, admitted

Nippor,

He and the others crept upstairs to their
dormitories, still thinking of the sportsmantike
behaviour of Walter Kenmore, And again
they compared him with his younger brother,
Simon.

Theyv all concluded that there was a vast
difference between the two.
Yet. if they had only known it, there was

no difference whatever, for Simon Kenmore
and Walter Kenmore were one and the sanie!

e —

CHAFTER 5.
Double Identity !
was astounding, but
true,
There was no such
person as Walter Ken-

©

“There's still no news about Simon Ken- more.  He was a
more,” said Nipper, with a puzzled frown, | myth, an invention., And the mystery of
“The police think he's dead, and poor old | Simon Kemmore's disappearance  was  no
Fatty Fowkes is still in bhiding. DBut we ttlt~t911 at all, for Simon Kenmore was here,
know jolly well that Kenmore 1is alive, 'at b QI rank’s, HH the time!

L
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In a way, it was an amazing piece of
audacity.

If Simon Kenmore had not been a very
capable amateur actor, he could not have gone
through with it, The fact that he was posing
as his own brother made it possible for him
to use almost his own voice ; for it is common-
place, rather than otherwise, for brothers to
have similar voices,

Kenmore’s make-up was  trivial—another
point which spelt success. Only his little
moustache was false, and this added several
vears to his appearance.

But perhaps it is not correct to say that
only his moustache was false, for his teeth
wore false, too., In this direction Simon Ken-
more had employed an exceedingly astute
dodge.

He had had the misfortune to lose four er
five of his front teeth during the summer holi-
davs, and even his most intimate friends had
not known of this. He had been mixed u
in a racccourse brawl, and in a fight witg
a gang of sharps his front teeth had been
knocked out. So Kenmore had been com-
pelled to make use of a dental plate.

It had been easy enough for him to have
a duplicate plate made, but with exceedingly
prominent tecth. They altered the whole
shape of his mouth, the very look of his nose.
With those prominent teeth in his mouth, he |
had no cause to fear detection. Any other
facial resemmblance mattered nothing, since he
was posing as his own brother.

After the Ancient House juniors had

departed he closed the window, and then
return to the back lobby, scowling.
“Infernal young beggars!” he muttered.
Fhev’re more lucky than they think they
are!”
He had adopted a different tone now. And
Tittle did those juniors realise that Kenmore’s
motive in shiclding them from Mr. Goole
had been a selfish motive! They had credited
him with beingz a sportsman, but they were
quite wrong.

Simon Kenmore was still himself, under his
altered exterior,

He switched off the lights, and then moved
quietly along to the Sixth Form passage,
which was near by. He entered one of the
very first studies, the doorway of which was
perilously near to that back exit.

“You've been long enough!” said a voice.
- Kenmore entered and found Guy Sinclair,
of the Sixth, looking at him with frank
cnriosity. Sinclair was the only person in the
whole of St. Frank’s who knew Kenmore’s
seeret,

“Those confounded kids delayed me!” said
Kenmore savagely, as he closed the door.

It was very comfortable in the study., The
fire was still burning in the gate and the
atmosphere was warm. Sinclair was loung-
ing at the table, smoking a cigarette. On the
table there were playing cards and little heaps
of silver,

“Why didn't you give the young sweeps
away to old Goole ¥ asked Sinclair.

“Because I wasn’'t a fool!” retorted Ken-

L
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back to bed, and then send those kids off.

If Goole had found them, he would have
kicked up an awful fuss.”
“Serve them right, too!” .
“That’s not the point!” said Kenmore,
frowning. “Goole would probably have

searched all these studies on the chance of
there being any other raiders. And then you
would have been discovered. How would yon
have liked that ?”

Guy Sinclair pulled a long face.

“1 dare say you were right in acting as you
did,” he admitted. “It woula have been
pretty rotten for me if old Goole had come

in here, Rotten for you, too, if it comes to
that."” |

“Why roiten for me?”

“Come off it!” said Sinclair tartly,

“You're a visitor here—or you're supposed
to be, anvhow. What do you think Goole
would do to you if he found you setting me
a wicked, bad example, and encouraging me
to sit up after midnight, smoking and play-
ing cards? Old man, you would have been
politely requested to pack your grip and
skeedaddle.”

Kenmore sat down rather heavily.

“I've a good mind to do thaf, anyhow!” he
said wearily, “ What’s the good of staying
here? I'm sick of the whole rotten busi-
ness!”

Sinclair was silent, and for some little time
Simon Kenmore sat there, staring straight in
front of him, puffing absent-mindedly at a
cigarette. ;

There was every reason for him to be wor-
ried, He had no fear that his deception
would be spotted, but he was very anxious
to assume his own identity again at the
earliest possible moment.

He felt that he would be safe for some
little time yet. His parents were abroad, big
game hunting, and it was impossible lo get
into communication with them; and there
was nobodv in England who would come
along interfering,

Kenmore’s trouble was serious enough,

Two or three weeks ago he had received
a cheque for eight pounds from Mr. Matt
Page, the Bannington bookmaker. Kenmore
had had a lucky day. Later he had handed
the cheque to a racecourse loafer named Sam
Pointer, who had been winning heavily from
him at billiards and eards. After handing the
cheque over, Kenmore had thought no more
about it.

But a fortnight Jater Mr. Matt Page had
encountered him, and had accused him of
forgery. To prove it, the bookmaker had
produced that fateful cheque—now altered
to “cighty ” pounds, instead of the original
eight! Tha! cheque had been cashed, and
Matt Page was quite certain that Kenmore
had committed the forgery.

Kenmore had protested his innocence, but
the bookie had laughed at him, and had
threatened, point-blank, that he would give
information to the police unless Kenmore
paid him the full money.

As a matter of fact, Simon Kenmore was

more. "“The best thing was to get Goole
w

| innocent. Sam Pointer was the culprit, and
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nhe, being a wise man, had made himself
scarce. Kenmore had found himself faced by
the awful prospect of being handed to the
police, charged with a forgery that he had
not committed, This was the result of his
own folly, for if he had kept away from race-
courses and from bad companions he would
not have been in that trouble,

In desperation he had made many bets at
St. Frank’s on one of the Blue Crusaders’
football matches; then he had attempted to
bribe Iatty Fowkes, the Blues’ celebrated
voalkeeper. And from that moment his
troubles had been intensified.

For I'atty IFowkes, furious at the suggoes-
tion, had knocked Kenmore down. TUnfor-
tunately they had been standing on the deck
of the Blue Crusaders houscboat at the time,
and Kenmore had tumbled into the River
Stowe,

FFatty had not waited for the rascally Sixth-

Former to get to the bank, and later the |

rumour had got round that Kenmore had been
drowned. Then a big sensation had been
caused by the police tssuing a warrant for
Fatty Fowkes' arrest! Even now the unfor-
tunate Blues' goalie was hiding, certain of
his own innocence, but determined not to let
himself be captured by the police.

It was hardly surprising that Simon Ken-
more was worried and haggard,

—— e ——®

CHAPTER 6.
In a Nasty Mess !

HAT about finishing
this game?” asked
Guy Sinclair, stifling
a vawn,

Kenmore looked up.

“No thanks!" he said shortly.

“Hang 1it, we might as well play the
hands that were dealt——"

“1 don’'t feel like playing!” interrupted
Kenmore impatiently.  “1 only started play-
ing for your sake, Sinclair. Hang the cards!”

“No nced to be so peevish,” said tho
Sixth-Former, “What’s the matter with
you "

“Iverything's

Py

going wrong ! snapped
Kenmore, ‘' Long before this I was hoping
that I should be able to resume my own
identity; I was hoping that Fowkes would
be a free man,”

“Well, he 15 a free man, isn’t he "

“Iree to move about as he pleased, 1
mean,” said Kenmore. “I've no reason to
love him, after the way he trecated me, but
I dou't like to know that he's wanted for

my murder, It's—it’s =0 dashed un-
pleasant 1”7
“Yes, it's a rotten, awkward position,”

agreed Sinclair,

: “Yeu can’t comoe to life,
can vou '

Decause, if you do, Matt Page

will know about it, and then he'll have you | races a week or two ago,

Hard lines, old man.” |

arrested for forgery.
“I'm only safe becauze Page thinks I'm
dead!"” muttered Kenmore,  “ Dircetly |
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| Sinclair,

' have
 that’s—that’s unthinkable '™

| lucky,” said Sinclair,
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show myseclf—as myself—Page will pounce
on me. [ can’t pay that moncy, and he told
me plainly that he won’t wait. But as long
as he thinks I'm decad—or, at least, as long
as I've disappeared—he can't do a thing.

This was the reason for Simon Kenmore's
masquerade. He was in morial terror of
Matt Page, the bookie. He wanted to get
Fatty Fowkes out of his predicamnent, but
if he did so as matters now stocod, he wenld
only get himself into a worse one. And
Kenmore wasn’t the kind of fellow to do
that, :

“I thought that dodge I wangled in the
week would do the trick,” he said grumpily,
"1 pretended to run Away to sca, and sent
a letter to you (o prove it—"'

“And then the confounded ship went and
got itse!f wrecked off Shingle Head,” necdded
“That was a nasty one, Kenmore!
When the police found that vour weren't on
the boat, and never had been on it, they
were more certain than ever that you're
dead, And now vou're just marking time.”

“That’s right—marking time!” muttered

Kenmore., “ Marking time until I can lay
my hands on Sam FPomnter! That's tho
whole erux of the situation, Sinclair!

Direetly I can get hold of Pointer I shall
hold the trump-card!”
- He spoke ficreely, and his cyes were burn.
ing.

“Everything depends on that!” he went
on. “If I can't find Dointer, then I shall
to remain ‘dead’ for good. And

“Well, it’'s certainly
admitted the other,

“I went to Helmford this evening,”” said
Ikenmore slowly. “I went into t&o or three
pubs, and made casual 1inquiries. Jut
nobody there seems to know Pointer at all.
Never hcard of him,”

“If vou ask me, you're going to be un-
not without a little
relish, “Pointer won’t show up in this
district again.  After forging that cheque
he'll keep right away. He's probably in
Londen—or he may even be up in Man-
chester, or somewhere even further,”

“I don’t believe 1t!” said Kenmore
harshly. “I ecan’t believe it! It's too awful
to belteve. No: Sam Pointer is still in this
neighbourhood—within a radius of thirty or
forty miles. I'm certain of it. He's been
hanging about in these districts for years,
and it's not as though he runs any big risk.
It was my cheque that he forged—and 1
dare say he's ecunning enough to know that
I should get the blame.”

“But whyv do you think he'll be found in
Helmford 77 '

“I've heard that he generally makes
Helmford his headquarters,” replied Ken-
more. “It's only about twentv miles from
here, and Pointer goes round to all the
race-tracks. Ho was at the Banunington
as you know.
That's when he had that cheque from me.
Well, they're holding the Helmford race:
next week, and I think there's a good

beastly awkward,”
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chance that he’ll be there. ~ Anyhow, 1t’s
my only hope, and I'm going to haunt

Helmford every day next week—until T can
get on the brute’s track.”
*“And in the*meantime you'll let every-
body else think that you’re still dead?”
P12

“1 can’t help what evervbody else thinks!
muttered Kenmore feverishly. “I'm not
even worrying about Fowkes now. He'll
be all right as soon as I've got hold of
Pointer,” ’

"How do you make that out?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” snapped Kenmore im-
patiently. “ Onece Pve found Pomter I'll
force a confession out of him--I'll drag him

to Matt Page, and *make him confess to
V'age, too. Don’t you see? I shall be safe
then, Page will know that he did me an

injustice, and 1if an{hﬂdy gets prosecuted
3 1

for forgery, it'll be Pointer.

“And your name will be dragged into the
courts!” said Sinclair.

“It needn't be,” frowned the other. *“I
don't suppose Page will even prosecute.
He'll know thundering well that he won’t
be able to get any money out of a wretch
like Pointer, and Page won’t be keen on
publicity, either. No; the main thing 1is to
get hold of Pointer, and to make him con-
fess to that bookie. 'Then I shall be as free
as the air again.”

He sighed as he thought of the possi-
bilitics It would be good to be himself
again ! .

And that was the position,

Kverything hinged upon Simon Kenmore
finding that miserable forger. So much
more depended upon it, too. With Simon
Kenmore *“‘alive’ again, Fatty Fowkes, of
the Blue Crusaders, would be at liberty to
join his fellow-players.

It was certamly very hard lines on the
big, sixteen-stone goalie of the Blues.

Just because he had knocked Kenmore
into the river he was suspected of being
concerned in the Sixth-Former’s deatl, But
it so happened that Nipper and some of the
other juniors had seen Kenmore—by acei-
dent, in the fog one evening—a day or two
after he had supposedly perished in the
flooded Stowe. So they knew perfectly well
that he was alive, and the juniors had rallied
round Fowkes; they had wurged him to
remain in hiding.

Yet now they were just a bit doubtful.
Thc?' were wondering hew long Fowkes
would be called upon to remain hidden,
HF was quite comfortable at present—quite
safe,

In fact, the Crusaders had taken the
matter out of the St. I'rank’s juniors’ hands.
'Fhey were looking after Fatty themselves;
and Fatty was tucked away in the caverns
of the ofd moor quarry. With so many
helpers, so many loyal friends, Fatty Fowkes
had not much to worry about.

But neither he por his helpers imagined
that ** Mr, Walter Kenmore ” was really the
rascally Sixth-Former who had disappeared.
If they had known that all-important fact
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they might have brought about a quick
exposure.

However, as matters stood, Kenmore had
every reason to make haste in his private
and the sooner they were
crowned with success, the sooner would his
ordeal be over. With Kenmore's return to
normal life, so would the signal be sounded
for the ending of Fatty Fowkes' enforced
confinement, he one was bound up with
the other. |

On the whole, looking at it broadly, it
was a pretty nasty mess!

[ —

CHAPTER 7.

A Few Kicks for Corky :

&6 OOR_ old Remove!”
said  Lionel  Cor-
Cc O ran sympatheti-
cally.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a soft, subdued laugh from a crowd
of Fourth-Formers in the sunlit Triangle.
Loud, noisy laughter was inadvisable, since
it was Sunday morning; and although it
i1s just as easy to laugh on a Sunday morn-
ing as on any other morning, the authorities
at St. Frank’s were inclined to frown at any
noisy demonstrations.

It was a gloriously fine day with a clesr,
blue sky, and with a fresh nip in the air.

Corcoran & Co. were sunning themselves
in the Triangle, having just ventured out,
all"dressed in their ““Sunday best.” On the
other side of the 'Triangle groups of
Removites were standing about, also spick
and span and considerably uncomfortable.
Smart clothes were all very well, but one

. couldn’t be free-and-easy in them.

" Better luck next time, you chaps!” sang
out Buster Boots, of the Modern House,

“Rats!’ said Bob Christine. “The
Remove’s no good! The Fourth has got it
whacked [’

Handforth, who was in one of the groups
on the other side of the Triangle, glared
ferociously.

“If it wasn’t Sunday morning, I'd come
over and wipe you up!” he said threaten-
ingly. “You siﬁy asses! The Remove isn’t
so helpless as you séém to think |
until—"

“Cheese it, Handy|” said Nipper, with
a warning frewn,

““ Eh?n o

“We don’t want to get too noisy,” said
the captain. ' Besides, -let these IFourth-
Formers crow, if they want to. It's the
habit of bantams to crow I”’

There were many snorts from the Fourth-
Formers, and many chuckles from the
Removites. Nowadays the 'Triangle was
always echoing to banter of this kind.

“Oh, let them prattle on!?’ said Corky
indulgently. “If it pleases them to amuse
themselves in this way, why should we
interfere ? It takes better chaps than the
Removites to score over the Iourth!”

You wait
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“Rather!” said the Fourth-Formers,
They strolled boldly across, and mingled

with the indignant Removites. Iandforth
clenched his fists helplessly.
“Sunday morning, Ilandy!” murmured

rH

Church, * Don’t forget your manners

C“It's  all right!” breathed Handlorth.
YPm saving it up—that's all! I'm making
a mental note of the punches that I shall
hand out to-morrow!”

Nipper shook his head.

“Js that the right spirit,. Handy ?” he said,
in a disappointed voice!

i .

“It is not for us to be humble and meek
in the presence of our masters?” said
Nipper sorrowfully. ‘

“But there aren’t any masters here!” said
Handforth, looking round.

“What of these?” said Nipper,
gesture towards Corky

with a
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And all the Fourth-Formers took up a
kind of chant:

“Poor old Remove!” they crooned.
old Remove!”

There was such a thing as going a bit too
far—and even a Sunday morning was not a
positive guarantee of security—so the Fourth-
Formers thought it advisable to drift across
to their own side of the Triangle. The
 Removites breathed hard, and llandforth,
in fact, was so full of suppressed rage that
he scemed to be in danger of exploding.
Church and McClure clung to him like a
couple of warders in charge of a dangerous
case,

Corcoran, chuckling, strolled off into the
cloisters. Somcbody had told him that Tich
Harborough was to be found round there,
and Corky wanted a word with the schoolboy

“Poor

Crusader. 'The fact that Tich was 1n the
Remove made no dif-

& Co. . ference; these two were
“They're mnot mas- *_""'""""“""’"’"“""“""‘"""‘""'"‘_f the closest chums. At
ters!” said Handforth, ! ' the same time, they
fiii]ti;];lﬁ; Yoa"zsn i ALW AYS popUL AR— i Efl-’;s the k;c::at of
“You take things a - However, ich wasy
bit too liternlly. y The earl adv ntures 1 nowhere to be s¢en,
Handy, old fellow,” ! g y ¢ %, ! and after a while Corky
said Corcoran smoothly. } of Nipper and Co;, of 1 came round into the
“N i1 ppta; llt nutlu':ﬁl}’ ! : St. Frank’s in ! West E‘Eqr:ltare. At t%ha
means 1t we, the % . - moment it was empty,
¥ourth, are the mas- ! ‘ and Corcoran passed
ters of the Remove!” H THE * the rear door of the
Handforth started. , t Ancient House and
“What!” he ejacu- & p 0 p U L A R 2 mado for West Arch,
Inted. “You don’t ' ! Hold on!” said
really mean that, Nip- = somebody.
per, do you?” ! Every Tuesday, - - 24 i Corky looked round

“The proof of the
pudding 18 in the cat-
ing !’ murmured Billy
Nation, of the Modern House.

“Who's talking about pudding?” snapped
Edward Oswald.

"You mustn't take any notice of Billy!”
satd Corcoran kindly. * lle brings out these
old proverbs mechanically, without knowing
Y g

“The Pourth Form 1s novel to any kind of
siccess,” remarked Nipper. “So we've got
to forgive them, Handy. It's only a flash
in fhe pan, of course, and we'll soon shove
them back into their old place.”

“New dishes beget new appetites,” said
Billv Nation sweetly,

“"In other words, the SUCCESS  we
taste, the more we'll want nodded Lionel
Corcoran. “So you Remove fellows can look
out! We've hardlv started on you yet!”

Handforth raised his hand helplessly.

““ And they come here and say these things
to us on Sunday morning!” he breathed.
“Jt's—it’s an outrage! You wait until to-

morrow, you rotters!
“To-morrow never
calmly.
“There'll be no to-morrow for the Remove,
at any rate,” agrecd Buster Boots. "The
Remove's sun has set.”

more

comes,” said Billy

A o — 5 — 5§53 T § 3§ 5~ 3 - s

and found Chambers, of

the Fifth, regarding
him with a  grin,

| Chambers had just come out of the Ancient
House, and he walked up,

‘Without the slightest warning, he raised

his shoe and delivered a hefty kick upon

Corcoran's rear. .
"Certainly !” said Chambers blandly,

“Here! What's the idea?” gasped Cor-
coran, backing away. “You confounded

idiot ! What do you think you're doing "
“Anything to oblige,” said Chambers
calmly,

He walked off, and Lionel Corcoran looked
after him in amazement, Why on earth
Chambers should have come up to him and
kicked him was a complete mystery to the
Fourth-Former.

He went through West Arch, and just
before he got into the Triangle he came face
to face with William Napoleon Browne, the
cheery I'ifth Form skipper.

“Ah, Brother Corky, greetings!” saia
Browne benevolently. *“Correct me if I am
wrong, but do I detect a light of battle in
vour eyes, or 1s it merely your normal
expression? I have been told, on the hest
authority, that you are something of a fire-
| eater.”
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““It's all right!” said Corcoran. “I was
feeling a bit wild, but I'm better now.”

“No doubt the sunshine of my presence has
wrought this change,” said Browne, beaming.
“Tt is a famous and celebrated fact that my

smile is both soothing and comforting. Per-
haps you have noted this fact, Brother
Corky ?”

Corcoran grunted, and turned his back.

“With the greatest of pleasure,” said
Browne promptly.

Biff !

He delivered an extraordinary well-
placed kick, and Lionel was booted about a
foot into the air. The Fourth-Former landed
with a jarring jerk, and a gasp escaped him.

“You've hurt me!” he roarcd, twirling
round,

“Really 7" sald Browne, in astonishment.
“Alas, Brother Corky, if vou will insist updn
these little attentions, you must necessarily
suffer the inconveniences.”

And Browne, with a happy smile, walked
away.

CHAPTER 8.
A Shock for Corky !

ORCORAN
hard.
“They'ro  mad
he muttered. “ Either
that, or clse those
Fifth-Formers are japing me! It's a bit
thick, on a Sunday morning !”

He heard footsteps behind him, and as he
turned he was just in time to catch Reggie
Pitt, of the West House, taking a running
kick at him. He dodged adroitly.

“Silly ass!” said Reggie, pulling up.
“What did you move for?"

“Were you trying to kick me?” demanded
- Corky.

“I'hat was the general idea,” nodded Pitt.

“Is it a plot—or what?” demanded the
leader of the East House juniors. ‘1 sup-
pose you think it’s funny?” _

“But, my dear chap, I was only going to
comply with your own request|” said Reggie
mildly.

“My own request!”

“Exactly |”

“PDon’t be dotty!” grunted Corcoran,
never requested you to kick me!”

He walked -away, indignant. And he had
hardly got out into the Triangle before
Buster Boots—his own fellow leader of the
Fourth—came up and delivered the hardest
kick of all.

“Hi!” howled Corcoran.
idiot !” ‘

“If you don’t want to be kicked, why do
you ask to be kicked?” said Boots, in
astonishment.

“I haven't asked to be kicked!” yelled
Corcoran, exasperated.

Buster Boots grinned.

breathed

| 13
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“Sorry, old man; but I couldn’t resist the
temptation,’”” he said, with a chuckle. ‘“But
I suppose 1’'d better save you from further
trouble. If those Removites spot this, they
may make you sore for a week!”

“If they spot what?” asked
amazedly.

“Take your jacket off,” advised Boots.
“Come on! Slip into the archway, here.
Now, take your jacket off.”

Corcoran removed his jacket, a suspicion
suddenly leaping into his mind, e turned
the jacket round, and then gasped. For
right across the back of it, rudely scrawled
in white letters, were the words:

“PLEASE KICK ME—HARD!”

Corcoran
™

“My only sainted aunt!” he gurgled. “So
that’s why all those c¢haps came along and
kicked me!”

" Somebody’s been having a game with you,
old chap,” said Boots. ™ You've been care-
less, too.” '

“You—you
this on ?"

“Obviously !”

“But I don’t remember it!” said Corky,
frowning. “I haven't been in a crowd, or—

or anything!”

He was rather relieved to have the little
mysiery explained. He proceeded to brush
the chalk marks off, and then he discovered
that they weren't chalk marks at all. In
fact, the more he brushed the greater became

mean has chalked

somebody

his alarm. For he found that those words
would not come off !

“I ecan’'t understand it!"” he muttered.
“These marks are right in the cloth,
Boots. They won't rub out!”

“Rats!” said Buster. **They must rub
out. Use a bit more elbow-grease.”

Corcoran used all he had, but it made no
difference. Upon examining his jacket
closely, it seemed to him that the whitish
letters were indelibly i1mprinted in  the
material. They appeared to be an integral
part of the cloth. They weren’t just put on,
-but they were i¢n the coat.

“Well, I'm hanged!” he panted, at last.
“It's no good, Buster! I can't make any
impression. And I ecan't understand how
the dickens these words got here. My best
jacket, too! I haven't been in a crowd &

He broke off with a gulp. And Boots,
looking at him, saw that he was staring
dazedly into the Triangle.

“Look!” breathed Corcoran,
Armstrong !’

' Timothy Armstrong, burly and clumsy, was
standing with his back to them. Armstrong
was chatting with Griffith and Freeman, and
across the junior’s broad back were the

words :
“WHAT AN ASS I AM!”

“Look at

Buster Boots started.

““Another of 'em!” he ejaculated.
Scott !”

“Great




THE NEILSON LEE

Just then Ilarron, of Study No. 13, came
up, and the others stared.

“Here, turn round!"” said Corky desper-
ately. "

Harron jumped and turned,

“1 thought so!” saud Corcoran.
goodness !

“Is there anything on my back?” yelled
Harron.

“Somebody seems to know you!” said Cor-
coran grimly, “You're labelled the fool of
the FFourth.”

“What?” howled Harron,

He ripped off his jacket and gazed at the
fateful words. In exactly the same way as
Corcoran’s, the jacket was indelibly marked.

“Look at Steele!” breathed Lionel, in a
hopeless kind of voice,

Stecele, of Study 16, was strolling elegantly
past, sublimely ignorant of the fact that his
back proclaimed to all the world that he was
“up the pole.” :

Just at this moment a commotion arose
amongst the Fourth-Formers in the Triangle,
Other iuntors had spotted those inscriptions,
" too, and the news was spreading.

Holroyd and Munroe and Cobb, of Study
No. 11, were looking dazed.
according to the writing on his back, was
reputed to be scatty, and another was
inviting the world at large to twist his
cars,

In fact, as Lionel Corcoran soon discovered,
every Itast House Fourth-Former had a ridicu-
lous inscription on his back. It was positively
uncanny !

How had this startling thing happened ?

Who had done it, and when? Not that
these were points to be considered at such a
eritical moment. It was necarly time for
chapel parade, and there would be masters
and prefeets on  the seeno within a  few
minutes. Something would have to be done,
and done rapidly.

Corcoran slipped his jacket on again, and
ran out into the ‘I'riangle.

“Here, yvou fellows!” he said urgently.
“ast House, ahoy ! i

1] 01'1, my

Indoors, everybody !

“What does it mean?” gasped Freeman.
“These chalk-marks won’t corue out! Some-
body's been having a game with us—-"

“Never mind that!” interrupted Corcoran,
“The masters will have a more painful game
with vs unless we got out of sight. We've
got to change, and there's conly just time
before parade. Come on!”

The East Heouse juniors needed no second
bidding. Now that the alarmm had spread,
they were all filled with anger and conster-
nation. Their one desire was to get out of
oublie sight,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A long, subdued laugh ecame from the
groups of Removites on the other side of
the Triangle, but the Fourth-Formers were
too worried to take any notice of that sound
of hilarity. They swept into the Iast House,
ran upstairs, and gathered in the corridor,

“What are we going to do?” asked Arm-
strong helplessly,

SCHOOL
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“There’s only one thing!” said Corcoran.
“We've got to get into our other clothes.”

But there'll be a row!” protested Grif-
fith  "Old Goole is a positive demon on
Sunday mornings! Unless we're spick and
span, he goes for us bald-hcaded !”

“Clan’t be helped!” said Corky, “We can’t
appear publicly with all this writing on our
jackets, can we? It won't take us two
minutes—it's only necessary to change our
coats,”’

“Wait a minute!” gasped Sfeele, * Look
at my bags!” '
The others started and looked, and they

saw that Arthur Stecle’s Lrousers were liber-
ally bespattered with broad arrows, after the
fashion of an old-time convict!

Within about twenty secconds the rest of
the TFourth-Formers discovered that their
bags, too. were similarly adorned !

e p—

CHAPTER 9.

Mr. Barnaby Goole ou

the Warpath !

vI' really was a Dbaffling
mystery.

Five minutes carlier
there had been no
sign of those broad

arrows, Now they had apparently appeared
of their own accord. In some mysterious way
they had developed, and even as the juniors
inspected themselves thev fancied that the
arrows were becoming whiter and whiter, and
more obvious to the eye.

“It’s some sort of chemical!” said Arm-
strong, with a {lash of inspiration. *“Great
Scott! When we put our eclobber on, every-
thing seemed all right. It’s the daylight that
must have done it!”

“You've hit 1t, old man!” said Corcoran,
with a nod. *The same wheeze as invisible
ink, you know, Just a variation of the old
whecze.”

“But—but our suits are ruined!”’ howled
Merrell, of Study No. 15, “I'm gomng to
make a complaint about this!”

“So am I!” wailed Smipe. “My people
won't stand it! The school will have to pay
for a new suit e

“Chuck it !J snapped Corcoran,
a jape.”

“\What *”

“Those Removites!” said Corky grimly.
“And we thought that they had failed last
night!”

“0Oh, my goodness!” babbled Armstrong,
staring. " You—you mean——"

“It's as obvious as daylight!”’ grunted
Corky. “No wonder they pretended to be so
meek and mild this morning! They knew
what was coming! Last night we thought we
had scotched their game—but they must have
finished when we cornered them!”

“My only topper!” breathed Turner. “The
rotters! Ruining our clobber like this! If

L

“It's only
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“It all depends upon the point of view,”
said Corcoran gently. “‘I expect they’ll laugh
like hyenas later on!”

“And we were crowing over them!”
groaned Armstrong. ‘1 say, what a frost!”

“Never mind about the frost,” said Kemp.
“What about our togs? There’s going to be
‘an awful row about this wanton destruction!
We can’t wear these things again—and they're
our best!”

They hurried into their dormitories, and,
with the greatest possible speed, they changed
Into their every-day attire. And the majority
of those juniors were startled.

Of a week day they put on this clothing
without a thought, and they believed it to be
perfectly presentable, Now, on the Sunday
morning, they were horrilied at the truth,

['or the jackets were stained and erumpled—
and even torn in odd places. There wasn't a
pair of trousers that weren’t baggy at the
knees, and stained with red ink and blue-black

ink, and dotted here and there with grcase-

spots,

“1 can’t bhelieve it, you know,” said Grif-
fith. “ Do we really go about like this in the
week 77

“That's not the point,” said Corcoran.
“We've got to go about like it to-day., We
can only hope that old Goole will be in a
hurry, or something.”

They all colleeted out in the corridor, and
then they went downstairs and marched out
into the Triangle. They felt horribly con-
spicuous. On other mornings they would
go out free and easy, without a care in the
world, but it was now Sunday morning, and
it seemed to them that all eves were turned
in their direetion. They would not have felt
more conspicuous if they had appeared
publicly wearing nothing but coal sacks.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

From the Ancient House and the West
House came long and hilarious chuckles.
The Removites were only too sorry that it
was Sunday morning. They were unable to
give full vent to their feelings. But as they
looked at the unhappy Fourth-Formers, they
grinned with happiness. This was a jape
of the most exquisite kind!

And the Removites were enjoying their
vietory to the fulkw

had thev contained

Only with diffienlty
themselves hitherto. For they had known

all along what would inevitably happen.

“Poor old Fourth!” went up a low chant.
“Poor old Fourth!”’

Nipper strolled out towards the centre of
the Triangle.

“Really, Corcoran, I'm surprised at you,”
he said. shocked. "“What do you mean hy
letting those cnaps come out on a Sunday
morning looking like this?”’

“You ought to be ashamed of vour-
selves!” said Handforth indignantly. *1It's
a pity you can’t wear your best clobber on

113

a Sunday morning!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I've never seen such baggy trousers in

all my giddy life!” went on Handforth,

inspecting the Kast House juniors with

desperately.
32
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exaggerated horror. “And the stains, too!
Haven't you fellows any sense of respeet-
ability 7’

“You rotters!” hissed Turner.
ruined our Sunday togs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“Revenge is sweet!” murmured Nipper.
“You japed wus over that Bannington
Grange affair—and now we're returning the
compliment.”’

“You've

“I'm not grumbling!” =aid Corcoran
coolly. ““All's fair in love and war, my
sons!  Congratters on this jape. You've
certainly done us brown!’

“Good man!” grinned Nipper. “That's

the e¢pirit, you chaps! Corky is a sport!

The other East House juniors, following
Corcoran’s example, refrained from making
the angryv comments that were in their
minds. After all, it was better to take
the thing in this spirit,

“Freeman ! _

It was a sharp command, and all the East
House Fourth-Formers looked round. The
Romovites glided back to their own side of
the Triangle, and stood watching the pro-
ceedings. Mr. Barnaby Goole had just
appceared, and he was gazing at Freeman
in an angry way.

“Yes, sir?” said Freeman nervously,

“What do you mecan, "reeman, by appear-

ing  publicl in  these—these atrocious
things 7" asked Mr. Goole, pointing an

accusing finger at the unfortunate Freeman's

trousers, ‘*Why, good graeions! You are
wearing your every-day clothes, are you
not

“You "

“Go indoors at once, Freeman. and

change !” snapped Mr. Goole. "1 am sur-
prised at youl”

* But—but—"’

“Do not argue!” s=aid the Housemaster.
“T will not have vou out here like this,
Freeman! Upon my word, you lock like
a—a tramp! Your appearance is positively
disgraceful |”

“But I can't change, sir!’”’ said Freeman
“There isn’t time, and—and

“Why, pood heavens, what is this?”
ejaculated Mr., Goole, as he caught sight of
Clifton and Dallas and Steele, * You other
boys are also in your every-day suits! Have
vou all taken leave of your senscs?”

He looked round, and then started.

“This is outrageous!” he declared hotly.
* Attention, all of you! Marriott! Turner!
Come here at once! How dare you attempt

to sneak off 77

The unhappy East House juniors ecollected
in a line, and Mr. Gocle went along 1t like
an oflicer mspecting a platoon of recruits.

“1 am amazed!” said the Housemaster
at length, “You are all wearing your
every-day clothes, and you know perfectly
well that it is Sunday morning. You are a
disgrace to the House! Go to your dormi-
tories, this very instant, and change!”



THE NELSON LEFE SCHOOL

STORY LIBRARY 11

““ With the greatest of pleasure !’ said Browne, as he saw the invitation written on Corcoran’s

back. Bift!

Browne delivered an extraordinarily well-placed kick, and Corcoran was booted

about a foot into the air.

The East House juniors inwardly groaned.
They had half expected this, but now that
the blow had fallen they were baflled.

For, 1if they changed, as Mr. Goole
ordered, what would be the result?

CHAPTER 10.
Getting Worse !
ANY of

looked at  Lionel
Corcoran for guid-
ance.  But, for once,
the youthful owner
of the Blue Crusaders was at a loss. How-
ever, after a moment or two, he made a
valiant attempt to save the situation,

“Won’t you cxcuse us for once, sir?” he
asked. “It’s getting near the time for
parade, and—" '

“Certainly not, Corcoran!” interrupted
Mr. Goole. “I cannot possibly excuse such
—such laxity as this. On Sunday morning
my boys must look smart and tidy. During
the week, I fear, you are exceedingly dis-
reputable, but it would be a herculean task
for any maa to make you look ectherwise.
On Sunday morning, however, | insist~—]
positively insist—upon ncatness.”

the fellows

“The fact is, sir, something has happened
to our Sunday togs,” said Corky.

“What do you mcan—something has hap-
pened to them 7"

“Something pretty bad, sir.”’

“Do you mean that you have lost your
Sunday clothes, Corcoran ?” asked Mr.
Goole coldly.

**No, sir—"

“Then let there be un end to this quib-
bling ! said the Houscmaster, * Follow me,
all of you!”

“But look here, sir——

“Follow me!” thundered Mr. Goole.

He led the way into the East House, and
tthe Fourth-Formers, with helpless looks,
were compelled to follow. As they vanished

12

through the lobby they heard the faint
echoes of  |hilarious chuckling from the

Removites,  'They ground their teeth im-
potently.

There was very little time now, and Mr.
Goole, who had strict ideas on punctuality,
strode up and down the corridor whilst the
juniors  were changing. There was no
escape for them. He had given them five
minutes, and no more. And as it was im-
possible for them to turn out again in those

old suits, they changed inte the decorated

Sunday togs.
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“Well, it’s Goole’s own fault!” said Cor-
coran coolly. “He wouldn't listen to me—
he wouldn’'t take a hint.”

Armstrong grunted.

"It’s all very well saying that it's Goole’s
cmrrﬁ’fault,” he grumbled, “ but what about
us?

“We shall get 1t in the neck!” nodded
Corcoran,

“You don’t seem very upset about it,”
said Griffith, staring,

“My dear chap, what's the good of get-
ting upset?” rinned Corcoran, “The
Remove fellows have worked off a jape on
us—and a good jape, too. A swishing, or a
fow hundred lines, won’t hurt us.”

“You seem positively pleased!” ejaculated
Armstrong.

“1 am
pleased ™

“Then you're mad!” said Griffith bluntly.

“No; only amused,” smiled Corky. “I'm
thinking of the next jape we’ll work on
those Remove fellows. We're going to have
a very sweet revenge for this, my lads ”

“A jape is a japce—but this 1s a bit too
thick!” said Armstrong, as he inspected his
trousers. ‘'Look at ’em! 'I'he whole suit’s
ruined! I don’t call it funny!”

“There are heaps of tailors,”
Corecoran, with a chuckle.

“Why should our pocket-money go for
buying new suits?”’ demanded Griflith in-
dignantly,  “That’s what'll happea! We
shall get new suits to replace these, but our
pocket-money will be stopped for the rest
of the term! Oh, it’s screamingly funny.
Just listen to me howling with merriment !

They went outside, and found most of the
other victims alrcady there. Mr. Goole was
at the end of the corridor, watching. The
juniors were very glad that this corridor
was rather dull. Mr. Goole had not yet
detected the quaint decorative effects.

“ Are you all here ' he asked impatiently.
“Yes? Then follow me!”

He marched ithem downstairs, and as they
walked through the lobby they passed
“Walter ” Kenmore. Ie was inspecting
the nouce board, and he appeared to be un-
aware of their presence. Kenmore generally
did this, for he wished to avoid, as much as
possible, any direet contact with these
juniorg who knew him so intimately. He
felt that he was safe, but it was better to
be cautlous.

Out into the Triangle went the wretched
IFourth-Formers, and, so far, Mr. Goole was
unaware of the truth, But it wasn’t long
before the revelation came.

Mr, Horace Pyeraft, the master of the
Fourth Form, was the direct means of the
Housemaster discovering the truth,

“Mr. Goole—Mr., Goole!” ejaculated Mr.
Pyeraft in alarmed neccents. ** Really, sirl
Surcly vou cannot be aware of what you are
doing 1"

Mre. Barnaby Goole turned and looked at
the Form-master in astonishment.

pleased—and that’s why I secm

retorted

' their backs, all well and good.

THE NELSON LEE SCHOOI, STORY LIBRARY

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Pyeraft?” he
sald acidly.

Mr. Pycraft came running up, flushed and
agitated. '

“These beys!” he panted.

“What about their suits ?”

“You cannot mecan to tell me, sir, r.hgt
you do not know about the state of their
snits?’ ejaculated Mr. Pyeraft blankly.

“Of course 1 know!” snapped the House-
master. ‘I took the boys upstairs person-
ally, Mr. Pyeraft, and made them change.”

“(3ood heavens!" said the other.

"1 qumte fail to see the reason for vour
exaggerated  distress,” said Mr. Goole
irvitably.  “What is the matter with you,
Mr. Pycraft 7°

Mr. Horace Pycraft stiffened.  There was
nothing the matter with him, but he was
quite convinced that there was something
very much the matter with Mr. Goole. He
became sarcastic—which was his usual habit
in such circimmstances,

“Very well, Mr. Goole!” he said tartly,
“VYery well!l I apclogise for interfering.
If you sanction these boys going into chapel
with  these—ahem !—-rude inseriptions  on
_ But you
must allow e to remark, sr, that the pro-
cedure will be most irregular.”

Mr (Goole Jlooked amazed. Then he
turned, adjusted his glasses, and gazed at
Corcoran and the other jumors, who had
halted in obedience to lns ~ommand. They
were all looking very imnocent.

“Upon my word!” ejaculated Mr. Goole
suddenly. *“Corcoran! What have you done
to your trousers? (Grilith! You, too!
Why, I declare you are all the same!”

“Just a little idea, you know, sir,” =aid
Corky brightly. “The fashions are getting
more cheery nowadays, sir,”

The other jiniors marvelled at Corcoran's
nerve,

“Fashions'” thundered Mr. Goole, “ But
thig is ridieulous! Your trousers are posi-
tively hideous! What do you mean by
chalking these absurd broad arrows—-"

“I suggest, sir, that you should look at
their backs!” put in Mr Pyeraft, with a
cerfain amount of relish,

The Housemaster started.
“Boys—turn round!” he ordered.

They turned round, and Mr. Goole stag-
gered, He found himself faced by all those
remarkable inseriptions. He was invited to
kick Corcoran, and he was informed that

another iunior was up the pole, and that
still another had bats in the belfry.

And then Mr, Goole went off the deep
end. He jumped to the conclusion that
these juniors had deliberately played this
practical joke on him—as a revenge for
making them go upstairs and change—and
for about two solid minutes Mr. Goole told
the FKast House Fourth-Formars exactly
what he thought of them.

139

““Their suits!
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CHAPTER 11,
A Little Magic !

T last Mr., Goole be-

came short of breath,
and he paused,

“I take this as a

= personal affront,” he

“and I shall see that you are

concluded, _
Wl very severcly punished. You will rub
these chalk marks out at once!”’
“That's just i, sir,” said Corecoran
natiently. “They'ro not chalk marks.”
“Not chalk marks!”
“Nu, SIT ; nad they won’t rub out.”

“Nonsense ! said  the  Housemaster,
“How dare you say such things, Corcoran?”
He scized Corky by the arm, pulled !im

round, and commenced dusting his back.
After about twenty secconds Mr. Goole
paused, his eyes growing larger. IHe looked
at Corcoran's bdt.,k and he loocked at his
hand.

“This is astonishing!” he e¢jaculated
blanklv. - ““Do you sce this, NMr. Pycraft?

These—tlose marks are indelibly imprinted
on the cloth!”

“Some chemical, I assume, sir,”’ said Mr.
Pycraft.

“You voung rascals!” exclaimed Mr,
Goole, glaring at the juniors. *“How dare

you rum your clothing in this way? "Whe
matter is far more serious than I had sup-
posed.”’

And in that second, too, Mr. Goole
realised that his recent lecture had been un-
deserved. The juniors had attempted to
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explain to hun why they had been wearing
their everv-day clothing, and he had re fused

to listen. It bad wnot been a deliberate
affront,

“[ shall .inquire very closely into this
outrage.!” .ae s=aid, breathing hard. * You

will all be hecavily punished for destroying
your clothing -

“Dut we didn't do it,
Marriott. “It was a jape,
Remove chaps!”

“Dry up, you sneak!” muttered Ireceman

under his breath,
“Oh! said Mr. Goole.

out
those

sir!"" burst
sir—~by

“I am beginning

| to understand now !”’

There was nothing left to his magina.
tion, Some Remove boys had mutilated
those suits, and the IPourth-Formers had

been compelled to wear their every-day togs
instead. It was a malicious trick—a destrue-
tive, unpardonable outrage.

“Don't take any notice of what Mairiott
just said, sir,”” urged Corcoran carnestly.
“We're perfeetly willing to face the music

ry
sald Mr. Goole, in a

*“ Silence, Corcoran!’

cold wvoice. *“*Mr. Pycraft, what do you
make of this? "Armstrong, !mu round !”
Armstrong turned round, fuming.

‘Chemieal, nzr—unduuhtu}iy chemical,”
said Mr. 'I’yuraft vicicusly, I cannot com-
prehend how  boys could be so utterly
destruetive. These are nearly new  suits—
and now, of course, they are hopelessly
rutned. They can never be worn again.”’
“I am afratd you are right,” said Mr.
Goole, as he closely examined Armstrong’s
back and rubbed the cloth with his finger.
“Appalling! This writing is vot merely on
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the surface, but actually in the cloth. A
little dye, perhaps But, no, I think not.

Really, T am startled.”’

He ordered Armstrong to turn round,
then he lined the juniors up and marched
in front of them.

“1 consider that this matter 1s altogether
too serious for my own personal attention,”
he said gravely. “Therefore I can do
nothing but acquaint the headmaster with
the facts, The boys who caused this damage
shall pay for it—and they shall be severely
punished, too.”

(C'orky and his companions were silent.

“I can readily believe that this wanton
act has been committed by the boys ot the
Remove,”’ continued Mr. Goole, “for it is
obvious that you would not destrov vyour
own clothing in this fashion. I am well
aware that the Fourth Form and the Re-
move Form arc at loggerheads. It must
cease if this 1s the kind of idiocy it leads
to.*

“1 quite agree with you, sir,”’ said Mr.
Pycraft approvingly, ‘“By all means tell
the headmaster! The boys of my Form are
always getting themselves into trouble with
the Remove. The whole position is ridicu-
lous. It is high time that something drastic
was done.”

Mr. Goole waved a hand.

"1 should not make any complaint about
at ordinary  good-natured—er—jape,” he
said, “but this 1s a destruetive joke, and 1
consider it my duty to fetech Doector Stafford
without delay.’’

“You will bring him here ¥’ asked Mr,
Pyecraft.

“Yes—here!” said the Housemaster.
“Dr. Stafford shall see these young gentle-
men with his own eyes!”

There were several of the East House
fellows who thoroughly approved of Mr.
Goole's decision, For they felt that the
Removites would now “get it in the neck,”’
and, morcover, the perpetrators of the jape
would be compelled to pay the piper.

But Corcoran and Armstrong and most of
the others were very uncomfortable about
the situation, They wanted no inquiry.
They had been japed by the Remove, and
they were ready to stand the racket. They
would far rather get their own revenge—in
thel1 own way.

" Look here, sir!” said Corcoran quickly.
“Can’t we just keep it to ourselves? It's
not a very serious m;tter——-—"

“That depends upon the point of view,
Corcoran,” interrupted Mr. Goole. “I
think 1t 1s a very serious matter. I do not
object to high spirits, and, although you may
not believe it, 1 have frequently winked
my eyes at irregularities. But this is too
much! This 1s altogether beyond a joke.”

* But, sir—'" began Corky.

“Enough!” said Mr. Goole. “I will not
hear a word, Corcoran! My mind is made
up, and T am determined. Mr. Pycraft. be

'a number of
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good enough to keep your eye on these boys

until I rerurn.”
“With pleasure,

Pycraft promptly,
And he meant it,

sir,”” said Mr. Horace

It gave him great plea-

sure fo remain there, watching over the
wretched Fourth-Formers., For Mr, Pycraft
knew that trouble was in the air—and it

always pleased him when somebody was on
the carpet.

“That's done 1t!” murmured Handforth,
who was on the Ancient House steps with
other Removites. “0ld
Barney Goole has gone for the Head!”

“My sons, we never hoped for anything
so gorgeous as this!”? chuckled Nipper. *“ You
can take it from me this jape 1s going to
be a regular scream!”

Handforth started.

“Oh, you call it a scream, do you?” he
said. “What about us? Some of those
East House rotters are hable to sneak. Mer-
reil and Snipe, and chaps of that sort.”

“That’s true enough,” said Fullwood
thoughtfully. “When the Head comes,
they’ll probably tell him that we're respon-
sible. And when the Head comes across and
asks us, we shall have to own up.”

Nipper grinned.

“Keep your hair on!” he said calmly,
“The Head won’'t come across and ask any
questions. Later on we're going to have a
regular laugh at the Iast House, and it’'ll:
be a laugh at Corky & Co., at old Goole,
and at Pyeraft. Just have a look at the
sun.”

The other juniors glanced up into  the
sky, and then stared at Nipper.

“The sun?’ said Handforth. “What the
dickens has the sun got to do with it?”

“A lot, old man,” said Nipper gently.
“You think I'm dotty, eh?”

“I don't think anything about it—I know
it!" grunted Handforth,

But Nipper only chuckled, and in his eyes
there was a bhappy expression of serenme
expectation !

CHAPTER 12.
Very Remarkable !

R. GOOLE was look-
ing quite anxious
when he encountered
Dr. Stafford walking
sedately across In-

It was nearly time for chapel

Court,
parade, and the Housemaster of the East
House feared that there would be a delay,
all on account of thoze mutilated suits.

“Good morning, sir!” he said stiffly, as he
paused in front of the Head.

“Good-morning, Mr. Goole,” replied Dr.

ner

Stafford., ““Is anything the matter? You

appcar to be quite worried.”’
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“A most unfortunate situation has arisen,
sit,”" suid Mr, Goole. * The
hme been playing a trick on some of the
juniors of my House.”

“Indeed! On Sunday asked
the Head, frowning.

o 1muff1nc that th{: ~damage must have
been done yvesterday,” said  Mr. Goole.
“Not that that fact ameliorates the oravity
of the outrage, All the Fourth Form boys
of my House have had their Sunday suits
ruined.”’

“This 1s
Goole.”

“Before taking any action in the matter,
I wish you to come and inspect these beys,
sir,”’ continued Mr. Goole. “They are at
present iu the Triangle, with Mr. Pyecraft
in charge, I feel so deeply on the subject
that I wish you to come and examine the

morning ?”’

certainly very serious, Mr.

damage. There is very little time before
chapel parade, and——"

ik will come with you at once, Mr,
Goole,”” said the Head promptly.

“Thank you, sir.” ) '
They fell into step, side by side,
walked rapidly towards the Triangle.

“What is the nature of this damage, Mr.
Cioole #'' asked the Head.

“The most ridiculous and insulting in-
<#iptions have been marked ‘on the backs
of the boys' jackets,” said Mr. Goole angiily.
“Even their trousers have been bespattered
with broad arrows.”

“Upon my soul!” said the Head. **But
is this really as serious as you imagine, Mr.
Goole? Surely these marks can be rubbed
out A

“That is just the point—they cannot!”
said the Housemaster. “They are fixed.
Some sort of corrosive chemical must have
been used—some liquid which, when painted
on the eloth, destroyed the natural dye.
The result is most appalling. These marks
are indelibly fixed. All the suits, of course,
are now unwearable.”

Dr. Staftford looked very, very grim.

“The culprits shall be flogged!” ke said
sternly,

They found the Triangle more than half-

and

full. The Third Form was in foree, under
Mr. Suncliffe; the Remove was being
marshalled into shape by Mr. Crowell.

Fifth-Formers and Sixth-Formers in all their
glory were emerging scdately from all the

Houses. And there, right in the contre,
Mr. Pycraft was ql_'mdmg in front of the
unhappy Corky & Co., keeping his eye on
them,

Naturally, everybody was watching with
keen iuterest, for such a sceno as this on a
Sunday morning was unusual. The chapel
bells were chiming on the morning air, and
everybody scemed cheery and contented—
except those East House juniors.

“Thank you, NMr. Pyecraft,”’ said MNr.
Goole, as he walked up. *‘‘The headmaster
has very kindly consented to inspect these
boys at once. Now, sir, I would hike vou to
come to the rear of this line, so that you
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can sco the full extent of the malicinus

damage.  DBoys, stand just as you are.’
Corcoran gave a sideways giancu of help-

lessness at  his companions, and all

they
stood still,

Mr. Goole and the Head walked round to
'lthe rirf:r.u*, and Mr. Goole waved an eloquent
1aiicl,

“There, sir!” he said unpressively,
'I'he headmaster adjusted his  glasses,
glanced along that line of backs, and then

he started. He looked moro closely. He
even went up to one of the boys and peercd
at him in detail,

“"Well, Mr. Goole ?” he said, turning. *“1
must confess that I cannot sce anything
particularly wrong with these boys.”

“You cannot sce anything 'u.rm:g'”
echoed Mr. Goole, in amazement. ™ Really,
sir——  Why, good gracious! What 1s
this 7"

He uncarly jumped a foot into the arr.

Gazing down that line of black backs, he
beheld  no  insulting inscriptions, ‘The
juniors were standing in the full sunlicht,

and it was tnlim'-.ﬂlhit. to make any mistake,
Every one of those marks had vanished—as

mystertously as though a magician had
waved his wand over {hem!
“Doys!” gasped Mr. Goole. “Turn

round !'?

‘L'he juniors, as puzzled and as startled as
Mr. Goole himself, obeyed,

“This—this 18 extraordinary!”
the Housemastor.

-*“As far as I can sce,
boys are very smart and
the headmaster.  *“They are a credit to their
House, How 1s it possible that you (.mtld
have imagined such a truly remarkable——"

“But I did not imagine it!” broke in Mr.
Goole, 1n  bewilderment. “Mr. Pyeralt!
Have these boys moved since I left you?”

“They have not moved!” said Mr,
Pycraft tartly.

“But has nothing been done " insisted
Mr. Goole. *Have thev not made efforts
to remove the marks—"’

“I have seen to it that they have not
even lifted a finger!” said Mr, Pycraft, as
he adjusted his glasses. “But what is this?
Good heavens! DBoys, what have you been
doing 1"

“Nothing, sir!” said Corcoran
“We'ro ready for chapel parade. 1s thero
anything wrong with our appearance, sir?”
he added innocently. " Arve our collars
dirty, or our tics crooked, or anything?
We alums try to look our best on Sunday
morning, sir.

The headmaster turned
gasted Mr. Coole.

“May 1 ask, Mr, Goole, what this means?”
he said coldly. ““Why should you hung mo
here on this—ahem '_f{ml s errand "

Me. Goole gulped,

“But I can assure vou, sir, the boys——
He broke off, and rubbed one of the junior's
backs. *Very singular!”™ he went en, [

muttered

Mr. Goole, these
very neat,” said

happily,

to the

flabber-

¥
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must confess I am baffled! The markings
have entirely disappeared.”

The headmaster gave Mr, Goole a very
ctrange look—as though he bhad an idea, in
the back of his min(ﬁ that Mr. Goole was
shightly demented,

“There is nothing the matter with thesc
boys, Mr. Goole,” he said icily. * They had
better join the rest of the Form at once,
It is time for chapel.”

“Yes, of course—of course!” babbled Mr.
(oole,

e waved a feeble hand to Mr.
Pycraft, and then bolted into the
Kast House. Mr. Pycraft took
charge, and there was an expres-
<ion of keen disappointment on his
face, The juniors themselves were
nearly as bewildered as the masters
until after chapel, when they had
a few words with the grinning
Removites.

“Simple as A B C!” said Nipper
coolly.  “We used a kind of in-
visible-ink  stuff.”’

“But how did it work?”’
Armstrong blankly.

“When we put it on it was in-
visible,” said Nipper. “It didn't
come into effect until you had been
in the daylight for some little time;
that’e why you noticed nothing
when  you first came down this
morning.”’

**Oh, my hat!”

‘“* But, you see, that chemical was
perfectly harmless, and 1its ‘life’
lasted only about half an* hour, at
the most,” proceeded Nipper
genially. “Mr. Goole stood you all
in the direct sunlight, and that
speceded up the process., By the
time old (Goole got back with the
Head the sun had done its waork,
and evervthing was all serene,
You~ needn’t worry about your
clobber—it hasn’t been harmed in
the least.”

And the

asked

Remove yelled with

laughter at the discomfiture of the
Fourth-Formers,

Without the slightest doubt, it
great

the

was a victory for

Remove!

CHAPTER 13.

Popular !
ORNING, Mr., Ken-
more !”’

Simnon Kenmare,

of the Sixth, started.
It Was Monday
morning now, and he had just emerged from
the Jiast House lobby. T'wo or three juniors

on the steps politely raised thewr caps to
him, and greected him with smiles.
“ Good-morning ! he said, nodding.
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He passed down the steps,” and walked
away towards the gates. e was very sur-
prised at that greeting—for, in his own
identity, these juniors had never troubled
to bid him good-morning. They either
» scampered out of his way or just looked at
him with indifference.

“Morning, Mr. Kenmore!”

Kenmore looked up;, and found Handiorth,
of the Remove, dofhing his cap.

“Good-miorning ! said Kenmore shortly,

“Lovely morning!” proceeded Handforth.

“Heard anything more sbout your brother
yeb, sie?”

“No, nothing.”

“Hard _ luck !  said Edward Oswald.
“Thunks awlully for what ycu did for us on

Saturday night, sir,” he added warmly. *It
was jolly decent of youw.- You're made of
different stuff to~ your brother, sir. IHe

wouldn’t have Eh? What the—="
He found that Chureh was jablime him in
' the side, and he stared round.
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“ What's the matter, ass?’ he demanded.
“*What are you digging me in the ribs for 1”
(‘hurch turned red,

the best jupes of the termn. The Removites
felt that they had evened things up.
“Hallo, Mr. Kenmore! Lovely morning,

* Nun-nothing ! he stammered. ‘' Let’s |sir !>
! ; i = .
be getting indoors, Simon Kenmore, at the gates, found
Kenmore had walked on, and Church ' Lionel Corcoran just outside, chatting with
changed hig tone. _ | Tieh Harborough, For the moment the
You ass!” he hissed. *“*No need to run | Fourth-Former and the Removite had buried

Kenmore down in front of the chap’s own
brother! Where are your manners?”

said Handforth, with a
“T hadn’t thought of that! Still,

“By George!”
start.

the hatchet, and i.;he%' were chatting ani-
matedly about their favourites, the Blue
Crusaders,

Kenmore exchanged the greeting—which,
by this ‘tigne, was becoming somewhat
embarrassing, for no less than a dozen
juniors had bade him * Good-morning ”
within the last two or three minutes. It
was an entirely novel experience for him.

“ Anything we can do, sir?” asked Tich

politely,
“Po?"” said Kenmore, puzzled.

“If you want any errands dene, sir, just
" say the word,” explained Tich. “ If
you want us to run to the

village "

“No, no—of course not!” said
Kenmore. *“ Thanks all the same.”

He escaped, breathing hard.
Not once within his memory harl
any of the juniors offered to run
errands for him! Somefimes he
had forced them to go, using 4l
sorts of unpleasant threats; but
never had they offered.

Now it was different. He couid
tell that they meant it—they were

perfectly sincere. And the smilos
they gave him were utterly
friendly. |
f,:?//‘.-'f? In fact, everywhere he went ”jl
5 i g . ' was the same., Removites and
/lf The man biundered into the road, right in the s t_"' : a0 atod . hi with
"rf » T 3% ]’Uurt%l F‘}hll]’.e}.b tr{‘:lrl( 1m Yitil
,, path of the Austin Seven ! Look out I the utmost respect and with keen
oxclaimed Kenmore, in alarm. Handforth, friendliness. Simon Kenmore was

who was driving the Austin, swerved, then PR .~ oy EROTIER
a “ﬂd th br k Th k*dd d. Hdl EEI'}Erlﬂllil.lg a new sern ::H-f_ﬂl. '
PP R PRGN SN “What on earth does it mean?”
he muttered to himself. Wy

what does it matter?” he added. ““Mr. | should they behave like this?”

Kenmore must know that his brother was As a matter of fact, the truth had got

several kinds of a beast. Everybody in St
Frank’s knows what Kenmore 18! But his
brother is made of different stuff!”

“Weil, we all know that,” sard MeClure.

And they looked at Kenmore as he went
towards the gateway, httle dreaming that
they were gazing at their old enemy, the
Sixth-Former.

Handforth & Co., as a matter of fact, were
hanging about in the 'I'riangle so that they
could yell with laughter at the East House
juniors when they came out.  Lots of other
Removites were on the spol for the same
purpose.  Yesterday they hadn’t been able
to give full vent to their hilarity; but to-day
was a weelk-day, and they would be able to
let themselves go.

Corcoran and his merry men were being
chipped up hill and down dale over that
jape. Even Nipper had not expected it to
be so very successful. But, as things bad
turned cut. it was written down as one of

- acting all the time;

round—or what the juniors believed to be the
truth. Everybody was talking of the way in
which he had saved the Remove raiders from
Mr. Barnaby Goole on the Saturday night:

and  everybody voted that * Walter '
Kenmore was a sportsman to his finger-tips.
It wasn’t long before Simon Kenmore

vealised how the position stood. He received
more than one direct hint. And he was
astonished to find that his conscience was
pricking him.
1licherto he hadn’t been
possessed a conscience.
For many terms he

aware that he

had been a bully and

a supercilious rotter. e was exactly the
same now—in his own selfes He kuew it,
too. Ifie was merely playing a part—he was

and, to give him his
due, he was acting cleverly, brainily.
In his very walk he was different trom

himself; his voice was changedy; he was ex-
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ceedingly careful as to his manners. It gave
him a bit of a shock when he realised that he
was uow false.

LEverything about him was
appearance, his every actions.

In a subconscious way he was behaving
like a gentleman in his new identity of his
own elder brother. He did not let himself
wo, as was his wont; he did not answer
penple radely and abruptly.

Aund just because he had done one little
thing which the juniors interpreted as a
sportemanhke action, they wei® giving him
smiles, offering to help him, and greeting
him warmly every time he passed.

Something was stivving within Simon Ken-
more’'s mner mind.  He wasn’t fully aware
of it vet, but the very strangeness of his new
expericnce was like a biow to him. It left
him bewildered.

AMore than once he felt inelined to explain
to the juniors that he had not saved them
from Alr. Goole because he had desired to
help thein.  But what was the good? Why
should he spoil it like that? So he kept it
to  himself——and he pradually became
aceustomed to the new order of things.

At the same time, his very nature received
a jolt. It was as though he had been brought
up by a bluuk wall—as though something had
suddenly pulled him up dead. Ie had some-
thing to think about-—something to ponder
over—in addition to his own great problem,

falsc—his

_——— —

CHAPTER 14,
Handforih is Wanted !

IONEIL, CORCORAN
strode up the Ancient
House steps at tea-
time, and when ho
entered the lobby a

loud yell went up.

“Look out! Fourth-Formers!”

“Rally round, Remove!”

“(Cheese it, you asses!” grinned Corky.
“This isn’t a raid. I’'m all alone.”

“(Grab him!” sang out De Valerie. “Let’s
chuex this cheeky Fowrth-Former out!”

“Hear, hear!”

“On him!”

Corcoran held his ground, and he raised a
hand.

“Tax!” he said calmly. “Can’t touch me!
I’'ve got my f[ingers crossed!”

Handforth pushed his way forward.

e vttt ettt srreoettesol
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“Do you think that’s going to save you?”
he asked ominously. " Not likely! It’s like
vour nerve to walk in here——"

“That’s just where you're mistaken,” saiil
Corcoran gently. "It requires no nerve for
a Fourth-Former to walk in amongst a crowd
of Removites.”

“Why, wyou rotter,

you're making it

| worse!” said Duncan,

“Sorry !” chuckled Corky. “Only my joke.
Fact 1s, I’ve come over to have a chat about
footer.”

“Oh!” said Handforth, cooling down.

“And youw'll be wanted—on Wednesday
afternoon,” nodded Corcoran, addressing
Handy. “The Blue &'rusaders require your

services for a big mateh.”

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth, his
eyes sparkling. “You mean this, Corky?
No spoof " .

“No spoof at all.”

“And it’s a big match?”

“A cup-tie,” nodded Corcoran.

“A cup-tie!” yelled HMandforth excitedly.
“Stand back, you fellows! Let Corky have
breathing space! What the dickens do you
mean by pressing round a visitor like this?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

A minute earlier
ready to knock Lionel Corcoran into the
middle of next week; but now he was
tremendously anxious that Corcoran should
be treated with deference. For, when all
was said and done, Corcoran was the owner
ot the Blue Crusaders Club, and in that
capacity he had to be treated with respect.
As a mere Fourth-Former, he was a nobody,
of course.

Handforth

Handforth .had Dbeen

eyes were gleaming intently,
He had played f{for the Blue Crusaders
already, and he had performed wonders.
Almost as soon as Corcoran had come to St.
Frank’s he had got IIandforth to sign
amateur papers for the club, and Handforth
was, in a way of speaking, a fully fledged
Crusader.

Tich IIarborough was looking even more
excited than Edward Oswald.

“What’s this, Corky?" he said, pressing
forward., “A cup-tie?”

“YUE_’J.

“When ?”

“On Wednesday afternoon.”

“But it's too early for the cup-ties——"

“This isn't for the English Cup,” smiled
Corcoran. “Nothing so sensational as that,
Tich, old man. I ran over to sece Mr. Pie-
combe this afternoon—got special leave for
an hour—and he tells mo that the Blues have
entered for the Southern Counties Challenge
Cup.”

“Well, that’s a pretly keen competition,”
gaid Nipper. “Some of the preliminary
routds have already been played "

“Exactly,” nodded Corcoran. “And, by a
rummy coincidence, the Blue Crusaders have
been drawn against Helmford Town ior the
first tie.”




THE NELSON LEE

* At home ?"” went up a shout.

* No-—at. Helmford.”

“Well, this is a bit of a novelty,” chuckled
Nipper. “They’ll never be able to hold the
crowds for a match like that.”

“Why 1s it particularly novel?” asked
Handforth, looiting puzzled.

“Well, look at the teams—Blue Crusaders
against Helmford Town !” said Nipper.

“What about it ?”

“Are yvou dense, Handy, or have you for-
gotten that the Helmford Town Club had its
headquarters, until recently, at Bannington ?”
asked Corcoran, grinning. “ Helmford Town
is the club’s new name. Before the Blues
came here, the club was known as
Bannington Town.”

"By George, yes!” said Handforth, with a,

start. "“I'd overlooked that!”

There was a great deal of animated talk.
The St. Frank’s juniors had played against
Bannington Town—a lowly club in the Third
Division. Nipper & Co., in fact, had done
a good deal to save the club from bank-
ruptey; and then, at the erucial moment,
Lionel Corcoran and the Blue Crusaders had
come along, and had bought the Bannington
ground, lock, stock, and barrel.

Bannington Town, with all its financial
troubles solved, shifted to Helmford—which,
at one time, had boasted of a Third Division
club. The latter, however, had done very
badly a season or two back, and had failed
to get re-elected. Since then Helmford had
had to be content with an amateur elub.
Then Bannington Town came along, and
immediately changed its name to Helmford

Town.

Yet, strietly speaking, it was the old
Bannington eclub, and the Blue Crusaders
was the new club. This would be a match,
indeed! Half the population of Bannington
would naturally follow the Blue Crusaders—
and they would be doubly keen because they
would once agamn see their old favourites.

“It’s not an 1mportant mateh, as things
go in football,” said Nipper. "I mean, the
Southern Counties Challenge Cup doesn’t
mean much, and all the matches are played
in mid-week."

“All the same, the Blues are anxzious to
win that cup!” said Corcoran in a determined
voice. “In fact, the Blues are going all out
to win everything—with a particular eye on
the League Championghip.”

“First Division next vyear, eh?” asked
Russell, with a grin.

“Rather!” said Corcoran. “Well, about
Wednesday’s match. You’ll be wanted,
Handy.”

“'Thanks awfully!” said Handforth eagerly.
He was regarding Corky now as the owner

of the Blue Crusaders, not as a Fourth-
Former. Corcoran was taking a very active
interest in  the doings of his club, and,
although he never interfered with the

management of Mr. Ulysses Piecombe, he

nevertheless had his way when itcame to the
point.
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“You did so well on Saturday, Handy,”
said Corcoran, “that even old Piecan is
quite agreeable to you playing in goal again.”

“Good old Handy!” said Tich, slapping
Edward Oswald on the back. “You'll kecep
the colours flying, won’t you ¥"’

“Try me!” said Bandforth, with glowing
eyes.  But look here! What about Fatty
Fowkes? I’m as keen as mustard on playing
Blues, but half my enjoyment is
spoilt because I know that katty is the real
goalie. It’s not as if he’s gnjured——-"

“Don’t worry about Fatty!” put in Cor-
coran. “It’s hard lines on the poor chap, but
we're hoping that he’ll soon be out of his
trouble.” "

“He’s still in hiding—with the police after
him !’ said Nipper thoughtfully. "I thought
perhaps that Kenmore's brother would do
something, but the position seems to remain
the same.”

“Why doesn’t Kenmore himself show up?”
asked Handforth grufily. “Where is he? He
tried to spoof everybody that he was run-
ning away to sea, but that was a frost.
What the dickens does he mean by vanish-
ing?”

“There’s no time to discuss that, Handy,”
said Nipper. "“The police are looking for
Kenmore, and we’d betfer legve the job to
them. 1 expect they’ll locate him before
long, and, once they’vo got him—once they’ve
proved that he’s really alive—Fatty Fowkes
will be safe.” ‘

“Suppesing they find Kenmore before Wed-
nesday ?” asked Handforth. "1 expect Fowkes
will play in the Cup Tie then?”

“You bet he will,” said Corcoran. " You're
only a substitute, Handy, and you mustn’t
be upset—-"" _

“Rot!”’ irlterru];)tcd Handforth, "Who's
upset 7 If Fatty Fowkes is able to play, good
luck to him! e’s a much better goalie than
I am—and he ought to be, too, considering
that he’s a professional.”

“Spoken like a man!’ grinned Corky.
“Well, that’s settled, then. If things remain
as they arve, you'll be needed on Wednesday
afternoon, Handy—eso put in as much practice
as you can.”

CHAPTER 15,

Playing for the Blues !

N{ﬁ' OTHING had  hap-
pened by Wednesday.
There was still no
news of Simon Ken-
more, and the un-
fortunate Fatty Fowkes was compelled to ve-
main in hiding. Corcoran and Tich were
getting uneasy, for they heard from Dave
Moran, the skipper of the Crusaders, that
Fatty was getting rapidly fed up; the Blues,
in fact, were having a good deal of trouble
with him. There was more than a chance
that he would break out into open rebellioin.
The news of the Cup Tie llad made him
worse. Fatty had no doubt that Handforth
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would do well in the match, but he wanted
to play himeeif., For Fatty loved football,

and  this enforced idleness irritated him
cnormonsly.
Kenmore’s “brother ”? was still at St

Frank’s, and he could hardly understand the
attitude of the juniors towards him. They
were =0 friendly that Kenmore was positively
embarrassed at times. And he was on his
best behaviour. He did not want to do any-
thing that would rob him of this false reputa-
tion for being®a sportsman,

After dinner on the Wednesday thero was
a tremendous bustle,

Practically all the Remove had decided to
vo over to Helmford on their bieveles. Hand-
torthh was ready with his Austin Seven, and
while he was waiting in the Triangle Bimon
Kenmore came out of the East House with
his overcoat on, and walked rapidly towards
tho gates.

"Going  out,
cheerily,

siv?7 sang out HMHandforth

It was an unnecessary question, but Ken-
more conld do rothing bur answer it.

“Y¢s,” he said,

“lyvoing to sce the football mateh at Helm-
tord, sir?”" asked IHandforth.
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Simon Kenmore hesitated. e was, as a
matter of fact, going to Helmford; but he
had no idea of sceing the match. He wanted
to continue his search for Sam Pointer. But
it had already occeurred to him that he might
be gcen in Helmford by some of the Sr.
Frank’s fellows, and it was just as well to
be on the safe side.

“Well, yes,” he replied. “I’ve heard such
a lot about this game that I thought I'd like
to go along and see it.”

“(ood egg!” said IHandy, “How about
coming along with us, sir, in the car?”

“Well, I thought about going by train—

“Bother the train, sir! Plenty of recom in
here—aithough it doesn’t look any too big,”
said Handfocth cheerfully. “Church and Mac
can squash in the back.”

Kenmore hardly knew what to say. The
invitation had taken him completely by sur-
prise. In his old character of Kenmore of
the Sixth, Handforth would never have asked
him to ride in the Little Austing indeed, Ken-
more had an idea that Handforth would have
laughed at such a suggestion with derision.
For Handy was one of thouse juniors who had
always been openly contemptuous of Ken-
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But as Walter Kenmore he was a different
personality ! ‘

“It’s very «iecent of you, young ’un,” he
said awkwardly. “I don’t think you need
trouble to take me——"

“No trouble at all, sir—a pleasure!” in-
sisted Handlorth

He was so pressing that Kenmore couldn’t
get out of it. He had already admitted
that he was going to see the match, and he

rather regretted that slip. To refuse to
travel in the car would be an uncalled-for
affront—and Kenmore was very anxious 1o

retain his present reputation of being a sports-
man, '

So it ecame about that Handforth & Co.
travelled to Helmford accnnwunied by their
arch-enemy of earlier days—Simon Kenmore
cf the Bixth! Handforth went out of his
way to make himself extra friendly, and,
wong before Helmford was reached, Kenmore
wasg vaguely wondering why he had always
been so “down” on the bluff, good-natured
junior.

The blunt truth was, Kenmore was finding
life much more enjoyable in the réle of a
sportsman than he had found it in the rdle of
a recognised rotter. He was not fully aware
of this fact yet, but it was slowly and in-
sidiously changing his character.

He began to fear the time when it would
be necessary for him to re-assume his old
position; he felt that he would rather remain
known to all the fellows in this new identity
of hie. It was a novel experience for Ken-
more to find himself respected and honoured;
and it was an experience which he could not
have.gained in any other way but this.

Fer, no matter how much he tried to
change his ways, no matter how much he
proved that he wanted to be decent, every-
body would be suspicious of him—and that
would make his fight well nigh hopeless. But
in the character of his mythical brother the
change had come suddenly, and none of the
other St. Frank’s fellows knew of the trick
that was being played upon them. They
accepted this new Kenmore at his face value,
and they had found him to be a decent
fﬁlﬁlcw. Therefore, they gave him their friend-
ship.

When Helmford was reached they found
the Town ground [airly besieged. Not that
this mattered much to the St. Frank’s crowd,
for on the Monday evening Nipper had
organised a drive, and he had collected funds
from all the juniors. These funds had been
handed over to Corcoran, and he had
arranged that reserved seats would be paid
for and ready.

Multitudes of people were pressing through
the turnstiles, and it was a positive fact that
the Helmford ground had never been called
upon to accommodate such an enormous
gathering,

Helmford was so comparatively near that a
large number of Bannington people had
come, and, although it was a Wednesday

afternoon, an astonishing number of en-
thusiasts bad found time to be present.
“Well, here we are,”” said Handforth
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briskly. “Have you got your seat reserved,
sir?”’ he added, glancing at Kenmore.
“Yes!” said Kenmore promptly., “But

you needn’t bhother about me, young ’uns.
Thanks awfully for the ride.”

“Don’t mention it, sir,” said Handforth.
" What about going back? If youw’ll meet us
outside the ground, after the match, we’d
like to drive you home again.”

“That’s very nice of you,”” said Kenmore

Fvonldf;:ringly. “Thanks very much, Hand-
orth.”
And to his own astonishment he found

himself accepting the offer. Yet he assurved
himself that he held these juniors in cou-
tempt, and that he would welcome the oppor-
tunity of bullying them when he returned to
his own identity. Perhaps this was only
self-delusion. For, in his heart, Simon Ken-
more was eager to cultivate the friendship of
Handiorth & Co.

Handforth & Co., alter parking the Austin,
hurried to the players’ guarters, telling them-
selves, once again, that Kenmore’s elder
brother was a thoroughly good sort. And
none of these juniors were obtuse because
they did not see through the deception.
Simon Kenmore had not only changed his
appearance, but he had changed his character.
It was this latter fact which rendered him
so absolutely safe,

And it seemed that the longer Simon Ken-
more kept up this deception the greater
would be the permanent change in his nature.

CHAPTER 16.

Handy on His Mettle !
LAY up, the Blues!”

“Hurrah!”

“Come  on,

Town!”

The teams had just
come out, and mighty roars of welcome rent
the air,

The Blue Crusaders were a fine-looking
crowd; Dave Moran, the steady, reliable
skipper and centre-half-back; Ben Gillingham
the rugged, how-legged right-back, and
George Scott, his sound partner. 'Then there
were the others: Hales and Keane, half-
backs; Rex Carrington, the cool, brilliant
centre-forward; Wally Simpson, Penniworth,
Andy Tait; and last, but by no means leasr,
Tich Harborough and Handforth. The two
schoolboys - looked as businesslike and as
reliant as any of the professionals.

Dave Moran warmly shook hands with

the

Fred Hearne, the Helmford skipper. They
tossed, and Helmford Town won.
“Who cares?” said Handforth. “All the

better for vs in the second half!”

There was a regular Cup-tie fecling in the
crowd. And when the gamo started, it
started with a rush. Both teams were ag
keen as mustard, and they forced the pace
amazingly. .
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It was & knock-out struggle, this, and the
liomesters were naturally grimly determined
to win. They had done very badly in the
League, and they were hoping to mend
matters somewhat by giving a good showing
in other matches.

Of course, they were now facing very for-
midable foes. Not only were the DBlue
Chrusaders i the Second Division, but they
were famed for their brilliant football. They
were at the top of the table, and they were
renowned for their away-from-home wins,

Ordinavily, the Blues would have been ““all
over 7 the Helmford teamm. But to-day the
Third Division club was playing football of
a very different order to their usual game.
Their attack was terrifie, and their deience
was stubborn.

Durving the first three or four minutes of
the game, the Blues attacked with all their
usual machine-like preeision, but somehow
the forwards could not put a finish to these
movements. For the IHelmford backs were
lik» giants, and their goalie was invincible.

“Keep it up, the Town!”

Shouts of enthusiasm went up continuously,
and Fred Hearne and his men were en-
couraged tremendously.

Then came a fierce raid on the Blues’ goal.
The lHHelmford men sliced through the
visitors’ defence, aud for once Ben (illing-
ham and George Scott were at sixes and
sevenls. A glorious pass came from the wing,
and Fred Mearne snapped it up like light-
ning. le was just within the penalty area,
and there was nobody between him and the
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goal except Handforth, who was ready—
keen-eyed, watchful, seemingly a bundle of
Springs.

Slum!

Fred shot, and the leather sped true and
hard towards the corner of the goal. Hand-
forth leapt up, his judgment being perfect.
Ho got to the leather, pulled it down, and
swung it out into play again.

“*Oh, well saved!”

“ood old Handy!™

“Fatty hunself couldn’t have done better!”

“Hurrah!”

And then an even mightier roar went up
from the Helmford crowds, for Scott had
failed to clear, and one of the other Helm-
ford forwards was taking a shot. The ball
camo back at Handforth, and slewod
round, clutching desperately.

Yet, owing to the rapidity of that move-
ment, Handforth had insufheient time to
place himself. He failed to hold the ball,
and 1t bounced down close in front af him.
He had saved, but with fatal results. For
he lost his balance, and Ilearne, leaping for-
ward, breasted the leather inta the net as
it was on the bounce.

il :U:.III!T!‘

“Well played, the Town!"”

“Hard lines, Handy!” roared
IFFrank’s juniors,

Handforth, picking himself up, looked dis-
consolate and unhappy.

he

the St.
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“Well, T did my best, he
muttered.

“By gosh, voung 'un, you did fine!” said
Ben Gillingham. *I think Fatty might have

been beaten there—although his size would

anyway!”

. have helped him.”

The Helmford players were miraculously
encouraged by this success. When the play
restarted Fred lHearne and his men were
like super-players. Again and again they
swept through the Blues' defence, and if
Handforth had not played with superb bril-
liance three or four more goals would have
resulted.

As 1t was, that hectic period was over-
come, and then Rex Carrington scored for
the Blues, and equalised.

It was a splendid goal, and Tich Har-
borough was mainly the cause of it. With
tt speed of a hare, the schoolboy winger
had hummed down the touchline, outpacing
the Helmford half-backs and tricking the full-
back who atltempted to intercept him.

He centred with all his usual coolness and
precision, and Rex made no mistake about
the first-time shot that he sent sizzling to-
wards the Helmford goal.

With the scores even, the play began to
sett!y down a bit, but before half-time the
homesters had scored again, and were lead-
ing. This goal had come from a corner-
kick, and Ilandforth had been literally over-
whelmed by the weight of the players who
had surged in the goalmouth. Handforth
and the ball had been pushed over the line
together, and it was even necessary for John
Smart, the trainer, to give the unfortunate
Handforth a dose of the sponge before play
could be resumed.

Ilelmford kept their lead until well into
the second half, but it was seen that the
Blue Crusaders were now rapidly assuming
the mastery of the game. Helmford Town
had been unable to keep up the pace; they
had shot their bolt,

With twenty minutes of the second half
gone, tha homesters found it impossible to
make any move uatiacks, The Crusaders
were pressing so hard that the others could
do nothing but concentrate on defence. So
Handforth, at last, had a slack time.

It seemed that the equaliser would never

come. The Helmford defence was grim and
tenacious. Their half-backs were becoming

backs, and their forwards half-backs. "They
fought desperately and frantically to keep
their lead.

But 1t was no good.

The cool, steady play of the Blues earned
its reward, For the Crusaders were now
in complete charge of the game, and in spite
of the stubborn defence the equalising goal
came—I{rom a swift, unexpected shot from
Andy Tait. Tich had looked to be on the
point of making a pot-shot, but at the last
second ho slipped the ball to Andy, and the
latter volleyed it neatly over the heads of
tvwo or three Helmford players, and the ball
eluded the goalie’s desperate fingers.
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There were no more goals after that,

During the remaining minutes of the
game, Helmford Town played in a ragyed,
frantic manner. By serambling and dash-
ing, they succeeded in evading the dcfeat
that seemed inevitable,
goal, and they made it wellnigh impossible
for the DBlues to play their usual steady
game,

When
particularly
peither team

whistle blew nobodv was
even

It had been

the final
disappointed,

had won. a

splendid game from the spectators’ point of |

wiew—-thﬁi!in;:, oxeiting, and spectacular.
And Handiorth, the schoolboy amateur,
had covered himself with glory.

CHAPTER 17.

The Man in the Dark !

"IELLL done, Handy!”
“Congratters, old
man!”
" Brayp 1™
Edward Oswald
Handforth found himself clapped on the

back, and congratulated on all sides, as he
came into the big dressing-room at the back
of the stand. But he was looking very glum
and disappointed.

“Cheese 11" he grunted. “We should
have won i1f I hadn’t played such a rotten
game!"”

They packed their |
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Desperately, Sam Pointer threw himsell back on
the muddy road and kicked at the same time.
His right foot came up viciously, and the toe of his
boot caught Simon Kenmore on the side of the head.

“Don’t you believe it, sonny!” grinned
Dave Moran. *“*You playved a splendid

game !

"1 let them score twice!” snorted Hand-
forth. “If I had kept goal better, the Blues
would have won!”

There was no denying this, but everybody
considered that Handforth had kept goal in
a very masterly way. KEven Mr. Piecombe

| came bustling down to shake Handforth by
although |

the hand and to thank him for his splendid
performance.

“Don’t take any notice of him, sir”
grinned Tich, as Handforth started to pro-

test. * He’s naturally meodest, you know. .
He thinks he made a mess of 1it!’
“Nonsense !” said Mr. Piecombe, in his

booming voice. “There were periods wherm
I feared that we should—er—inevitably lose.”

“But I’ve spoilt the Blues’ record, sir!”
sai ! Handforth unhappily. *'The Blues have
been winning game after game——""

“League games!” corrected Mr. Pie-
combe. ‘' And that record i1s unbroken. This
game 1s entirely different—it is an cextra
mateh. Until last week we had not even

entered for the Southern Counties Challenge
Cup, and it was only by the use of—er-
excessive pressure on my part that 1 made

the arrangements. It was, indeed, most
irregular,”
“And don’t forget, Handy, that a draw

means a replay,”” said Nipper contentedly.
“By George! I'd forgotten that!” said
Handforth, with a start,
““A replay—at the Stronghold ! said Tich
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Harborough. "I expect 1'll come off next

Wednesday., And do you suppose that the

Crusaders will lose on their own ground ?”
“Not likely !” said Handforth promptly.,

“Hm! Now I come to think of it, I'm

jolly glad that the Blues didn’t win!?
‘*Ha, ha, bhal"

“It means a big gate at the Stronghold,

too!" chuckled Corcoran. " Haven't vou
noticed that Mr, DPieccombe 15 looking
happy 7

“Ridiculous !”” frowned the manager., I

do not deny that we shall undoubtedly be
financially—cr—bencfited by a replay. But
I was very anxious for a win to-day. How.
ever, the tecam has done well, and I am very
pleased with 1t,”

“And that’s real praise {rom old tiecan!”
murmured Ben Gillingham.

After changing, Haudforth joined Chureh
and McClure, and then bade good-bye to
the DBlues and to the other 8t. Frank’s
fellows, It was beginning to rain, and
Handforth was rather anxious to get howme.
There were signs that the winter's evening
vould become foggy later on,

Outside the ground they ran into Simon
Kenmore.

*“Oh, here you are, sir!” said Handforth.
“Good egg! Have you been waiting long 17

As a matter of fact, khenmore had only
just arrived, and he had taken good care to
lcarn the result of the matceh. For he had
not seen 1t; he had been otherwise engaged.

“1 was thinking that you might prefer to
take one of your friends back in the car,”
he said diilidentiy.  * Please don’t consider
me if vou would rather e

“Of course not!” interrupted Handforth.
“We asked you to come back with us, sir,
and we're sticking to it,  Aren’t we, yon

chaps 7"
AleCluve

" Rather!” said Church
enthusiastically.

They all respected *“Walter ” Kenmore;
they wanted to show him, indeed, that his
brother's rveputation did not refleet wpon
him., Kenmore himself was quite convinced
that the juniors had no suspicion of the real
trith.

and

Kenmere had spent a weary, disappointing |

atternoon. g

He had been to the Helinford racecourse,
‘where active preparations were afoot for the
steeplechase meeting that was due to start
on the morrow. He bad made a round of
the hetels and publie-houses, but all his
inquitics had been futile, He had not been
able to get on the track of Sam Pointer,
His inquirtes had been barren.

“How cid vou like the match, sir?” asked
Church, after they had squashed into the
Jimited accommodation of the Austin Seven,

“The mateh?” said Kenmore, with a
start. **Oh, it was splendid. I thought that
Haundforth played a very wonderful game.”

“Cheese it, siv!” grunted Handforth. *“1
allowed two goals to go throngh.”

“In all probability, IFowkes himself weuld
have done no better,”’ said Kenmore,

He was trying to analyse his feelings. Ho
did not quite know why he had come back—
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why he had met these three juniors, so that
he could travel back to St. IFrank’s in this
little car. It scemed so ridiculous. For
Handforth & (o. were three of the
Removites he had always been particularly
“down ” on, At every cenceivable oppor-
tunity he had bullied them.

Now he had deliberately sought the com-
pany of the chums of Study D. His despon-
dency, caused by his afternoon’s falure. was
forgotten., Ile could not get over the vaguo
astontshment that filled him-—-astonichment
at his own conduct—at his friendliness

NEXT WEDNESDAY !nnnnonan
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towards these juniors, whom he had always
despised.

Troubled thoughts came into Kenmore’s
mind then. What would these juniors say
when they found out the truth?

And he really wanted them to find out the
truth—when the right time came. Other.
wise they would never know that he had
changed. If Simon Kenmore came back to
St, Frank’s, Simon  Kenmore would be
Kenmore wanted every-
body to know that he was different now,

Yet why should he be ditferent? He was
rather  baffed by all  these contlicting
emotions. e was unaware of the fact that

his nature was undergoing a transformation,
owing to these dire troubles that had beset
him.

He knew, deep in his heart, that all this
mountain of worry had come about because
of his folly—because of his love of gambling.

| Many, many times he had asked himself,



THE NELSON LEE

during thiz past week, whether the game
was worth the candle. Wasn’t 1t better to
live decently, and to carn the friendship of
the fellows he had previously sneered at?
All this very surprising—in Simon
Kenmore.
“Roads are a bit greasy !” said Handforth,

Kenmore started, and then found that the
Austin Seven was bowling along the main
road out of Helmiord. He had been so

waeg

deep in thought that he had sctually for-
But sitting there,

gotten where he was.

AN

“FOR HE'S A JOLLY
GOOD FELLOW!”

Who'’s a jolly good fellow ?

Simon Kenmore, of the Sixth ; Ken-
more the bully, the rotter, the prefect
who is most hated by the Junior School !

“But a great change has come over
Kenmore. Whether it will last is a
matter that only the future ean tell,
but for the present,. at any rate, the
Sixth-Former has realised what a rotter
he’s been, and he’s going to turn over
a new leaf.

Before this metamorphosis, however,
many stirring adventures befall Kenmore
in his efforts to remove the false accusa~
fion of forgery against his name. Read
all about it in next week’s gripping, long
yarn.

“WHAT'S WRONG WITH
THE ROVERS?"

More exciting chapters of our detective
and football serial, featuring Nelson Lee
and Nipper.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

next to Handiorth, he now peered through
the ramm-bespattered wind-screen.

It was a wretched evening, and rain was
now falling in a steady drizzle, The roads
were bad for driving, and Handforth was

going cautiously, _ -
It was tricky, too, just here, for. the
bright lights of the town had been left

behind, and there were only a few street
lamps, few and far between. They had the
effect of nullifying the little ecar’s head-

lamps, and Handforth felt that he would be |

glad when he got out upon the pitch-dark
road.  Driving would be much easier, for
he would not be dazzled by the street-lamp
reflections,

“Thank goodness!” cald Handforth, when
the last street-lamp came within view., **'We
can speed up a bit now.”

He pressed his feot upon the accelerator
and the Austin hwinmed forward energetic-
ally. And at that very moment a man
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came reeling off the pavement, not twenty
vards ahead.

It all happened in a flash,

The man, apparvently, had just emerged
from a footpath, the entrance to which was
nearly concealed between big hedges. He
came right out, and went blundering across

the road. His very movements indicated
that he was the worse for drink.

“Look out!” ejaculated Kenmore, in
alarm,

But Handforth had seen the drunken man
at the same second. He swerved, applying
his brakes. 'The Iittle Austin, skidding
giddily, slewed round,

But for the camber of the road, which was
sharp here, the little car would have shot
well past the intoxicated man. As it was,
that camber caused the car to slither help-
lessly towards the gutter.

T'hud—crash !

There came the jolt of a heavy collision,
a loud gasp, the buckling of metal, and the
Austin Seven came to a standstill, with the
drunken man lymg outstretched in the
road ! :

CHAPTER 18.
wihe Workings of Chance!
Fl‘l

wasn't my fault!”
saild Handforth, with
a gulp.

*Of course 4t
wasn’'t!” agreed
Kenmore, as he fumbled for the door catch.
“You couldn’t help it. It’s a lucky thing
we didn’t overturn. That fool of a drunken

Lh |

man——

“It's the first time I've ever hit any-
body ! muttered Handforth frantically.
“Quick! Let's see if he is badly hurt,”

He serambled out, and Kenmeore did the
same, on the other side. Church and
Me(Cllure followed. The headlights were still
on, and the reflection from these allowed
them to sce the still form of the man, lying
on the ground practically alongside the little
car.

Handforth dropped on his knees in the
muddy road: he lifted the man's head, and
was relieved when he could perceive no
mnmjuries,

“No bones broken!” he muttered, as he
felt over the man’s limbs., I don't think
he’s hurt much—only a bit bruised. The
collision wasn’t heavy enough to do any real
harm.”’

“What about a doctor?” asked Church
breathlessly.
They looked up and down in rather a

helpless way. They were right on the out-
skirts of the town, and there was no traffie
here, There wasn’t a soul in sight. The
drizzle came down on the wind, and the
spot was very lonely and dreary, They
were within sight of the last lamp-post of
the town,

“There are some big houses two or three

 hundred  yards  back,” said MecClure
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quickly. “It's a residential quarter, and
there’s bound to be a doctor somewhere
near at hand.”

“The police might come interfering!”
said Kenmore. "“I'ar better to keep them
out of it i

“But I .wasn’t

to blame!” protested
Handforth. "I've got nothing to fear from
the police! This man was drunk, and he
blundered right in front of my car.”

*“Let’s have a look at him!”
more briskly.

He felt that it was up to him to take
command of the situation. These juniors
looked upon him as a man, and tkey would
think it very peculiar if he hung back, He
lifted the stranger’s face, and examined 1t
carcfully.  Then he experienced a terrifie
shock. It was so great, in fact, that he
madce no sound—he gave so sign., He was
momentarily stunned.  And this was very
fortunate, for otherwise he might have given
himself away.

Now that he saw the face of this drunken
man, he recognised it. K was the face of
Sam Pointer |

Here was an extraordinary trick of chance'!
All the afternoon Kenmore had been trying
to get on the track of this raseal; and now,
by a caprice of fate, Handforth had run
into him and had knocked him over!

Yes, thwe man was Sam Pointer—the rasca!
who had forged that eight-pound cheque
which IKenmore had given him, some weeks
earhier. 'I'his was the man who could relecase
Kenmore from all his diffieultic

“Well? Do you think he’s hurt much ?”

Kenmore started, His mind was working
like lightning. He rcalised that he could
not taﬁ;e any action at the moment. In
front of Handforth & Co. he was helpless—
for it would be fatal if he professed tﬁat he
knew this man, and that he wanted him,

Besides, what could he do? Poirter was
not only drunk, but he was unconscious.
Then 1t came to Kenwmore that his only
chanee was to {ind Pointer's address. Later,
he could take advantage of that information.

“We'd better sece who he is he said
bluntly, “Then perhaps we can take him
home.”

Without hesitation, he dived a hand into
Sam DPointer’s inside coat pocket, and Hand-
forth & Co. suspected nothing, since this
was the usual procedure in such a situation,
Kenmore found only one crumpled letter,
but he noted, in the first moment, that the
post-mark was recent. The letter was
addressed to *Sam Pointer, 20, DBridge
Strect, Helmford.”

“That’s all we need said Kenmore, as
he made a mental note of the address. “ Do
you juniors know where Dridge Street 1s?”

“Never heard of i1t!” eaid Handforth.
“Must be a small street. This chap looks
pretty disreputable, anyhow.”

Kenmore tucked the letter back into the
man’s pocket, and then he bad another idea.

" Look here!” he said crisply. * You boys
had better rush away and find a doctor.
We might waste a lot of time by trying to

11!

]”‘

said Ken- |
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find Bridge Strect—and, for all we &now,
this man 1s more hurt than we think.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of I"’ said Church,
looking down at the still form in alarm.

“Well, go and find a doctor!” said
Kenmore, * All three of yveu! I'll stay hero
in charge until yvou get back.”

“But why all three of us?” asked Hand-
forth. “It's jolly good of you, NMr.
Kenmore, but we don't want to drag you
mto this——"

“That be-hanged for a tale!”
Kenmore. “Huwrry away!”

“But I'm the driver. and 1 ought to
stay—7"’

“It doesn’t make any differcnce !’ 1nsisted
Kenmore urgently., “Run back along the
road and knock at the first houses you sce.
Separate, and try in three different diiec-

interrupted

tions. It doesn’t matter if you, bring three
doctors, This man must be attended to.”
And Handforth & Co., perceiving the

Dy

wisdom of this advice, left ““Mr. Kenmore
in charge, and went dashing back along the
dark, ram-swept road.

Kenmore, left alone, had a feverish gleam
in his eves. It would be five minutes,
perhaps, before one of the juniors got back
with a doctor; and during this period of
time it might be possible for Kenmore to do
something !  He unbuttoned his overcoat,
felt in his hip-pocket, and produced a flask
of brandy.

CHAPTER 19.

A Dramatic Turn'!

INTON  KENMORE
had alwavs felt very
“hag " ecause he
carricd a hip flask;
it had scemed so

manly of him. Now, for the first time, that
flask of spirit was coming in  useful.
Hitherto it had been a mere sign of Ken-
more's swank.

Yet he was foolish, perhaps,
altempts {o revive this man,

If he had not been so agitated, he might
have considered the position more cavelully.
Cool, sound reasoning would have told him
that his better policy would be to wait—to
go along to Dridge Street later on, and to
take Mr, Sam ’ointer by surprise. Iven
if the man recovered now, it wouldn’t
matter so much—for it was dark, and
Kenmore could conceal his identity,  His
very disguise would help this.

But 1n his cagerness he tried his utmost
to bring Pointer to his senses at once. He
wanted to find out about that cheque,
More than anvthing else in the world, ho
was determined to wring a confession from
this wretch.

It did not oceur to him then that such
a confession would be valueless, even if it
was madé. It was Matt Page, the bookie,
who had to be convinced; and, to be of any
use, that confession would have to be made
in Mr. Page’s presence,

in making
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"“Ah!»
Kenmore uttered a long ejaculation of
satisfaction. He had poured plenty of

the brandy down the man’s throat, and the
cffect was almost instantaneous. Sam
Pointer was groaning, and his eyelids were
thuttering.

“Steady—steady !’ said Kenmore. *‘‘Tako
it casy. You'll soon be all right.”

“What’s wrong 7” mumbled Pointer, try-
ing to sit up. “LEh? What the thunder——
Lummy ! It it me, did 1t?”’

The man seemed to be sobered. He looked
round dazedly for the first second or two,
but as soon as he caught sight of tho car
he became rational,

“Blamed motor-cars!” he snarled. it
might ’'ave been killed, I nmught!”

"You're not hurt much!’ said Kenmore,
as the man struggled with considerable
energy® ‘' But a doctor is being fetched———-"

“l don't want no doctor!” grunted Sam

Pointer. ““Lemme get up! 'Ere, what’s the
game, ¢h? What are you ’olding me down
for 7

Kenmore, seeing that Mr. Pointer was
scarcely hurt at all, had made a quick
decision.  Undoubtedly it was the man’s

drunken stupor which had caused him to he
so still on the ground. The knock he had
sustained had probably only bruised him a
trifle; and the whole experience had sobered
him,

“Just 2 minute!” said Kenmore grimly,
“I'm not going to let vou get up until I've
had a word with you—Sam Pointer.”

33
The man started, and his eyes opened
wider,
“'Kre, 'ow do you know my name?” he
asked sharply,
“T know 1t!” replied Kenmore. “But

you don’t know me, do you? Have another
look, Mr. Pointer.”
The man, bewildered,

more's face,

“My name’s Walter Kenmorve!” said the
St. Frank’s senior. “Ah! That makes you

stared 1nto Ken-

start, eh? Two or thrce weeks ago my
brother gave you a cheque—-"
“He didn’t—he didn’t!”’ gasped Pointer

frantically, giving himself away by the very
vehemence of his denial,

“He didn't, e¢h?” rapped out Kenmore.
“Don’t lie to me, you hound! My brother
has told me all about it. And vou’ve heard

rumours that he's dead, haven’t you?
Drowned, eh? Well, my friend, you're not
so safe as you think! You forged (hat

cheque, didn’t, you? You made it into
cighty pounds, imstecad of the original eight!

h? Didn’t you?7"?

“No!" gurgled Sam Pointer. “It’'s a lic!
I didn't! You're mad!”

“No, I'm not mad—but I'm gomg to
wring the truth out of you!” exclaimed
Kenmore fiereely,  “ Now, you dog! Choke

it up! Confess! You forged that cheque,
didn’t you?”
“T don’t know anvthing about 1t
“You lying hound!” breathed Kenmore,

seizing the man by the shoulders and forcing

L5 |

t‘l-'-il'-ni:-—-n--.u--u"lln-ﬂ--uﬂ-“"-ﬂl"-i l-I—.u--.ll--il-l-u--n*--u-h-u-l-ﬂ*-'tﬂ-ﬂf
-

A treasure
Hours

Price 6/=

“The Greyfreirs Holiday Annual.®

trove of stories, articles and colour plates.
and hours of delightful reading.

i 5§ e § T § 3 g 5 § 5 i § 55 e § 3 P § § . 5§ § e § § e § B~ 3

BUY THESE TWO BUMPER ANNUALS BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE!

£ i 3 e § B e € 3 e g, ¥ i P § P e 4D e T e e P e § e e ¥ 0 T f e ¥

“ Every Boy's Hobby Annual * is a veritable store
of Information about practically every hobby undet
the sun  All subjects protusely illustrated with
drawings, photographs end diagrams. Price 6/-

2 i

o TR
] o kel
i rll‘l_ =

.3 1 gl
_J i 1

;,--ir‘..-l £ § 5 gy 73 g § 5 Wi € L N0 3§ ug )l g ¥ 5 - S T T € ¥ B TP -



34 THI:
him back. “'We're alone here, don’t forget!
[f veu're hurt in any way, it'll be thought
that the car caused the damage. I've got
you, Pointer--and unless you confess. I'm
roing to make you suffer! Now then—out
with 1t !"”

Kenmore pretended to make a grab at
the man's throat, He could tell that Pointer
was a- cowardly cur, at the best, and this
sudden  ferocity  of
assumed—had the deswred effect.

“Stop!” gasped the man. “Yes! Hang
vou, I did alter that cheque! Your brother
gave it to me, and——="

=

“That's enough!” broke in IKenmore
trivmpbantly. “You've admitted it,
Pointer! You took that cheque from my

brother, and you forged it. All right, you
crook!  You're coming to Baunington with
me—in this car. What’s more, you're coming
to Mr. Matt Page, and you’ll make that con-
fesston to him,”

Kenmore could see that his troubles were
nearly over, and he could hardly contain his
exultation. It was all so elear now—all so
casy,  When Handforth & Co. returned,
they would bundle Pointer into the Austin
and they would all drive to DBannington.
It would be easy enough for Kenmore to
make some sort of explanation, particularly
as the juniors knew that he had come to
St. Frank’s in order to make investigations
about his brother's disappearance,

Ay for Sam Pointer, he was desperate,

He had been having a very hectic time
of it during the last three or four.weeks—
spending  that  ill-gotten moeney.  He had
avolded race-tracks, because he had had no
need to haunt them. DBut now he could see
disaster looming.

Pointer knew his own Limitations, end he
felt sure that if he were dragged into the
presence of Mr. Matthew Page he would
blurt out his guilt. And then the police
would be ecalled; he would be charged with
forgery, and his past record was none too
good. 1t would mean penal servitude for
him.

Suddenly, with a wild plunge of despera-
tion, Mr. Pointer threw himself backwards
on the muddy road, and Licked at the same
time., His right foot came up like a sledge-
hammer, and the toe of his boot caught

Simon Kenmore on the side of the head.
It was a brutal kick.

Kenmore simply gave a soft groan, reeled
over, and sprawled helplessly on the ground.
He was stunned,

“You asked for it, blow you'!"” muttered
Pointer, staggering to his feet, “Take me
to Bannington, would you? ’And me over
to tho cops, eh? Not "arf you won't!”

He glanced round sharply. In the dis-
tance footsteps were sounding. With a quick
intake of breath, Sam DPointer dedged into
the black shadows at the side of the road.
He veached that footpath from which he had

cmerged earlier, and he bolted like a fright-
ened rabbit!

Kenmore's—purely
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CHAPTER 20,
The Wrong Patient !

ERE we are
Handforth
“You there,
K e nmore?
Where has
to?"”
Handforth & Co. had returned, bringing

with them a businesslike-looking gentleman

who was careying a bag. They %1:1d found a

doctor without finding 1t necessary to divide

their forces—for they had noticed a brass
plate on one of the very first houses they

132
L]

said
briskly.
Mr.

Hallo!
he got

' came to.

“This is the man you ran into, ch?"’ said
the doctor, as he bent down over fhe still
form beside the little car.  ‘“Let's have a
look at him.”

Handforth was staring up and down the
dark street.
“Mr. Kenmore!” he called loudly.

“It’s rummy! He's gone!” said Church.
“Perhaps the man got worse and Mr.
Kenmore rushed off—"

suddenly,

“Here!”  shouted  MeClure
“Mr. Kenmore is on the ground, here!”
“What!” said Handforth, with a jump.

They gathered round the doctor, and the
latter was just looking up, oblivious of what
the juniors had been saying.

“It’s not very serious! Only a blow on
the side of the hcad——"’

“But—but this isn’t the patient, sir!”
cjaculated Handforth. ““This is Mr. Ken-

|22

more, the gentleman who was with us!

“Come, come!” said the doctor sharply.
“What are you talking about?”

“But 1it's true!” insisted Handforth.

“This man has received a very nasty
knock on the side of his head!” said the
doctor. “ Are you telling me that he wasn't
run into by your car?”

“Of course ho wasn't!” said Handforth,
in amazement. “Hey, Mr. Kenmore!
Wake up! What's happened 7"

“Steady !” said the doctor. “Don’t shout
like that. He'll come round within a minuto

or two, and then he will be able to tell us
all about 1it.”

Handforth & Co. waited, bewildered.
And the doctor was right. Three minutes
later, Kenipore revived, the doctor’s methods
being very successtul,

“That’s better!” said the medical
gently. “ You'll soon be all right now.”

Kenmore looked round in a dazed way.

“"You hound!” he muttered ficrcely,
“You infernal brute——"

His voice trailed away, and he closed his
eyes.  Handforth gave his chums a startled
glance,

_ “My hat!”” he whispered,  “Wasn't that
just like old Kenmore's voice 7V
“Iixactly !” breathed Church.

man
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But they suspected nothing. The truth
was, Kenmore, only half-conscious, had
spoken in his own normal tones. Handforth
& Co., however, were unsuspicious because
they dcemed it natural that Walter Ken-
more’s voice should resemble that of his
rascally brother’s,

“What happened, Mr. Kenmore?”’ asked
Handforth cagerly. ““Where's the chap we
knocked down 7* .

Handforth’s voice had the effect of bring-
ing Kenmore quickly to his full senses. He
opened his eyes again, and then half-
struggled up.

“Oh!” he muttered. * Yes, that’s right!
I was bending over him when something
hit me on the head—— He must have
kicked me!” he added blankly.

He realised the truth then, He had had
the faintest glimpse of Sam Pointer’s foot as
it had™been aimed at him. Obvicusly the
man had kicked him in the hecad and then
had bolted.

“But why should he kick you?’ asked
Church wonderingly.

“"Why ?’ repeated Kenmore, getting a
grip on himself, ‘“He was dru:ﬁ(. gﬂﬂnn
after you boys went he came to himself a
bit, and then 1 had a bit of trouble with
him, He tried to attack me, and T held him
down. 'Then he must have kicked me, I
suppose,”

“Well, there’s no need for you to worry
about the fellow,” said the doctor. *“If he
could kick you like that and then run off,
there’s not much the matter with him. I
should advise you to continuec your journey
and forget the incident.”

“But what about Mr. Kenmore?” asked
Handforth, “He's hurt—"
“A mere trifle!” said the doctor.

“There’ll be a nasty lump for a day or two,
but nothing more.’

Kenmore got to his feet, and, although
he was rather unsteady, he pulled himself
together,

“Thank you very much,” he said quietly.
“How much do I owe you,»doctor 7”

“You had better come back to the
surgery,” replied the medical man. “I’ll
give you a tonic, and then you'll be in much
better fettle,”

“Thanks,” said Kenmore, and an idea
came into his bead. “You boys had better
carry on,”’ he continued, turning to Hand-
forth & Co. * Don’t wait tor me.”

“Oh, but we will!” said Handforth
promptly. *We'll drive you to the surgery,
and—"’

“The walk will do me good—it will pull
me together!” interrupted Kenmore. “ And,
really, I would prefer to go back by train.
My nerves——"

“But we're not likely
ckid, sir.”

“ All the same, I beg of you to excuse me
said  Kenmore, forcing himself to speak
po]itel}' and calmly. “% will go back to the
doctor’s surgery, have this tonie, and then
come back by train.”

His tone was final. Handforth & Co. were
not very pleased about it, but they could

2

to have another
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«valucless,
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understand. * After they had gone, Kenmore
had his tonie, paid the doector’s bill, and
assured the medical man that he wae now
quite all right,

He was in a tremendous hurry.

His one desire was to get to No. 20, Bridge
Street. Perhaps he would arrive before Sam
Pointer got back. If so, all the better. He
would wait for the man—and this time he
would make no mistake.

“No, I've got a better idea than that!”
he told himself, after a while. “I'll go to
Bridge Street, make sure that Pointer 1s
there, and then I'll ring up Matt Page.
Gad! That’s the best! TI'll ring up Page,
and get him to come here. Then we’ll face
this brute together [

It was a very sound scheme, buf, unfor-
tunately, it came to nothing.

For when Kenmore found No. 20, Bridge
Street, and made his inquiries, he was
informed that Mr., Pointer had packed up
and had gone!

No. 20, Bridge Street was a common-
locking lodging-house, and the landlady
was a slatternly woman, who eyed Kenmore
with suspicion. She spoke heatedly of Alr.
Sam Pointer. It appearved that the man had
rushed into his lodgings, had packed up his
few belongings, and had fled. Furthermore,
he had left the landlady in debt to the
extent of a day’s rent. :

So Simon Kenmore was forced to take his
leave, bafHed,

“Ten minutes ecarlier, and I should have
been in  time!” he muttered hopelessly.
“There’'s no telling where Pointer 1s now!
What's the good of searching for him? He’s
probably in the town, but I shall never be
able to find him to-night.”

Yet Kenmore was a different fellow now.
The false life he was now leading made him
appreciate the good things that he had
hitherto scorned.

He swore to himself that he would find
Sam Pointer again, by hook or by erook,
and he would establish his innocenece with
Matt Page. Then, with his name cleared,
he would return to St. Frank’s, as himself.
And, although he didn't quite reahlse it, he
felt, in an elusive way, that this lesson had
been a stern one, and he told himself that
he would be different in future.

His only c¢lue was that Sam DPointer was
injured—although this clue was practically
since the extent of Pointer's
injuries were not known to him,

But Kenmore had got on the man’s track
again——and he was full of hopes.

These hopes were justified, too—for, in the

very near future, Simon Kenmore was
destined again to cross swords with Sam
Pointer! ® THE END.

(Kdwy Searles Brooks has written another
brilliant yarn for next week, chums—the
last story of the present series. It's
entitled, “"For He's a Jolly Good Fellow!”
and tells how Simon Kenmore succeeds in
elearing his name. And also look out for
agnnouncements  eoncerntng  the  coming
stories in which Fzra Quirke is re-
introduced !)
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BETWEEN (7
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OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

shall
remarks as
majurity.
EDWY

Faditor, THE
SIORY LIBRARY,

iure

{ E. 5. BROOKS,

of a job to get carly back pumbers of

'I'HE, NELSON LEE SCHOOL

STORY LIBRARY—Les. Walters
(Newceastle, N.S.W.)—but many of the early
adventures of the St. Jrank’s boys are
appearing in the POPULAR, one of our
COLNPAnlon papers.,

SUHHY, but I'm afraid youw'll have a bit

* * *

Yes: George Holland, of the Fourth, is
still at St. Frank’s—Guy Buck (Ricarton,
N.Z.)—and shares Study No. 2 in  the
Modern IHouse with Hubert Chuwrehman and
Iirnest Lawrence.

+* * *

It anything I have ever said on this page—
Tom Hopwood (Wakefield)--has given you
the impression that Handforth is disliked by
“a great many readers,” please let me cor-
rect this impression. ‘Those readers are very
few and far between. "The House colours ol

St. I'rank’s are: Ancient House, Red and
Blue: West House, Mauve and Yellow;
East House, Black and Orange; Modern

House, (ireen and Gold. The fitth House at
St. Frank’s 1s the Sehool House, and 1s used
by all the boys, for work only. Your sug-
gestion that the Old Paper should be thicker

and priced at 3d. leads me to assume that |

you don’t know of THE BOYS REALM.
it you really o want to vead some more
of my stories, they’re in the REALM, brand
now, hot from the pen, fresh every week.
What's more, you’ll find Nipper and Handy
and the other chaps in them, too—although

they’re mainly about the Blue Crusaders
Football Club.

¥ +* *
The titles you  require—"A  Constant

eader ” (Burnley)—are: A1d Series, Nos. 1
and 2—THE MYSTERY OF LIMEHOUSE
REACH and THE CASE OF THE SECRET
ROOM; New Series, No. 61—8T. FRANK'S
IN THE CONGO. .

* #* *
Here's a word to all of you. If you send

me vour photos, and express a wish to have
themn reproduced on this page, please tell me,

NOTE.=1} uany reuder writes
be pleused to comment upon such
ltkely Lo
All letters shoulid be addressed :
SEARLES BROUKS,
NELSON
_ _ The Fleetway House,
tarringdun Street, Londun, k.C.4.

to me, I
tnterest the

c/o The
SUH O],

LEE

LILIAN MAY MARKS.

at the same time, if you would like your
full names and addresses mentioned., Theso
are never printed without permission, and it
has occurred to me that some of you might
like overseas readers to correspond  with
yvou, and the printing of your addresses will
probably bring lots of letters.

L * *

So vou would like a series featuring
William Napoleon Browne of the Iifth—
Connie Smith (Portsmouth). 1 wonder if
this would be popular? The gencral run
of readers may like Browne to be brought
in now and again, but 1 doubt if the
majority would like to see him holding the
centre of the stage for a whole series.

* ¥* +*

I shan’t be fed-up with your weekly
letters—Matthew . Chanachan (Glasgow)—
even if you carry them on until the Christ-
mas after next, 4 know it is “a hard thing
to write a weekly letter ” (a great deal
harder than many blitho readers, who have
promised to do so, realised), but it’'s only
a matter of determination, What about writ-
ing the weekly St. Frank’s story? There’'d
be a fine old rumpus if 1 lost my determina-
tion for a bit, wouldn't there? So if you
have any trouble over these weekly letters,
just think of me,

] * *

Our reader’s photograph this week is of
Lilian May Marks, of Ryde, Isle of Wight.
Don’t be impatient, all you other readers
who have given me permission to publish
E;nur dials. Your turn will come sooner or
ater,



=
~]

AMAZING DETECTIVE AND FOOTBALL ADVENTURE SERIAL!

Whats Wrong with
s the Rovers 7
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“ Nortbmouth will be an unbealthy
are known,” Nelson Lee bas told Nipper.

place for us 1f our ieal names
His words prove only oo

frie, for when a Deleclive-Inspector from Scotland Yard comes and
wieillingly lets the cat oul of the bag, Nipper finds bimself mixed up
tn a whole beap of trouble !
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Another Startling Discovery!
tho

RACTICE was in progress at

P Rovers’ ground. From foot to foot

went the ball, sometimes in short

passes, sometimes in long; but always
swift, and almost always accurate. Then, at
a command from the somewhat surly-looking
trainer, the ball would be in the air, going
from head to head; and here Nipper could
scarcely hold his own with the professionals,
though his headwork was improving.

At the moment, Nipper was longing for
the merning’s work to be over. It was the
Thursday morning before the mateh at Mid-
bury, and he wanted to get to the notice-
board, to see if he was included in the
team that was to play against the City,

There had been no new developments in
the case upon which he
and Nelson Lee were
engaged, save that Dick
Ridley, who was now
racing along with the
ball, was certainly ro-
garded with more sus-
picion; that the police,
on making further investigation, had come
to the =ame conclusion as Nelson Lee
with regurd to the discovery of James
Ridley’s overcoat—that its finding on the
cliffs had Dbeen faked—and on going to
question 1ts discoverer, had found "that he

THE MYSTERY

so far 1s briefly explained
on Page 38.

had left his squalid lodgings. So the mys-
tery was as great as ever.

Pheceep !

That was the whistle for a breather, and

the players colleeted in little groups. Nipper »
leant against a goalpost beside Dave Wil
liame. who was pulling off muddy gloves.
“Land of my fathers, youw've kept me
busy this morning!” he said. **Indeed, vou
work very hard, ves, you do, 1 tell you.
It would not surprise me if they played you
on Haturday instead of Barter, even if he
is fit, which, look you, is very doubtful, as
he’s only in light traming. 'The reserve is
still laid up with a chill, and—— Look you,

here comes Barter, and he looks rost
angry !”
“I can guess the reason,” said Dick

Ridley, who had strolled
up with Sims, the left-

half, and Rutherron,
the veteran bhack.
Bert Barter, the

centre-half, had his arm
out of eling now—the
arm he was supposed
to have dislocated, though Nelson Lee’s
capable young assistant knew well enough
that the injury was caused by old Colton’s
chance shot at the man in hi% grounds.
“This is a nice thing!” Barter zaid
furiously to Nipper. “I shall be quite fit
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by Saturday, but they’re playing you against

Midbury, and I'm at home with the re-
serves, What's your game in pushing a
pro. out? Some sort of surveyor, you arve!

Able to spend half your time on the foot-
ball-field. You perishing amateurs would be
better out of the gume!”

“Don’t get shirty,” said Nipper mildly.
“My boss likes to encourage me in  tne
game, and gives me a lot of timo off. You

ste. he’s busy making calculatious and hlling
i forms in the mormng.”

“Anyway, it's nothing to do with you,
Barter!” snapped Dick Ridley. “ I yeu've
any remarks to make aboul amateurs,
perhaps vow'll make them to me privately

in a suitable place for the anly sort of argu-
ment you'd be lkely to understand!™
Barter looked a httle taken abaek. |
“Oh, | wasn’t including you, Ridley,"” ne
sald guickly. 1 suppose youw're a eort of
dircetor, now that your unele has gone, but
[ object 1o being stocd down in tavour of

this young pup!” _

“Louk here!” eried Nipper xmll"rmul ¥
“T1f you want a puuch on the—-"

“That will do!” said the bald-headed,

veteran back, stepping between them. ™ You
buzz off, Barter, or you may not be able to
play with the reserves. The little ‘un’s got
pluck, and—"

Phececep !

Nipper's fists were clenched, and he was

ready for anything, but just then the whistle
went, and work had to be resumed. It
struek  him  that Barter’s indignation had

been feigned, that he had been out to pick
a quarrel. But why?

e had not found an answer to his own
guestion when, after changing and glaneing
al the team list, he set oftf to walk back to
the Hambour Hotel.  Nipper had almost
reached it when a newsboy with a placard |
of the midday edition of the local evening |
paper ran along Town Quay.
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“ ANOTHER ROVERS'
DIRECTOR MISSING!”

Hastily Nipper purchased a paper and
turned to the blurred stop-press news. Mr.
Mark Mavhew, the wealthy timber nnporter
and a director of the Northmouth Rovers
F.C., had left home the previous evening
He had not kept
it, he had not returned home, and nothing
had been heard of him siuce.

Carrying the paper, still damp from the
press, Nipper hurried into the Harbour
Hotel, only to learn that his chief was still
out.

“This i u rum case about Mayhew,” said
a local man to a ftiend as theycame out of
the smoke rocin, hn say he was almost
a illionatre, thuugh lli, had no big finan.
cial interest in the Rovers, and took very
little interest in the club. anny he should
zo off just like Ridley did!”

“Can’t make it out!” said the other man,

“Nor can I, murmured Nipper to him-
self.

Nelson Lee had not turned up by a quarter-
past one, aud Nipper, a little uncomfortable
about it, went into the coffee-room for
lanch. The soup had no sooner been placed
before him than, with a sigh of great relief,
ho saw his beloved chief walk calmly in
and make for his table.

“So we've more excitement in
mouth,’” said the great detective,
pulled up his chair to the table.

"Have you heard anything fresh about it,
guv'nor ?”’

“1 don’t know what you call fresh,” said
Nelson Lee. *The {ightlv embarrassing
fact is that the wife—or perhaps widow now
a woman with a lot of influence, and
that Scotland Yard is to be called inl”

Nipper whistled, and his spoon nearly
dropped into his soup

‘“That's awkward, guv’nor.”

North-
as he

"'"'l -

NIPPER, have pmmrsni to assist
EDWARD COLT 'ON, «

cleh.
DIVK RIDILEY
of the LRovers,
siuspiciovs, especial’y those with
Llovers, who ts known as the ** Bat,
as an amaleur for the elub,
taken the name of Mr.
investigualions,

Nelson;

however,
the c¢liff by
sutecide.

Wilson to give the

cx-chairman disappeared!

WHAT' S GONE BFEFORE.
NELSON LIEE, the world-famous detective, und hiz assistunt,

dircetor of Northmouth Iovers—ithe famous foothall club
whielh s now dnirrg buadly in the English Fooltbull League—in elearing up the
mystery surrounding the disappearance of James Rudley, the
Colton thinks Ridley has been murdered, and that

y the cx-chairman’s nephew, and amaleur International centre-foruward
is concerned in the affarr,
Stephen Lungton, the mnew chairman of the
" wwinyg to his aerial activiiies,
He is now known us Nick Parr. and Nelson Lie Jiees
they are supposed to be surveyors.
Lee suspeels Bert Barter and M.
of the R{;LEH respectively, of being conceincd in the myscery.

overcoat is found on the edge of a cliff by a man named Wilson,
is of the apmmn that Ridley’'s overcoat was deliberately “ planted ” o
impression
Lee himself suspects that Ridley has been kidnapped,
visit Coltan, who informs them that he has examined Diek Ridley's bank account,
tund found that Langton paid the centre-forward £1,000 three days before the

(Now read on.)

ex-chatrman of the

Certainly some of his movements are
Nipper signs on

Following

Minter, centre-half and munager

James Iidley's
The deteetive,

e o e el h‘mj

that commiltedl

He und Nipper

the rex-charrman
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The surly-looking trainer, entering the *bus, missed his footing on the step and stumbied.
of rheumatism ! ** he exclaimed to one of the players.
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But Nipper knew it was because the trainer

had heard that a detective from Scotland Yard was in Northmouth !

Nelson Lee shrugged his shoulders.

“It meauns that we must do our best to
keep clear of thoe man they send feom the
Yard, or we’re going to be severely handi-
capped m a case which is just becoming

really interesting!”
N day morning, and on the Town Quay
boarded a tram going to the foot-
ball-ground at Bleakvidge. He wanted
forget the problems of the case, and eon-
centrate upon the mateh that Northmouth
were to play with Midbury City upon the
latter club’s ground.

The City were, so far, unbeaten at home,
and none of the experis expected the Rovers,
lespite their revival of form last Saturday,
to lower the Midbury elub’s proud record.
Nipper, however, hoped for the best, and
certainly hoped that he would justify his in-
clueion in the team,

It was a raw, cold morning, with a hint
of foz to eome, and he was glad to leave

The Cat Out of the Bag!

diately after breakfast on the Suatur

the tram and step it out briskly to the
ground, which was a short distance [rom the
terminus, :

Nothisng had been heard of Mayhew. His
disappearance was as complete and as mys-

IPPER left the Harbour Hotel imme- |

J
F

J
1

|

to |

tetious as that of James Ridlev, and every-
one said that it wust be more than mere
coincidence that both men should have been
wealthy, both directors of the Rovers, and
that both should have vanished at much the
same time,

Colton knew the man well.  IHis ships had
carried a good deal of timber for Mayhew,
amnd the little shipowner was in a panie. He
said that there was some vendetta against
the direetors of the Rovers, and that none
of them was safe. With fear in his bulging,
mild blue eyes, he had begged Nelson Leo
to redouble his efforts, but the detective was
groping in the dark.

Minter, the Rovers’ manager, and Bert
Barter were under suspicion. The man
named Wilson had deliberately tried to

mislead the police, and then had disappeared
before they could find ont how-he had really
comse into possession of Ridley’s overcoat.
Then Stephen Langton  had  paid  Dick
Ridley a thousand pounds, and Nelson Lee
and Nipper had identified the young ceunire-

forward as the man who had left the foot-
ball-ground with Langton when he had

deseenaed after a night flight.

“"It's a giddy jpig-saw, and the pieces won’t
seem to Ot!" murmured the youngster to
himiself, as he entered the ground by the
players’ entrance. There was only one thing
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to do—to work quictly on, unsuspected by
the men they were watching.

A big, green, closed bus stood by the
stand. The pla}Lrs were assembling  with
their bags to make the journey to Midbury,
and Nipper hurried into the dressing-room to
get his own bag. The Welsh goalie entercd
close on his heels.

THE NELSON

“We shall be late in getting away, look
you,” Dave Williams said dismally, “and
that will mean lunch being rushed. The

police are with Mr. Minter. Indeed, it was
not a rumour about Scotland Yard, for De-
tective-Sergeant Stone is here with the local
1spector.”

Nipper made no comment. Ie and his
chief knew Stone well, and the youngster
realised that he must keep out of the way
of the bluff, genial maun from the Yard.

But luck was against him. He and Dave
Williame stepped out of the dressing-room
just in front of Stephen Langton, Minter,
and a shortish, thick-set man in a blue
melton overcoat, who had a bowler hat sct
at a somewhat aggressive angle upon his
close-cropped head.

“V'fhj, young Nipper, what are you doing

here 7" boomed a genial voice. **How's tho
chief ? You don’t mean to tell me that
you’re working on this case!”

“Who's this boy?” demanded Stephen

Langton sharply.

“Don’t you know him? [ thought he was
one of your players, Mr. Langton,” said
Deotective-Sergeant Stone of Scotland Yard.
“He's yvoung Nipper Hamilton, assistant to
Nelson Lee, the man who can beat the
Yard!”’

T

A Secret Out.

IPPER knew that Detective-Sergeant
N Htone of the C.I.D. had always
Incked taet, and that 1t had kept
back 1n his profession, At the
momeni, Nelson Lee’s young assistant de-
voutly wished that it had kept him back
still further, and that the burly man had
been doing patrol duty in the streets ol
Loondon, instead of being on tho Rovers’
football-ground, blurting out the thing that
he arnd his famous chiet were so particularly
anxious to have kept quiet.

Even in his annoyance Nipper was walch-
ful of the cffect the specch would have upon
Stephen Langton and Mr. Minter. lle saw
the former glance at him with muld curiosity,
but the Rovers’ manager paled slightly, and
could not succeed in repressing a start.

“What on earth do you mean?”’ Minter
demanded shavply, and Nipper could have
sworn that there was fear in his voice. *‘1
understood they were down here on a
survey.”

“As gocd a name as any for it,” said the
Yard man, with a short laugh, and then
he turned a little apologetically to the
voungster, Sorry if I’ve blurted out auny-
thing you v.antmf kept quiet. You ought
to have tipped me the wink.”

SCIHHOOL
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A lot of chance he'd given him to do that,
thought Nipper. And that last spcech was
making things rather worse. DBut the young-
ster was not the sort to lose his head in
a crisis, or he would not have been Nelson
Lec's assistant, and, angry and apprchensive

as he was, he turned smilingly to the two
men.
“(Oh, it doesn’t matter in the least about

you two gentlemen knowing, but I feel sure
you will keep it to yourselves,” Nipper said.
“My chicf dislikes publicity, and it is often
a handicap. We are here mvestlgatmg the
mysterious disappearance of Mr. Ridley.”

Stephen Langton laughed.

“"With so much tatent on  the scene
smm_thing vurht to be discovered,” he said
dryly. “In f{act, the sergeant has already
made quite a amttimg discovery, it seecms!”

Detective-Sergeant Btoue flushed shightly.
He felt the chairman of the Rovers was pull-
ing his leg, a process he disliked; and be had
an uncomfortable fecling that Nelson Leo
would give him a very bad quarter of an
hour when they met.

Nipper turned to the astonished Dave Wil-
liame, who was staring blankly from one to
the other.

“1 suppose we’d better be getting to tho
bus,” he said calimly, and they moved along
the corridor, leaving the three men together.

“"Land ot wy fathers!” gasped Dave Wil-
liamns.  “So you are a detective! Indeed,
this is most extraordinary '

“Look here, don’t make a song about it,
Dave,” interrupted Nipper quickly. “That
ass has blurted out something that my chief
wanted kept quict. Will you promise me to
keep this to yourself?”

“Indeed, if you wish I will say nothing
at all; no, T will not say a word, look you!”
said the talkative goalie, but there was deep
regret in his voice,

Most of the players had entered the bus,
and the driver was glancing impatiently at
his watch,

“Where on earth has Minter got to?”
asked Dick Ridley. “It’s quite time we were
off.”

“There’s a f{etuctive from Scotland Yard
talking to him,” said Dave, who felt free
to speak about the C.I.D. man, though his
lips were secaled with regard to Nipper and
his chief.

Thud!
Men glanced yound. The surly-looking
trainer, entering the bus, had missed his

footing on the steps and had stumbled. The
bag he had been carrying fell to the ground.

“What’s the matter?” asked Rutherton,
the veteran back.

“Nothing. I'm all right now,” said the
trainer hastily. “Had a twinge of rheuma-
tisin which properly doubled me up.”

Nipper took his seat between Dave and
Dick Ridley, and there was a thoughtful ex-
pression supon his face. It was not rheuma-
tism, but fear that had doubled up the
trainer. To the unobservant it might have
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locked like pain, but to Nipper’s trained
eyes 1t was fear—sheer fear. But why should
thz trainer of the Rovers be so disturbed at
the presence of Detective-Sergeant Stone?

Hang RStone, anyhow! He had properly
complicated things, Langton seemed to
regard it as a joke,  but the manager had
clearly been troubled by the news Btone
had blurted out, and the mere mention ol
the presence of a Scotland Yard man had
jarred upon the trainer of the Rovers. Keen
as he was on foothall, Nipper wished that
he could get back to the hotel for a talk
with Nelson Lee, instead of going off on the
lone drive to Midbury to play against the
City.

and he wondered whether, now the truth
was out, he would ever play for the Rovers
again,

Mr. Minter came hurrying out alone.

“Isn't the chairman coming, sir?” asked
a4 man, as the manager got into the bus,

“No,” was the short reply, and then the
bus was crawling out of the ground and
descending the long hill into Northmouth.
Always a busy place, it was exceptionally
<0 on a Saturday morning, and progress
was slow. To Nipper’s embarrassment, young
Ridley insisted upon treading on dangerous
ground. He said he supposed the man {rom
J.ondon who had been called in to try and
find out what had happened to Mark May-
hew, would also try to solve the mystery ol
his uncle’s disappearance. .

“I only wish he could,” Ridley said, " but
've precious little faith in detectives!™
At those words the Welsh goalie was
attacked by a most distressing cough. Nipper
glared at him, and managed to change the
conversat: m. DBut he was puzzled. Though
he could not credit that this big young man,
who was such a fine footballer, was respou-
sible for the disappearance of James Ridley,
he knew -the methods of Scotland Yard,

knew their first rule was to search for
motive.
And zo far as had appeared at present,

the one man who had any real motive was
the big young International sitting beside
him. 'The C.I.D. man would not be long
in diecovering that, though Nipper felt
fairly certain that he would want to work
with Nelson Lee.

The bus passed along hleak roads, slowing
down through towns. It was a long, dreary
ride, and Nipper was thankful when, just
after half-past twelve, it pulled up in front
of a pleasant-looking country hotel, wheve
lunch had been ordered.

Entering the long room, where a cheery
fire was burning, he determined to forget
the problems of the sirange case, and con-
centrate upon tho game they were v play
at Midbury. He was auxious to retain his
place in the team, and he knew that his only
hope of doing so was to plav a very good
game that afternoon.

When the meal was
drifted into

counle of

some of the
billiards-room to
champions, and

over
the
locad

plavers
witeh a
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others stood round the fire in the dining-
room. Nipper had noticed that the driver
had come out to his bus, and had the
bonnet up, so, being interested in engines,
the lad decided to go out and have a look.

He had donned coat and cap, and was
making for the entrance, when he heard
a harsh voice in the smoke-room that was
forbidden to the men so shortly o meet
Midbury City. .

“You fix it with Grogau. The quicker
he's crocked and out of the way the better!”

Nipper hurried out into the chilly air.

““Now that’s very nice of them!” he said
to himself. H

He had recognised the wvoice as that o!
Mimter, the manager, although he did not
know to whom Minter had been talking.
(rogan was the ourly left-back, and Nipper
had not the least doubt that he himself was
the person to be crocked and put out ot the
way. :

This was through that blundering idiot
Stone! Nelson Lee had said that f their
identity became known, Northmouth would
becorme an exceedingly unhealthy place for
them, and it certainly looked like it.

Pretending to be interested in the small
adjustment the driver of the bus wae making,
Nipper kept a watchful eye on the smoke-
room door. 1t was Coles, the trainer, who
emerged with Minter.

(Continued on page 44.)
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» Recad This—At Once!l

HUMS, get ready to cheer!
‘ I have a bit of news that will make

N.L.
eager

shout for
with

of the
new

old recaders
joy, and readers
anticipation.

szra Quirke Is coming!

“Who is Ezra Quirke?” ask new readers.
“We have heard something about him in
* Between Ouselves,” DPeople always seem to
be asking Mr. Brooks to bring Quirke back
into the stories. Is he somehody extra
special 7"’

He ds somebody extra special, take your
Lditor’'s word for it. Quirke is one of the
most amazing characters created in schoolboy
fiction, and the former series in which he
was featured was one of the .most popular
that has ever appeared in the Nelson Lee
School Story Library.

And Ezra Quirke
shortly !

Look out for full details next week, chums!

is coming back—very

Concerning E. S. Brooks!

Readers are still clamouring for more stories
by Edwy Searles Brooks. They had better
buy either the ‘‘Boys’ Realm’ or the
“Popular.”” Yarne by Mr, Brooks appear in
hoth these papers—and in the latter case they
deal with the early adventurcs of the Boys
of St. I'rank’s.

Points From My Mail

My big budget of letters contains as usual
heaps of interesting suggestions and ques-
tions. Israel Herr, P.0. Box 3116, Johannes-
burg, South Africa, wants to hear from
lLeague members. By the way, I owe apolo-
gies to a whole crowd of friends all over
the world whose notices have not appeared.
The fact is we have been pressed for space
more than ever of late. C. B., of Plymouth,
asks about the Yire of L.ondon. This started
in the oven of Farynor, head baker to King
Charles the Second, at 2 a.m., September

THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

The Editor.

Your Fditor welcomcs letlers from all his readers:
send him one now.
“ Nelson Ice School Story
House, Farringdon Sirect, London, E.C.4.

Address it to: The Edilor,
Library,” Ileetway

end, 16066, in Pudding Lane, near London
Bridge. A Chorley chum asks who Sargon
was, This worthy was commander-in-chief to
Shalmaneser the Fourth in Assyria, 720 B.C.

There has been a little bit of trouble in a
debating society at Leeds, for the rules laid
down a three-minutes’ limit for all speeches,
and one energetic member with the gift of
the gab insisted on exceeding this limit. He
seems to have gone ahead at about 50 m.p.h.,
and other orators were riled. Small wonder]
If all ordinary methods fail, this talkative in-
dividual will have to be kindly but firmly
muzzled. @A Cape Town supporter writes,
apropos of the stories, that good Old England
takes a lot of beating. lle has pushed for-
ward a theory here at which no fair-minded
person will cavil. There are some people
who take a peculiar pleasure in running down
England, goodness Lknows why! They
imagine it 1s not going ahecad fast enough,
but slow and sure wins, and swift and sure,
which is the British way, knocks up the finest
records.

How's this, umpire? A Worthing sup-
porter has 18 pen chums all through the
N.L.. This enthusiast hus been collecting
the portraits of film stars, and has obtained
those of Ivor Novello, Norma Shearer, Bebe
Daniels, Richard Dix and a host more,

Notwithstanding the apology I have
dropped 1n above, the League has every
reason to be proud of itself. If we don’t
get as much of it in the N.L. as we would
like., the splendid organisation of chums
carries om.

A curious word of criticistn of a story (not
in the N.L.) comes from Birmingham, My
correspondent points out that he had read in
a yarn of a fellow of 17 who found a chum
of the same age lying injured in a country
road after a bhike spil, and the splendid chap
carried the vietim six miles home. Good toe
and heel work, a non-stop walk, and did not
turn a hair. A stout fellow, evidently! But
was it possible? Well, well! It just depends
on the muscles of the carrier. All power to
his biceps!



THE NELSON LEE SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

43

Boys !

MECCANO WEEK

This is

See the Special Displays in all the Shops
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This 1s the greatest week in the year

for boys

interested

INn  engineering.

Everywhere there 1s talk of Gears .and

Girders, Cranks and Couplings, and all

eering practice.
the world to equal Meccano model
building, and there 1s no other hobby
that 1s so full of interest for

‘:(’“
MECCANO £I00
MODEL-
BUILDING
CONTEST

This week also marks the
opening of another im-
portant event—the new
Meccano Model-Building
Contest, When you
call to see the special
Meccano displays at your
dealer's shop do not forget
to ask for full particulars
of the Meccano Contest
and an entry form.

THE MECCANO BOOK OF
ENGINEERING

Every boy should read this splendid book.
You can ohtain a copy from veur dealer,
price 3d. If you prefer it, send us three
penny stamps and we will send you a copy,
post free, providing you send us the names
and addresses of three of your chums.
Write clearly and be sure to put No. 12
after your own name for reference.

. MECCANO LTD,
Binns Rd., Old Swan, Liverpool
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over the country Meccano dealers are
making displays of Meccano models
which every boy should see.

Boys build with Meccano just as real
engineers build, and every detail of a
Meccano model follows correct engin-

There 1s no hobby in

1 1,

boys.

Prices of
Mececano
Outfits
from
3/6 to
280/-

J.Black & White LidF
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‘Whats Wrong with
the Rovers 7

{!’J’mah’nurfi from page 41.)

Then the players began to come out, and
Dick Ridley joined Nipper.

“I hope you do well this afternoon, yOULL-
ster,” said the centre-forward.” *You played
a tl;uncimmq good game last Saturday, and
il you can show the same form 1o day you'll

be pretty certain to play in Barter’s place
whilst you are on this surveving j{}‘:u, Is
it likely to last long 1"

“Bome weeks, 1 expect,” replicd Nipper,

a little nnTm L;rrlh' and then he saw. a iwo
scater passing ‘F.hvm and Ridley was raising
his hat to! the gixl at the wheel, whilst the
man beside ‘her stared aIE"lE] Iy ahvm!. totally
_Jgummg him, - g :
The man who' had eut the u}ww faot-
baller was was Tdward Célton, tho divector
of .the Rovers who had called Nelson Lee
and Nipper in to solve the mystery, ‘and the
girl at .the wheel was his pretiy nicce Claviee.
There', was an angry -flaish  upon Diek.
Rld]e'ﬁ;’s faeu ﬂs he turner] to Nipper.

gluchy young assisiwnd,

; in stef ment. )

“It’s a funny thing that sweh a charming
®irl' should have such a pig of an uncle!
“She-. ’]"Iﬂ{f intended coming over alone, and
was going to run me back, but T suppose the
old man tumbled to that, and set out to be

awkward. It’s only onee in a blue moon
that he ever attends an away mateh.”
Nippert sympathised. He saw the trainer

talking (b Grogan, and then they were got-
ting inte the bus to do the remaining ten
miles to Midbury.

- It was a little misty as they descended the
hl“ into the big town, almost hidden in a
pall of mist and smoke, T hey drove
cautiously, overtaking packed trams travel-
ling in the direction of the ground. Aft last
Midbury City’s enclosure was reached, and
the Rovers’ phvors alighted and were stmu n
into a large and airy dressing-room.

*Theyre was certainly no feeling of- cunhfienm:
among the I‘-:’Er)lh, M:dlnm} s Tunbeaten
record at home searcely encournged that.
Dismal Dave felt qute convineed “that he
was going to let a record number of shots
through that afternoon, whilst the homs
goalic was going to have a half- ‘mhdﬂ

(But Nipper flurls that that is rrmr; Seioof
than done, for in'the cxcitement of ‘pleying
fuutball .-"u cnant hoelp heing off fu,s auard
af times, Y ow ecan hLet that hmswum fimes
are in store for bolh Necleon' Lee and his
now that their real
Lool ‘out - for - plenty
next - week’s  grand
ey wa L P

identities are knoicn.
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