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Al sight of the police-station the man struggled desperately. Lashing out with one of his feet,
he caught Handforth a nasty kick on the shin, causing that junior to gasp with pain. *“ Let me
go ! "’ panted the man harshly.
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Full of Thrills and Tramatic Situations ! A Yarn that Grips !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in '‘ The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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Nipper and Handforth and the other stalwarts of the Junior School al

St. Frank’s bave suffered much al ithe bhands of Simon Kenmore.

Now that the Sixth-Former shows signs of mending his ways, bowever,

they are quite willing fo let bygones be bygones, as they show in #o

uncerlain way by belping Kenmore lo clear bis name of the false accusa-

{fion against bim. There’s tons of enjoyment in this powerful yarn,
- so starl reading it now, chums.—Ed,
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CHAPTER 1.
An 0Qld Acquainfance |

along the dark road. A moment later the twin headlights came into view round a
bend, and the man halted, waiting. .

He was only just outside Bannington, on the Caistowe road, and the Dccember
evening was cold and windy—and very dark. The car came along at a smart pace, and
after a moment's hesitation the stranger stood out into the centre of the road, and held
up a grubby hand.

In the gleam of the approaching headlights he was revealed as a shabby, down-at-heet
individual. His weak chin was covered by a three days' stubble, and his eyes were shifty
.and unpleasant.

" He stood ready to jump back, in case the car failed to slow up, but there was no need
for any such precaution. Ho heard the change in the engine’s note, as the driver released
his foot from the throttle; he hcard the sudden application of the brakes. The car
drew to a standstill, stopping, with slightly-throbbing eagine, near at hand.

“Hallo, there!” came a hail. “ What’s the matter ?”

“Give us a lift, guv’'nor!” said the man cagerly. *‘“Going to Caistowe, ain’t you? Be
a sport, and give us a hit!” -

"By George!” said the driver, 1n a strangled kind of voice.

But he uttered the exclamation in an undertone, and the whistling of the wind
prevented the footsore stranger from hearing it. And Bdward Oswald Handforth, of the
Ancient House at St. Frank’s, stared through his windsereen at the man.

The ecar was an Austin Seven, and in the confined rear seats Church and McClure
were comfortably squashed. The front seat next to Handforth contained only a small
parcel—Handy evidently considering that the parcel deserved hetter treatment than
either of his loval chums. To bhe exact, however, the Study D trio had had a little tiff
in Bannington, and. at the moment, they were not on speaking terms.

Church and McClure wanted to get back to St. Frank’s, but Handforth insisted upon

TIIE man turned wearily as he heard the sound of a motorcar, some distance back
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going along to Bannington Grange, which
was only a few yards further ahead, half
hidden by trees. The Grange was to be the
new home of the Blue Crusaders Football

Club—a kind of headguarters for them—and.

Handforth understood that Mr. Ulysses Pie-
combe, the manager, was at present potter-
ing about the Grange, consulting with an
electrical engineer, or some other cuch
potentate.

The Blue Crusaders were to re-play a Cup
Tie on the Wednesday afternoon—it was
Monday evening now—and Handforth was
scheduled to keep goal for the celebrated
Blues. Fatty Fowkes, the regular goalie,
was in a rather unfortunate predicament at
the moment. He was hiding from the police,
and he could not publicly appear.

“Got room, guv’nor, ain’t you?” asked
the shabby man eagerly.
“Eh?” said Handforth, with a start.

““Yes, rather! Plenty of room in here!”

“You ass!’” muttered Church. “What are
you talking about? We're not going to
Caistowe !” :

“Who said we'ro not?” demanded Hand
forta tartly. “If I want to go to Caistowe,
I'll go to Caistowe—and you can boil your-
self, Walter Church!”

“Oh, all right!” grunted Church, shrug-
ging his shoulders, ““ You can go to Halifax,
for all I care!”

“Or Timbuctoo!” muttered McClure, in a
fed-up tone.

“Idiots!” hissed Handforth, half turning
his head. “Don’t you recognise this
blighter ?" _

His chums peered forward, but they could
not see very distinctly, owing to the rain-
spotted windsereen, There had been a
shower just as they had been leaving Ban.
ningtou, and even now there was a slight
drizzle,

‘Handforth had all the advantage of the
situation. He was comparatively in the
dark, tucked away inside the little Austin
Seven, which had its hood and side cur-
tains in position. The man in the road, on
the other hand, was fully exposed to the
full glare of the headlamps. Handforth
could see his ugly face, his stubbly chin, his
shifty eves.

Aund he recognised him.

This man was the fellow who had been
drunk 1n  Helmford, the previous week.
Handforth remembered the incident very
vividly. He had kept goal for the Blue
(‘rusaders in the Cup-tie against Helmford
Town. and, coming home, he had given a lift
fo Walter IKKenmore—the elder brother of
Stmon Kenmore, the missing Sixth-Former.
Walter, who had become quite popular with
the juniors at St. Frank’s, was staying at
the old school, in the hope of clearing up
the mystery of his brother.

Handforth had every reason to remember
that incident of the previous Wednesday
evening. This man—who now stood out in
the glare of Austin’s headlamps—had been
drunk. e had reeled out into the road,
and Handforth had hit him. knocking him

unconscious. While Handy and his chums
had been fetching a doctor, Walter Kenmore
had watched over the injured man.

But when the juniors had returned, they
had found Kenmore himself unconscious,
stretched out on the road. 'The man had
recovered in the meantime, had struggled
with Kenmore, and had knocked him out.
After that the fellow had bolted.

And here he was—utterly unconscious of
the fact that this was the same car that had
knocked him down the previous Wednesday !
He had been drunk at the time, and when
Handforth & Co. had looked at him he had
been unconsciouns. So, naturally enough,
they were perfect strangers to him now,
since he had never set eyes on them. But
they, on the other hand, had seen him
clearly enough, and Handforth did not fail
to recognise hLim,

“It’s all right, then, guv'nor?” said the
man, as he opened the near-side door. “ You
don't mind givin’ a poor feller a lift, do
you ?"

“That’s all right!” said Handforth, in a
curiously grim voice. “Hop in! You want
to go to Caistowe, eh?”

“Yes, guv'nor, if it ain’t troublin’ you too
much,” said the man, as he climbed paia-
fully in, *“Gosh! There’s a nail in one o
my shoes, and I'm fair crippled.”

“That’s all right!” said Handforth, ‘“ Shut
the door after you!”’

The man slammed the door, and [IHand-
forth engaged his gears. A moment later
they were bowling off again- but instead
of stopping at Baunnington Grange, Hand-
forth drove straight on towards Caistowe,

And in Handforth’s eyes thore o 1
determined light!

-~

HE  Austin  purred
along smoothly, siow-
ing down here and
there owing to slight
patches of mist.

was silent, and Church and

Handforth
McClure, in the rear, were t.-ing to puzzle

out what their leader was up to. Even sup-
posing this was the drunken man of the
previous Wednesday evening, what was tho
good of taking him to Caistowe?

“He’s dotty ! muttered Church into Mae’s
ear. .

“That’s nothing new!” said MeClure
bitterly. “We've krnown 1t for terms.
What'’s the 1dea of dragging us into Caistowe
like this—just to oblige this rascally tramp!”

“There's never any felling what Handy
will do!” murmured Church.

But Handforth had a curious idea of his
own—and he was determined to put it into
practice. .

He considered that this man shculd be

prosccuted for  assaulting Mr. Kenmore.
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Therefore, in giving him this lift to Cais-
towe, he was determined to drive straight tu
the police station, so that hec could give
the man in charge. Any ordinary fellow
would never have thought of this extra-
ordinary scheme, but Handforth was different
from anvbody ecl!se. It was usual for him
to get the most wild 1deas.

And, as he had always fancied himself as
an amateur detective, he came to the con-
clusion that this was an excellent opportunity
for him to reveal his astuteness. This man
—this tramp—had asked him for a lift. Very
well, he ywould give him a iift!

"He would drive right into Caistowe, and
then, upon arrival, he would give himself
the pleasure of handing the rascal over to
tho police. Unfortunately, Handforth, with-
out saying anything to his chums, assumed
that they could read the weird and wonder-
ful workings of his own mind.

Caistowe was soon reached, for it was only
two or three miles from Bannington, and
the streets were nearly deserted, owing tu
the uncongenial character of the evening.
During the summer months, of course,
Cqmimv{; was alive with visitors, but in the
vwinter-time the little sea-
port was very quiet.

YOU WILL

The Austin Seven is recognised as one of
tho most remarkable littlo cars ever devised ;
but, except in the very latest models, it 1s a
bit of a conjure to get out from the confined
rear scats, especially when one is in a hurry
and when one is hampered by a companton.

Sam Pointer gave one scared look at the
blue lamps outside the police station; he
also noticed that the street was deserted, and
that the door of the police station was closed.

“You young fool!" he snarled. “What's
vour game? I don’t know what you'ro talk:
ing about! I ain’t beer in Helmford in all
my life!”

“Don't tell lies!”™ retorted Handforth
hotlv. “You're the man who was drunk—-—-
Hi! What the—— Oh, so that's the game,
is 1t ?” .

Pointer was lashing out with one of his
foot. and Handforth received a nasty kick
on the left shin,

“Vou cur!” shouted the junior fiercely.
“That’s the gamo you plaved on Mr. Ken:
more! You kicked him on the head, and
knocked him unconscious'”

“Let mo go!” panted the man harshly.

He was fighting desperately, but he was
not fighting in the manner
t h at Handforth was

Handforth  pulled up familiar with. THe did not
with a jerk outside the LEARN SOMETHING nse his fists, but his hoots.
police-station, which was He wuas kicking  wildly,
quite near the front. The T YOUR ADVANTAGE and Fdward Oswald  wae
wind-swept csplanade was ; not prepaved for this sort
close at hand, and the IF YOU TURN TO of attack.

thunder of the surf could
be heard, the tide being
at the flood,

“Here we are!” said Handforth briskly.

He opened the door, jumped out, and ran
round the car. Then he opened the near-
side door, and placed a hand on the stran-
ger’'s shoulder.

“"Lre!” ejaculated the man, startled.

“"Now we've got you, my beanty!” said
Handforth triumphantly. “You thought we
were strangers, didn't you? DBut you're the
rotter who attacked Mr. Kenmore last week,
in Helmmford ¥
He was interrupted by a strangled ejacula-
tion from Sam DPointer—for this was the
individual's name. He was staring at Hand-
forth dazedly, with a light of fright leaping
into his eyes.

“Thought you were just asking an ordinary
motorist for a lift, eh?"” went on Handforth.
“That’s where you're wrong, my beauty!
This is the police station, and you're going
straight inside! Come on—out of my car!”

IIe gave tho man a tug, and a moment
later Sam Pointer was on the pavement, with
Handforth grappling fiereely with him.
Church and  McClare, completely  be-
wildered, and bottled up in the back of the
little Austin, scrambled hard to pget out.
They did not know what all this meant.

“Quick!” came a gasp from Handforth,
“Churchy! Maec! Lend a hand, you fat
heads!”

Iii‘ We can’t get out !” gasped Church frantic-
ally.

PAGE 13.

Handforth came round
with his right, and if that
blow had gone home Mr.
Sam Peinter would have dropped quietly
out of the tussle. But the man dodged in
the nick of time, and at the same second
he brought his knee up and caught Hand-
forth below the belt.

“Ugh!” grunted the junior, in agony.

He doubled up, and Pointer swung his
clbow round and delivered a brutal thrust
on the side of Handforth's head, toppling
him completely over.

“You rotter!” shouted Church hotly.

He had just got out, and he flung humnself
at the mun. But Pointer was desperate now.
He kicked at Churceh, and floored the un-
fortunate junior at the first thrust; and
before MeClure could get out of the ear and
join the fight, the fellow had bolted. Flo
streaked away into the darkness, limping
painfully, but making good progress.

“After him!” groaned Ilandforth, as he
tried to sit up,

“He's gone!” panted Mac, as, at last, he
got out of the car. *“It's no good now,
Handy! We've lost him!"”

“Oh, you hopeless idiots!” said Handforth
witheringly. *““Just as we had him here, too
—right at the police station! What's the
good of relying upon you fatheads?”

“Well, T like that!"™ protested Church.
“We didn’t know that you had pulled up
outside the police station! And we didn't
know what your game was! Until you
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grabbed the fellow, we didn't even know that
you meant to collar him!”

“Haven't you got any brains?” demanded
Handforth tartly.

“We haven't got brains like yours—thank
goodness!” retorted MeClure. “How the
dickens could we suspect that you would try
csuch a dotty wheeze? If you wanted us to
errab the man, why didn’t you tell us earlier?
Then we could have held him in the car
while you yelled for the police to conie out!”

“By George!” said Handforth blankly. !
uever thought of that!”

CHAPTER o
Nothing Doing !

y AM

POINTER had

G‘\\' completely  vanished
R ‘when Handforth had
9 sufliciently recovered

to look up and down
the damp, misty front.

“He can’t have gone far!” he said grimly.
“We'll tell the police, and then they’ll get
on his track. i
chaps? He’s the fellow who kicked Mr.
Kenmore in the head, last Wednesday, at
Helmford !

"Yes, we could see that when it was too
late!” agreed Church. “Oh, let him go!
You're dotty, Handy! You can't charge the
man, even 1if you do find him."”

“Can’t charge him?" repecated landforth,
staring. “Didn’t he assault Mr. Kenmore?”

“Yes, but that was last Wednesday."

“What difference does that make?”

“Every difference!” said Chureh. “You
can’t take a man into a police station and
charge him with an assault that took plaxe
nearly a week ago! Besides, it’s Mr. Ken-
more’s job to make a charge, not ours! 1
don’t suppose the police would listen to wus,
In any case.’

“Of ecourse they wouldn't!” agreed
McClare. “Where's the evidence? How are
the police to know that we haven't made a
mistake? And you can bet your boots that
the man will deny all knowledge of the
Helmford affair.”

But Handforth would not listen
very reasonable arguments.

“We've got to find the rotter!” he said
gruffly. “And the first thing to do 1is to
tell the police—— Good cgg! Here's a
constable now! Wc¢'ll get him on the job!”

The door of the police station had opened,
and a uniformed figure had just emerged,
with a glistening cape over ﬁis shoulders.
It was this cape, in fact, which prevented
Handforth from noticing that the officer was
a sergeant. Which was, in a way, an un-
fortunate thing.

“Hey, just a
Handforth briskly.

The sergeant glared.

“Talking to me, young
manded sternly.

to these

minute, constable!” said

he de-

man?"’

Didn’t you recognise him, you |
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“Yes, I am!” retorted Handforth. “This
1z a fine kind of police station, I must say |
I bring you a prisoner, and we have
a struggle outside your giddy front door, and
you don’t even take any notice ! The fellow’s
got away now. What do you think you
policemen are here for?” .

“That’s about enough!”™ said the sergeant
curtly. “We don’t want none of your games
here, voung man! St. Frank’s boys, aren't
you? Well, vou'd best get back to school—
before you get yourselves into trouble.”

“Rats!” said Handforth, “You'’ve got to
find that prisoner——"

“TI’'m Sergeant Williams,” interrupted the
officer. * So not so much of your ‘ constable,’
my lad! And what's all this about a
prisoner? Trying to fool me, or what?”

“No, I'm not trying to fool yon!" said
Ilandforth. “I brought you a prisoner,
but he kicked out at us, and now he has
escaped. It’s up te you to collar him.”

“Now, now!” said the sergeant sternly.
“None of these games, young gents! You
can't play tricks like this on the Foreel”

“It’s not a ftrick!” roared Handforth.

“Go along with you!” said Sergeant
Williams, his voice very cold. “There’s no
prisoncr here, and, by what I can see, there
never has been one. You'll get yourselves
ili}tn trouble, my lads, if you play games like
this.”

“But I tell you it’s not a gajre!” pro-
tested Handforth indignantly. “This man
assaulted a friend of ours last Wednesday, in
Helmford i

“Oh, he did, did he?” said the sergeant
grimly. “In Helmford, eh? Then why don’t
vou go to the Ilelmford police? By gum!
You'd better not try these tricks on me!”

“How many moro times have I got to tell
vou that it’s not a trick!” ejaculated Hand-
forth frantically. “We brought this man
here—""

“This your car?”
sternly.

E‘h&?eﬁ-ll

“Where's your licenee?” asked the offieer
suspiciously. “¥You ain’t old enough to hold
a motor-car licence! Huh! You'll find
vourself in trouble 9
" “No, I shan’t!” broke in Handforth im-
patiently. “I've got a special licence, ®o
vou've drawn a blank!”

“Let’s have a look at 1it."”

“ But—but——" .

“And what do you mean by leaving your
engine running ?”" went on Sergeant Williams
officiously. “Don’t you know that you
mustn’t leave a car, unattended, with the
engine running?”’

“Put it's not unattended!” roared Hand-
forth. “I’'m here!”

“You're not in the car!” insisted the ser-
geant., “ Better stop that cngine straight
away.” _

Church nipped back, and turned off the
switch. In the meantime, the sergcant was
holding out his hand for Handforth's licence.

“Come on—lat’s sce it!” he said authorita-

tively.

broke in the sergeant
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Handforth was nearly inarticulate. Here
was this fatheaded sergeant asking to sec
his licence—and that prisoner was escaping
all the time!

Church and MeClure were in a bit of a
stew. It would be quite like their leader
to announce that he had left his licence in
his other suit. However, after a frantic
scarch, during which even Handforth him-
self began to get nervous, he finally found
the licence mixed up with a lot of odds and
ends in his trousers pocket.

Sergeant Williams inspected 1t, found it
in perfeet order, and scemed disappointed,

“Yes, it's all right!” he admilted grudg-
ingly. “But don't leave your engine run-
ning again, voung man! If vou do, you
might find vourself in {rouble!”

Handforth breathed hard,

“That's about the tenth time you’ve told ! said cheerily.

me that I shall find my-

on the headlights, preparatory to driving
off. As he did so a figure came 1nto sight,
and the three juniors uttered simultaneous
exclamations of recognition,.

The figure they saw was overcoated, but
this could not conceal the fact that the
man's legs were somewhat bowed. e was
stocky and muscular, with an unhandsome,

rugged countenance. :
sald ITandforth. “It's

“Bv Georgel|”
Ben !”

“Ben Gillingham—of the Blues!” nodded
Church. '

Handforth got out of the car again.

“Hallo, Ben!” he greeted hoisterously.
“What are you doing in Caistowe ?”

Ben Gillingham, the right back of the
Blue Crusaders, came up, grinning.

“T thought 1t was you youngsters!"” he
“Weren’t you serapping with

somebody thrce or four

self in trouble!” he = minutes ago?”
said, exasperated. “Yes!” said Iland-
“What about going forth., “Did you see
after that prisoner?” 1 Do YOU KNOW o g
The sergeant pulled “I was a good way
on his gloves. off, but I just managed
“We've had about that there’'s a fine long to see a bit of it,"” ro-

enough of this, young
gent!” he said sourly.
“You'd best get into
vour car and drive off
home.”

“I'm blowed if 1
will!” retorted Hand-

story of NIPPER & CO.,
of ST. FRANK'S, in this

week's 1ssue of The

plied Ben Gillingham.

“What was the 1dea?
I saw somebody run-
ning away, and he

dodged off like a streak
of lightning.”
“Did you see where

forth. “Where’s the P 0 P U L A R he went to?” asked

inspector? I'm pgoing - Handforth eagerly.

inside——"" “Yes,” replied DBen.
“Better not!”’ advised “He went into the

NOW ON SALE.,

Fisherman's Rest.”
“A clue!” ejaculated

the sergeant. ““The in-
spector’s out, anyhow,
and ~ there’s only the

station officer in the charge-room. So if yon
go into the station you’ll soon be sent about
vour business. You can la;y all the tricks
you like at school, but don’t try them on
here!”

And, with a stern nod, Sergecant Williamns
strolled off. Handforth gave his chums a
hopeless look, and they tried valiantly to
conceal their satisfaction,

“Oh, well, it can't be helped, Handy !"
said Church, as he opcned the door of the
Austin Seven, “We'd better do %s the ser-
geant says, and get back to St. Frank's. We
shall be late for calling over, oven as it
18.”

And Handforth, much to his disgust, was
compelled to admit himsclf beaten.

)

CHAPTER 4.
A Clue ! j

WO minutes later the
chums of Study D

were back in the
Austin  Seven, and
Handforth switched

Handforth. " Come on,
you chaps! We'll buzz to the Fisher-
man’s Rest and drag that rotter out!”

“DBetter not!” advised the foothaller. *‘I[
don’t know much about Caistowe, but I have
an 1dea that the Fisherman's Rest 15 a
questionable sort of place. If you go barg-
ing into it you'll stir up a hornets’ nest,
There are some pretty tough customers in
the place, I believe.”

“He's right, Handy!” said Church.
“Everybody knows that the Iisherman's
Rest is a low-down sort of pub.”

“Then they oughtn't to give it such a
peaceful sort of name!” said Handforth un-
reasonably.  ““Where's that sergeant? Wg'll
tell him, and make himn go in »

“What's the trouble, though?” asked Ben
Gillingham curiously. “Has somebody been
robbing you, or what?"

“You remember the Cup-tie last Wednoes-
day, at Helmford ?” asked Handforth,

“Well, T ought to, seeing that I played
in 1t !"” grinned Den.

“Well, on the way home we took Mr, Ken-
more with us—"

“Kenmore?” repecated DBen, f{rowning.
“"But young Kenmore is dead—or supposed
to be! Tt’s all because of him that poor
[Fatty Fowkes is hiding from the police—"
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“Yes, T know,” interrupted Handy. “ But
this Mr. IXenmore isn't the same one. He's
an eclder brother—and quite a decent chap,
too. Very different from Kenmore of the
Sixth.”

“I see!” nodded Ben Gillingham. “I1 re-
member, now, something of thoe sort. And
vou were giving him a hft fromm Helmford ?”

“Exactly ! nodded Handforth. “And as
we were coming out of the town we biffed
into a drunken man. While we were going
for a doctor, this rotter attacked Mr. Ken-
more, and knecked him out.”

“He wasn’t hurt much, then.”

“Hardly hurt at all!” said Handforth.
“Well, as we were coming along from Ban.
nington, the beggar stepped into the road
and stopped my car—and asked for a lift.
The nerve of it, you know !”

“He didn’t know it was the same car!”
chuckled Ben.

“Of course he didn't—and I gave him a
lift. and brourht him to the police station,”
went on Handforth. My idea was to give
him in charge o

He broke off as Ben Gillingham burst into
a roar of laughter,

“Have I said somecthing funny?” he asked
tartly.

“You bet you have!” grinned Ben. "By
gosh | You can’t do a thing like that, Hand-
forth! You ecan't give a man in charge for
an assault that took place the previous week
—especially as Mr. Kenmore isn’t here him-
self. You don't suppose the police would
believe you, do you? Where's your evi-
dence? Fow can you prove it?”

“But he's the same
Handforth.

“T'hat doesn’t make any difference,” re-
pliecd Ben. "The police wouldn't believe
vou—and they couldn’t arrest the man on
such flimsy evidence.”

“Do vou call my word flimsv evidence?”
asked Handforth, glaring.

“Ahem! I'm only mentioning what the
police would say!” said DBen soothingly.
“Yon take my-advice and get back to
school.  You'll only start a brawl if you go

to that low-down 1nn. Better drop it alto-
gether.”

“That's what
Ben,” said Charch.
in an awful mess.”

“How do you make
Handforth.

“Well, how do you know that this man
wouldn’t  bring a counter charge?” said
Church. *“Ho might say that you were driv-
ine carelessly, and that you knocked him
down. There's no evidence—now—that he was
drunk. If you can bring a charge against
him for assaulting Kenmore, it’s just as pos-
sible for him to bring a charge against von
for reckless driving, and for knocking him
down.,”

“But 1T wasn't driving recklessly !”” denied
Handlorth.

“Of course vou weren't, old man—but this
rotter is liable to be a liar,” explained
Chureh. “8o 1t'll be better, from every

we've been telling hun,
“If he doesn’t, he’ll be

that out?” asked

man !” protested |

| point of view, to let the whole affair slide.”

“Oh, all right!” growled Handforth re-
luctantly. “It's a giddy frost, but I sup-
pos¢ I'd better let you have your own way.
Can we give you a lift, Ben?”

“Don’t think so0,” said Ben Gillingham,
shaking his head. “Thanks all the same,
but T'mm just on my way to cateh the train
to Bannington. You're going back to Sf.
Frank’s, aren’t you?”

Yo" :

“Well, that’s in a different direction,”
said Ben. “So long! Sce you on Wednes-
day, 1 expeet.”

“Rather!” said Handforth promptly.
“I'm playing in goal for the Blues.”

“Good man!” nodded* Ben. “It’'s a pity
we can’t have poor old Fatty—but I don’t
suppose he’'ll be kept a prisoner for much
longer. 1 hope not, anyway—he's getting
fed up.” "

A minute later the three juniors parted
from DBen Gillingham, and they climbed
back into their Austin Seven, and started
off for St. FFrank’s. And if Handforth was
disappointed, Church and McClure woere
filled with untold relief.

CHAPTER 5.

More Trouble !

LOW these patches of
mist !” said Hand-
forth grumpily.

He slowed down,
for it was very diffi-
cult to see properly. Now and then the little

Austin would run into a flimsy, illusive

patch of white mist, which hung across the

road in . swirling masses, like will-’o-the-

WIsps.

“No need to hurry too much,” said
Church. *“It’s past calling-over, anyhow,
and we shall get lines for being late. Might
as well be hung for sheep as lambs ”

“It’s not worth risking going into the
ditch, at any rate,” said McClure.

Handforth sniffed.

“That’s as mwch as to say that 1 can’t
drive, eh?” he said tartly. “I don’t care
about mists!”

And he trod on the accelerator, making
the little Austin leap forward. Luckily the
road was elear just ahead, and they bowled
along 1in safety.

That meeting with Ben Gillingham had
caused them to think of Fatty Fowkes, the
unfortunate Blues' goalie. The St. Frank's
juniors had had a great deal to do with
IFatty of late. And 1t was all connected up
with the mystery which surrounded Simon
Kenmore's disappearance.

It was known that Kenmore, of the Sixth,
had had a quarrel with Fatty Fowkes a week
or two carlier. The big goalie, indeed, had
knocked Kenmore into the River Stowe—
inreensed by a suggestion of Kenmeoere's that
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When it was too late Handiorth, driving the Austin Seven realised that there was a pond straignt

ahead. Swoosh !

With a terrific splash ol water, the Austin Seven containing Handforth & Co.,

leaped towards the centre of the pond.

he—Fatty—should accept a bribe, and let his
side down,

Later Simon Kenmore had been missing,
and the police belicved that he was dead—
drowned. And a warrant had beer issued for
Fatty I'owkes' arrest in connection with the
affair,

But Fatty, knowing full well *hat he was
innocent, had gone into hiding. 1le had been
urged to do so by his fellow players, and by
the St. Frank’s juniors.

Lionel Corcoran, of the Fourth, was,
incidentally, the sole owner of i‘he Blue
Crusaders Club, and he had been helping

Iatty all along the line. And the mystery of
Simon INenmore remained as baffling as ever.
Nobody knew where he had got to, or why
he was remaining absent for so long.

Until he turned up Fatty Fowkes would
not be released from his predicament.
Nipper and Handforth and Corcoran, and
most of thie other fellows, were convinced
that Kenmore was still alive. They had seen
him—just for a moment, in a fog—after his
supposed death. This proved to them
beyvond question that Fatty Fowkes had done
him no harm. Kenmore was remaining ‘‘dis-
appeared " for some purpose of his own.

And Walter Kenmore was now at St
Frank’s.
- The fellows rather liked Walter., He was

about twenty-six, and he seemed to be made
of very different stuff to his younger brother,
The hcadmaster had sanctioned him living in
the East House, in the same quarters as
Simon Kenmore had oeccupied

And ucbody—with the sole exception of
Guy Sinclair, of the Sixth—guessed that
Simon Kenmore and Walter Kenmore were

one and the same! The rascally prefeet had
taken Sinclair into his confidenee, but all the
rest of the school had no suspicion.

Simon Kenmore was acting very cleverly,
His disguise was perfect. He had a very
exeellent reason for remaining *“hidden.”
For Kenmore himself was in fear of tho
police!  Little ¢id Hanadlorth suspect that
Sam Pointer, the rascal he had just
cucountered, was very closely conneeted with
the whole mystery!

Kenmore, realising  tvhe necessity  for
remmaining “dead,” and having nowhere else

- to go, had returred to St. Frank's in the

cuise of his own imaginary brother! What
was more, he was making a big success of
this masquerade, '

In his new identity he was striving 1o bo
more restrained—more gentlemanly., Ie had
been acting his part so thoroughl ;—so con-
sistently—that lhe was beginning 1o like his
character of Walter better than his own
cl:aracter of Simon. TFor Kenmore was [ind-
g that popularity was congenial. Hitherte
he had been thoroughly hated by every junior
in the school.

Quite by chance, the previous, week, an
action of his had been misunderstood.
Entirely for hiz own ends he had allowed
some Ancient Ilouse fellows to escape from
the East House when they had been thero
on a jape after lights-oul. Kenmore had
saved them frem Mr. Barnby Goole, the
Houscmaster of the ISast Heouse. DBut he bhad
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only ssved them because he
anxious about his own skin. The juniors
were led to believe that he had acted solely
for their benefit; and, to Kenmore's great
surprise, he had found himself cxtremely
popular,

Everybody was saving that “ Walter”
Kenmore was miles better than Stmon! And
Kenmore was beginning to  like this new
experience.  Juniors would come up 1o him
and offer to run errands; they would doff
theirs caps and give him a fnendiy greeting,
Somchow, 1t all secmed very pleasant to him,

“(zo casy, Handforth!” said Church, break-
ing into Handforth’s thoughts as he bent
over the wheel, peering into the mist and
darkness. ‘' 1t’s pretty thick here !

~“I know the road!” replicd Handforth.
“T've been thinking about uld Fatty, you
know. What's going to happen if Kenmore

His brother doesn’t

6

doesn’t show up again?
scem to be Going much——’
“Never mind about Kenmore now !

132

pwt 1n

Chureh.  *“*You’d better give all your atten-
tion to the driving,”
“A good motorist,” retorted Handforth,

“drives automatically.”

They had just recached the top of a stiff
rise, and the Austin was surging forward on
the level ground again. Just ahead there was
an extra thick pateh of mist,”

“IEasy, Handy !” nrged McClure.
a bend just here i

“A bend?”’ repeated Handforth, staring
forward., “Rats! That's at the top of the
next rnse ”’

“There's

“No, it isn't!” shouted Mac, in alarm.
“It’s here! You've got to turn sharp to the
left—— Hi! Look out!”

At the last second Handforth realised that
he was gcmg too fast. The bend was here—
and right ahead lay a pond!

Handforth & Co. knew all about it a second
later, for they plunged straight in!
CHAPTER 6.
'’2" Handforth’s Unlucky
Evening !
WOOOSH ! :
With a terrific
splashing of water,
the  Austin Seven
leaped elean towards

the centreof the pond.

Owing to the mist, Handforth had mistaken

the surtace of the pond for the wet surface

of the road! Ile had made up his mind that

the bend was at the next hill, and when he
realised the truth it was too late to swerve.

The pond lay at the side of the road, just
on the bend, and it was unprotected by any
railing. It was one of those ponds where
cattle go down to drink—for there was a
farm elose at hand, now hidden by the mist,

“We're in!" gurgled Chureh frantically,

With a sndden lurching and swaying the
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Austin came to a halt—right
centre of the pond!
“Great Scott!” said Handforth, in dismay.

He had both his feet hard down—the cluteh
being out and the brake being on. Not that
the appheatlon of the brake was much good
here, n the middle of the pond. The engine
gave a feeble kind of quiver, spluttered once
or twice, then abruptly stopped. Water came
gushing in tremendous cascades through the
floor boards—or, to be more exact, throngh’
the pedal slots in the metal-work, since there
are no actual floor boards in an Austin
Seven, (Another great cascade came up be-
tween the two front seats, through the back
axle oiler hole. Handforth found his ankles
being cavered, for the water was creeping up'
rapl(ﬂ

"We're sinking,”

i the very

he cjaculated in a gasp-

ing voice. ‘‘Here! -We'd better get ont of
this, you chaps!”

“Oh, you ﬁopvlusﬁ chump ! groaned \i[c-
Clure. “We tried to warn you, but you
wouldn’t take any notice! We're marooned

now—right in the middle of this rotten
ponid ! t

“My car will be ruined!” said Handforth
dismally. “ She'll never run acain after bmng
drowned like this!”

“Never mind about your car!
Church, *“We'd better be careful
we're not drowned !

The Austin was lurching to starboard, the
near side wheels sinking into the soft mud
at the bottom of the pond. She listed more
and more, and was in mminent danger of
overturning. |

Church managed to get the near side door,
open, and he fell through rather than'
scrambled out. The next moment he went
headlirst into the pond, and the car gave a
jolt in the other direction, pitching Hand'
fmtll headlong,

MceClure got out somehow, and three
minutes later the ’napioni chums of Study D
were on the road. But in scrambling out—

snapped
that

'lin ploughing thei way through the pond—

they had got themselves smothered from head
to foot in thick mud. :
“This 1s what comes of motoring with a
maniac !” said McClure bitterly. * My good-
pess! I'm in a shocking moa*‘”
“Let's run " said Chureh. “*If we hang
about here like this we shall get pneumonia,

or somcthing! The only thing is to keep
moving—so that we shan’t get cold.”

“Cold ¥ said McClure, with chattering
tecth. “I'm frozen already!”

Handforth was gazing disconsolately into
the murk, where, in the centre of the pond,!
he could ]u«t distinguish a vague lump. Tt
was the hood of his precious Austin, and the
vest of the car was under water,

‘”s'w can’t. go yet!” he said fiercely.
“We've got to get my car out!”

“Idiot ! roared Church. “We can’'t do a
job like that! It’ll need horses—or another
car, with a tow-rope! There’s a garage in
Bellton, isn't there?”

“By George, ves!” said Handforth, “Tt
hasn’t been there long—because Bellton is
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years behind the times.
ness, there's a garage now !
on the way home.” .
- Bven Handforth realised the impossibility
of retrieving the car. A moment later he and
his chums were running hard along the road,
and before they reached Bellton their circula-
tions had revived, and they were fecling
warmed,

i There was a ¢mall garage at the end of the
village, near the station, and the proprietor
was startled when he saw the muddy appari-
tions run into his yard. But as soon as he
understood that Handforth was one of them,
and that Handforth’s Austin Seven was in a
pond on the Caistowe road, he readily under-
took the task of towing the car out.

“Leave it to me, young gent!” he said
briskly. “I’ll take the old ¥ord along at
once, and fetch your little 'bus home. Tl
put her right again by to-morrow. I don’t
s'pose she’ll have come to much harm, unless
you've cracked the cylinder head.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Haddforth.

“That's not likely, though,” added the

But, thank good-
We'll stop there

Earagc proprietor. “Water in the car-
urettor and the magneto is about the oniy
trouble. I'll try and have her ready by to-

m-lﬁfriow evening, and I'll bring her up my-
self.

And Handforth had to be satisfied with
this, Church and McClure privately thought
that the garage man would be a miracle-
worker if he delivered tho car, in running
condition again, by the following evening.

The three juniors ran on, and by the time
they got into the Triangle of 8t. Frank’s
they were half-dry. The mud was caking
over them, and their faces were scarcely
recognisable,

“If we can only dodge in on the quiet, we
might escape notice!” said Church. “We
don’t want a prefect or a master to see us!”

“Why not?” asked Handforth. “The thing
was an accident, wasn’t 1£7"

“Well, I suppose it was, but we don't want
the Head to drop on you, Handy,” said

Church. *“He might forbid you to drive a
car again. You know what these masters
are.”

“My hat, T hadn't thought of that!"” said
Handforth, with a start.

Before they could reach the Ancient House,
however, they were spotted by a big crowd
of Removites, who were just coming out of
tho gymnasium, and a moment later the
unhappy chums of Study D were surrounded.

CHAPTER 17
Keeping It Dark !

IPPER, the captain of
the Remove, was in
the forefront, and he
stared at Handforth
& Co. in amazement.
“What's happened?” he asked. ‘‘What
have you chaps been doing?”

11

Before Handforth could reply, a yell wenc
up from some of the other Removites.

“It's those rotten  Ifourth-I'ormers!”
shouted somiebody. * Handforth & Co. have
been japed Corky and his pals have rolled
them in the mud!” ’

“(Great Scott!”

“Down with the Iourth!”

There wus an uproar. Japes were com-
monplace nowadays. Since Lionel Corcoran
had entered the East House section of the
Fourth Iform, there had been some very
lively times. For “Corky” had revived the
spirits of the East House juniors, and they
were now becoming a foree that had to bo
reckoned with. Indeed, the TFourth Form,
as a whole, was going all out to eclipse the

Remove.

“How did they do 1it, Handy?"
Fullwood cagerly. “We'll slaughter
for this!”

“Yes, rather!”

At that moment Corcoran and Armstrong
and Griffith came out of the Kast House, 1n
order to find out what all the noise was
about. There was an immediate rush, and
the three IKourth-I'ormers were grabbed,
hauled down the 1Sast House steps, and half
tho breath was knocked out of them.

“Here, I say!” protested Corcoran.
“Steady, vou asses! Pax!”

“Pax be blowed!” yelled De Valerie.
“You've japed some of our fellows "

“Chuck 1t !” bellowed Handforth, charging
up. ““Corky & Co. didn’t do this!”

“What!”

“It was an accident!” shouted Handforth-
“We ran into a ditch, in the mist.”

“Ran into a ditch!” echoed Nipper.

“Well, not a ditch, exactlv—a pond!” said
Handforth. “Ii's a lucky thing we weren’t
drowned.”

He cexplained, with much attention to
detail, that the mishap was in no way the
rcsult of careless driving. And then Church
and McClure, with considerable relish, pro-
ceeded to point out that if Handforth had
taken their warning the corner would have
been negotiated in safety. _

“Good old Handy!” chuckled Nipper.
“By what I can hear, it serves you right!”

“But it doesn’t serve ns right!” said
Church complainingly.

“Ha, ha, hatl”

Handforth dragged his chums aside, whilst
the juniors yelled with laughter. |

“Rats to 'em!” he said grufly. “And
yvou're a fine pair, aren’t you, to tell fibs likoe
that "

“Tt wasn't a fib!” protested McClure.
“You know jolly well that we tried to
warn you-—

“Well, never mind!” interrupted Hand-
forth, “Look here! .I’ve just thought of
something. Before lonﬁ. some of these in-
quisitive fatheads will be asking us what wo
were doing in Caistowe.”

“That’s quite likely,” said Church,

“Well, if they ask you, don’t tell them!”
warned Handforth. “I’'m going to keep it
dark about that tramp chap we picked up.

asked
them
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If we say anything about it to the fellows,
they’ll only laugh at us.”

“Laugh at you, you mean!” said McClure
pothtedly.

Handforth waved a muddy arm.

"They'll laugh at us!” he 1nsisted. “So
we'd better keep mum about the whole
affair., See?”

C'hureh and McClure did see, and they
were of ovinion that this was the most sen-
sible course., They were rather surprised,
indeed, that the suggestion had come from
andforth. Jf they had hinted that it would
be boetter to keep quiet, Handforth would
promptly have told them to go and eat coke.

But they ecould easily understand why
Fdward Oswald was so anxious for secrecy
on the subject. The rank and file of the
juniors would undoubtedly hgwl with
laughter if they got wind of that adventure.
Handforith picking up a tramp and giving
him o lift to Caistowe, so that he could hand
him over to the police! In a way, it was
certainly funny. Ioven Handforth was begin-
ning to realise 1t now,

“You fellows had better get indoors, and
change into some respecta,gle togs,” said
Nipper, as he joined the chums of Study D.
“Tf a master sces vou like this, he’ll start
asking auestions.”

“Yes, we'll gzo!” said Handforth, nodding.

At that moment, he caught sight of Mr.
Kenmore, There was a slight resemblance to
the Simon Kenmore that St. Frank’s had
known so well. Nobody thought anything of
this, since “Walter” Kenmore was tho
brother of the bullving Simon. Walter, how
ever, was taller; by reason of the fact that
Kenmore had increased the height of his
heels, and his very clothing added an
tllusory effect. Walter, too, wore a mous-
tache and big glasses, and his front top teeth
were very promment. On the top of all this,
his character scemed entirely different. )t
not only scemed different, but 1t was
different. For Kenmore had been holding
himself in check ever since he had com-
menced this masquerade; and he was now
acting decently in most things, because he
found that it paid him better.

“What on earth have you youngsters been
up to?" he asked, staring at the muddy
three. “Is this a new game, or what?”

Kenmore was intent on passing by, for he
made a practice of associating with the
juniors as little as possible, just to be on the
safe side. But the sight of those three
juniors brought him to an inveoluntary stop.

“We’'ve been having the very dickens of
a time!” said Handforth impulsively. “Yon
remember that chap in Helmford, Mr. Ken-
more? You know, the drunken one——"

.Handforth paused, as Church nudged him
in the side,

“Eh?” he went on, turning. “What's that
for, Churchy? Oh!”
“Let’s zet indoors,
Church.

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth hastily.

and change!” hissed
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“What were you going to say?” asked
Kenmore. “There’s such a din going on that
I didn't catch——"

“1t doesn’t matter,” broke in Handforth.
“Nothing important. Come on, my sons!”

He dragged his chums away, and they
were grinning.

“And you're the chap who asked us to
keep mum!” said McClure dryly. " Another
two words, Handy, and you would have told
| Mr. Kenmore all about it.”

Handforth only grunted. Neither he nor
his chums guessed that that piece of informa-
tion about Sam Pointer was the crucial clue
that Kenmore most required to get him out
of his troubles! .

CHAPTER 8.

Sam Pointer’s Fear !

R. SAM POINTER
looked somewhat
blearily across the
%‘ublic bar in the

isherman’s Rest.
He was sitting at a little table in a quiet
corner, well away from the swing doors.
And by this time he had ceased to watch
those doors with fearful expectancy.

An hour had elapsed since he had got away
from Handforth & Co., and during this hour
Mr. Pointer had been drinking very heavily.
The landlord, indeed, had been rather sur-
prised to find that this down-at-heel stranger
had a plentiful supply of silver.

But although Mr. DPointer's immediate
fear was allayed, he was nevertheless in a
very scared condition. There was a hunted
look in his eyes, and when u policeman had
looked into the bar, ten minutes earlier,
Myr. Pointer’s face had become almost ashen.

There was reason enough for his condition
of fear,

It was he who had accepted an eight-pound
cheque from Simon Kenmore, four or five
weeks carlier, in settlement of a gambling
debt. It was he who had altered the “eight’
to “eighty.” Mr. Pointer had cashed that
altered cheque, and he had cleared out of
Bannington without further delay. And
Kenmore was held responsible for the
forgery. Kenmore, indecd, was suspected of
being the actual forger, and it was for this
reason that he preferred to remain “dead.”

Until the previous week, Mr. Pointer had
believed himself to be perfectly safe. He
had had a very hectic time recently, spend-
ing his ill-gotten mone®%. A good deal of 1t
had gone on racccourses—backing horses
lavishly, and losing. For Mr. Sam Pointer
was a race-track loafer, who,'as a general
rule, went about with lean pockets, cadging
here and cadging there.

On the previous Wednesday, however, he
had encountered “Walter ” Kenmore. For
Kenmore, on finding this man, had not re-
vealed his true identity. He had pretended

to be his own brother, and he had told Sam
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COMING NEXT WEEK—EZRA QUIRKE!

The boy magician ! Sinister, mysterious, amazing !

St. Frank’s has known this remarkable character before and many were the extraordinary
things that happened during his sojourn at the famous school.

For a long time, however, nothing has been heard of him; but now he is to make his
reappearance—a Quirke as weird and as mysterious as ever !
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Reggie Pitt unexpectedly finds himself the owner of a castle—Raithmere Castle. For years
this once picturesque pile has been empty and deserted ; 1t has been allowed to go almost
to ruin. And stories have gone the rounds that the castle is haunted!
1s afraid to enter the place, for fear that the unknown Presence will strike.

Edwy Searles Brooks has written many brilliant mystery series, but surely none to sur-
pass the one starting next week. Look out for © The Return of Ezra Quirke! " in next
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Quirke himself

Pointer, straight out, that he intended
taking 1mmediate action. Pointer, in des-

peration, had kicked Kenmore in the head,
and had bolted. Since then he had been
in mortal fear.

He believed that Kenmore's
was putting the polico on his track. Ho
had not dared to go anywhere by train, or
even by motor-bus. For days he had skulked
in lodgings in Helmford—new lodgings that
he had hurriedly obtained.

Ho had thought of ways and means of
getting away. He had idcas of going to
London, but he was frightened to do so,
belicving that the london police would bu
informed of that forgery, and that a look-
out would be kept for him.

So, at last, he had walked from Helmford
to Bannington. But he had skirted DBan-
nington, passing along in the dark, andg,
footsore, he had not thought that he would
encounter anv danger by asking a passing
motorist for a lift.

Handforth's nnexpected action had conse-
quently given him a fresh shock, and had
rencwed all his fears,

“Anvthing wrong, mate?" asked a cheery
voice ncar him.

He started, looked round, and found a
stoutish, red-faced individual sitting down
at the same tablo in the alcove. The new-
comer was a greasy-clothed man, and he
scomed anxious to get into conversation.

““No, there’s nothing wrong—leastways,

“brother

nothing that you can do to help!” replied
Pointer gruffly, and rather thickly, *“I'm
fed up, that's all! Fed up to the blinkuy’
eyes!”

“You look it!"” said the other, nodding.

“Off a ship, ain’t you?"” asked Pointer.
with a dull look at the other.

“You've hit 1t, matey!” said the man.
“Slade’s my name—Joe Slade. Fireman
aboard the Narcissus,” he added, with a jerk
of his thumb over his shoulder, vaguely in-
dicating the harbour.

“SFLiﬁIl' boat " asked Pointer,

“Lummy! You ain’t 'arf 'ad a few, ain’t
you!?"” said Slade., *““Fust time I've ’eard
of a fireman aboard a windjammer! No,
yvou idiot! The Narcissus is a tramp steamer,
She's  sailin® on  Wednesday—bound for
Spain.”

“Wish I was goin’!” said Sam Pointer
enviously. “Gosh! TI'd give somethink to
get out o the country ! I {ell you, I'm fed
up with bein’ "ere! ’Specially in this rotten
weather! Too eold fer my likin’!”

“You look scared, mate!” said Joo Slade
curiously. “ Proper scared, you do!”

“Well, T ain't scared!” said Pointer
fiercely,  “You can mind your own busi-
ness!”

“That’s all right, old sport!” said Slade
cheerily. “’Ave a drink with me. We don't
nced to quarrel.”

He had already guessed that Mr. Pointer
was in fear of the police. The man’s hunted
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look was suflicient. Slade had knocked about
the world a good bit, and he wasn’t exactly
a foo!, erther,

“Got any money ?” he asked casually.

“Yes, a bit,” sald Pointer, turning upon
Liz companion with a sudden eager light in
his eyes.! “Look ’ere! I’ll tell you some-
thin', old pal! I tramped to Caistowe—
and I thought, maybe, that I'd get a berth
on some ship. Fed up with bein’ here, in
tho winter-time, I am. I suppose there ain'{
any chance o mo gettuw’ sigued on aboavd
this tramp steamer you've spoke of 7"
“Not a chance in the world, mate!” re-
plied Joe Slade promptly. “We don’t want
any new ‘ands, as far as I know. And the
skipper 1s a bit of a "ard nut. Won't take
men unless they’ve got good papers. If a
bioke comes up with a bad discharge, he
i‘!nn'r stand no sort o' chapce with our Old
Man!” -

“But I ain’t never bin to sea!” said
Pointer.
“YWhich makes it all the wuss!” nodded

Joe Slade.

He lcaned forward, then, and lowered his
volee.

‘Still,” he added, *“if you've got a bit o’

cash, 1 dare say somethink might be
wangled !
CHAPTER 8.
The Bargain !
HAT do you mean—
somethin’ might be
wangled ?” asked

. Sam Pointer, staring.

“All depends if
vou've got any money !” said the ship’s fire-
man.,

“Well, T ain’t—not much!” replied Poin-
ter. ““Nor more than a few quid, least-
wavs,”’ '

“Five quid?” asked Joe Slade.

“Maybe.”

“It you've got five quid, I can pull it
off for you!” deelared Slade eagerly. “ Look
‘'ere, mate, no swank about this ‘ere. Foi
five quid, I'll smuggle yon aboard the old
tub, an’ nobody won’t know any different!
You'll be in Spain afore you know what’s
‘appencd.”

Sam Pointer had a feverish look in his
[‘:n"::.“\..

“Spain!” he muttered. “’0Ot country,
pin’t 1t ?”

“Not too 'ot!” replied Slade cautiously.

“You ain’t callin’ at any other port before
vou get to Spain, I suppose—at Plymouth,
or any piace like that?”

“Lammy, nol We don’t touch no British
port after leavin’ Caistowe.”

There was a stlence for some minutes, and
when it was broken Sama Pointer spoke in a
voice that was charged with suspicion.

You ain’t tryin’ to play no tricky game
on me, I s'pose?” he asked fiercely.
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“Matey, I wouldn’t trick you for no
money !” sald Joe Slade. ‘‘Show us the
fiver—that's all I want you to do! Just show
us it! Safe enough in ’ere,” he added, with
a cautious look round. *“And you can casily
‘oller for ’elp if I start any monkey business
—which I shan’t!”

Pointer hesitated for a moment, and then
he fummbled in his pockets, and at length he
produced a crumpled bundle of Treasury
notes. Joe Slade did not trouble to count
them—he could see that there were more
than five.

“Good cnough for me!™ he said. *Stow
'em away, matey—stow 'em away! This "ere
thing is 'as good as done. The skipper and
most of the officers are ashore, and they
won't come abaard until Wednesday mornin’,
I’ll shove you down in one o' the store-
rooms somewhere, an’ you'll be safe enough
there. You can pay me arter we've sailed.
Fair enough, ain’t it?" ,

“When are you goin' to take me aboaird
—Wednesday ?”

“No, mase, to-night!” replied Slade. " No
sense in waitin’ till Wednesday., It’ll be
safer to-night—an’ easier. I can give you a
good doss, an’ keep you supplied in grub
till arter weo've sailed.”

Mr. Slade bad his eye on the money., He
was delermined that Sam Pointer should not
go out of his sight, If he waited until
Wednesday, it was quite on the cards that
Pointer would be broke by the time he came
on board—even if he succeeded i stowing
himself away safely.

“Grub ?” repeated Sam. “I'll be all right
for grub—until after we’ve sailed?”

“YESI,’

“What about later on?” asked Pointer.
“Don’t 1 get any grub when we've left
port "

“You'll get the same grub as the rest of
the crew,” replied the fireman. “You dont
expect to be took to Spain as a stowaway
all the voyage, do yer?”

“What's goin’ fo "appen, if 1'm
found ?”

“0Oh, vou'll be found by Thursday morn-
in’, at latest,” replied the fireman. ‘“In
fact, you'll ’ave to be found. I can’'t take
no risk like that, I dessay vou'll ’ave a hit
of a row with one o the ollicers, but it
won’t amount to h.”

then,

muici.

“PBut what'll "appen to me?” asked Sam
tremulously.  “They won't lock me up, will
they ™

“Lummy, ain’'t you a mnercent?” asked
Mr. Slade. *“’Course they won’t lock you
up ! They’ll just shove vou to work—serub-
bin’ decks, or somethink. Then, when we
reach port—an’ that’ll be Spain—they li
probably shove you ashore.”

“They won't bring me back to England ?”

“Not likely!” said Slade. “Why, the
old Narcissus may not come back to England
for a yecar or two., Ain't I told you she's
a tramp? We don’t know what cargo we'll
pick up arter we've discharged the stuff
we've got aboard now.”
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In his own mind Siade had half an idea
that Sam Pointer would be landed at the
Spanish port, and handed over to the DBritish
consul. For Slade was pretty certain that
Pointer was wanted by the police—and
rather badly wanted, too, Still, it wasn't his
business, and if he could pick up an easy
tiver, why shouldn’t he? Naturally, whon
the stowaway was found he—Slade—wouid
know nothing about it,

Sam Pointer was silent for some time, and
Slade became impatient,

“Well?"” he asked. *Can't you make up
your mind?”

“Not yet!” muttered the other, * Let me
think it over. I ain’t so sure yet.”

Sam Pointer had never been to sca in his
life—and he did not relish the prospect.
Still, it provided him with a way out. And
he did not seo what clse could be done. He
feared that the police were after him, and
nhe knew, too, that the sentence for forgery
would be severe.

By taking this chance—by allowing him-
sclf to be smuggled on board the tramp
steamer—there wasn’'t so much to be afraid
of. He hated the idca of hard work, but
he was between the devil and the deep sea;
and the deep sea certainly appealed to him
most, '

“T'll do 1t!"” he said suddenly, as he bent

forward, and looked at Slade with feverish-

eves. “I'll give you a fiver, mate, if you'll
get me safely aboard.”

“Donec !

“But, mind you, I ain’t payin' until we've
got well out of port!” said Pointer cun-
ningly. “You don't get no money until
Thursday, at least—until we're so far out
that they can't put me ashore agin. That's
understood, ain't it?”

“It’s a bargain!” said the fircman, as he
exlended his hand. “I've scen your money,
mate, and that's good cnough for me. If
this 'ere thing don't come out right, yvou
needn’t pay me. Fair cnough, ain’t it?”

And Sam Pointer was compelled to admit
that 1t was perfectly fair,

CHAPTER 10.

A Liltle Misunderstand-
ing !

BHE door of Study C,
11 the Ancient
House at St, I'rank’s,
buirst open, and
Edward Oswald
llandforth strode in.

“Just the chap I want t> see!”™ he said,
as he caught sight of Nipper.

“Well, vou can sece me,” said Nipper, who
was stoking up the fire. “'There's no charge,
old man. Gaze, and take your flL”

“Ass!” satd Handforth. “What about
this afternoon’s Cup-tie at the Stronghold #”

It was Wednesday morning, and breakfast
was just over. The day was clear and

Lo

calm, with secarcely a breath of wind., There
was every prospect of a glorious afternoon
for the big game at the Stronghold—the Bluo
Crusaders’ enclosure in Baunington.

“I'm just going over to sce Corky,” said
Nipper. *Wouid you like to comc ?”

“You bet I'll come!” replied Handforth

promptly. “1 want to see Corky about the
game, too. I'm going to keep goal for the
Blues.”

“Well, that’s the latest information,”

agreced Nipper, “Tatty Fowkes 1s still in
hiding, and I don’t think he'll be available.
P’oor old IFatty !”

Handforth- nodded.

“Hard cheese!” he agreed. “0OFf course,
I just love playing for the Blues in goul—
but half of my enjoyment is spoilt becanse
I know that Fatty is perfectly fit. He could
play for the Blues if it wasn't for that rotter,
Kenmore. Why doesn’t he show up ?”

“Well, we haven't time to discuss IKenmore
now !"" said Nipper briskly. “We know he
i1sn't dead, and we know he's in hiding some-
where—for some reason of his own. Dut
we shall have to let 1t go at that for the
moment, ILootball 1s the most important
sithject to-day.”

“All the same, 1t's getting a bit thick !”
protested Handforth, *“The days keep going
by, and nothing fresh crops up. Poor old
Ifatty remawmns in hiding, and 1t looks as
though he'll never be able to show himseli
in the open again,  As for Kenmore, I be-
lteve he's belted out of the country, or some-
thing.”

Huandlorth wasn’'t the only fellow who was
beginning to get really worried. The whole
thing was hanging on indefinitely, it seemed;
and the worst of it was there was no ghost
of a chance that the situation would be
altered. There was no line of inquiry that
could be pursued. Iiver since Simon Ken-
more had vanished he had left no real trace.

However, as Nipper had said, nothing
could be done this morning, 'Fhere was the
big Cup-tic at the Stronghold, and a good
many of the St. I'rank’s fellows were keenly
interested—mainly because Handforth of the
Remove was booked to keep goal for the
famous Blues.

And then, of course, l.ionel Corcoran of
the Iourth was the owner of the Blue
Crusaders Club, and Tieh Harborough, tha
new fellow in the Remove, was the Dlues
celebrated schoolboy winger, So nowadays
St. Frank’s felt that it had a very active
interest in this renowned professional ¢lub.

In the lobby Nipper and Handforth found
Sir Montie Tregellis-West and Tommy Wat-
son. They were watting for their leader.

“Shan’t be a minute!” said Handforth.
“1 want to pop to the study for something.”

“All right,” nodded Nipper. “We'll go
on,”
The chums of Study C erossed the Triangle,
and entered the Iast House. They did so
quite boldly, for they had come on a legiti-
mate mission—to wit, the discussion of foot

ball. House rows, in such circumstances,
L were definitely off. -
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The three Removiles reached Study No. 12
without meecting anybody, and Nipper
tapped briskly on the door. As there was
no answer, Nipper opened the door and
entered,

“My hat!” he ejaculated.
matter in here?”

The study was thick with smoke, and it
was cmpty of huinan ocenpants, The fire was
burning sluggishly in the grate, and most of
the smoke, instecad of going up the chimney,
was coming out into the room.

“Somebody's been having a lark, per-
haps?" suggested Tommy Watson. They
went over to the fireplace. Nipper bent
down, and was in the act of looking up
the chimney when a yell came from the pas-
sage outside.

“Great Scott!

“What's the

Corky's study's on fire!”

sang out the voice of I'reeman, of Studyd

No. 16.

A moment later Freeman and Dallas and
Steele looked into- the doorway, and when
they caught sight of the visitors their expres-
sions changed.

“Remove rotters!” Dullas,
“ Rescue the Fourth |”

In a flash, Kemp and Conroy, of Study
No. 17, were on the scene, and they were
soon joined by Turner and Page and Harron.

“You bounders!” shouted Kemp. “What
have you been doing to Corky's chimney?”

“Nothing, you silly fatheads!” retorted
Nipper. “We've only just got here. We
found this chimney smoking——"

yelled

“Tell that to the Marines!” shouted Page. |

“You've been messing about with that fire-

place, you japing rotters! On them, the
IFourth 1”

“Down with the Remove!”

*“Hurrah |”

“Begad!” gasped Sir Montie. ‘ Really,

»

dear old boys——

“Run!” urged Nipper.
fellows !

It was essentially a casec where discretion
was the better part of valour. These Fourth-
Iformers were excited: they had taken 1t
for granted that Nipper & Co. had been
deliberately “monkeying ”’ with the
place, and they were too excited to listen
to any explanations. Unless Nipper & Co.
cleared out quickly, they would be handled
with great severity. Far better to go—and
then explain out in the Triangle, where
viclence would not be so easy.

With a quick movement Nipper tipped up
the study table, and about four of the
Fourth-Foriners went tumbling over. In the
confusion Tregelljs-West and Watson reached
the door—which was now unguarded, for all
the Fourth-Formers had rushed into the
roori. .

1n a flash they were out, and Nipper
rushed after them. They tore down the
corridor, and went flying through into the
lobby.

And the Fourth-I'ormers, excited and in-
dignant, strcaked after them in full cry!

“Come cn, you

fire-
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CHAPTER 11,

By Sheer Chance !

IMON KIENMORE,
centering the Iast
House, was looking

thoughtful and
worried.
to be worried, He

too.

He had reason | 0.
was getting anxious about his position at

St. Frank's. In his character of “Walter,”
he was not a scholar at the old sehool; he
was only there by invitation of the head-
master. And even the kindly old Dr. Staf-
ford would bhegin to wonder at this pro-
longed stay. e might also begin to sus-
pect that everything was not as it should
be, for Kenmore, for very obvious reasons,
had avoided all congact with the Head.

Kenmore was aware of a rush of feet as
he reached the top of the IBast House steps.
The next second three juniors came flying
out like hares in flight from a greyvhound.

“Look out!” shouted Kenmore frantically,

Crash !

His yell of warning was too late. Nipper,
who was coming first, caught him fairly
in the middle, and Kenmore went stagger-
mg backwards down the steps, with Nipper

tumbling over, practically on the fop of
him.

Thud !

Kenmwore hit the ground violently, and

Nipper half 1olled over him. And in that
split second Nipper saw something that posi-
tively gave him a jolt. For it really scemed
to him that “Walter's” prominent f{ront
tecth shifted up and down for a flash, as
though they were loose! But it was only a
flash, and then Nipper picked himself up,
gasping.

The shouts of the Fourth-Formers were
just hebind him, and he ran like the wind.
Tregellis-West and Watson had already
streaked across the Triangle.

Kcnmore sat up, and as he half got to his
feet the FFourth-Formers came streaming out,
and he was bowled over again.

“You confounded young idiots!” snarled
Kenmore, in his old tone. “What theo
thunder——""

He pulled himself up, gasping, but fortu-
nately none of the excited Fourth-Formers
had heard him. They had got halfway
across the Triangle, and now they found
themelves facing a big crowd of Removites
—a rather bigger crowd than themselves,
They pulled up short, breathing hard, i

“What's the idea of this?’ demandea
Handforth, who had come out with Church
and McClure.  “Were you fellows bolting
from these silly Fourth-Formoers?”

“Yes, we were!” gasped Tommy Watson.

“Then I'm surprised at you!” said Hand-
forth sternly, “I’'m particularly surprised at
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** Run, you two fellows ! ** urged Nlpper to his two chums
With a quick movement Nipper tripped up the study table ;

tion was the better part ol valour,

17

[t certainly was a case where discre-

about four of the attacking Fourth-Formers went tumbling over, and in th: resulting confusion
Tregellis-West and Watson made good their escapo.

you, Nipper! You're not scared of these

chumps, are you?”

“I'm not feeling in any mood to be
slanghtered this morning, Handy!” said
Nipper, breathing hard. “These Fourth-

Iormers were preparing to wipe us cut of
existence.”

“It's Iucky for you that you escaped!”
panted 'T'urner, “What do you mean by
coming into our House and messing about
with the chimneys?”’

Nipper walked over. He was quite safe
now, for there were one or Lwo prefeets
hovering about in the offing and the Fourth-

Formers were neot  likely to start any
hostilities, :
“You fellows are too jolly hasty.” said

“What o you

Nipper, with some feeling.
mean by trying to jump on us like that?

“You've been playing a jape on us——
began Page,

“Rats!” interrupted Nipper.
cver to sce Corky about (lus afternoon's
Blues” mateh. We found that study fire
smoking, and we were trying to cure it."”

“What!” ejaculated Clifton, “Dc¢  you
mean to say that you weren't playing a
jape?”

“Of conrse we
snapped Watson.

“Honour bright?”

“Yes, honour bright ! said Nipper. “ You
wouldn’t let as explain in there, and wo
didn’t want to be left at the merey of you
maniacs in vour own House. Out here we
ran explain—in safety "

“We came

weren't, you fatheads!”

said Turner.

r’!

“Well, I'm jiggered!”
“T'hey weren't japing us at all, you chaps

“And by the look of things you've half
killed Mr. Kenmore,” said Handforth, with
a sniff. " You bowled him over in the wnost
terrific way. You biffed him from the top
of the steps to the hottom.”

“Yes, I know!” said Nipper, looking
round, *'T'here wasn't time to dodge ”

“Begad! 1 hope we haven't hurt him—1
do. really!” said Sir Montie, with concern.
““AMr. Kenmore 1s a visttor here, and it would
be frightfully bad form to hurt a man like
th:at,”

“Well, if he isn’t hurt, he must be made of
indiarubber !” said Reggie Pitt of the Wost
House,

“We shall have to go and apologise,” suaid
Handforth, “ Kenmore's brother i1s a pretty
good sort, and we don’t want him to get a
bad impression of us.”

“Wait a minute!” said Nipper
“Tet’'s dust oursclves down first,”

In the meantime, Kenmore had succecded
in picking himself up, and when he looked
round he found that all the juniors had
streamed across the Triangle. His first im-
pulse was to rush after them, as in the old
davs, and he longed for a canc. :

But he remembered nimself in time.  As
“Walter ” he had no authority, and he was
forced to acknowledge that he could do
nothing by way of punishing the culpaits.
So, considerably muddy, ancsw gnashing his
teeth, he went immdoors. :

And it was of theose sery teceth of
Kenmore’s that Nipper was vow Lhinking,

slowly.
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When he had knocked Kenmore down he
had seen.an extraordinary thing; but in the
next instant he had forgotien it, owing to the
rush of the enemy. IRut now I\ippcr recalled
that fleeting glimpse, and he was puzzled.

Then suddenly Nipper caught his breath
in; and, although he was good at controlling
his emotions, “his eyes opened  pereeptibly
and they gleamed with excitement !

wider,

CHAPTER 12.
A Glimps> of the Truth !
REAT

tered
lessly,
He had come to the
conclusion that Mr,
must have false teeth. Nipper

Scott 1™
Nipper

mut-
breath-

ISenmore

knew that he had not made a mistake; he
had scen the teeth move up and down, and
this, of course, would have been impossible
had they been real.

There was nothing peculiar in Mr, Ken-
more baving false teeth,  But why should any
cane  uan have  prominent {false  tecth?

Natural prominent teeth conld not be helped
—but false cnes! Tt was fantastio,
Nipper's bra.n was working very rapidly.
It occurred to him that Kenmore’s brother
might have had an accident at some time,
and his upper teeth had been knocked out.
Or perhaps they had decayed owing to some
ilness, or through neglect. Al that was very
posgible: but why should the man have his
false tecth made in the same way as his own?
Why should he not have seized that oppor-
tun'ty to improve his appearance?
“You're smothered, Nipper!” said some-

bedy. “Here, let e give you a dust
down.”
The *““somebody ™ was Handforth, and he

procecded to rub Nippcsr dec n, This treat-
ment consisted mainly in bashing Nipper in
the back, thumping him in the chest, knock-
ing him from side {o side, and driving half
the breath out of him. Tn the course of this
procedure there was a glimpse of something
falbing from Nipper's clothing, and then a
tinkle sounded on the gravel.

~ “"Hallo!  Glasses!” saic_l Handforih, star-
ing. ‘““What are you doing with these on
vou. Nipper, you ass?”’

Nipper looked down, and then picked up a

pair of horn-rimmed pince-nez. They were
quite intact, and for a moment he was
puzzled.

“Blessed 1if T know!” he said. ‘“They're
not mine. T've never carried any glasses
about with me—— By Jove! They must be
Mr. Kenmore's !”

“Then what are vou doing with them?”

“Nothing, only I suppose I must have
knocked them off when I collided,” said
Nipper. “I'd better take them back to him.”

He took the glasses, and looked at them
absiractedly. There was a portion of a

—
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broken chain attaclied, and it was clear
encugh that they had got mixed up in
Nipper’s  clothing  during  the  general
scramble.  They had only fallen cut when
Handforth had proceeded with his dusting
down.

Without wailing for anything further,

Nipper left the others and walked hurriedly
towards the Fast House. Lionel Corcoran
and Armstrong and Griffiths were just com-
ing out, ard they were grinning—having
heard rumouars of the recent incident.

“You fellows have been getting
trouble, haven't you?” asked Corky.

\xppnr sternly placed Kenmore's glasses on
his nose, and now gazed severely at the
leader of the East IIuaac juniors,

“It is a great pity, Corcoran,
cannot keep your appointments !” he said,

mto

that you
n

an icy voiee. “If yvou had been in our '=tud=,
at th® correct Lour, there would have heen
no—er—rmisunderstandirg !

Cercoran velied with langhter,

“Old Picean to the life!” he grinned.
“How the dickens do vou do it, Nipper?”

Nipper, in a hum~ous moment, bad

imitated the precise manner and voice of Mr.
Ulysses Piecombe, the manager of the Blue
Crusaders. And in doing so he made a
staggoring discovery! However, he did not
reveal his feelings.

“Shan’t be long, Corky,” he said lighily.
“T'll be ont apain soon. T'm just gmng to
give these glasses back to Mr. Kenmore.”

He passed into the Ilast IHouze before
Corcoran & Co. could question him, and now
Nipper was looking positively startled.

For he had made another discovery.

On setting those glasses across his nose he
had found them to be plain!  One would
naturally expect pince-nez to be of some use,
Eye-glasses are generally used becuuse of
defective eyvesight, and for defective eyesight
one needs lenses.

Yet the glass here was plain—perfeetly and
absclutely clear glass, non- mﬁ.gmfgmg, and
no better than window-glass!

Why?
What could it mean? Whv should '\»Ir
Kenmore use glasses at all? Obviously he

did not need them, and it hinted at once that
he only wore thr-m for the sake of effect.
And what effect? Was 1t poaﬁjh]e that thoey
were part of a disguise?

Now that this train of thought had been
started in Nipper's mind, the most over-
whelming possibilities suggested themselves.
Those false teeth. Were they part of a
disgnise, too?

IFalse prominent teeth, and pince-nez {hat

were valueless for all else but effect !
“Ye gods and little fishes!” muttered
Nipper, taking a deep breath. “This is get-

ting a bit E~’r:‘~r‘~p1”

He did not. hesitate. ITe went straight to
the Sixth Form pascage, and he went to
Kenmore's study—the stidy that had always
heen veed by Simon Kenmore, the o feet,
ITe tapped on the door,
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“Who's that?” came an irritable voice.

Nipper jumped. 1t was Simon Kenmore's
voice! The same unpleasant tone—the same
irritable snappiness.

“It's all  right, Mr. Kenmore!" said
Nipper. “I think you've lost your glasses,
h - g
and I’ve brought them back. Can I come
in?”
A smothered exelamation sounded,
“Yes, of course!” cawme the voice.

“Thanks, young 'un!”

Nipper had opened the door, and he was
just inside the study. “Walter ¥ Kenmore
was standing on the hearthrug, with a
duster in his hand, And his voice, now,
was changed—it was less like Simon'’s.

“I'm really awfully sorry, Mr. Kenmore |
sald Nipper apologetically. “I'm the chap
who bowled you over, but I really didn't sce
j'ﬂu-”

“It was like your confounded nerve!” said
Kenmore, With a glare. ‘““Where are those
glasses? I can't see a confounded thing
without them !”

Nipper handed them over, and he did not
turn a hair. Yet he knew that a deliberate
lie had been uttered, For the wearer of
those glasses could see just as well without
them as with them,

Nipper found himself looking at “ Walter
with a kecen, serutinising gaze. Yet he dig
it in such a carecless way that Kenmore was
quite unaware of it.

-—

CHAPTER 13.

The Truth About Ken-
more !

IPPER was puzzled—
inore puzzied than he
had been for many a
day,

Looking at IKen
more, he could sce only a slight resemblance
to the Sixth-Former who was missing from
St. Frank'’s. This Kenmore was different
—obviously different. He was older, his
facial expression was changed; his nose was
a trifle wider, his mouth bigger. Ile was
taller, too.

“Let me help to wipe you down, Mr.
Kenmore,” said Nipper earncstly. ‘“You
don’t know how sorry I am that I knocked
you down like that. I'm really awfully
sorry, sir.”

Kenmore, who was beginning to get cooled
down, grunted in a mollified way.

v “That’s all right!” he said gruffly, “No

‘need to make a song about it. I'm glad

‘these glasses aren’t smashed,” he added, as

he examined them.

- “The chain’s broken, though,” said

lI';Tipkr.ne:r, as he proceeded to dust Wenmore's
ack.

“That’s nothing!"” said the otheg It
can easily be repaired.”

“You're taking it very nicely, sir,"” said
Nipper gratefully. “"Lots of mon would
have reported me to the Housemaster, or
scmething unpleasant like that. Turn round,
if you don't mind, sir. By Jove! There's
quite a nasty smudge on your cheek.”

Before Kenmore could protest, Nipper was
bending close, and he was wiping indus-
triously at Kenmore's left cheek with a
handkerclnef. He pretended to be giving ell
his attention to that smudge, but, actually,
he was looking very keenly—very scarch-
ingly—at ““ Walter's ” moustache.

Until now, Nipper had taken this wous-
tache for granted—as had everyvbody else.
Indecd, until this moment he had never had
an opportunity of examining it minutely at
close quarters. Iiven now Nipper Lad only
gained the opportunity becausce ho hatl
forced it. '

And, with suspicions deep in his mind,
and looking at that moustache so closely, he
conld tell that 1t was not natural! It v-as
false!

Teeth—glasses—moustache! All false!

There wasn't a shadow of doub! about it.
The ono discovery had led to the other, quits

logically. And Kenmore himself  knew
nothing of Nipper’s real intention.

“That'll do—that’ll do!” said the dis-
guised prefect in an impatient voice. ** You

needn’'t make such a fuss over me, you young

ass! I dare say it was an accident, and
I'll overlook it this time. Dut in future
you'd better be more careful when you

come flying out of the House.”

“1 will, sir,” said Nipper penitently.

A minute later he went out of the study,
and as he strode down the passage there was
a blaze in his eyes. The truth had been
revealed to him—in a sudden flood of
dazzling light. He wondered, with a {celing
of incredulity, why he had not guessed the
fruth earlier. Yet, without a clue, such w
thing had been very difficult; and there had
been no reason for anybody to suspect that
Walter Kenmore was not the genuine
article,

“Well, what happened?” asked Corcoran,
as Nipper came out into the T'riangie. ‘“ Did
Kenmore's brother cart you off to the House
master?"

“No.” said Nipper.
nicely.”

“The man's a sport!” said Handforth,
“I've always said so. Miles better than his
beast!y brother.”

“By Jove!” ejaculajed Nipper involue-

“He took it quite

tarily,
“What's the matter?” asked Ilandforth,
staring. ”
“Nothing.”

“But you're looking—funny!™ said Hand-
forth. “1I believe vou're keeping something
back !’
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Nipper turned ito Lionel Corcoran.

“Look here, Corky, can we go to your
study 7" he asked bluntly.

“ Ay dear chap, it’s yours!” replied Corky.
“I'll guarantee you a safe conduct right
into the heart of the enemy's country. But
you'd better remember that it’s nearly time
for lessons i

“Never mind about lessons!” broke in
Nipper. “There’s something more 1mpor-
tant on hand. You'd better come, too,
Handy, and you, Tich!”

They wondered what it could mean. When
they entered Study No. 12, in the East
House, there were ten of them-—Corcoran,
Armstrong and Griffith, the owners of the
study, Nipper & Co., Handforth & Co., and
Tich Harborough, They were looking
puzzled,

“What’s the mystery demanded Hand-
forth impatiently. ‘“Why have you dragged
us in here, Nipper? Choke it up, my sonl”

“I've made a discovery,” said Nipper.
*“And before I tell vou what 1t 1s I'd better
warn you to keep quiet. We don’t want this
thing spread over the school just yet.”

“Which thing?” asked Corky, staring.

“I'm going to give you all a big sur
prise ! said Nipper. “So you’d better take
notice of this warning in advance. Don't
be too surprised—or, at lcast, don’t make
a lot of noise when you hear about it.”

Nipper was making them all very curioas,
and they gazed at him in wonder. But they
could easily understand that the surprise
was to be a big one, for it was very seldom
that Nipper allowed such excitement to
wleam in his eyes, .

“Out with it!"” said Armstrong aggres-
sively.  “We're not kids! We can stand
anything !”

“Well—Simon Kenmore himsclf 1s at St.
Frank’s!” said Nipper.

“What !”

It was a generatl yel!, from all the nine
juntors, and Nipper held up his hand.

“1 told you to take it quietly ! he urged.
“Kor goodness’ sake don’t shout—-"

“But you're mad!” interrupted Handforth

RE

excitedly, “Kenmore is here--at St,
Irank's 7"
“3_"‘_;“:.53
“*Simon  Kenmore—the prefect?” asked

Tommy Watson.

“He's here—and he's
tirne ! replied Nipper.

“Begad! Kindly be less frightfully ridie.,
old boy!” protested Sir Montie Tregellis-
West, “That's sheer rot —it is, really.”

“Of course it's rot!” said Handforth.
“What the dickens do you mean, Nipper? If
Kenmeie had been here all the time, we
shoul! have seen him! But we've only seen
hix bhrother!” :

““And in secing his brother, vou have seen
Kenmore ! said Nipper steadily,

“Why talk 1n riddles, old man?" askel
Corky, 1n a plaintive voice,

“There's no riddle about it—now!” said
Nipper. *““Simon Kenmore end Walter Ken-
more are onc and the same!™

heen here all the

- and

CHAPTER 14.

Nipper Explains !

1OR a moment there
was a tense silence.
Then Handforth
burst into a roar of
: derisive laughter,

it was soon ochoed by the others.

“Vou're off your rocker, old man!” said
Armstrong kindly, as he patted Nipper on
the back. *““How long is it since you suffercd
from these delusions?”’ _

Nipper was in no way surprised.

“Yes, it seems thick, doesn’t it 1" he asked.
“Rummily enough, though, it happens to
be the truth.”

“Come off it!” grunted Handforth. *'If
you think this is funny, Nipper, you've
made a bloomer! It’s only silly!”

“Crazy !” agreed Griffith. ‘“Do you think
we don’t know our own pet Kenmore!?
What’s the idea? Kenmore 1s a rotier--a
bully—and we should know him a mile off.

Mr. Kenmore, his brother, is totally
different. He's taller, and——"
“If you look at Mr. Kenmore’s heels,

yowll find that they are unusually high!”
interrupted Nipper. ‘“Also,. he's wearing
a very high collar, which adds to the effect.”

“But all this is sheer nonsensc !” protested
Tommy Watson excitedly. “Dash it,
Nipper, it 1sn't usual for you to make blun-
ders, but this time you've made a ghastly
mistake. What about Mr. Kenmore’s promi-
nent teeth? They’re no more like Kenmore's
than mine are like Mary Pickford’s!”

“Those prominent teeth?” said Nipper.
“They're false!” |

“False!” gasped nine voices.

“It was the teeth that baffled me all
along ! nodded Nipper. “I never dreamed
that any man should have prominent jfalse
teeth. Don’t you understand? They’'ve had
the effect of altering his whole facial appear-
ance. With those teeth in his mouth, his
nose becomes wider, his mouth bigger, even
hrs cheeks are fuller. That's why he seems
to resemble Kenmore slightly, but only 1m
a family sort of stvle.”

“Great Cwmsar!” ejaculated Corcoran
slowly, "I wonder!”

“Why wonder?” asked Handforth, with a
suort, “ Nipper’'s ecrazy! I’ve never heard
of such a ridiculous suggestion—"

“Wait a minute!” put in Nipper. “By
the time I've told you everything, perhaps
you’ll be a bit more convinced. You remem-
ber how I found Mr. Kenmore's glasses in
my clothes?”

“What about them?”

“I put those glasses on, didn’t I, Corky?”
asked Nipper.

“Yes, and you pretended to be old Pie-
can,” nodded Corcoran. “What about it?”

“Don’t you think it’s rather peculiar that
those glasses should be plain?” asked Nipper.
“Thev’re not lenses at all, but just plain
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glass. They're not needed as an assistance
to defective eyesight. And who would wear
plain window-glass in pince-nez tnless it was
just for the sake of effect?”

. “You mean that those glasses are rcally
plain ?” asked Handforth.

“Yes, and while I was brushing Mr. Ken-
more down, I had a good look at his mous-
tache,” said Nipper. “It’s false!™
{ “What rot!” broke out Armstrorg. “Any
idiot can tell a false moustache at the first
glance.” o

“ A stage © prop,” perhaps,” agreed Nipper.
“But this falsec moustache of Mr. Kenmore's
is a carefully prepared one. And it can be
done, you know, if you take enough tine

“But—but what does it mean?” asked
Handforth blankly. *“Why, in the name of
all that's rummy, should Kenmore come back
to St. Frank's pretending to be an elder
brother ?”

“That's one of the things I don’t knosw,
and 1t's one of the things that I'm going to
know !" replied Nipper. “In fact, the whola
mystery can be explained at once. We've
only got to beard Kenmore in his study, and
tell him that we know his secret.”

“My only hat!”

“Begad!"”

“You mean—go there now?”

“Yes!"” replied Nipper. *What's the good
of delaving? We've spoited this thing, and

over it, .535.1:1:,*hm.'i H we’ld hetter} put an
had a look at that _ end to Kenmore's
moustache from close | Ivook Imnside This masquerade 1 m m e-
quarters, and there’s | VWonder Book— diately. It’s the erux
no shadow of doubt B ey of the whole
about it. It’s false.” — situation.”
. “Phew whistled o — “The which?™
Corky. “This is get- e Y o : asked Handforth.
‘ting rather hot! But S NTW i “We've been  up
}m{%: do vou know that i H“'i\‘l*}s sl e B acainst a blank wall
his teeth are false, ; AR for days—weeks!™
too ?” | W };ﬁﬂlf}ﬁ said Nipper grimly.
“Because, when 1 | B, S e S~ “We couldn’t imagine
bowled him over, 1 ¢« B St i ‘-Pt ot A where Kenmore had

saw his teeth moving

O¥S,

up and down!” said
Nipper tensely.
“Real tecth don’t

move up and down,
do they ?”

“But — but — but
“Look here!” said
Nipper, bending {for-

got to, and why he
had disappeared. We
cculdn’t  understand
why his brother had
come to St. Irank’s.
But now it’s all clear!
Keumore disappeaved
so completely because
he didn’t really dis-
appear at all.”

ward. “Don’t be so “That’s a bit
dashed sceptical, you Irish!” said Corky.
fellows! T'm telling “Well, you know
vyou the truth. what I mean,” went
There’s no guesswork on Nipper. “Nobody
‘about this, because could trace whero
I’'ve pr{}ved it all! = Kenmore had gone
Just try, as hard as L R . =l e because he was right
ﬁ?u ciq{n, to 1'i511:‘_;}i;-.e —HAnd Youw’ll Sﬁ(an:b to ?ﬁide:_ our %DSIES a'll
oult.. his (,,nlmqmu “'_11_!. 1- Buy Xt. Price 3/. 10 ’ lme'. nly wo
s glasses, with- didn’t know that it
out his moustache, was him; we were

and with ordinary teeth.
what it leads to!”

The juniors secrewed up their faces in their
offorts to obey these instructions. And,
rather to their surprise, they found it fairly
easy, In their minds they removed Mr.
Kenmore’s  moustache, they gave him
ordinary teeth, and they saw him without
those horn-rimmed pince-nez.

“By George!” said Handforth.
tainly 1s more like old
had believed.”
+ “He 118 Kenmore!”
huskﬂﬁ. “Great Scott! Can't you see it,
you chaps? Besides, isn’t it clear enough?
If that moustache is false, and the glasses
no good, it proves that there’s something
fishy about it all.”

Try it, and sce

“He cer-
Kenmore than I

said  Armstrong

‘thought flooded into

completely fooled. And you can’t get away
from it that Ienmore’s been jolly brainy.
But why he should pretend to be his own
brother is a mystery.”

Now that the juniors had got over their
first surprise, they were beginning to think
more clearly, and gradually they were be-
coming convinced that Nipper’s theory was
vight., They could now see Simon Kenmore
behind that clever disguise.

Lionel Corcoran suddenly gave a start, and
became red in the face.

“The rotter!” heo e{auuluted as a great

1is mind. “The—the
tricky, miserable rotter! What’s his game?
What does he mecan by allowing Tatty
IFFowkes to be under suspicion all this timme?”
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“By George, ves!” shouted Handforth.
“T'hat’s another thing, 1sn’t it? Poor old
IFatty has been in hiding for weeks! And
Kemmorve knows it, and he’s been living on
heve at St IFrank’s 4

“It's a crime!” said Corcoran hotly,
“Fatty is wanted by the police because they
think that Kenmore is dead, and that Fatty
had something to do with the tragedy. Yet
Kemnore is at St. Frank’s all the time,
knowing full well that I"atty 1s in hiding.”

There were many exclamations of anger.

“Well, we'll soon settle it!” said Nipper.,
“If vou fellows are ready, we'll go to Ken
mwore's study at once, and face him with it.
We'il put an end to this deception, so that
Fatty FFowkes can be freed, so that he can
play in thiz afternoon’s Cup-tie!”

o r—

CHAPTER 16.
Exposed !

IONEL CORCORAN
started.

L “Yes!” he said
;) hreathlessly. “ That's

Y an idea, too! By
Won’t old Fatty be mad with joy if

Jove !
he can only play in the Cup-tie this after-
noon ?”

“He's going to play!” declared Nipper.

“We know the truth about Kenmore now,
and if he won't be reasonable we’ll go to
the police. It’s not a question of sneaking,
or anvthing like that,. it’s an absolutely
necessary step. Fatty Fowkes 1s under sus-
picion, and we've got to clear him. And the
only way to make the police tear
up their warrant is to show them
that Ienmore 1s alive and well.
There ecan’t be anyvthing against
Fatty then.”

“Bv Georege, you're right!” said
Handlorth. *“Good old Fatty! 1 v
was looking forward to this after-
noon's game, but I’d rather that
Fatty kept goal! It’s his job, and I'm only
a deputy, anvhow.”

“Spoken like a sportsman!” said Corky
warmly. “You're a good chap, Handforth !

“Rot!” snorted Handforth. “T.et’s go and
sce Kenmore!”

They left the study, and a few Fourth.
Formers who saw themm wondered what was
in the wind. It was clear, anyhow, that
House rows were off for the time being.
The Removites and the Fourth-Formers were
acting in unison for once. But although one
or two fellows made inquiries, they got no
satisfaction.

Indeed, soon after Nipper and the nine
other juniors entered Simon Kenmore's
study, the bell rang for lessons, and the
rank and file of the fellows had no oppor-
tunity of pressing their inquiries.

Kenmore had practically recovered himself
by the time the ten juniors arrived. They
tapped on the door, and then marched in
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without waiting to be invited. 1'lis was no
time for standing upon ceremony. Once in,
Handforth turned, and locked the door on
the inside,

“What's the meaning of this?” asked
“Walter" Kenmore, with a catech in . his
voiee, '

“We think it’s nccessary to have a little
quiet talk with you, Mr. Kenmore!” said
Nipper grimly. ‘“And, as there’s no need
to beat about the bush, we might as well tell
you at once that you're bowled out.”

Kenmore, who was now on his feet,
swayed slightly.

“Bowled out!” he said boarsely. “I—I
don’t know what vou mean!”

“Yes, von do—Simon Kenmore!” said

Nipper.

Leaving the Austin Seven
half submerged in the
pond, Handforth & Co.
scrambled out, and in
doing so smothered them~
selves from head to [oot
in thick mud., *“‘ This is
what comes of motoring
with 3 maniac ! ”* said

McClure bitterly.

“You're mad ! snarled Kenmore, a light
of panic leaping into his eyes. “What do
ou mean by calling me ¢ 8imon Kenmore '?

y name’s Walter., I’'m Simon’s brother!”

His pince-nez fell from his nose, and he
groped shakily for them.

“Don’t trouble!” said Corcoran. “You
can see just as well without those window-

panes, Kenmore.”
Kenmore must have known that the game
was up, but he was desperate. He thought

that violence might be of some use.

“Get out of here!” he shouted furiously.
“You—you infernal young fools! What do
you think your game is? This is my study,
and I'm here as a gues ¥
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“Steady, Kenmore!” interrupted Nipper.

“We’re the only fellows in the whole of
) ™ ]

St. Frank’s who know the truth about you.
If you want to give it away, you can go
ahead! Dut we're perfectly willing to keep
it dark until we've heard your explanation.”

“There’s no explanation!” panted Ken-
more. “You've made a mistake, T tell
vou!”

His very panie—his ashen face—gave him
away. So, even if some of these juniors had
not been previously convinced, they shed
their last doubts now.

“Why not take it calmly?” asked Nipper,
in & hard voice, “Your eyeglasses are
unneeessary, Kenmore, your moustache is
false, and those prominent teeth are false.

e —— = B
i = O e
.---—""':_-__.—-—_—-————_-_ ——e e o — - ; -
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‘denying i1t

1]1{

“Well?” he snarled, backing
a caged animal,
l (L

away like
“1 suppose 1it's no good
disgutsed. What aboeut

it? It's my business, and——"

“But 1it’s our business, teoo,” interrupted
Corcoran. “You mustn't forget, Kenmore.
that I'm the owner of the Blue Crusaders
Club, and TFatty Fowkes 1s a momber of
mw team.” '

Kenmore was silent; he could think of
nothing to say.

“How did you wangle the teeth?” askad
Nipper curiously.

Kenmore waved an impatient hand,

“Therc’'s nothing in that!” he said
noarsely. “During the summer holidav«
my own front teeth were knocked oul—in au
accident. 1 didn't like to tell anybody. bhut
when I came back to St. Frank’s this terin |
had false teeth.”

“And 1t was easy enough to have anothar
set  made, eh?’ nodded Nipper. "A
prominent set? Very elever, Kenmore.”
“Was 1t7” said the prefect bitterly.
“What good has it been? You've
spotted me, haven't you?”

We know these things, so what’s the good of
keeping up the pretence?”

Kenmore opened- his mouth to speak, but
no words came., He was staggered—stupe-
fied. Where, indeed, was the sense of con-
tinuing his denials? These juniors knew
everything !

“It was a good dodge—about the teeth
salid Nipper. ‘I don’t think we should ever
have spotted you, Kenmore, if it hadn’t been
for that mishap.”

“Mishap?” said Kenmore dully,

T"

“When 1 bowled you over,” nodded,.
Nipper. “I saw your teeth moving up and
down—and then I disccvere!l that your

glasses were duds.”
Kenmore was cooled down by the very
<hoek of this denouement.

“And we're disappointed, too!”
said Handforth bluntly, “1In this
new character of yours, Kenmore,
vou're a better chap than you wore
in your cwn self.”

Nipper nodded.

“That’s true enough!” he said
guietly. ““Sinee you came back Lo
St. Frank’s in this disguise, INen-
more, you've been very different.
You've acted decently from stait
to finish—and you've made your-
sclf quite popular with most of the
fellows., Don’t you think it’s better
to be like that?”

Kenmore grunted.

“Leave me
tered.

His brain was so confused that
he hardly knew how to think, tie
had, indeed, heen telling himseif
of late that he liked his new character better
than his old. It had been rather good to
have the juniors respecting him instead of
hating him, and more or less subconsciously,
he had been striving to live up to this new
character that he had created.

“We all feel that there's

p 2

alone ! he ‘mur-

something

~wrong,” went on Nipper earnestly. “VYou're

w some big trouble, Kenmore. If you
weren’y, you wouldn’t be praetising this de-
ception. And we'd hke to rally round, and
help you out.”

“Oh, would we?7” said Handforth, staring.

“Yes, we would!” insisted Nipper. “T¢'s
a very serious thing, Handy—as you ught
to realise,. We're willing to listen to vour
explanation, Kenmore, and to help wou 1ii
you’re worthy of .any help.”

“You can’t do anything!” said Kenmore
harshly. “I don’t want your help, sny-
how. What do you propose to do? Are you
going to give me away?”

“First of all, we’'ll give vou a chance ta
reveal your identity to the pnlice!” =aid
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Nipper. “And you've got to do it abt anze, |
Kenmore, IFatty Fowkes is still in hiding,

but a word from you will give him back hia
full liberty. There's a big Cup-tie on this
afternoon, and I'owkes must play i chot
game.”

Kenmore looked more panie-stricken than
ever.

“But he can't!” he
going to say anything
won't—I won’t !

“You'll have to!” said Corcoran fiercely,
“Poor old Fatty has been in hiding too
leng.” |

“1 tell you I can’t do anything !” groaned
Wenmore.  “You don't understand—and 1
can't explain! But I'm not going to tell the
police that I'm really alive,”

He stared defiantly at the juniors, and
they, for their part, returned his looks with
expreszions of grim relentlessness.

This was a crisis—und they all knew it.

panted. “I'm not
to the police! 1

13'!

—

CHAPTER 16.

Kenmore’s Story !

IONEILL, CORCORAN
moved towards ihe
door,
“Come on, you
fellows!” he said
briskly.
“Where—where are you going?” de-

manded Kenmore, breathing hard.

“To the police!”

“No!” gasped Kenmore.
do that M

“T'mn going to the police!” insisted Corky.
“The other fellows needn’t come unless they
like. But I'm going, Fatty Fowkes must
be released from his false position at once,
and the only way to do it is to tell the police
that you are alive—and here.”
& ““And vou can bet that he'll still be here
when the polico come to verify your infor-
mation !” said Nipper, nodding. “We'll all
stay in this study, Corky. We'll keep our
eyes on Kenmore, so that he has no chance
of getting away and disappearing again !’

“Hear, hear!” shouted Handforth.

“You wnusta’t

+‘That’s a good wheeze! We won’t let him
out of owur sight after this!”

" Kenmore, as pale as a sheet, seemed to
be fighting for breath,

- “Stop!” he said hoarsely, as Corky half
turned the key in the lock,
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Corcoran turned, and he gazed at Ken-
more with steady eyes.

“Well ?” he said.

“Don’t go!” panted Kenmore.
tell you everything ! _

It was the surrender, and Lionel Corcoran
moved away from the door. Kenmore had
fallen back into a chair, and his eyes were
filled with anguish and fear. The juniors
were distributed all over the study, some
sitting in chairs, others standing, and one oOr
two sitting on the table.

“It's the best thing you can do, Kenmore,”,
said Nipper quietly. “Surely you must see
that if you refuse to speak we've got to
speak. And, as I said before, if you arp in
really serious trouble there’s more than a
chance that we shall be able to help you.”

Kenmore made no comment. Here was an
amazing situation. These juniors—whom he
had always despised—suggesting that they
should he?p him out of his dire trouble!

Everybody had forgotten about morning
lessons, and the juniors were not likely to
be disturbed here in this prefect’s study.
Even if the masters of the Remove and
Fourth searched for the missing fellows, 1t
was 1mprobable that they would think of
looking in “Mr.” Kenmore's study, ,

“Well?”  said Handforth impatiently.
“We're waiting, you know.”

“Give him ftime, old man!” murmured
Church.

Kenmore looked up.

"On, what’s the good of fooling about?”
he said harshly. “I daren’t go to the police!
There’s the truth of it—in a nutshelll I
daren’t tell the police where T am because,

“I-TI'll
.

if I do, I shall be arrested myself.”

“Begad !”

“My only aunt!”

“If this 1s true, Kenmore—"

“Of course it’s true!” broke in Kenmore,
leaping to his feet, and glaring round at all
the juniors. “You've trapped me, and it’s
no good denying it. I know well enough that
if I tell the police that I'm alive and well
Fowkes will be free to ‘come out of hiding.
But, in saving Fowkes, I shall bring ruin
upon myself, Can't you understand why
it 1s that I've hung back?”

“If that’s the case, of course we can under-
stand,” said Corcoran. “At the same time,
Kenmore, we're more interested in Fowkes
than we are in you, I don’t want to rub
1t in, or anything like that, but Fowkes has
been victimised by you-——?2?

“I know it!” groaned Kenmore. “But if
you were in my position, what would you
do? My parents are abroad—big game
hunting. They know nothing of all this!
Supposing they discover, when they come
home, that I've been expelled from theo
school—arrested for forgery—and sent to
prison? Fowkes isn’t in any danger; the
police haven’t any real evidence against him.
And he’s being well looked after by the
other Crusaders, and by you juniors. Do
you think I don't guess what’s been going
on? But with me it's different. If I reveal
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my true identity to the police, 1 shall be
rumned. Utterly ruined !”

“That's all very well,” said Nipper.
this thing can’'t go on indefinitely

“1 don’t want it to!” panted Kenmore.
“As soon as I can find a certain man, I shall
be in a position to reveal myself. It may
not be long—only a few more days. It all
depends——"

“But, you rotter, if you've committed a
forgery, you deserve to go to quod!” broke

“But

bk

n l-g'andfc}_rt.h indignantly.

“That’s just the point!” said Kenmore, his
voice shaky and tremulous. I haven’t
crl:;zﬂ?utnu:l any forgery., I'm not guilty at
all ! '

“If you're not guilty, why do you fear the
police?’ asked Corcoran,
2 “‘ I'll tell you!” replied Kenmore feverishly,

Some wecks ago I—I had some money on
a horse, and I won.,”

“Well, there’s nothing eriminal in that,”
said Nipper, “Betting isn't a crime—
although 1t may be a folly,”

“Yes, it’s a folly right enough!” said
]Kmmmrn bittcrly., “I've learned that-—at
ast!"

The juniors all stared at him in wonder.
These were surprising words from Simon
Kenmore!

““On that same day I had been gambling—
plaving billiards and ecards!” continued the
prefect. “Well, T lost—about ten quid. 1
lost this money to a msn named Pointer. A
miserable racecourse loafer. Well, T wanted
to clear that debt, so I gave him an eight-
pound cheque and some loose cash.,  Matt
Page, the big Fanuington bookie, had paid
me my winnings by heque. Eight pounds.
I never dreamed that that eur, Sam Pointer,
would monkey with it.”

“He altered the amount, you mean?”’
asked Nipper chrewdly., ““An eight-pound
cheque is an casy one te alter.”

“He made it into eighiy!” said Kenmore.
“He cashed it the very next day and cleared
out.”

“Phew!”

“T kvuew nothing about it until nearly a fort-
night afterwards,” went on Kenmore dully.
“Then Matt Page eame to me and demanded
seventy-two pounds—or else he would tell the
pelice.”

“By George!” said
“That was awkward!”

“I was bowled over!” said Kenmore, “1
told Page that I wasn't gnilty, but he
wonldn't believe me. Don't you see, I had
endorsed that cheque, and Page thought I
had macde the alterations. T told him thar I
had given the cheque to Pointer, but he
laughed at me. He said that if I didn’t have
ithe money by Saturday he wounld fell the
police.”

“Bluff ! said Corcoran bluntly,

“It may have been bluff—or it may not!”
said Kenmore, giving Corcoran a sharp look.
“But I couldn’t take the risk. It was a
pretty big sum, and Page spoke as though he
meant 1t. Well, T tried all T could to get
the money. [ made all sorts of bets with

Handforth staring.

h=
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of the
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would lose one

chaps here Then 1
IFowkes, so that he
League games ”

“You rotter!” said Handforth hotly.

“I know il!"” groaned Kenmore. " But I
| was  desperate—and Fowkes knccked me 1
the river. I dare say [ deserved it. Any-
how, he wouldn’t listen to me, and then,
when the Blues won that mateh, 1 was donc.
I daren’t come back to St. [rauk’'s because
I was afraid that Page would arrive with
the police. 8o I disappeared—and then,
aftcrwards, I thought of the idea of coming
back here in the charaeter of my own
brother. I had to go somewhere, and it
scemed to me the safest dodge.”

“And you left poor Fatty Fowkes in the
lurch all the time,” said Nipper gruffly.
“Well, in » wav, yon were in a dickens of
a mess, Kenmore., And you're still in it.
But if we go to Page, and tell him cvery-
thine, he might be agrceable to keceping 1t
sceret,”

I “He wori™ “1 know he
won't "

And he leaned forward over the table, and
huried his face in bis hands.

ealdd Kenmore.

CHAPTER 17.

Handforth Knows Some-
thing !

IPPER glanced round

at all the other
fiﬂ.llows.

“Buck up, Ken-
more ! he said,

going round the table and putting a hand on
Kenmore's shoulder. “I dare say you've
had o very rough time of it. Do vou swear,
on your honour that vou didn't really forge
that cheque?”

Kenmore looked up, his face was haggard.

“On my honour!” he panted. "I didn't
do 1t! But Page thinks I did, and hLe
won't believe——"’

“That’s not the point,” said Nipper.
“We're satisfied that vou are the victim of
this fellow, Pointer. Supposing we can find
this money, Kenmore? And supposing we
take 1t to Page, and pay him?”’
“Begad !” murmured Sir Montie.
rather a bright .dea, Nipper, boy!”

Kenmore was looking dazed.

“You!” he iepeated increduiovsly. “ You
—yon mean that you'll find this moncy for
me ?”’

“Yes,” satd Nipper., “There are plenty
of fellows who will contribute. It's to save
Fatty TFowkes, don’t forget—and to save you,
too.”

Kenmore was looking dazed.

“But—but 1 can’t!” he said huskily,
can’t let you do anything like this!”

“That's

ii]‘

“But it will colve the whole difficalty!”
put in Corcoran, “There's a  deadloek.
Pointer has disappeared, and there secms
precious little chanece of bringing him to
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book, "That means that Page, the bookie,
will always believe you guilty w

“And he'll still bi"eve me guilty even
after the money is paid!” said Kenmore.
"I know it doecsn't matter much what
Page thinks, but I'd like to clear my name
with him, He thinks 'm a forger, and I
want to prove to him that I''!m not. The
only way to do that is to get hold of Sam
Pomter.”

“But you can't get hold of him,’
Nipper, ““He's cleared out——"

“1Ie's still somewhere about!” interrupted
Kenmore tensely, “Only last Wednesday 1
spotted him, Tt was in Helmford, and 1 was
just too late.”

“How do you mean-—you were too late?”

“Handforth, here, knows all about it,”
satd INenmore “1 was coming back from
Helmford in his car. Thero was a drunken
man, and he got in the way, and he was

knocked over,” |
“Yes,” satd Corky, nodding. “We heard

all about it.”

“Well, while Handferth and the other
juniors were feteching a doctor, Pointer came
to himself,” said Kenmore, T saw that he
was Sam Pointer at the first, and I was full
of trinmph. I meant to drag him straight to
Bannington and make hun confess to Mage,

said

but the brute kicked e in the head and
belted. When I went to his lodzings he had
gone, I haven't seen hmun sinee, and 1

haven't been able to get the track of him."

q"il-‘.lyl-.: e § P g £ e § 5 W i € e S 3 T € § i T e e € § T § 5 S . I"-Il“ii'_r\lf'r
L ]

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

A treasure

Hours
Price 6/-

“The Creylriars Holiday Annual.”

trove of stories, articles and celour platee.
and hours of delightlu! readinz.

?’31‘-4 5 - ¥ 5T ¥ T U € S e P T ) e § ) e § o § A, f i € A § )

2 5 "W 10 S S e 3 e § ) T ¥ P W § 5 - § e T A W ¥ e T e £ T

THI: NLLSON LELL SCHOQL STOLY LIBRARY

qu some moments Handforth had been
making curious cxplosive sounds, and now he
burst out into a roar,

“Is that the chapt” he shouted. ' Was
that fellow DPointer—ihe man who forged
the cheque?”

1 "1"05.’)

“Then 1 know where he 1s!” roared Hand-
forth. *“ At least, I kunew on Monday. And
I should have told you, Kenmore, oniy these
ﬁllli;; 1}:110{3 stopped me from sgayilng any-
thing 1"

“Well, T hike that!” said Church indig-

nantly. “It was your idca for us to keep
mum-—>"

“What wre you talking about?” asked
Nipper. “Monday ? What happened on
Monday #”

“We didn’t say anytlung about it!” ex-
claimed Handforth execitedly. “We thought
that you chaps would langh at us. But on

the Caistowe road this fellow, Pointer, asked
us for a lift,”

“Good heavens!” said
you sure it was the same man

“It was the man we knocked down in
Helmford, anyhow!”  replied Handforth.
“And vou say ithat his name 15 Sam Pointer
—g0 he must be the game man., He didn't
know who we were, of course, and 1 gave
him a Lft into (Caistowe—and drove him
to the police station.”

“That’s just the thineg yvou would do!” said
Nipper dryly.

Kenmore. “Are

511
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“I wanted to give him in charge for
assaulting  Kenmore!” said  Handforth.
“But he fought like a demon outside the
police station and bolted. Then we met Ben
Gillingham, and he laughed at the whole
thing and told us not to bother. Said that
we hadn’'t any proof, and that the police
would ouly turn us away.”

“Well, Ben was probably right there,” said
sorcoran.  ““And we don’t seem to have got
much further. If the man bolted-——*
~ “He went into the Fisherman's Rest ! put
in Church. “T dare say they'll know some-
thing at that pub. In fact, the man might
still be there”

. Kenmore was on his feet, his eyes gleam-
ing.

“If only we can find Poinior
whole trouble will be eover!” he said
tensely., " Don't vou see that? The man s
only a whimpering cur. He hasn't the pluck
of a mouse. When he fights he unly kicks.
If I can drag him to Matt Page he'll confess.
And Matt Page will be convinced, and he
wen't threaten me any jonger. After that 1
can come back to St, Frank’s, and TFatty
Fowkes will be freed——"

?

ithen the

“Come on!” said Nipper briskly. “We'll
go right away!”
“Go?  said Kenmore, staring. "Go

539

where

“To Caistowe—to make inquiries at the
Fisherman’s Rest!”

“Good ege!” said Handforth,

Thev were all eager to help Kenmore——for
they felt that he was the vietim of a rogue.
True, it was bis own folly which had caused
the whole ugly predicament, but it was very
apparent that Simon Kenmore was a very
different fellow now.  This experience had
fanght him a grim, unforgettable lesson.

“Well, T suppose we might as well do it,”
said Corcoran, with a grin. “We shall be
missed from our class-rooms, I dare say, but
the circumstéances are a bit unusual.”

“Great  Scott!” ejeculated  Armstrong,
with a start. “T'd forgotten all about morn-
ing lessons! 1 suppose it’s time we went
along !”’

“Lessons started over ten minutes ago!™
caid Nipper., “ We might as well miss ‘em
altogether now! We shall be able to steal
out hefore we’re scarched for,” |

Ovdinarily, the juniors would have thoughnt
twice before deliberately missing elass, but,
at the moment, lessons scemed of no impor
tance whatever. Thev went hurrying ont of
the study, Kenmore in their midst, and the
latter was thoroughly bewildered,

The shock of the diselosure had unnerved
him. and he feared the worst. Thus it was
a staggering surprise for him to find that
these juniors were prepared to go all out to
help him in his dire trouble. They were
even ready to contribute the necessary mon=2y
—=z0 that Matt Page would be satisfied,

Jut it would be far better if they conid
capture Sam Pointer, for there was no know-
ir:> how the hookmaker wonld take the sug-
restinn, He might refuse to accept the
money : ke might e vindietive, and wonld

Lhe
was to hnd Sam

afterwards prosecute Kenmore as well,
only really safe course
Pointer, the real culprit.

So the ten juniors sped off to Caistowe
with Kenmore. They all went on bicyeles.
Handforth had been keen on using his Austin
Seven—which was in fit condition again—
but the others pointed out that the engine
I“Hht be heard as he started off.

I'bey arrived in Caistowe hot and breath-
less, and they made a bee-line for the Fisher
man's Rest.

CHAPTER 18,

Too Late !
S 1t  happened, the
landlord of the

Fisherman’s Rest was
lounging outside his
_ front door, placidly
smoking and gazing across at the calm sea.
[t wasn't opening time yet, and there was
no business doing,

The man looked at the erowd of juniors
very curiously as they jumped from tuneir
bieycles near by, and then came hurrying
across to him,

“We'ro not open yet, young gents,” he
sard, removing his pipe. “Still, if you want
some hot coffee, or ginger-beer———"

“Are you the landlord of this place?’
asked Nipper quickly.

“Yes, Mr. Bob Smith,” nodded the land-
lord. “That’s me. Is there anything
wrong 77

“Wo thought yon might be able to give
us somoe information,” said Nipper. “OUn
Monday evening there was a man named

t

Sam Pointer in your house. He came in
during the evening——-" -
“Yes, I know him!” said the landlord.

“Shifty-eyed little chap—ugly customer, ‘1
don’t suppose I would have took much notice
of him, only there's been such a lot of talk
about him this morning—-—-"
T4 A sk re . B a1 -
Calk about him—ihis morning?” intex
rupted Kenmare, pushing forward. * Where

P22

is he? That's what we want to know!
“Well, that’s an easy one to answer,” re-
plied Mr. Beb Smith. ‘There he is—out

vonder !
And he pointed towards the placid sca with
thoe stem of his pipe.
“Where?” asked half a dozen voice.
“Can’'t you see that old tub?” said the

landlord. “She’s the Narcissus—tramp
steamer; he's aboard.”

“Then—then we're too late!” gasped
Kenmore,

“Too late to get hold of the feller, if you
want him,” replied Mr. Smith, “The Nar-
cissus satled a couple of hours ago. Yon
ouzht io have come carlicr,”

There was a tense silence.
all  his companions sfared
Carstowe Havhour, towards

Kenmore and
out  hevond
tha  open
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Channel. There, clearly enough, was a
clumsy-looking tramp stcamer with a single
funncel, from which dense clouds of smoke
were pouring.  ‘Lne vessel was just making
out 1nto the open sca.

“1'm afraid 1t's asl up, you chaps!l” said
Corky quietly. “What a shamwe! Only a
matter ot two hours!”

“If I Tad spoken on 3MNonday evening,
everything would bave been all might!” suwd
Handfortn bitterly. " We could have cowme
back and collared Pointer——"

“It's no good saying that!” interrupted
Nipper. “What we've got to do i1s to deal
with this present situation.” " He turned to
the landiord again. ‘‘How do you know
that this man 1s on board that stup®™ he
uak{_‘d.

“Well, T did’t know it

until after she

had sailed,” admitted the landlord, *“The
fact 1s, lie's a stowaway.”

“(srcat Scott!”

“A stowaway !V

“Well, I'm jiggered I”

“Everybody’'s been talking about him
round here this morning,” grinned AMr.
Smith. ** Reg'lar joke, it's been. Naturally,

nothin' was said until after the boat had
cleared port, in case the ollicers got to hear.”

“Where is the ship bound tor?"” asked
Kenmore huskily.

“Spamn, 1 think"”

“And after that?”

“Now you've asked meo something!” said
Mr., Smith. “She’s a tramp, you under-
stand.  Picks up cargoes where she can.
Like as not she'll shift olf to the Argentine
after she's left Spain, and then she might
eet into the Pacifie, and work her way home
round by Australita. Might be a ycar—two
vears—before she gets to a Dritish port
again.”

“That's cheerful,” said Church,

“But how do you know that this man,
Pointer, i1s aboard as a stowaway?” asked
Nipper keenly. It may be only a yarn.”

“It's not a yarn,” said the landlord,
shaking his head. * Pointer fixed it up on
Monday, I understand, with one of the Nar-
cissug’ firemen,”

“That's likelv enough!" said Nipper, nod-
ding. *‘ Pointer was scared out of his wits on
Monday night. He was only thinking of
clearing off somewhere, I suppose he went
on board—was smuggled on board—on Mon-
day night?”

“That's right,” said Mr. Smith, nodding.
“As I've told you, I didn’t know anything
about it until this morning. After the ship
satled, two or three of the local fishermen
came in, and they was joking about it. Of
course, they hear all the talk that goes on
along the docks, and they got hold of the
“arn,”

“Isu’t 1t a rummy thing that 1t wasn’t
kept secret 77 asked Handforth,

“Whyv should it be kept secret?” said the
landlord, staring. “They wouldn’t say
nothin’ to spoil the poor feller's ehances.
Not they! Tt wasn't their business, anyhow,
But after the ship sailed there was 1.0 need

to keep quict any longer, Good 1uck to him,
j bd}r!].'

“He happens to be a forger!” said Ken-
more fiercely,

Mr. Snith started.

“Gosh!” he ejaculated.
e was as bad as that! I reckoned it was
just  some family trouble or scmetning!
Well, he's gone now, and you young gents
worn't be avble to get at him.”

And Myr. Smith, with a nod, went indoors,

LTho juuniors collected in a group on the
esplanade, and Kenmmore was looking hag-
gard and hopeloss.,

“We're done now!” he said dully., ““And
to think that he's out there—on that ship!”
he added, looking across to sea. “ Within
sight—and yet we can't touch him!”

“What about the wireless?” asked Hand-
forth ecageriy. *“Couldn't we get 1n touch
with the ship by wireless?”

“My dear chap, that's impossible,” said
Nipper. *The man's a stowaway, and he'li
be tound very soon, anyhow. But the cap-
tain wouldn't put into port on purposc Lo
land a stowaway. If Pointer was a mur-
derer, badly wanted by the police, it would
be a different matter.”

"Then we're absolutely done?” asked Sir
Montie.

“Not necessarily,” replied Nipper, with a
keen look. * Liverything hinges on the fact
that ’ointer i1s a stowaway—and not a regu-
lar member of the ecrew.”

“What do you mean:”
staring.

“Well, if Pointer

“I didn't think

?

asked Kenmore,

had signed on, the
skipper wouldn't allow him to lcave tho
ship,” said Nipper. “He'd be a member
of the crew, .and the captain wouldn't re-
lease him., But he's a stowaway, and that

makes all the dilference.”
“Explain  yourself, ass!” said Corky
crisply.

“Well, 1f we can only get to the ship, and
tell the skipper that he's got a stowaway
aboard, we shall do the trick,” replied
Nipper. “The captain will be only too glad
to have the man put ashore. He doesn't
want an extra hand—especially a fellow with-
out any papers. What we've got to do is to
get out 1o the Narcissus, and bring Sam
Pointer back with us, As I've just said, the
skipper will be only too glad to get rid of
the beggar” '

“IForgive me for being blunt, old man,
but you're out of vour mind!” said Corky.
“How do you propose that we can over-
take this steamer? She's three or four miles
out. and N

“There's a sportsman here, in Caistowe,
named Mr. Fielding,” interrupted Nipper
calinlv. “1I don't think vou've heard of him,
Corky, or vou, cither, Tich.”

Both these juniors were comparatively
new at Nt. Frank's, and they :hook thair
heads,

“Never heard of him,” said Lione! Cor-
coran.

“But we have!” ejaculated Handforth.

“By George! 1e’s the very man! Hes
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Mr, Fielding touched the throttie controel, and a minute later the motor-boat was roarng across the
water at a terrific rate. The breath was nearly knocked out of the juniors, and they clung on
anywhere they could.

ot somec of the fastest motor-boats on the
South Coast—and he's a brick, too! Ien-
more, my son, don't look so worried! We're
gomg ito get Sam Peinter after all—and then
everything will be all serene!”

CHAPTER 18,
At Last]
a IMON KENMORL

had a feverish lignt
in his eyes.

“Mr. Fielding!”
he muttered. *lIsn’t
he the man who backed Tom Burton, of the
Remove, to swim the Channel before the
summer holidays?”

“Yes,” said Nipper. “He's a great friend
of ours, and he’s a man of action, too. Tons
of moncy, and he spends lots of it on sport~
ing motor-boats. If only he’s at home, we
shall be in luck!”

“Ho's got to be at home !” said Handforth
grimly. “We mustn’t think of anything
else! DBy George! In one of his motor-
boats we can overtake that tramp stcamer
within half an hour! And with Mr. Kield-
ing with us it'll be a lot easier. The skip-

er i1s sure to take more notice of a man
ike Mr. Fielding.”

“1 was thinking of the same thing,”

nodded Nipper. “Come on! Wc'll buze
along to Mr. Fielding’s house now.”

.

“Wait!” gasped Church, clutching at
Nipper's arm. *‘Look out there! \What's

that coming across the bay?”’

“ A motor-hoat!” yelled two or three of the
others.

They went tearing along, convineed that
the man in that motor-boat was Mr. Field-
ing himself. It was certainly probable, for
the craft was a very powerful racer, gleam-
ing white in the wintry sunshine, and with
a long wake of creamy foam in her rear.
There weren’t many people who could own
a magnificent motor-boat like that, and Mr,
IFielding was the only man in Caistowe who
could do so.

Surc enough, as the craft drew ncarer fo
the quay, the juniors recognised the trim,
alert figure at the wheel,

“I1i!" bellowed Handforth., “Mr, Tield-
ing! Mr. Fielding! It’s him, you chaps!
I say, what mck! Here he 1s, with a boat
all ready!”

It was, indeed,
of good fortune.

My, Fielding was quite alone in the bhig
motor-boat, and Le was smiling good-
naturcdly as he waved a reply to the shouts,
Two or three minufes later the boat came
gliding against the quay.

“What's all the excitement, boys?” hailed
Mr, Fielding. ;

“We want {o speak to you, sir, urgently!”
sang out Nipper.

“Care to come for a run?” invited Mr.
Fielding, with a chuckle., “I'm just giving
this boat a trial, and if you've got the
tine—"

an extraordinary stroke
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“Hurrah!”
“Thanks awfully, sirl”™

There was tremendous excitement as the
juniors climbed down from the quay and
dropped into the commodious, comfortable
cockpit of the motor craft. Nipper and
Kenmore were the last two to go, and
Nipper was looking at Kenmore keenly.

“You'll havo to tell him—everything!” he
said. ’

"1
unless I'm
Leave it to me, Hamilton.

“Of course,” said Kenmore promptly.
can't expect him to help me
frank with hin.

T'll tell him.”

Nipper could not help being struck by the
difference in Kenmore's manner. There was
no longer any nced for him to act a part,
vet he was very different from his old self.

“Now, what's it all about?” asked Mr.
Ficlding, as the last two dropped into the
cockpit,

“We were just going up to your house,
sir, on the chance of finding you at home,”
sald Nipper. “DBut 1t's ten times as good
for vou to be here, with a motor-boat all
ready. We want yvou to do us a favour.”

“Well, I expected something of the sort,”
satd Mr. Fielding, with a chuckle.

“It’s rather a big favour,

“Lio abead!” nodded the rich sportsman.
“You want to be tiken somewhere, I
suppose, in a hurry?
in fact, 1 shall welcome some definite objec-
tive. I'm only just cruising about this
morning, putting a new engino through her
tests. Haven't been able to have much sport
lately, owing to the rough weather.”

Kenmore took a deep breath.

“"These juniors are helping me, sir,” he
sald quictly,
to overtake that tramp stecamer out there!”

He pointed out to sca, and Mr. Fielding
looked.

“That’s casy enough,” said.
than half an bouwr's run. What's wrong?
One of your boys run away to sca, or sorme-
thing #"

Kenmore did not beat about the bush., As
guickly as possible, ho explained the full
situation, and Mr. IMielding listened intently,
allowing the motor-boat, meanwhile, to glide
out towards the harbour mouth. The en-
cine was neacly throttled down completely,
so that the noise of 1t was insignificant,

L 1]
sSir.

he

“T.oss

“T sco—1 see!” Mr. Ficlding said at last.
“So this fellow, TDointer, or whatever his
wnte 1s, has been smuggled aboard the
tramnp steamer as a stowaway? And you

want to get bim mto your hanas, so that
vou can take him to the bookmaker and
make him confess?”

“That's 1t,
“1've been
and——-"

sir,” sard Kenmore quietly.

“Well, there's no need for reeriminations,”
said Mr., Iielding. “I can understund the
position, and I'll certainly do all 1 can to

Well, I'in agreeable; |

“What we want you to do is|

a, fool over the whole affaiv, !

THE NELSON 1.I'1° SCHOOL STORY LIBRARY

help you. I might as well say that I'm very
interested in football, as well as motor-boat-
ing. I shall be over at the Cup-tie in Ban-
nington this afternoon, and I should very
much like to see IFowkes playing in his
usual place in goal.”

“Then you'll do it, sir?” ejaculated Hand-
forth breathlessly. “Give him a cheer, yon
chaps!”

“Hurrshl”

“Bravo, Mr. Fielding !”

“Rats!” grinned Mr. Fielding.
such voung asses!”

NEXT WEDNESDAY lnnmnanananan

“Don’t be

g
¥

e touched the throttle contrel, and a
minute later the motor-boat roared across
the water at a fterrific pace. The breath

was nearly knocked out of the -passengers,

land they clung on anywhere, fascinated by

the verv speed. This was an extra
this exhilarating meotor-boat ride.

It was almost uncanny how quickly the
Narcissus was overtaken. She, of course,
was only travelling at a modest few knots

treat,

per  hour; whercas the motor-boat went
shooting along at the speed of a high-
powered motor-car.

As the junlors drew nearer they could

see that the tramp was a clumsv-looking

craft, with ruststreaked sides. She was
wallowing along, her cngines thumping
steadily, It was some lLittle time before she

took anvy notice of Mr, Fielding's signals,
but at last her engines were reversed, and
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then stopped altogether. The motor-boat
drew gingerly alongside, and an accommo-
dation ladder was lowered.

“Some of you boys had bhetter stay in the
boat here,” said Mr. Fielding erisply. “I’ll
go aboard with Nipper and this other young

gentlemen, A few of you can come, if you.
like,”™ |

So, after the motor-boat had been made
fast, only Mr. Fielding and Nipper and
Kenmore, and one or two of the juniors,
went up the ladder.

Very soon the partv stood on the deck,

facing a squarely-built individual with a

“THE RETURN OCF
EZRA QUIRRKE!”

There’s great excitement at St. Frank’s
when it becomes known that Reggie Pitt
has inherited a grand old castle. That excite-~
ment increases when Pitt, with a few of his
chums, go to visii the eastle. For they meet
Ezra Quirke ; and Ezra Quirke tells them
that the castle is haunted and that fo enter
it will bring tragedy upen them !

- But the juniors scorn Quirke, They’ve
had some of him before. They’re not going
to be frichtened by his foolish tittle-tattle.
So they go to the castle—and then things
happen ; amazing things, stariling tnings !

In ““The Return of Ezra Quirke [
Edwy Searles Brooks has written a real
mystery thriller ; ijust the kind of story
for which all N.L. readers have %heen
clameuring. Order your next week’s isiue
NOW, chums !

e

“WHAT'S WRONG WITH
THE RGVERS?"

Another exeiting instalment of our grand
football and detective serial,

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

leathery face. Ile was frowning with
patience.
“Am

I addressing the of this

boat?” asked Mr. Fielding.

“You are!” said the leathery fﬂ.ﬁmi man,
. :
“T'm the captain. Wells is my name.'

“And mine is Fielding,” said Mr. Field-
ing. " Very pleased to meet you, Captain
Wells. 1T daze say you've seen something of
e while you’ve been in Caistowe Harbour,

il |

ch 7

1 believe I have, sir,” said
Wells. “What’s wrong? \What’s
of chasing after me in this way?”

" “It’s perfectly simple,” said Mr. Fielding.

You have a stowaway on board, and we
want to relieve you of his presence. We
have merely come to take him back, and I
rather think vou will be grateful for the
cervice,”

captain

Captain
the idea

im-’

U dlirt,
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CHAPTER 20.
Quick Work !
APTAIN WELLS

looked incredulous.

“A stowaway?” he

repeated. “ Aboard

- my ship? I think
yvou must have umdr- a mistake, sir! As far
as I know, there's no stowaway aboard
here !”

“We know for a fact that the man was
in Caistowe on Monday evening, and there
is quite a lot.of talk going on mow to the
effect. that he was smugglcd on your ship,”
put in Nipper. “Perbaps it’s only fair to

tell you that this chap 1is wanted rather
badly.”

“By the police?” asked the captain
shortly.

“Not yet, but he will be,” said Kenmore.
“He committed a forgery, and he’s been

We'll tell

(3]

afraid of the police for weeks.
yon the whole story if you like, but——

“No nced for that!” broke in the captain
girufilv. “I'll have a scarch made at once,
[ don’t want any stowaways aboard my
craft! GCosh! You fellows will have saved
me a lot of trouble if this {fellow turns out
to be aboard! Just a minute, Mr., Rorke.”

An ollicer came up, and the captain gave
hirn some brisk orders. In the meantime,
several of the deck hands were hanging
about, looking a trifle scared. DProbably
thnv knew all about Sam Pointer’s presence
he 10"“- :

There was onlv a brief wait before Mr.
Rorke re-appeared, looking angry.

“ Discovered anything ?” a*;l'.ed the eaptain.

“NYes, sir, he's aboard,” said the nffw
“Infornal vermin! I've _plmt heard that he's
skulking down below 1n one of the =h}l‘ﬂ+
rooms, They're fetehing him up now.

“Then wvou were right, sir,” the captain

said, turning to Mr. Fielding. “Thanks for
coming along and taking the fellow off. I
don't want hin here, I can assure you.

Stowaways are only a nuisance, at the best,
Not often we get 'om aboard this old tub,
thongh.”

JKenmore's eves were ghah*mng

“Cheer up, Kenmore!” murmured Nipper.
“It won't be long now. Sam Pointer won't
be able to escape this time, and we'll take
him straight away to Bannington and make
him face that bookmaker. T can see the
end of vour troubles in sight.”

Kenmore gave a kind of gulp.

“I—1 can’t believe it!” he muttered,
“I've been so worried lately that T've begun
to think T shall never be clear again.”

A minute later Sam Pointer was forcad on
deck, in the grip of another officer. He was
a mmmuh]: lnﬁ]ml-’* specinien indeed. He
was grimy, his dnifnng was runmipled and
dirty, and his face, thrcugh the patches of
showed pale
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“It ain't true!” he was wailing. “I amn't
done nothin’ wrong "

Simon IWenmore
suddenly flushed.

“You scoundrel!” he said thickly, as he
faced Sam Pomter. “I've got you at last!
You can’t escape this time!”

The man gave a wail of terror, and in
desperation  he  suddenly  wrenched himself
free, ran like a rabbit to the rail, and leapt
overboard.

“Good heavens!” ejaculated Kenmore,

Splash ! |

The sound of Pointer’'s body striking the
water came loudly, and everybody rushed to
the rail and stared down. 1In all probability
Pomter had hLardly realised what he was
doing when he made that plunge.  Panic-
stricken, he ‘had simply become temporarily
bereft of his wiis,

It was cvident, at all events, that he had
no desire to die. For, almost as soon as he
got to the surface, he struggled frantically,
plunging about in the water.

“Help!” he sereamed. “I can't
ITelp! Help!”

A hail came from Lionel Cercoran.
. il right, up there!” he sang out.

We've got him !”

Corky was standing in the stern of the
powcerful moter-craft, and he bad just whirled
a lifebélt through the air. It fell accurately,
and Sam Dointer grabbed it. There was a
rope attached to the belt, and the wretched
man was quickly dragged towards the wait-
ing motor-hoat.

“That’s all right, then,” said Mr. Iield-
g, as he turned to the captain. “I don't
think we need delay vou any longer,
Captain Wells, Thanks very much.,  Sorry
to have given you any trouble.”

The skipper of the Narcissus shrugged his
shoulders,

“I reckon i’s up to me to thank von, sir,”
e replied.  “Stowaways ain’'t any good
aboard any craft, and I'm thunderin’ glad to

ran  forward, his face

swim !

aet rid ef this one.  You're welcome to
him !”
When Mr. Fielding and KXKenmore and

the others got down into the motor-boat they
found Sam Pointer erouching in the corner
of the cockpit, covered with Llankets. DPrae-
tieally all tho life had been knocked out of
him. Not only, was he scared by his narrow
escane, but hie had hurt himself in that fall—
for he had struck the water ncarly flat.

“Tle's all right, sir,” s=aid Corky cheer-
fullv.  “We've wrapped him up well, and

he's only frightened, What are we going to
Jdo now?”

“We're going back to (Caistowe,” replied
AMr. Frelding., " Somie of you boys had better
carry the man through into the Ilittle eabin.
You'll find a rig-out therc—an old one of
mine. Make this fellow change his clothes.
and perhaps you'd hetter give him a dose
of brandy, teo. You'll find some inside.”

So, as fhie motor craft sped back towards
("aistowe, Sam Pointer was taken into the
finy cabin: here he was forced to reinnve his
clothing, and he was dressed in dry things.
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He was sullen and vindictive, but he had
sense enough to know that if he resisted he
would be subjecied to force. And, in a way,
he was resigned to his fate now. He must
have known that there was no hope of escape
for him.

When Caistowe was reached, Mr. TFielding
left the 8t. Frank’s fellows in the motor-
boat. He advised them mnot to comc ashore
until he was ready, and he, in the meantime,
hurried home and brought back one of his
powerful motor-cars.

“I'm going to help you right through,” ho
declared. *‘I'm going to take this man to
Bannington for vou--right into Mr. Page’s
office.  There’s no need to take any moro
risks,”

All the juniors were excited, anl Kenmore
was so joviul that he was nearly speechless,

The end of his troubles was within sight—
and 1t scemed too good to be true.

CHAPTER 21.

The Conlession !

"ERIE we are!” said
Handforth cagerly.
Bannington  High
Street had been
reached, and it was

fairly busy at this hour of the morning.

People standing near by stared in wonder
as the doors of the Lkig seven-scater saloon
opened, and emitted at least a dozen people,
For all the juniors had piled in—{he majority
of them at the back, with Sam Pointer held
sccurely in their midst.

They went across the pavement in a kind
of human flood, and TPointer was whisked
through a pair of double doors, and then up
some stairs. Kenmore and Nipper had gono
i advance, and Mr. Tielding had remained
in the car. His part in the affair was over.

There was one liftle change in the party.

During that ride from Camisiowe Simon
Kenmore had become himself.

It had been an casy matter for him to
remove that false moustache, and az he bhad
carriecd his own false teeth in his pocket he
removed those hateful prominent ones and
substituted the others. The change in him
was remarkable; in a flash he became himself,

[t was no longer necessary for him to
masquerade as his own mythical brother.
It was ho who led the wav into Mlr.

Matthew Page’s big office on the first floor
of the building.

Mr, Page was a turf commussion agent on a
large scale, and he had an extensive business,
There were many clorks in the outer office,
and they looked up in astonishment at the
invasion,

“We want to sece Mr. Page!” said Ken-
more grimly,

“If you'll give me your name, sir—-""
began one of the clerks.

“Never mind about mv name!” said Ken-
more. “Is Mr. Page in his office?”
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“1 behieve :0, but "

“That’s all right, then!’ said Kenmore.
“Come on, you fellows! In with him!”

In spite of the protests from the clerks they
swept through the outer office and charged
into a doorway on the other side which was
marked “‘Private.” And there, within,
seated at a big desk, was Mait Page himself,

But he did not remain seated for long.
He was soop on his feet, looking in anger
and amazemeént at the crowd of juniors, His
eyes glinted with a new kind of fire as he
recognised Simon Kenmore.

“What d'you think you're having a game
at’”’ he demanded furiously. “Get out of
this office—all of you!”

**Not just yet, Mr, Page!"” said Handforth,
with a glare. “We've brought you this
prisoner—and we're going to have this whole
thing squared up before we leave!”

“What does this mean?” asked Mr., Page,
turning to Kenmore. “You're in this,
aren’t you? You've condescended to show
up again, e¢hi”

“When wyou first accused me of forging
that cheque, Mr. Page, I told you that I
didn't do 1t!”" said Kenmore steadily, “I'm
telling you the same thing again now,
Here's the man who forged it.”

He pointed to the prisoner, and My, Page
began to undcrstand what it was all about.

“TIt's a lie—a lie!” sereamed Sam Pointer
frantically. “I ain’t done nothin’, guv'nor!
I ain’t forged no cheque! I don’t know what
the young gent means! He must 'ave mis-
took me for somchody else!”

“I gave him that eight-pound cheque,”
mststed Kenmore., “T never dreamed that he
would be erook enough to alter the figure.
I knew nothing about it until vou came to
me that night in the Wheatsheaf, Mr. Page.
You’ve been accusing me of the thing all the
time, but T didn’t do it. Pointer 1s guilty—
not me!”

Mati Page pursed his lips, and then he
snddenly opened a drawer and took out a
slip of paper. It was the fateful cheque.

He strode across and thrust it under Sam
Pointer’s nose,

“Look at this!” he said sternly. “This
cheque was given to you, according to what
Mr. Kenmore tells me. Did vou alter it from
cight pounds to eighty pounds?”

“No, I didn’t!” shouted Pointer. “It’s a
lie. Don’t take any notice, guv'nor!
vou, it’s a lie!”

“Well, we cen soon prove it!” said Matt
Page. ‘‘This cheque has already been in the
hands of the police, and there is a finger-
print on it here—very eclearly defined.”

Everybody looked, wondering,

““It has been established that this finger-
print was not made by any of the bank
clerks,” contirued Mr. Page relentlessly.
“Bring this man over to the desk, boys.
We’ll take his finger-prints, and then we
shall know——"

“Hold him i shouted somebody.

For Sam Pointer had tried to break free.
He was soon subdued, however, and he stood
there. panting heavily,

I tell |
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“You've got me, ain't you'?” he snarled.

“Well, what «re you goin’ to do now, eh?”
HYou admag 1t, then?” said Mr. Page,
“What's the good of doin” anything clse?”

snapped  Pointer. “Yon've got me beat,
ain’t you? Yes, I did it—and I dessay I was
a fool. But I didn't realise——"

} 2

“That’s enough interrupted- the book-
maker contemptuously. “It’'ll probably in-
terest you to know that I was only fooling
you about that fingerprint. Still, it served
the purpose—you have confessed. And now
you can clear out!”

Pointer stared blankly.

“Clear out?” he said, in a hoarse whisper.
“Why, ain’t—ain’t you goin’ to give me ovur
to the cops?”

“You can
pointing to the door,
prosecute you.”

“Guv’'nor, you're a sport!” gasped Pointe:
breathlessly., *“Why, posh, I never cxpected,
nothin’ like this! 'Thank wyou, guvnor!
You're a real gent!”

Several of the juniors tried to grab Pointer
as he prepared to leave, bur Matt PPage
waved them back,

“Let him go!” he said. “We're not 1
terested in him any longer.”

“But he forged that cheque!” said Hand

et out!” repeated Mr. Page,
“I’'m not going tlo

forth hotly. “And you've been accusing
Y ¥ =

Kenmore——"

“1 shan’t aecuse Mr. Kenmore anv

longer !” said the bookmaker. ‘“As for this
man, I don’t choose to proseente—I don't
like to invite publieity. Let him go.”

And Sam Pointer was allowed to sneak
out. As soon as he got through the doorwav
he bholted like a rabbit—in case Mr. Matt
Page should change his mind!

CHAPTER 22.
All Serene !

MATT A 'U 1D
turned to Kenmore,
and held out his
hand.

“T apologise, Mr,
Kenmore,” he said earnestly. “I think you
will admit, however, that there was some
justification for my suspicion. But I owe you
this apology, and I now give it freely. 1
hope you will not be too resentful.”

Kenmore took the bookmaker's hand
gladly.

“TI'm not resentful I” he said, in a husky
voice. “I'm onlv too glad te have the whole
wretched affair cleared up.”

“Were you really going to give Kenmore
to the police?” asked Nipper,

“T was!” said the bookmaker with a sud-
den hard look in his eyes. “I thought he
was guilty—1 thought it was just a yarn of his
to put the blame on to somebody else, and
I knew that he could afford to pay. I've
been robbed too often by people who enn
afford to pay. They’re the worst kind. As
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for that fellow who just skulked out, he
might as well go. 1 shall never get my
money back from him, and it wouldn’t give
me any satisfaction to prosccute him.”
‘They could readily understand why Mr.
Page desired to have the matter dropped.
IIc had made a mistake, and he knew it.
Sum Pointer had conlessed to the forgery,
and therefore it was impossible for Page to

threaten Kenmore with police action.  And
by prosecuting Pointer the bookie would

receive nothing but publicity—of an unwel.
come kind.

“Well,
cticerily.
now.”

“Rather !” put in Handforth.

A couple of minutes later they were all
outside in the street, and Mr, Ficlding
stniled contentedly swhen he heard the result.

“Well, I'm glad to have been of some little
help,” he said. “So they let the man go,
ch?”

“Yes, gir,” said Kenmore, “I expect he'll
¢o back to his old racccourse games, Not
that 1 care. ['ve fhinished with that sort of
thing for good now.”

“I'm glad to hear vou say it,” remarked
Mr. Fielding quietly. “It only leads to
trouble, young 'un—nothing else.”

He turned to the juniors,

“As for you bovs, I rather think I'd better
pay a visit to yvour headmaster some time
this morning,” he said dryly. “TI'll explain
to him a few of the details, and give him a

that’s that!” said Corcoran
“Ienmore, everything’s all serene

hint that it would be inadvisable to punish
you, eh?”
“0Oh, that's
satd Nipper.
anvthin

jolly sporting of you, sirl!”
“But please don't mention
about Kenmore.”

“T'll be very tactful,” said Mr. Field-
ing. “At the same time, I'm rather in-
terested to know what kind of story Ken-
more will tell,”

The prefeet was looking thoughtful.

“1 hardly know yet, sir,” ﬁﬂ sald awk-
wardly, “DBut I don't think it will be very
hard, T'll tell the Head that I stayed away
for personal recasons. If I get into trouble
over it, I sha!l have to take my gruel—that's
all.  Naturally, 1 shan’t give any explana-
tion, and I shall have to chance my luck.”

He turned to Nipper and Corcoran and
tho rest.

“Thanks, young ’uns, for all you’ve done,”

he went on in a low voice. “In the past
['ve been a bit of a beast to you, I dare
say.,  You'll find me diffecrent in future,

Duaring these past few weeks I've found out
a few things.”

They said very little to him, for they wero
feeling quite uncomfortable. As for Ken-
more, he inwardly told himself that these
juniors were well worth being friendly with,
In the old days he had been all wrong. He
had had a very severe lesson—and 1t had
gone right home.

Matt Page's statement that he would have
prosecuted had given Kenmore a big shock.
He realised the extreme narrowness of his
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escape. Indeed, but for the chance discovery
of his real identity by Nipper & Co. that
morning, there would have been no hope for
him. Sam DPointer would have got clean
awayv, and then the real truth could never
have come out.

It was this which made Kenmore tell him-
self that he would finish with bookmakers,

and with betting and gambling. Such
“pleasures ” had brought him nothing but
trouble and worry.

During his sojourn at St, Frank’s in the
character of “Walter Kenmore ™ he had
lived decently; he had got on friendly terms
with the very juniors he had formerly hated.
And Simon Kenmore liked the new order of
things better than the old. :

He was rather surprised by his discoveries
—and yet they weren’t surprising in the
least, He was mercely finding out that there
was much greater happiness in  living
decently and honestly than by living con-
stantly in  fear of being “found out.”
Where, after all, was the pleasure in doing
things that were forbidden by the school
regulations? Ile had always called people
fools because they had been afraid to “go
the pace.” XNow he had discovered, with
something of a shock, that it was those who
went the paee who were the fools.

They all returned to Caistowe. There the
juniors bade Mr. Ficlding good bye, and he
very good-naturcedly went off to have a little
chat with Dr. Stafford. Nobody doubted
that the result would be anything but satis-
factory.

Having recovered their bieycles, the juniors
now prepared to take their next aetion,

“No need to go back to St. Frank’s,” said
Nipper erisply. “Morning lessons are over,
anvhow, and we might as well miss dinner
altogether. There’s the big match this
afternoon—and we've got to think of poor
old Fatty Fowkes!”

“He's as good as free now !" said Corky
gladly, “In faet, he 1s free. We're going
to him straight away, and we’ll tell him the
good news.  From this minute onwards
Fattv can resume his old place amongst the
Blue Crusaders, and he won’t be in any fear
of arrest.”

Kemmore turned impulsively to the juniors.

“Look here, you fellows,” he sawd, flushing.
“You were just saying that you're not going
back to St. Frank's for dinner.”

“That’s right,” said Nipper. *“There's no
time. We've got to go to Bannington to
sco about Fatty.”

“Well, that won't take wvery long,” said
Kenmore awkwardly, “You onlvy have ta
tell him that everything is all sereme, and
things will be put right. How about coming
to the Wheatsheaf with me, and having a
swell dinner at my expense #”

“The Wheatsheaf?” said
VOICes,

“I—I mean the Japancse Café!” said Ken-
more hastily. “T won't go to the Wheatsheaf
any more—I've fimished with that place. 1
—I'd like you fellows to have a fecd at my
expense, you know. My treat. Just to—to
sort of celebrate the oceasicn.”

“That’s jolly decent of you,
said Nipper.

half a dosen

Keumore,”
“Of course we'll acecopt—and

gladly. Thanks, old man.” 1
“Good old KXKenmore!” chorused the
others.

Simon Kenmore flushed more deeply 1han
ever. It was still a novel experience for hum
to hear such expressions of goadwill,

And, later, the extraordinary spectacle ol
Simon Kenmore, the ex-hully and rotter of
the Sixth, sitting at the head of a table,
entertainine a crowd of juniors, was wit.
nessed in the Japanese Café. A jolly and
happy affair it was. too. The fellows toasted
Kenmore again and again, and ended up by
lustily singing that famous old song; " For
he's a jolly good fellow!”

Everybody was supremely happy Dbecause
all this mystery was over—and beecause the
celebrated Tatty Fowkes, of the Blue
Crusaders, was now released from his un-
happv predicament,

As Handforth truthfullv remarked, every-
thing in the garden was lovely.

And Christmas was coming—with all its
promise of good cheer and jollity !

THE END.

(Eera Quirke's coming next week, ehums!
Look out for the first yarn of this granmd
new series entitled, “The Return of FErra
Quirkel’’)
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¢ BETWEEN
- OURSELVES/

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

NOTE.~—1f any reader writes
ghall be pleased to comment upon stich

to me, I

remarlks as are likely to interest , the

majarity. All letters should he nu’dresnd

EUWY SEARLIES BROUOURS, c/o Th:
- Edgﬂrf LI;IIH'. I?}HL.ISGH .LI:E SCHOOL i o o A it Sarem

Si : tARY, The Fleetway House,
OUR resolve—Winifred  P. Cull | studio photograph. And don’'t ever stop
- (Hythe)—to continue with the OIld [ writing me your weckly letters, or I shall

Paper after you have left school is|lose one of my best tonice.

one that gives me great pleasure. 1
always like to think that we can keep our
readers indefinitely—and not lose them alter
they have reached years of diserction. You
put the idea so nicely 1n your letter, Winnie,
that 1 feel 1T must quote your words for the
benefit of those readers—a good many, I'm
afraid—whose schooldays are nearly over, and
who may feel that it will be beuneath their
new dignity to carry on with the St. Frank’s

yarns as of yore.
* *

ITere are Miss Winifred Cull’s words: "1
leave school at the end of this year, so the
N.L.L. will be a link between mo and
schooldays, and help me to keep in touch
with school affairs and atmosphere. I think
anyono who drops the Old Paper because
he or she thinks ‘I'm too old for it is a
silly ass! Or, perhaps, more to be pitied
than blamed. In my opinion, the Old Paper
iz of even more value to non-school chaps
ar ! girls, because it's a link belween them
and something they’ve left behnind, and it
helps to keep them young at heart‘ And
that's a great thing, isn’'t 167"

#* * "

X

This week, George Hunnable, your impos-
ing dial, mcludm,;; your bandmaster’s cap,
adoms the top of our page. In case you're
nct a bandmaster, I'm ouly anticipating by
a short time, becanse | expect you soon will
be, With mgdrd to Professor Zingrave, and
tl.o Leaguo of the Green Triangle (the Circle
of Terror i8 the same thmg, you know,
under another name), you will probably be
interested to know that I am planning a
seiies of yarns even now, with old Zingrave
well to the fore. But in case I get into
trouble with the Editor for letting the cat
out of the bag too soon, I won’t say any
more just yet. So look out for another reply

on thie subject within a week or two
+* #* =

That portrait of you—Reg. T. Staples
{(Walworth)—won’t do at all. I can see your
cap, and I can see the Old Paper, and 1
can just seo your legs. But that’s not good
cnough, I want to see you. 1 expect the

* *

If you want to get rid of that model racing
yacht—W. E. White (l‘I:.nmuth}——j.ou had
better join the St. Frank's League, and get
the Chief Officer to put a free advert, in for
you. Joining the League 1s as easy as eating
a doughnut, and it costs about the same.
You buy an extra copy of any issue that
containg the League Forms, get somebody
else to sign the extra form, fill 1n the other
yourself, and send them both to the C.O.
And before you know where you are, youw’ll

have  your Membership Certificate  and

Badge—and all the privileges that the League
offers.
* L L
Here are the titles of the Old Series

stories you waunt—Thomas W. Porter (Crad-
ley Heath): 36, The Mystery Man of Lhassa;
131, The 1old- Up of the 815 Mail; 199, The
'Brmk:rw Point;, 206, Expelled from St.
Frﬂnk’s; 226, The Mystury of Reed’s Wharf;
313, The Golden Image; 314, The Demon
Cricketer; 363, The I'iends of IFu Chow; 426,

A Three Thonsand Mile Race; 496, The
Twins’ Terrible Tangley 500, The School-
boys” Pantomime,

* #* #*

I hope you have an enormous number of
friends—Winnie lLee (Dageuham)—because
the more you have the more good work
you'll do amongst them. You say that
every week you give the Old Paper to one
of your friends, and that afterwards they
get it for themselves. That's the stuff to
give ’em! Stout work of that kind is the
real goods.

* * -
The reply I have given to Winnie Lee, of
Dagenham—IL.  Withams (Chelmsford)—

apphcs mactly the samc to you, word for
word. Hope you’ve got lots of pals,

paves

readers want to, too. So let’s have a proper
’ prop
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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,

Prices of Meccano QOutfits from 3/6 to 380/-

Meccano £I00 Model - Building
Contest

Here is a splendid opportunity for
Meccano Inventors ! Cash prizes totalling
over £50 are being awarded for the best
Meccano model entered in the new Mececano
model-building competition and, in addi-
tion, there i1s a large numbker of other
splendid prizes, making a total value of
£100. Ask your dealer for full particulars
and an entry form

MECCANO LTD.—0ld Swan—LIVERPOOL

FCCANO

Mececano Engineer’s Pocket Book
The Meccano Engineer's Pocket Book

has been specially designed for the use of
Meccano boys. It enables you to inake
drawings of any engineering structures you
may see on your travels, and then, when you
get home, you can reproduce these structures

in Meccano, yuided by the drawings in your
Pocket Book. The Pocket Book costs 1/3

post free, and will be sent on re-::cifat of this
Je

amount in stamps. Write to pt. 12,
Meccano Limited, Old Swan, Liverpool.
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This Week’s Instalment Contains Football Thrills and Startling Adventure!

e e i i S SRR R TR TR S P R R T W

Already two directors of Northinouth Rovers bhave disappeared in my-

slertous circumstances.

Now Edward Collon, another director, finds

humself the viclim of a vicious allack on bis life !

i e i o e e e e e e i e e e e e e R e R A A e T e

Crocked !
NIPPER was determined on two things.

Ile was going to do his best, and he
was going to keep on
Grogan !

The band was marching off; a terrific roar
greeted the home team in their red-and-black
striped jerseys. The Rovers, pgoing out,
received rather more than the polite applause
accorded to visitors, because they happened
to be a famous club, a club that had made
football history.

Midbury was out after the championship,
and it struck Nipper, as he stuck pluckily to
their elusive centre-forward, that they stood
a mighty good chance, aund regarded this
mateh with Northimouth as one of their
stepping-stones,

The crowd was roaring with excitement.
Then came a gasp of amazement as they
saw that the visitors’ young centre-half had
beaten their stur, that the ball was travelling
swiftly to Sims, who dodged the man tackling
him and centred to Dick Ridley, who hit the
post with a crashing shot.

It was hard luck for the Rovers.

Nipper was feeling quite perky now, and
though Midbury’s star forward was the morc
experienced and cleverer player, the lad
managed to hamper him badly.

“Come on, the City!"”

The home supporiers were growing impa-
tient. Rutherton was playing at the top of
hi. form, and with the fivst half well ad-
vanced Dave Williams had scarcely had a

an ecye

dangerous shot to deal with, whilst on the
other hand, Dick Ridley and Sims had gone
uncomfortably close,

"The excitemént was intense. Nipper was
lost in the game, and he could think of
nothing but thwarting that star forward, who
was beginning to show signs of temper. He
forgot to watch Grogan. He was racing along
neck and neck with the opposing centre-
forward, intent upon dispossessing him of
tho ball, when a burly form crashed into
his back, and he was flung forward on to
the turf. Half-dazed as he was, however,
Nipper instinctively ducked his head—just as
a heavy boot flashed past it, missing him by
an inch! '

Pheeep !
~ Nipper lay on the grass, his breath com-
ing 1n panting, painful gasps. Tho referee's
whistle was shrilling out!

As though through a mist, Nipper saw the
referee come hurrying up to Grogan. From
what scemed a long distance came the excited
shouts of the erowd, and a lot of jeering
from a scction of the spectators who evidently
thought that the Rovers’ left-back had in-
tended to foul their centre-forward and had
got the wrong man,

“Grogan!” said the ref sharply. “What do
you mean by a reckless charge like that?”

The burly back was a little pale as he
stemmered out a reply.

“I—I rather lost my head. I was rushing
io kelp Parr. but somechow got into eollision
with him.”



THE NELSON LEE SCHOOIL STORY LIBRARY

"Well, don’t you come into collison that
way again,” said the man with the whistle
grimly, as he Dbeckoned to the Rovers’
trainer. “If I have any more rough play
from you I shall send vou off the field.”

The surly-looking Coles and an ambulance
man came hurrying up.

“I'm all right!” panted Nipper feebly.
He tried to stagger to his feet, cnly to fall
back into the arms of the bald-headed
veteran back, and the ground seemed to be
heaving up and down in a most disconcerting
fashion. :

Ther, without any ceremony, (oles took his
arms, and the ambulance man his feet, and
they were bearing him fromn the playing
pitch, They laid him down just outside the
touch-line, and Nipper lay back, his breath
coming a little less painfully now. He had
fallen heavily, however, and every bone in
his body ached.

“Has your back gone barmy?” asked the
ambulance man,

“He’s too keen; that’s the trouble with
Grogan,” growled the trainer. “He never
intended to foul anyone, least of all one of
his own side, but in a ecrisis he's apt to lose
his head and butt in like a bull.” ]

“0Oh!” said the ambulance man douhtfully,

Nipper lay blinking up at the sky with
the roar of an excited crowd ringing in his
ears, and the plop. plop, plop of the ball
coming faintly to him.

“Pure accident!” said the trainer.

“rumbs, what a whopper! Nipper was
thinking of the remark he had heard the
manager make: “You fix it with Grogan;
the quicker he’s erocked and out of the way
the better!”

Well, he had got something to tell Nelson

Lee. The C.I.D. man had blurted out their
true identity, and developments had been
swift. In the haze that surrounded them one

thing stood ouat very clearly.  Quite indis-
putably Minter, Coles and Grogan did not
want a detective in the team, and thinking
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of that foot that had only jusc missed his
head, it struck Nipper very forcibly that
Grogan would prefer him under the turf than

‘upon 1t.

Nelson Lee was quite right; Northmouth
looked like being a very unhealthy place.

Within a few houes of the man from the
Yard blurting out the seeret of their identiiy
his life had been in peril on the football field.
There was something wrong with the Rovers
all right!

“GOAL!”

That greal shout caused Nipper to sit up:
kis absenece from the field had put the Rovers
out of their stride. He had judged from the
enthusiasm of the erowd that they were being
hard pressed, and now Midbury City’s star
centre-forward bad got through and scored.

Nipper heaved himself to his fect.

“I'm going back!” he said blunitly,

The trainer caught him by the arm.

“Don’t be a fool! Tt will be half-time in
ten minutes.”

But Nipper shook off the hand on his arm,

and stepped rather groggily over the white

line.

A foothall crowd is always ready to applaud
pluck., and quite a roar of applause greeted
the youngster as he walked towards the
referee, fighting hard to overcome his dizzi-
ness, and telling himself fiercely that he would
soon be all right.

Badly shaken from his heavy fall, he was
not a lot of use; but he certainly hampered
that flying centre-half, and encouraged his
own team. The whistle sounded for half-
time with the score at one goal to nil in Mid-
bury’s favour. . o

In the dressing-room the trainer fussed
round Nipper, but the youngster was feelifg
almost himself again. : »

“T'm all right,” said Nipper: “but I think
when Grogan’s playing everyone ought to
wear crash helmets and padded fogs, just in

case of aceidents'”

The burly back was crimson. and scveral

of Mr, Nelson,

the movements of both

Rovers, and

STEPHEN LANGTOXN,
known as the * Bat.”

WHAT'S GONE DEFORE,

I NELSON LEE, the world-famous detective, and his assistunt, _ . -
VIPPER. are in Northmouth, where they are investigating the mysterious disapp
) 0 ¢ ] chai y : Nipper, who s knouwn
ance of James Ridley, ex-chairman of Northmouth Rovers. N ipper, -
as Nick Parr, plays for the Rovers as an amateur; Nelson Lee has taken the name
Brentually, Lee fears that Jumes Ridley has been kidnapped,
and he suspects that Bert Barter and Mr. :
Rovers respectively, are implicated in the affatr.

DICK RIDLEY, nephew of James Ridley

the new chairman, who, owing to fe.e'x acrial aclivities, 13
A new sensation is caused by the disappearance of another

Rovers director named Mark Mayhew. I
Yard, is called in, and he unwittingly rercals the

W

Minter, centre-half and manager of the
He is ulso much puzzled by

and Internutionul centre-forward of the

Detective-inspector Stone, of Scotland
real 1dentities of Nelson Lee

and N1 / . _ & _
Ie:'f;-buﬁczj shall crock Nipper during the mateh against Midbury City—XNipper s

laying at centre-half, having deposed ‘
}:mrs the plot, however, and determines to be on his

er.

Following this revelation, Minter arranges that Grogan, the Rovers

Barter from that position. The lad over-
guard during the game.

(Now wread on.)
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men laughed. Then an attendant came up to
Nipper.

“Mr. Colton would like to sce you outside
for a moment,” he said, and Nipper, sucking
his slice of lemon, folloewed him out into the
corridor, followed by the curious gazes of his
colleagues,

The Bat!
ra~IL little dircctor was pacing impatient-
' r Iv up and down. "T'here was both fear
and excitement in his bulging eyes.
“This is a bad business, young man,” he
said in a low voice, as Nipper joined him.
“I had a telephone message from Nelson Lee

THE NELSON LEE SCHOOIL STORY LIBRARY

becauso I arranged for you to play for the

Rovers, and this 1s going to mean more
trouble for me.”
Nipper could not quite sce that. Tt looked

as though the men responsible for the dis-
appearance of James Ridley and Mark May-
hew were already keen cnough on getting
hold of the frightened little dircetor, but that
flukey shot of his—when he had wounded
Bert Barter-—had given them the impression
that he was constantly on his guard, that he
went about armed, and that he was a erack
shot and fired without any warning. But
before Nipper could explain that, the piayers
were coming out into the passage, and he
hurried to join them.
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““Help ! ** came a cry.

Nipper dashed forward into the [og, and saw Edward Colton, the North-

mouth Rovers’ director, struggling desperately with two shadowy figures.

saving that some blundering idiot had
revealed your identity. Apparently the man
was with him at the Harbour Hotel, and had
told him what had bappened. Your chief said
vou would be on your guard, hut as my nieee
was coming over to the mateh I reseived to
come with her to warn vou. That charge of
Grogan’s was no accident !”

“Oh, I know that!" said Nipper. “But 1
got so keen on the game that 1 forpot to
watch him.  Did the chief give you any
message 7Y

“He said the man Yard
might be useful,”

Nipper grinned.

“He hasn't done me much good so far!"

“And I'm greatly worried,” said the pros-
perous ship-owner. “They will know that I
am responsible for calling in Nelson Lee

from Scotland

|

Dick Ridley glanced after the director, who
had turned to make his way back to his seat
in the stand.

“Had the old boy any loving message for
me 7' he asked.

““No message, loving or otherwise,” replied
Nipper carelessly, as they walked along the
corridor. “I say, Grogan, don’'t help me
again, will you ?”

Several players laughed, but the Welsh
goalie, who brought up the rear, was look-
ing very troubled. He could not help but
think that the Scotland Yard man’s startling
revelation had something to do with the
attack on the voungster who was showing
such good form,

The fog which had. been threatening in
the first half, had increcased during the

(Continued on pxge 42.)
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Thls is

Hor nby Tram Week

;_-;,,.Z ST i :
See the speclal dlsplays oE Hornby
Trains in all the shops this week

Now is the best time to sece the famous Hornby Trains, for they are being
specially demonstrated in all the shops. Take your Dad to see these spiendld
trains. Tell him that playing the great game ot ralways with Hornby Trains
and Accessories 13 the best fun in the world.

A Hornby miniature railway 1s exact in every detail, and enables you to
duplicate almost every operation employed in modern rm]way practice. You
can run passenger and freight trains to your own timetables, and you can carry
out shunting Upoat‘ana realistically m your own goodsyard

Every hour spent playing with a Hornby Kailway is brimful of thrills .and
enjoyment. You are certain to be proud of your Hornby Railway when you

have tested it and discovered its splendid qualities. Make friends with your
dealer—he will help you., .

Prices of Hornby Trains from 7/6 to II0/-
The 1928-9 Hornby Book of Trains

The neww Hornby Book of Trains contains splendidly
illustrated articles dealing with real life and romance on
the railway, and over 20 pages are devoted to a complete
catalogue of Hornby Trains.

You-can obtain a copy of the 1928-9 Hornby Book of
Trains from vour dealer. price 3d. 1f 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
thru: of your {‘huma Write cfur'y, and be sure to put
....... letter S after your own name for reference.

HORNBY TRAINS

BEITISH AND GUARANTEED
Manufactured by

MECCANO LTD. —Old Swan— LIVERPOOL

L a, 0 ]
.......
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interval, and it was only just possible to see
from goal to goal. 'I'he referee was consult-
ing the linesmen.

“Get on with it, guv'nor!” shouted a loud-
voiced man. “‘They can seo all right!”

Apparently the referee came to the same
conclusion, for he walked to the centre, blew
Ins whistle, and the game was resumed.

Nipper, who was tough and in the pink of
condition, had recovered from the eftects of
that heavy charge in the back. Mo signalised
it by running in front of Midbury's star
centre-forward, robbing him of the ball, and
sending it in a long, swift pass to Dick Ridley.
Out it went to Sims, back to the young
Amateur International, who dashed in be-
tween two hesitating backs and crashed the
lcarher into the net.

The Rovers had cqualised, and the ecrowd
was not pleased about it.

“Now then, the City!”

‘The hom2 team attacked strongly, but
Nipper spoilt their tactics. He was constantly
in the way, and though Grogan was plaving
. badly, Rutherton and Dave Williams were at
the top of their form. Players moved ghost-
like out of the gloom, and specetarors at one
end of the ground could not sce what was
happening at the other.

Pheeeep !

The referce stopped the game, and aguin
consulted the linesmen. Dick Ridley and the
City’s captain were called up.

“Wash-out!” said the left-half to Nipper,
and he proved to be correct, for the referce
abandoned the game.

Dave joined Nipper as they were making
for the stand in the rapidly failing light.

“Land of my fathers! We shall have an
awful journcy home!"™ he satd. “VYes, look
vou, tndeed we shall, and I do not like it
I tell you!”

“What I like about you is your absolute
cheerfulness,” said Nipper, with a grin. “A
ziddy ray of sunshine from among the dark
clonds !”

“It's nasty near Northmouth in a fog,
and indeed 1f we escape an accident, we
shall be very late,” continued Dave gloomily.

“Oh, well, we're getting off half an hour
carly, and we don't work to-morrow, and,
imr:lq old how, we've got to do i1t!” said the
ad.

“It’s all very well for a detect—"

“Shut up!” said Nipper sharply,

In the dressing overvone pot a movo on.
Several  experienced plavers knew  well
cnough whal a long jeurney in a fog meant,
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and the driver of the ’bus looked anything
but happy as he drove out into the murky
strects of Midbury. It was very thick in
Corporation Street. The lights from the
shops left a blind patch in the centre of the
road, and trams with clanging gongs loomed
up startlingly. Mr, Minter was all on the
jump, but half-way up the hill from tho
town everyone gave a sigh of relief, for they
were rising above the fog, and it was com-
paratively clear.

They stopped for tea at thé hotel where
they had had lunch, and darkness had fallen
when they resumed their journey. There
were occasional fog patches, but it was not
until they were within five miles of North-
mouth that they struck it really badly, and
then a sheer blanket of mist swallowed them
up, and the brakes were going on hard.

The blurred headlights of a car loomed up
behind them. '

“ Look out!” -

Nipper, sitting at the back of the bus, had
opened the door and shouted a warning, and
the car pulled up within a foot or two of
the back of the bus. TIFor a second he had &
glimpse of the strained face of Clarice
Colton. With her was her uncle, Edward
Colton.

Than the bns was groping forward, and
the cwi was following it.

Bump !

“Hold tight!” shouted someone.

The footballer’s were flung together, the
brakes of the ecar following behind screamed
protestingly as it was pulled up.

The bus was tilted over. Nipper was one
of the first out, and he saw that the bus
had left the.road and was upon the desolato
stretch of heath above Northmouth.

“Now we've got a job to keep us warm!”
said Dick Ridley. “We shall have to—-—"
He broke off, and listened intently, “There’s
a ‘planc lost up there, and he's coming
lower.”

The young International seocmed strangely
excited. Nipper could only just hear the
sound of an engine,

“It’s the Bat!” said Dick, half under his
breath, and then in almost a seream Lo
cried: ‘“Shout!”

Even as Nipper joined in the shout, and
heard a startled ery from the girl behind
them, he wondered how young Ridley knew

it was Stephen Langton in the air. But
even as that Hlnuglft struck him, he in-
stinctively ducked his head, as a grea$

'plane, with an almost silent engine, camo
dropping out of the fog. swoeping down upon

the bus-load of footballers!

What Happened in the Fog !
!. S the big 'plane came dropping out of

the fog, swooping down upon the
stranded bus, it seemed that a terriblo
accident was inevitable. Nipper,
standing rooted to the spot, felt a great
admiration for the pilot, for whether he had
see: the lights of the bus, or been warned
hv the <iartled shout that had arisen, he
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kept his head. A falling ’plane is capable
of little manceuvring, but the pilot of the
‘plane with the almost silent engine swerved
cleverly away to the left.

“J.and of my fathers!”
Williams, standing beside the youngster.
thought we were for it!”

The party of footballers had scattered all
over the place. Nipper saw the great ’plane
hit the road in front of the blurred head-
lights of the stranded bus, bounce upward,
and then come to rest on the heath on the
other side.

There was no crash, no dreaded explosion
and sheet of flame. A man with a cool brain
and steady hand had made that forced land-
ing as calmly and as cleverly as though in
a well-lighted aerodrome,.

Nipper went dasllmq across the road. Was
Dick Ridley right? Was the pilot Stephen
Langton, the chairman of the Rovers, the
man known to the players as “‘The Bat 7 ?

iitbtu 'l!‘l

A blurred ficure in front of him called
out sharply as he almost collided with a
man in a long leather coat and airman’s

murmured Dave
(1] 1

helmet. He recognised the voice at once.
Dick Ridley had been right. It was
Stephen Langton who had made a clever

forced landing in the fog. As he came to
a halt, the airman’s keen, hawk-like eyes
spotted two other men approaching, and he

called upon them to stop.
“No one is to go near that ’plane,” he
called in a sharp, commanding voice. *It’s

and I don’t need help, but

pvttul tnni{, :md |

quite all right,
I've goft a

leaky

don’t
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want anyone fussing avourkl.” He turned
and peered through the foz at the young-
ster. “Oh, it’s you, Mr, Parr—or 1 suppose,
according to your friend from the Yard, I
ought to call you Nipger?”

“I hope you won’t,’
calmly. "1 don’t

replied the youngster
want 1t shricked about.

“Just as you like!” replied the Bat care-
lessly. I suppose it’s your bus stranded
there. What’s happened ?”

“We left the road in the fog,” explained
Nipper. “Our match at Midbury had to be

abandoned on account of fog.”
“Umph!” grunted Langton. *“It’s clear
enough six hundred feet up, but it’s like

looking down on to a blanket, 1 came down

to take my bearings, and found your bus
a bit too close to be pleasant, 1 just want
to get a sense of direction, and I shall be

all right.”

“What!” gasped Nipper.
up again in this?”

The chairman of the Rovers shrugged his
shoulders as he replied,

“T’'ve taken

“You're going

off and landed 1n a worze
fog than this, But coming in from the
sea, 1 didn’t realise it was so thick on Eaud

and lost my bearings. It’s a little bit jarring
'-.'thn you don’t know whether you are com-
ing down on fop of the Town Hall, but 1
wasn't far out in my

He struck a match and lit a cigarctie with
a hand as steady as a rock, and Nipper
glanced at him admiringly. lLangton was
rather puzzling his chief and himself, but

ruess.”’

(Continned on page 44.)

1/, MILES non-stop by
"0"Gauge Steam Loco

z
This
massive

British steam loco

pulls a train Oft,

long for 13 mileseach
timeit is filled, Solid
. ) brass and steel through-

£ ' out, Guaranteed.

Loco and tender 1ft. 8in. long. !

Weight51bs. Samesize and power

as Ubu.ll £6locos, Tender T/6 extra

BOWMAN MODELS

DEPT. 224, DEREHAM NORFOLK.
This book contains full 1!&“*(.[']””0“ of all
Bowman loco and c<tationary engines, to-
gether with
many use-
ful hints
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ticulars FREE. —FRANK EUGEE‘! T
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Whats Wrong with
 (he Rvels 7

2L NEJSON LLE

- . . E e
(Coniimrcd from privions page,)

|.r.=Emh[ucH~. the man” had pluek, and lived wy
fo <his nickuame. ™ & -0
‘Mr, Minter, the m;t!'i'agor,
- “thrrugh the fogw: v . g
‘Shail 1 ask CGowan and 1](“1‘}“ to guard
your - plane #?” he asked hastily,

Nipper was watehing the man in the thick

came hurryicg

leather clothi g, and  he =aw  his  sudden
I]:n'-. ll. TR - 3
‘ Not fhv h*u&:i‘ need,” he said shortly.
“PIl give you fa.hand m getting your bus
on to the road, and then ')l be off. 1 know
wherve-l am - now.™ |,
“HaIiu‘*' snid Nipper. “Here's a chap
who seems to ‘be able to sce his way in the,
fog pu'tt} "well® _ "

A ear was 111;;‘:1_n¢1:-hinf_,;

of Northmouth. . They could sec blurred
headlichts and hear the engine, and thow
somecne " whs shouting, for the deiver might
be sportsman enough to  help  haul  the
stranded bus on {6 the road.

Brakes went On with a squeak.

“Cowley "™ said Nipper, with a grin.
"Then, as they. moved forward to the car,
the grin dttihl‘{‘{i dh:rlpt‘\.

Hla dr(hwimn from liw peculiar sgqueak of
{he brakes was corvect. The car was &
Cowley. ~And seated rat ‘the wheel was Bert
Yarter, the “contre-half whese place he had
tuken in the mateh  against Midbury thai

afternoon !

And it Nipper wus sarprised at nmetin;'

Duarter, the buvly,” ginger-haived footballor
wis fletllh wmnduri at the sight of him
and the ut!wr members of the team. Minte 1-

newecomer and said some-
and then Barter got
nervous little laugh.

said the

hurvied up to the
thing m a low voice,
out of the car with a

“I1f this (lr.w:-nt beat, evervihing,”

revilehalf ‘-ﬁmm* of us wore wondering
where vou'd got to. Mr. AMinter, and, think-
ing I might be 'a bit of e, 1 thought 1'd
come nhmg and try to find vou. Dilehed,
eh?  And h;n'u vou crashed, My, Langton ?”

“Foreed hn{!ins:, oot lost in the fog,”
veplied the aifman shortly, '“‘:"mi't! hetrm-

from tie divection”

|
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wron@ vou niay be wrecked in front of us,
and indeed, we might have w spend the
ieht hare!” :
The other ployers langhed at him. Lang:
ton seemed naturally to assuime commatnd,
atd the plavers got ready to hang on to the
spokes of wheols, Nipper, however, did not
help, He was teo dazed. '

He did not for moment
Parvter’s account for hiz presence
loniely  heath above Novthmouth,
his genses would have faken a ear out
that night if he could have helped it. Nipper
had recoganised the car as that which he
angd Nelson Lee had scen in the drive of
Colton’s house on the night when the diree-
tor had been attacked; the ecar with the
detached speedometer which Nelson ILee Ihlff
identified in the parking place on the Rovers'
:1011'1(!. and w hwh he had learnt belonged to
Minter!

believe Dert
upon that
NO  marn

il

*Heave " vommandod fangton, and
Parter’s engine revved londly in low gear.
The lighted bus lurched ferward, and then

}fip;u_;_f?ltﬁ light {ouch on his arm.

“-ecan’t sce uncle anvwhere,” satd Clarvice

"cﬁid;: 1% Ifttle anxiously.  “‘I'in afraid
hﬂﬁ — w '
9 Iv~}' g an a lond shout in the fog.
o

s ilwﬂ.l{l (ui o1 was his elient. and dazed

as he was by the strange }F!p]]f*t]i]‘.:l_‘:i of this
exciting evening,” Nipper’s first instinct was
to dash to his aid, even though he migh:
he hopelessly outnumbered, and had no
knowledgo nE low many of the football tean
he eould rely.upon for assistance.

But he had that aI‘IDIIi to guide him, and
he med :u:ttpnjr
“Qun‘.k' This” way, boys, close in!”

His shout suggested that he_ had a num-
her of companions elose wupon -his v heels.
Nipper saw three shadowy figures struggling
in the fog, ‘and then’ fwo of them broke
away and ran, = The lad dashed up and

almost fell over, the falling director, but
pulled ;up ju-t in time. i
o “hdt s up?" he asked, as he stoadied

the falling man, and he saw that the diree-
tor's eyves were bulging with fear!

(thready fiwo divectors of Novthmouth
Rovers have disappraved i nowe followes an
altaclk on another What's the
muysiery ﬂf all these womazing cveats? Who
is hrh:nd’ the pl’m‘ aguinst the Rovers’
fl'_.'rﬂfnwrfe. Look out .for more stariling

divector,

t{}.ﬁ: t}.lp' l;”l“- (!l[1+ 1O thtl"- \'ﬂtl ' IIEI bg® ; . fft“i‘l’!f.ipﬂlt’!lf.‘i in r;p‘]f e [J_nt_ar‘ "8 mijj}}"'q fl‘l’-
The driver quickly produced a length of w & pes
rope v stalment. lads., And--don't forget Ezra
“Now look you, be caveful,” said the | Quirke is coming back next Wednesday,
sloomy Welsh mlte “If anything goces |teo!)

L
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