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EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.

The New Boy.

AHLE new :*-u;_'f' oo ked tterty fovlorn and IU_‘J[JL':-HJ'IH-.'. ;
Follows came along, stared at him, and passed on without saying a woraq,
Uither tfellows did ot even detgn to look at him He  was oo nsignnhicans
ta be noticad,  He was nothine—he was nobody,

Lt waus the tirst dav of term at St. Frank's, and the school was already beginning to
bustle with the noise and commotion of the arriving fellows, Sentors and juniors were
;'.'rrt:iuj.i up it batches CVery hour,  Most of them ‘n."-t'-l‘e‘ r{}mirt_s.’ Tll} train, but some arrived
by car—others on their motor-cyveles, The air was fil |

3 1 |
o with eheery hauvs and shours of

greefing, Jut nobody took anv notice of the new boy.
In spite of all the bustle and the animation. he was as lonely as thoug!

1 e =toodd upon
| :

an open moor with mitles of desolation on every side of him. [here 15, perhaps, no
[ - |

u R | = 1 1 d ¥ 1
loneliness like that experienced by a new boyv on his first dav at a great puhlie achool,
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There bave been many amaging new boys at St Frank’s, but surely wone so
amaging as Slanley Waldo. Enormous strenglh 1s only one of bis wnuinerous
extraordinary characteristics.,  He 1s, 111 all truth, a wonder boy—and bis advent
al St. Frank's 1s 1o be ibe starl of many weird adveniures for Nipper & Co.

S — e ——— - ——— o — a

It was a glorious September afternoon. and summer was lingering on, az though
reluctant to depart. The sun was shining hLotly, and there were ouly a few Qeocy white
clouds in the blue heavens, St, Frank's was looking good to-day.

Only a comparatively small proportion of the Remove had turned up vet., They would
probably arrived by the mid-afternoon train. A few IFourth-Formers and fags were
standing about in the Triangle, or dashing from one house to another, and there wero
plenty of seniors to be seen, too. The seniors. for some reason or another, were looking
quite excited. As some fresh Vifth-I'ormers or Sixth-Formers arrived thev would be
pcunced upon, and they would have scine startling news imparted to them—at which their
eves would sparkle and they would cateh the fever.

Jut the'new boy tool: part in none of this,

He was standing near the fountain, in the centre of the Triangle, looking at the whole
scene with interest.  Me was a well-set-vp voung foellow, slim. neatly built, and with a
frank, open face. His eyes were blue, and his hair was rather on the faiv side. Ilis
}:unda were stuck deeply into his trousers pockets, and his blue and red ecap—which
dcenoted that he belonged to the Ancient House—was perchied on tha back of his hoad.



4 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

A remarkably thin junior came along., lle
was skinny, and his eyes were set in deep
hollows; his nose was sharp and big. His
cars projected in a remarkable fashion, and
nis brown eyes had a vacant look about th{,m
Plenty of hair escaped from beneath his
somewhat disreputable school cap, and this
hair, sandy and curly, struggled' cver his
cars like a mop.

The new fellow watched him with interest
ns he came across the Triangle towards the
Ancient House. This remarkabie-leoking
vouth paused for a moment as he saw the
new  fellow’s eyes on him, and then he
nodded and grinned. The vacant look
secemed to die out of his eyes at the same
moment.

‘“Hallo!” he
“New kid?”

“Yes,” said the other.

“Glad to have somebody speak to you?”

“Well, I am, rather,” admitted the ncw
boy. “You're the first—and I've_ been here
for nearly two hours.”

“Hard lines,” said the thin one. *But
vou'll soon get used to it. Nobody will
<peak to you or take any notice of you for
the first week. There's got to be something
. pretty exceptional about a new kid to get
him any attention.”

“I'm afraid there's nothing special about
me,” smiled the new boy.

““Just what I was thinking,” said the lean
junior. = “You look ‘pretty useful, though.
Keen on sports?”

“Yes, rather!”

““Football 2”

“Love it!” said the new boy.

“I don’t suppose you'll get much chance

said in a cheerful voice.

this term,” said the lean one. ‘‘Well, my
name’s  Trotwood—Nicodemus Trotwood.
I'm in the Remove.”

“So am I,” said the new boy. *“Wo're

both in the same House, too, aren’t we?”

“Not likely 1" said Trotwood. *Can’t you
sce that my cap is mauve and yellow? I'm a
West House chap.”

He nodded and passed on, leaving the new
boy feeling just a little better. But even
Trotwood had not troubled to ask the
stranger his name. It was evidently a matter
of no interest to him.

FII. new boy himself did not like to
I thrust himself forward, indeed, ha
had an idea that if he spoke first he
wonld be snubbed. He had been
warned what it would be like on his first dav
at St. Franlk's, and so he was prepared. And
he knew better than to approach anybody
and say the f[irst word. That sort of thing
simply wasn’t done. He was supposed to
walt until somebody came along and spoke to
him. Ie was rather gratified “that the thin,
mop-haired junior had eondescended to
notice him,
Some more fresh arrivals turned up, and
they made plenty of noise in doing so. Most
of them stared at the new fellow as the others

House.

had done, but they did not attempt to gt
into conversation with him. They just gave
him a straight look, and then walked on. It
was gencrally considered that it did new kids
good to ignore them. If a chap took 100
much notice of a new kid he was liable 'o

give himself airs, and to think that he wis
as good as they, which, of conrse, “was
ridiculous. A new boy in any public sc hi rE

has just about as much status as an ant.:

“Oh, well, I suppose 1 shall get umd to 9.7
murmured t":e youngster to himself.* g,
Frank’s seems to be a fine place, anyhow.
But 1 should certainly like to knew 'a bit
more about 1t.” :

He did not even know which was his own
tle had spoken to onc of the seniors
upon arrival, and this lordly youth -:i
vaguely waved towards Big Arrh and had
told him to report himself to the Head. e
had wandered through Big Arch into Inner
Court, and he had gone to the Head"s house
only to be told that the Head hadn’t ﬂ,ur
arrived. So he was wandering about now
rather like a lost sheep.

It was a pity he hadn’t asked Trotweod a
few questions while that youth was in the
mood for speaking to him. Ie was just con-
sidering the 1dea of going in search for Trot-
wood, when he saw a lean, mop-haired fivure
wandering out of West Arch.

“Good egg!” muttered the new boy. ““The
very chap 1 want!”

He bore down upon
halted in front of him.

“I say, hope I'm not butting in or any-
thing, but I rather wanted to ask you sonie-
thing just now,” he said. *‘But you went
off before I could

“I beg your
headed one mildly.

He blinked at the new boy, and that vaciug
look was very pronounced in his cyes, liu
regarded the new boy as though he had
never seen him before in all his life.

“Isn't your name Trotwood?”
stranger.

“Ah, Trotwood?” repeated the lean one.
“Did you ask me if my name is Trotwood 7"’

““Yes.”

“It is Trotwood,” said the other, beaming,
“Is there anything I can do for you, my dear
fellow ?”

“Yes; I want you to tell
the Ancient House.”

“Oh, indeed!” -said Trotwood.
very interesting.”

“Eh?”

the lean one, and

pardon?” said the mop-

L]
asked the

me which 1s

“That’s

“Why did you leave Charterhouse 77" asked
Trotwood. .
“Charterhouse !” said the new boy. I

never sald 'mnhmg about Charterhousc |
Are you irying to kid me?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“What’s the idea?"” asked the new boy.
“When I met you a little while ago yaon
didn’t act like this, I know you think it'c an
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awlul nerve for me to speak to you, but you] The new fellow could casily be forgiven
spoke to me first, I‘E'umhU for coming to the conclusion that Trotwood
“It 1s, indeed,” said lrmwumi, glancing | was deliberately making fun of him. Hae
at the sky. failed to observe an exact replica of (hia
“Lh? 1 don't understand mop-headed figure on the West House stepa
“It is certainly a charming day for|near by. The replica was grinuing ,appre-
Soptember,” said the lean oue.  “Thel ciatively.
weather 13 much “If yoiu wish
better now than " 5 me to take yon
it was in WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANRK'S. round, I shall
August.” have much

“But I never
said anything
about the
weathertrl”
qﬂnped the new
boy. “Are you
fl:,mn' to  be
funny

e Mnm:e;r!
Trotwood.
afraid 1
lend

LE

satd
“I'm
can't
y ou

“I never men-
tioned money!l”
roarcd the new
boy “Look
here, I may be a
new kid, but you

can't fool e
liko  this! |
know jolly well
that vou're not
deaf,  although
vou pretend vo
be., Why, not
five minutes ago

vou were talking
to me 111 an
ordinary way.
What's t h e
wheeze 7"
“Hardly a
’mfsme sotd
'[_l‘ﬂtnm}d, elanc-

pleasure in doing
s0," said Trot-
wood, with quiet
dignity,  *“Oniy
I should like vou
to speak a little
more clearly.”

“I only want
vou to tell me
which 15 the
Ancient House,”
said tho new
fellow. “I want
to find my Houso-
master, so that
I can report.”

“Yes, we have

lenty of sport
were,” said T'rot-
wood, nodding.

"I'm not talk-
ing about sport,
you—you I
want vou to show
me the Ancient
House. I've got
to report myselt
to 1wy House-
master.”

“Oh, you want
to sce a master!
satd  Trotwood.
“I sce! Which
master ?”

“I'm told that

ing at the leafy his name 13 Mr.
chestnuts, “1 Lee.’
should call “Vour knoo?"
tt— HAROLD GRAYSON. said  Trotwood,
=1 didlr:'t men- with concern,
t 1 on breeze!” AL E, FRIPY BN 5 “You've. hurt
velled the new 1018 Fifth-Former is one ,of the black sheep ot kiod: ahd
boy.  “What's al SL Frank’s. He basi’t a single redeem-  you want to sco
vour s il 1y gng feature, being a bully, a sinob, agambfff a master? lwm
game? ” T L} ﬂ"i'ffl:lll‘-" sOrry
M o and ever nm:’} to go on ﬁ.le Spree. i
My name! .
said the lean one.  H0bby & Studying ihe latest form of “Very funny,
“But you know horses. isn't 1 sand
it already.” the new  boy,
“Oh, my only breathing harvd.
kat!  Of course I know your namr-' satdy “T suppose you think it's a joke to fool me
the new fellow, breathing hard. “ You told | like this?”
Ineg 3010 Y e 5 = Spok . “
fin 51‘:]]‘,”};;’“%;:!:“‘ Fau Besk mppne AR m; The lean __:.iouth on the West House steps
“Go?"” said Trotwood. * You want me to GRS LOLTARt.
go? Why should I go? 1 have os much *“Hold on!” he said, with a chiuckle. “ Don't
right here as you. I wish you would speak | burst a blood-vessel, old man! Corany sn't
up,” he added plaintively, trying to pull your leg.’
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The new boy spun round, and stared in
simazement as he noted the v:-w:trannhnar}

sunilarity of these two mop-headed juniors.
They were, indeed, exactly alike 1n every
detail,

“Good glory!” he ejaculated. “ Twins!”

"“That’s 1t,” said Nicodemus Trotwood, nod-
ding. “This is my brother, Cornelius, He's
a It deaf, although he won't admit it. Te
generally hears your last word wrong, and

thinks you’re talking about something else }

altogether, But he’s quite harmless, really.”

The new fellow grinned.

“1 was getling a bit fed up,” he admitted.
“Sorry I was so dense, but 1 never dreamed
that there could be twa of vou."”

“No,” said Nick dryly. “It's quite bad
umugh to have one of us knocking al}uut,

isn’t 1t ? By the way, what’s vour name "

‘“* Stanley ‘.‘» aldo.”

"Waldo?" repeated Niek, puckering his
brow., *“1 secem to have heard that name

before, too. Oh, well, T won't be inquisitive!
T'hat's the Ancient House over there,” he
added, with a nod. “Just walk in, and vou’ll
find the Honsemaster's study on the ground
floor.™

And he gave a few directions,

“Thanks,” said Stanley Waldo,
1 haven’s upset your brothep—-="

“Upset him?” grinnmi Nick. “XNothing
can upset Corny! He’s the most harmless ass

in existence. Come on, Corny, old son. Let’s

“I hope

go to the tuck-shop,” he added, grasping
{"nrnnlius’ arm, L ) ‘
“A glass of pop?" said Corny brightly.

11}

“Yes, that would be finel

“1 didn’t mention pop, but you'll have
some, all the same,” grinned "\mm!mnnn
“(‘ome on; we'll go and see Nrs. Hake.’

“Yes, a picce of cake would go nicely with
the pop,” beamed Corny.

“Don’t take any notice,” said Nick, glanc-
ing at the new boy. "He's always like this,
t‘an’t help it, poor chump.”

“Yes, I really think he
{{::-rnehui glancing at the new lrm

“Fh? e has what ?”

The hump,” said Corny,
fellow, I'm not surprised

“Here, we'd better be getting along |

has,” said

100,

“Being a new
13

7 in-

terripted Nicodemus grimly. ** Come on!”

TANLEY WALDO was relieved to find

S that there were two Trotwoods, The

little mystery was explained, and the

new  hoy now understood that there had

been no attempt to jape him.  He glanced

towards the Ancient ITouse and moved
nearer.

There were three very elegant vouths on the

Ancient House steps, lounging there with an

air of proprietorship.  One might have
imagined that they owned the place.
They were Clande CGore-Pearce and his

two ecronies of Study A—GQGulliver and Bell,
They were danditied, as n=nal, and for some
minutes they had been giving the new boy
a very close ftl*-EH‘l".’if'an_
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* Ancient House kid, by the look o his
cap,” Gulliver was saying. “Frightful bore.
having new kids in the Ancient Housc'
What have we done to deserve this?”

“We won't speak to him, anyhow,”
Bell, “I bar speaking to new kids.”
“Oh, we might as well make oursehes
agreeable,” said Gore-Pearce calmily.

His companions stared at him in amaze.”
ment.

cald!

“Agreecable ?”’ repeated CGulliver.  “ Yeou
mean—speak to him?” !

“Why not?”
[ ‘““Becaunse 1t’s against all tradition,” said
Gulliver.  “New kids onght to 'be lefi
severely alone.” )

“Rot!” interrupted Gore-Pearce. “T1f hi

comes this way I shall collar him and make
myself very friendly. I'll offer to show hi:
round. It's our duty to be kindly an
friendly towards new kids.”

- ““Well, I'm hanged!” said Bell blankly.

“We’'ll escort him to his study,” con
tinued Gore-Pearco genially,  “Of course.
we might make a mistake, and open the
cellar door by accident—but how i1s he to
know 7"
| “By gad!”

grinned Guliver. “You mean

“New kids oughtn’t to be allowed to walk
about like this, and inflict themselves wpon
our eyesight,” said Gore-Pearce. ‘‘So we'll
be very polite and show him to his study.

but it’ll really be the cellar instead. One
we've got the door open, we'll pitch hin
down and lock him in. Rather bramny.

what.”
And Gnlhiver and Badll,

ing into happy smiles,

their faces hrouk
heartily agrecd,

CHAPTER 2,
A Curious Customer!

HIX new boy approached the Ancieng
House steps, and Claude Gore-Peare
nudged his precious pals,

“Leave it to me!” he murmured.
“T'll do the _]El"nr'll'l{.'," 5
“Go ahead!” said Bell.

to concoct a
Anything 1l

It was characteristic of thera
picce of trickery of this sort,
natured was quite in  thenr line,  They
thonght it distinetly funny to throw the
new boy into the eellar, and to lock him
there,

Stanley Waldo mounted the and
was about to pass when Gore-Pearce thrust
himself into the way.

steps,

“Hallo!” he said affably., “New kid®"

"‘T 1y

g ‘i,’i,?p]l ¢ my name's Gore-Pearce,” <aid
Claude. “T'm one of the important chaps in

the Remove. 1 always believe in heing kind
to new kids.”

“HYes?” said Waldo.

“Yeos.” said Gore-Pearece,
way about yet?”

ik :\Hl_lt \I'.-'I-]""l.' .L.'hhi"i]_?

“Know you
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and I'll soon show
“Those two f{*TEf)*.x'_q

Pals of rwmne.

“Come with me, then,
vou,” said Gore-Pearce.
ace Gulliver and Dell.
What's your name ?”

“Waldo—Stanley Waldo.”

“That's a rummy name,” said Core-
Pearce, staring.

“I'ta sorry, but it happens to be my name,
riamy or not.”

“You cheeky fathcad—— Oh, well, never

miud ! said Gore-Pearce hastily, ¢ 1 don't
sueppose you mean to be cheeky  realiy.
Would vou like us to show vou round?”

“No. vou needn't bother,” caid Waldo,
shaking his head.

“No bother at all.’
“Only too pleased.”

“I don't doubt it,” said Stanler
“But, if it's all the same to vou,
not be locked in a cellar.”

" declared Gore-Pearce,

Waldo.
1'd rather

“Wha-a-a-at!” gasped Gore-Pearce, with
nojamp,

“1'in sorry to spoil the wheeze, but 1
lhave a rooted objection to cellars,” saud

Waldo sinoothly. “ Thanks all the same, but

I wouldn’t dream of putting you to the
trouble,”
I1e walked into the Ancient House, leav-

ing Gore-Pearce & Co. dumbfounded. They

were so startled, in faet, that they made no
attemipt  to  stop him. The thing was
uncanny,

“How did he know?®” asked Gulliver,
bewildered.

“He couldn't have known,” sand Core-
Pearce,

“But he did know!™ insisted GCGulliver.
“He knew that we had planned to thirow
bim into the cellar.”

& “He couldn’t have overheard us." said
Jell, “He was yards and vards awav, and
vou only spoke in a low voice, Gore- Poarce,
1o couldn’t possibly have heard what vou

satd.”

“Of course hie couldn’t,” agreed Claude.
frowning. *“Then what the dickens does i
mean?  Is he a thought-read>r, or what "

It was certainly staggering.  Stanley
Waldo had been many \;11‘!1\ away  while
Gore-Pearce & Co. had been discussing their
ii-natored  scheme. The mere suggestion
that Waldo could have overheard was pre-
posterous,  Yet  what other explanation
cou ld there be?

“Never known anything like it!" said
(iore-Pearce. removing his_ shiny topper and
seratehing the back of his head. “It's un-
believable ! The idea only came to me on
the spur of the moment, and he was over
v the fountain. How did he get to know?
e couldn't have heard from anybody else,
because he met nobodv—and, besides, there
was nobody over here to listen to us. How
did he know that we were going to shove
bim into f_h[‘ cellar 77

“Beats me !” said Gulliver.
izt he a magician !

“Magician be hanged !” said Gore-Tearce.

“There's probably a mmph cxplanation—if
onrly wo can think of it.™

“The chap
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“Let's go and find lnm, and ask him how
he knew,” suggested Bell brilhantly.

“Not likely ! retorted Gore-Pearce
“I'tn not going to run after the idiot ! It's
hhkely that we'll go chasing new kids. We'll
find out in some other wayv. Confound
tium 1" g

Nick Trotwood's directions, and ho had
no diffienlty in locating the Ilouse
master's study in the Ancient IHouse.
He introduced himself to Mr. Nelson Lee,
and the latter was very friendly. Stanley
Waldo came out feeling much more comfort

II\' the meantime. Stauley Waldo (ollowed

-

f
..L Vi ’3

able and at home. Ile had learned, in-
cidentally, that he was to share Study I with
two fellows named Fullwood and Russell.

He went along to Study I, and inspected
it. He was pleasantly surprised by its roomi-

ness and general air of comfort. All tha
juntor studies at St. IFrank's woere well
appointed, and they had a comfortable

homely look about them.

Stanley had been haif-expecting to find
Pullwood and Russell in possession, but thero
vas no sign of them. So. having completed
his inspection, he strolled out into tha
'11;:111ghn again, e was just in time to hear
the raucous toot of an electric motor-horn.

A moment later a smart-looking Austin
Seven came shooting throngh the gatewav,

driven  rather vrecklessly by a  big, burle
juntor, with a ruggced, agegressive-looking

face.
“Hallo! Plenty of noise now!"
somebodyv.  “Handforth's arrived !

Fdward Oswald Handforth, the celebhrated
leader of Study D, rather fancied himself
in his Austin Seven. Chureh and MeClure,
his faithful chums, were i1n the rear, and
they fancied that Handforth was driving
too fast,

It was all very well to come shooting infta
the Triangle like this, but if a Il‘tl"l"’-h'l or
}_)I‘Lft'("-f happened to spot them, there would
be a bit of trouble. But Handforth was
alwavs a fcllow to do the spectacular thing.

What Lhappened next waz not really Hand-
forth’s fault—although, without qu“wtmn ha
should not have been driving so fast within
the precineis of the Tn.mglu.

| L;
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A fag saw the Austin Seven coming, and
he dehberately stopped, as though daring
the driver to run over him, The fag was
Bobby Dexter, a particularly angelie-looking

youngster., e was generally known as
“The Cherub,” owing io his childlike
features. In reality, however, he was ag

cheeky and as reckless as most of the Third-
Formers,

At the last moment he attempted to dodee,
and certainly would have dodged, only his
foot caught on a loose stone, and he.went
sprawling. e fell full in the path of the
Anstin Seven !

The whole thing was over in a flash—and
it was Bobby Dexter's own fault for being
go "clever.” .

There was a yvell from Handforth, a shriek
from Bobby Dexter. a “zurrh ” as the ecar’s
wheels locked and skidded, and then Dexter
was canght by the front of the car. 1He
vanished beneath it. The little car halted.
Handforth turned pale. DBobby Dexter was
jammed underneath—pinned down,

“You've killed him, Handy!"
CChurch from the back.

“I didn't do it !’ panted Handforth, leap-

gasped

ing out. “The young ass deliberately got
in my way. [ fried to avord him, but
Here! Lend a hand!”

Wild shrieks were coming from under the
car. Handforth and Church and MeClure
dashed round and attempted to lift the
vehicle. But, small as it was, it was sturdy
and heavy, and it resisted their efforts.

Py

“You’ll have to bhack away! said
McClure desperatelv.  “Ile may be gravely
injured "

“Can’t do that!” broke 1n
“That would only hurt himm more !
got. to be lifted i

“Perhaps I can help,” said Stanley Waldo
briskly.

He ran up, having seen the whole oceur-
rence.  Ile was the nearest onlooker, any-
how, and he arrived long before anybody
else even thought of moving.

“DPon’t be a fool 1" shouted Handforth, as
Stanley seized the front axle. *“*We've tried
to move 1it, and Whyv, what the How
the Well, I'm jiggered !

That which Handforth & Co. had failed to
do, Stanley Waldo accomplished with
apparent easc. He lifted the front of the
Austin bodily, and if the car had been a
child’s perambulator he could not have done
it more easily. The wheels were well clear
of the greund, and he held the ecar there
entirely on his own.

“Can you get him?"” he asked steadily.

It wasn't even necessary to get PBobby
Dexter. For that scared youngster was
serambling out of his own accord. (‘hnreh
and McClure grabbed him and tried to hold
him down., but he was on his feet in spite

of their efforts.
“Are you asked Church
“0}1.

anxiously,
Tt's ripping

Handforth.
The ear’s

hurt, kid?”

“Hurt?” groaned Bobby Dexter.
no! 1 love being run over !
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sport ! 1 make a point of being run over
twice a day |” |

“Why, vou young fraud, you're not hur!
at all ! said TTandforth with relicf, **What
do yon mean by jumping in front of the car
like that?"

Bobby Dexter was soon the centre of a bigp
crowd, and, extraordinarily enough, he was
found to be hardly seratched. IMe probably
had some bruises on his back, and his wrigts
were grazed, but that was all.

“Well, you had a jolly lucky escape, my
lad !” said Buster Boots, of the Fourth. “I
thought you were nearly killed! TIt's a jolly
good thing that the wheels didn't o over
you !’ .

“1landy pulled up jolly smartly, or
Dexter would have been finished !” savd De
Valerie, of tho Remove. “Some of yonu
other fags had better smuggle him indoors.”™

4

“Yes, rather ! said Willy IHandforth, of
the Third. “If the masters or the prefeets
get to know anvthing about this, Bobhv, i
son, they'll shove vou in the sanny for a
week 17

“1 ought to go in the sanny!" moancd
Bobby. “T'm hurt! And Handforth onght
to be locked up for reckless driving——"

“Rats!” saad Willy.  “ My major was
driving a bit too fast, perhaps, but there
wasn't any need for you to get in his way
 like that, Yon asked for trouble—and you
got 1t.”

Bobby was taken off, and, fortunately, the
inciden: had not attracted any unwelcomeoe
attention. It had all happened so quiekl:
that only these few juniors had observed it

And now Handforth was looking roun
searchingly.

“Where's that new chap?” he asked.
“New chap?®” said Buster Boois., 41

haven't seen one.”

“Ho must be a new chap, because he was
wearing the Ancient House colours—and I've
never seen him  before,”” said Handforth.
“My only sainted aunt! Didn't you chaps
sece what he did? Lifted my Austin, all by
himself ! Lifted it clean up !”

“Never saw anything like it in all my
life 1’ declared Church 1in an awed voice.

“Rats!” said one of the other juniors.
“IHe couldn’t have lifted the ear single-
handed =

“But he did!’ insisted Handforth. “I

tried it first, with Churchy and Mae, but
we couldn’t do it. And this new chap comes
along By George! There he is!”

Stanley Waldo was standing by the school
gates. He had strolled there after Bobbuv
Dexter had proved himself to be virtually
unhurt. Fither Stanley was a modest sort
of fellow, or he considered that he had done
nothing worthy of note,

“I1i!”  bawled Handforth.
minute, my son "

'J'Ihu. new fellow took no notice of this noisy
hail.

“His master’s voice—and he doesn’t even
know it yet!” said Reggie Pitt sadly. *Is
that new chap in the Ancient Honse? Poor

“Just @

fellow |V
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Coming up the lane was 3 number ol Moor View girls.
What's she like ? '* asked Handforth interestedly.

** Who's the new girl ¢

They could just be recognised—excant ona,
“* She's very pretty,

stie’s got blue eyes and wavy, chestnut hair, and she’s wearing a brooch with the initials * E. B.” *

repiied Stanley

i !

and

“[I1'” roared Illandforth. **You new
Comue here!”

Stunley Waldo looked round at this,
Lo found that Handforth & Co., and na
nimber of other Removites and Tourth-
I'aviaers were bearing down upon him.

“Anything the matter?” he asked as they
crowded round.

“Nothing's the matter—but we want to
know how you lifted my Austin!™ said
Handforth.,

“llow 1 lifted it?” replied Stanley. I
took hold of the front axle——"

“We know that, ass!” broke in Iland-
forth, “ But how did you do it? You must

e

be as strong as Samson !

“I'm fairly strong,” admitted Stuanler.

“Blowed if I ecan understand it!" said
Handfoirth, seratehing his head. “He's not
particularly big—not even so big as T aw !
tf I hadn’t seen the thing with my own eves,
U shouldn't have believed it! He simply
erabbed my Austing, lifted it up, and held
it there "

U It's jolly lucky for wou, Handy, that ho
aidn’t put your Austin in his pocket ! said
iReggie Pitt, shaking his head.

dla, ha, bha 1

“You'd better chain it up in future,”
on Reggie. “With a fellow like this
—who can lift Austing with impunity—vou
can’'t be too careful 1”

went
ahout

Waldo promptly,

' Fathead ! said Handforth, [frowning
“Ilere, yvou new kid, put it there!” ho
added, extending his hand. “ You dceserve

a medal—not only for the way you lifted my
car, bt for vour quick of mnd.
You didn't waste any tune by asking ques
tions. but vou got to work and did the only
possible thing ! Good man! Weleome ta tho

o S ]
Romove !

presence

CHAPTER 3.
Very Unusual!
STA?\TI,EY WALDO smntled.

3 ho

“Thanks awfully ! he satd,

“T'm glad to be in

shoolk hands.

the DRemove, and L'in glad that I'm
in the Ancient House. But there was really
notlidng 1in my lifting that Austin Seven,

Perbaps 1t was nreore kuoack than anvehing
else.”

“IKnack?” repeated Handiorti, Yoo
can't have kunack in a thing like that., Ir
was just an exhibition of terrific sirength,
Where do yvou get 1t from*”

“My father, I suppese,” smiled Stanloy.

“Ho's pretty  strong, too.”
"Your museles must be made of steel”

said Handforth adnurmmglv,
H. simply couvldn’'t get over

[ 1nz 1acident, and Churell a-d Mce

£ B A7 -

t
':_‘ LE2 s

b
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just as impressed.  The majority of the
other fellows had not actually seen the thing,
and they half believed that Handforth was
exaggerating.  lHowever, they were inter-
ested in the new boy now, and they looked
at mm appraisingly.

“You're in the Ancient House, aren’t
vou?” went on Handforth. “That’s fine!
If you're in any trouble of any sort, my
son, just come to me.
advice, or any help, I'm your man!”

“That’s very good of you,” said Stanley.
“1 suppose you're the Form captain?”’

There were a few chuckles, and Hand-
forth frowned.
“Well, no,” he confessecd. “I'm not

exactly the I'orm captain, although 1 should
be.  Officially Nipper is the skipper, bu
['m really the leader of the Remove s

‘““Ha, ha, hal”

““Good old Handy—alway: the optimist!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nipper ?” said Stanley politely.,

“Dhat’s not his real name,” explained
ITandforth, with a glare at the others, “ Dick
Hamilton 1s the chap. A first-class man, too,
and, next to me, [ suppose he’s the best
«kipper that the Remove could have. My
time will come one day—"

At this point there was a slight inter-
iaption owing to the arrival of William
Napoleon Browne of the Fifth,

“Ah, a new face!” said Browne, beaming

upon Stanley.  “An  excellent face, well-
formed and evenly distributed. A face,
brothers, that pleases me., 1 am, as you

know, something of an expert in faces. Have
I not always maintained that Brother Hand-
forth’s face 1s unique? It s only com-
parable with a pain in the neck.”

“You lecave my face alonel” roared Hand-
iorth. “Who told

you to butt in,

Browne 7
“Jt 1s invariably my habit to butt in
withouv  being told,” replied DBrowne
smoothly.  “For I have found that in this

life, unless one butts in of his own accord,
e seldom receives an invitation to butt,
ITence I am a born butter.”

“You're a born idiot!”
forth, frownimg.,  “Clear
questioning this new chap.
know his name yet.”

“Stanley Waldo is my name,” said the
unew boy.

“Stanley which ?”

“Waldo.”

“How do you spell it ?*

Stanley spelt it.

“T'hat’s a rummy name,” said Handforth
frankly. “I seem to bave heard it before,
{oo. Isn't there somebody pretty famous
named Waldo? A footballer, or a cricketer,

retorted Hand-
offl  I'm  just
] don't even

or a golfer, or somebody1”

“Ah, golf!”™ said Drowne, “There,
Brother Handforth, you have a subject
worthy of our notice.” _

“Golf 7  repeated Handforth, staring.

“T'm not ioterested in golf !

If you want any.

“But you will be,” declared Browne
“IHave you not heard tho glad tidings?
Have vou not  been informed of the

cevolutionary advance that has been made
during the summer holidays?”

“What are you talking about, you long-
winded ass?”

“While regretting this tone of youys,
Brother Handforth—to say nothing of the
gross familiarity—I will overleok .
matter,” said Browne graciously. * But puer;,
haps you have not noticed that many Sixth-

Formers and Iifth-Foriners are dashing
about the school, bubbling and seething
with exeitement?”

“I haven’t noticed 1t,” said Handforth.
“What are they bubbling and seething
about, anyhow #”

“They have learned of the new golf
course,” explained. Browne. *The St.

I'rank’s governors, in the goodness of their
hearts, have provided the school with a
private links,” '

“Golf hnks—here?” asked Handforth,
looking round as theugh boe expected to sce
them in tne Triangle.

“They’'re not actually here, the
premises,”  said DBrowne kindly. *“Colf
links, as yvou may know, Brother Handlorth,
are somewhat extensive. 1 have been told,
on the best authority, that a nine-hole
course has been prepared quite close al hand
—the first tee being not a mile from tlus

on

very spot. Can you wonder that the seniors
are so excited ?”
“1 can't see anything 1o be excited

about,” said Handlorth, with a snmiff. **Who
wants to play golf, anyhow ¥

"It's quite true,” put in Buster DBoots.
“Browne's right. While we've been away
on the School Train, aund then during the
cummer holidays, a proper golf course has
been prepared. I hear that 1t’s for the v:e
of the chaps. Golf is going to be one of
the sports in future.”

“Well I'm jiggered!” said Hauvdforth. "Is
this oflicial 7

“Of course 1t 1s,” grinned Buoots.
won't be compulsory, but—"

“That's ali 1 want to hear,” said Hand-
forth. “If you ever catch me on that golf
course, you can boil me 1 oil! Football 1s
the only game that matters during tlus
term! Any fathead who plays golf ouglx to
be put in a lunatic asylum! You can
always trust the governers to do something
doity.”

“Tt 13 all a malter of the point of view,”
said Browne  ‘‘Personally, | regard this
new innovalion with entire approval. As
you may know, J am a golfer of some skill.”

“Blow you, and blow your golf!” broke
in Handforth. T was talking to this new
kid, and I've decided to take him under my
wing. New kids are generally neglected
tao much. I don’t believe in the principle
of leaving new kids to shake down of their

“Golf

awn accord.” ' _
“You believe in shak'ng them 5011}‘:&&13‘,
don't you, Handy?” asked Pitt. It's
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ratner a wonder to me that jon didn'c
start by bifling this new chap in the eye, or
Eunrifhillﬂ; him on the noz.”

“He'd better not start anything like that
just now,” grinned Church, *“Irene’s com-
e up the lane.”

“IEh?” said Handforth, with a start. * By
LGeorge!  Where 77

There wer: many grins, Irene Manners,
of tne Moor View School, was Handforth's
particular girl chum. DBy the way he dashed
ont 'through the gateway and gazed down
the lane, onc might have supposed that he
had not seen her for months. Actuallv she
and a number of other schoolgirls had been
witl the recent holi-
day party, when

NELSON LI LIBRARY
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“She's pot rather nice chesinut hair—
e - [T |
wavy, too,” said the new boy. iler eyes

are blue s
“Hore, hold on!"” broke in Dootz. * You

can't kid us like that, you ass! You can's
te!l the eolour of that girl's eyes from horve.”

Stanley Waldo laughed.

“Sorry!” he said.  **1 didn't mean to do
anything eclever. But her eve: do Lappen
to be blue—and her lLair 1s wavy, and it's
chestnnt,”

“How do you know?” asked Doots, star-
inf_‘,‘.

“T can sec her.”

“You—you funny fathead!” roarced tha
Fourth - Former.
“You must know

Lord Dorrimore had
taken a crowd of St.
Frank’s fellows over
to Arvizona in an ex-
¢iting hunt for gold.

In fact, the young
people had had only
a brief time at home
before coming down
to St. Frank’s for
the new term. The
Moor View School
happened to start its
term on the same
day, too,

HERE were
several  girls
coming up

the lane, and,
even at this distance,
ITandforth  eagerly
recognised Irene. He
recoznised Doris |
Berlkeley and Mar-
jorie Temple and
Mary Summers, too.
But there was also

this time,

always been the keenest rivalry between

Nipper & Co. and Hal Brewster & Co., and

with the

Wonder Boy, Nipper means to

across >’ his River Hlnuse rivals well and
truly.

Read all about it in next week’s rollicking
long yarn entitled :

““SPOOFING THE RIVER HOUSE!”

this girl—vou've met
her before."
“No, I haven't,”

THE

sa1d Waldo., *“I

haven’t the faintest

FREAK idea who sle 15 and
I've never set eye3s

NEw BOY' on Iwr:. unti! this

. minute.
““Perhaps you can
Who is he? He’s tell us what that

Stanley Waldo—and

he’s the new boy at

the River House
School !

Of course, it’s really

thing i3 that’s glint.
ing on her dress?”
asked Bob Christine
sarcastically.
bt - : o e
Yes, of course,

= ) §ald Waldoao
a huge jape. There’s promptly. “1t's a
brooch,”’
(1] ¥ L one

help of Waldo the “What?to
“i pul it A 1 0| _L‘ l _.I |
brooch, I thiuk,"”
continued this re-

markable new boy,
gazing inteutly at
the oncoming girls.
“Yes, that's right—
and the initials aro

another girl with
them—a stranger.

“Who's the new girl?” asked Handforth.

“That small one, on the left. Im sure

co've never scen her before.”

“Poor Irene!” said Reggie, shaking his
head, “She's going to be neglected now.
Trnst Handy to transfer his affections to
another girll He always falls in love with a
new face, particularly if it's a pretty one.

“You howling idiot!” snorted Ifﬂt‘tdff}_’["f‘h.
“I don't even know what this new giri's
face is like! I've mever seen her before, and
she's too far off for us to know whether she's

g
pretty or plain.

“She’s very pretty,” said Stanley Waldo,
who had gone out with the others,

“Eh% How do you know?"”

“l can sce her.”

“We can all see her, if it comes to that,”
said Handforth, as the girls drew nearer,
“but at this distance it's not possible to tell
wuat she's like.”

‘E. B.' I can seo
them distinetly.”

“Then yvou must have got eyes like teloe-
scopes!” said Handforth, “I'm dashed if [
can sce any initials—and I wouldn't have
known the thing was a brooch unless vou
had said so. By George, you chaps—sue haa
ecot chestnut haic !”

The girls were waving, and they were now

coming on at an increased pace. And, suro
enough, the stranger proved to be extremely
pretty—a small, slim, petite girl, with chest-
nut hair, blue eves, and a merry smile. And
on the front of her dress there was a littio
brooch, with the initials “E. B.”
. “Hallo, Ted!” said Ircene brightly.
*“Hallo, you fellows! Isn't 1t fine to be back
at school again? I'm looking forward to
this term !

“So are we!” said Iandforth., *The
School Train was all very well, and we've
had a good time diring the holidays—but
it’s fine to know that we shall be at St.
IFrank's all the term. DPlenty of footer, and
all the rest of 1t 1"
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te was looking intently at the new girl—
in fact, bis gaze was somewhat embarrassing.
But it wasn’t because Handforth was
fascinated by her beauty. He was wonder-
g bow on earth Stanley Waldo had been
able to describe this girl so accurately.

*Oh, I'm sorry, Betty,” said lrene. 1
haven't introduced you yet. ‘I'his 1s Betty
Barlowe, you fellows. Betty, this i1s Ted
Haondforth, and this 1s Church-—="

“Hold on!” said Handforth, without in-
tending to be rude. ' How can lLer name
be Betty ? She's got * E. B." on her brooch.”

Betty Barlowe laughed

“Didn't you know that Betty 1s short for
}lizabeth 7"’ she asked.

“My hat! So it is!" ejaculated Hand-

forth. **Sorry !”
He pulled himself together and, suddenly
grabbing Stanley  Waldo, dragged him

forward.

“Do you know this chap?”
looking at Betty.

“1 don’t think I
why &

“Have you ever scen him before #”

ks x"n.?!

“Then he must have seen vou—that’s all 1”
replicd Handforth gruflly. " He tried to
spoof us just new. Like his nerve, too—
sceing tnat he's only a new kid! While you
were about a hundred yards away, he told
us that your hair was wavy, that your eyes
were  blue, and that vou were wearing
an initial brooch ! :

“That’s very strange,” said the new girl.
“He must have wonderful eyesight——"

* e must have a wonderful imagination !”
growled IHandforth. * He's seen you before,
of course.”

““I don’t think that’s hikely,” put in Irene.
“We've only just come oft the train, and
I'm sure we didn't see him in the village.
And it’s not likely that this boy could have
seen  Betty in London—because she only
stayed there for the one night, coming down
from the North vesterday.”

Handforth seratched his head.

“Well, that's a mystery !” he said, staring
at the new boy.

“It 1sn’t a mystery at all,”’ said Stanley
Waldo. “When I told vou that I saw those
details, T did see them. I'm sorry you ecan’t
believe that I've got good evesight, but it
happens to be true.”

“You mean that you really did see the
initials on that brooch?” asked Handforth,
staring. *“ You swear that you never saw

this girl before?”

“Never in my life until a few minutes
ago,” replied Stanley Waldo.

“The chap must be a magician!” said
Handforth blankly. “lle can lift Austin
Sevens, and he ecan gee (hings that no
ordinary chap can see! My only hat!”

“Rats !’ said Owen major, of the West
House. “There’s a trick in it comewhere.”

“Of course!”

“This new kid can’t fool us!”
“Not likely |”

went on,

i But

he

do,” she said.

And there was a regular chorus of
similar comments. Stanley Waldo was by
no means upset. [Te merely smiled.

Apparently he was used to this sort of thing.

CHAPTER 4.
A Chip of the Old Block!
OSWALD HANDFORTH

' DWARD
E frownea.
“A trich, eh?” he said darkly.

“By George! 1f this new kid has
pbeen pulling wy leg——"

“1 haven't!” interruapted Stanley Waldo,
his eyes twinkhing., *“*When I told you that
I had never met this young lady before, I
meant it. It’s my misfortune, of course, but
perhaps I shall have more luck in future.”

Betty Barlowe laughed.

“That’s quite likely,” she replied merrily.
“I understand that the Moor View School 1s
quite close to St. Frank’s”

“Splendid ! said Waldo with approval.

“Wait a minute!” put m Buster Boots.
“We'll soon prove whether this chap was
spoofing or not. Three or four fellows are
coming up the lane now. Perhaps you can
cive us a few details about them 7" he added,
ﬁmking straight at Stanley.

“What sort of details?” asked the
Loy, guazing down the lane.

“Oh, anything—so long as it proves to us
that yvour evesight is fifty horse-power,” re-
plicd the Fourth Form leader. ‘‘Take the
fellow on the extreme right, for example.
Is he wearing a watch-chain or not 7"

Everybody looked down the lane. There
were five figures in view, and two of them
could be casily recognised as Archie Glen-
thorne and Nipper. The others, as a matter
of fact, were Tommy Watson, Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, and Vivian Travess. The one
on the extreme right was Travers.

newy

They were still a good distance away,
and none of the Removites or Fourth-
IF'ormers could tell whether Travers was

wearing a watch-chain or not.
Waldo nodded at once.

“Yes,” he surd. “That chap 1s wearing
a watch-chain—a gold one, with a very small,
neat seal.”

“Oh, come off it!” said Boots sceptically.
“1'm jiggered if T can see any watch-chainl
You're only guessing!”

“Well, we shall soon know, shan’t we?”
asked Reggie Pitt. “What about the fellow
in the centre ? What's the colour of his neck-
tie—and the design?”

The fellow in the centre was Archie Glen-
thorne.,

“It’s a silk necktie, I 1magine,” said
Stanley, looking keenly. *“It's a kind of
mauve, with little oblong ornamentations in
gold-coloured shading.” :

“Well, I'm hanged!” said Boots. “ My
eyesight’s pretty good, but I can't sce al
that! Archie’s tie is a it startling, but I'm
jiggered if I can make out the pattern af
this distance.”

(Continued on page 14.)

But Stanley
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EDGAR FENTON.—Personally, I think

Dr, Nicholls is an excellent headmaster, and
if I were allocated to his position at Bt
Frark’s I should run the school on very

similar lines—with perhaps a slight tendency
to make the sports side of the question more
pronounced,

EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.—By
George! If I were made Head of St. Frank’s
I'd scrap all such potty things as Latin,
Iﬂz-ur:h ,L'renffrn}n; hictory, maths., geometry,

““stinks Lngilt}, {Ihmmg and the rest of
the kiddamaboodle. Who wants to be bothered
with such trifling details? Everybody kuows

that ““bon jour’ is Latin for good-night,
that ““IEKt tu brute’ is “you brute’ in

wno doesn’t know that “a’ mnulti-
“b" is the same as ‘¢’ divided
when yvou take away ‘‘e,”’ and pro-
viding you’ve alrcady added “f' to “g.”’
It's ouly a question of getting vourself
messed up with the A B C. Yes, mv motto
vwould be-—scrap the lot! I should devote
my time instead to writing masterpieces and
trailing noterious eriminals,  (Jumping rattle-
snakes! You'd make an original headmaster
if nothing else, Handv. What would your
pupils do ali the time, anyhow —ED.)
NIPPER.—If I were headmaster—I can
just imagine it; japes and footer all day long
——Whoa back! I'm afraid I'in aliuumﬁ my
imagination to get the better of me. 1 sup
pose one would Zarve to have lessons. They’re
a blessed nwisance, of course, but one must
realise they're a necessity. Anyway, 1'd joliy

Y¥rench;
plied by
by "d ™

well see that they were cut down consider-
ably, with plenty of sport the rest of the
time, And T'd see that I had no sueh masters

under me like that sour-faced, bad-tempered,
frost-bitten frump of a Mo, l’wmft‘
CLAUDE GORE-PEARCE.—The first
thing I'd do would be to sack such rotters
a3 Ienton and Browne, Nipper and IHand-
forth, Pitt and Glenthorne, to nlu':.'rltfcm only
a fr‘-w Fellows like those with no “*back-
bone ”" give the schiool a bad name! 1'd only
want pupils who know the proper meaning

LIDRARY Or SCHOOL STORIES 15

Prcpare yourselves for a few

chitchles, — chuns., Here
prominent St. Frank’s fel-
lows give thetr views on this
interesting  subject and the
said views—uwell, some of
‘ent are a perfect scream !

Jl' the word “sport.”” Sinclair would be my
{:‘mw for tlie school captainey; with Grayson
as skipper of the Fifth, DMerrell of the
Fourth, and either Gulliver or Bell of the
Remove. (Give me the chance and I'd make
St Frank’s the talk of evervy publie school
in Britain, (I ecan quite believe you, too,
(iore-Pearce '—1in.)

WILLEY HANDFORTH.—Tor
almost inclined to agree with my
{Inp who suggests doing away with leszons
shows a bit of sense. llowever, ouly a fat-
head like Handy would think of such an
impracticable thing as doing away with them
altcgether., It can’t be done, much as I
agree with the sentiments. If T were hcad-
master I'd only have lessons in the morua-
ings; the afternoons would be half-holidays.
There would be no lessons on Saturdays,
either, and Mondays and Wednesdays would
be whole holidaye. 1 should also abolizh that

once I'm
major, A

silly system of fagging.

FATTY LITTLE.—Yum-yam! I've only
one fault to find with St. Frauk’s, aud that’s
the grub question. We don't get enough
to eat. We don’t eat often enough. DNMake
me headmaster, and my main object would
be to remedy this most important defect.

Meals and “light snacks’’ would be provided
every half-hour throughout the day. Pupils
would be allowed to eat in the class-room if
they felt hungry, between times. Incidentally,
I hope Dr. Nicholls reads this. Perhaps he'll
realise the wisdom of my advice and talke
steps to bring it into foree,

ARCHIE GLENTHORNE.—What would [
dis 1f I became the jollv old headmaster of
St. Frank's? What a beastly fag thinkiag!
(dds brain-waves and wheezes! If I had
enouzh energy I should rest the good old
tissues most of the time, In the meanwhile
['d get that priceless chappie, Phipps, to act
in my stead to see that the lads of the wvillage

did not get too much sleep. 1 should fit the
class-rooms up with lounges—one for every
boy. I would also start a mannequin parade,

this to be a daily feature.
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WALDO THE WONDER BOY!

(Continued from page 12.)

Stanley Waldo chuckled.

“The fellow on the laft has a broken shoe-
lace,” he said calmly, “and he has recently
torn his trousers just be!ow the left knee,
because I can sce the repair.’

“You ecan sce double
Handforth.

E

thun " grunted

NTRAORDINARILY  enough, how-

ever, when the five new
came up, 1t was found that every one

of Stanley Waldo's statements was
true.  Tommy Watson had a broken shoe-
lace, and his trousers had been repaired just

below the left knee. Archie Glenthorne’s
necktic  was mauve, with gold-coloured
oblong ornamentations. Travers was wear-
ing a4 gold watch-chain, and there was a
small, neat seal in view.

“The man’s uncanny !” whispered Buster
Boots, ‘'Never known anything like it |

Stanley Waldo turned,.

“There’s really nothing uncanny in it,
he said, ”"'nh cyesight is——"

“Whoa !I” gasped Boots. “You don't
mean to say that you overheard that whisper
of mine?”

. ¥Veag 1 did.™

“Great  Scott!” said DBuster hlankiy

“lyes like telescopes and cars like micro-
phones! We shan’t be safe with this chap
at large |”

“Why, what’s the trouble I’ asked Nipper.
“Hallo, you fellows! Good to be back
again, eh? Hallo, girls! J’swful[y pleased
Lo sce you lonkmg so cheery.”

“Oh, rather!” said Archie Glenthorne.
i .\hﬁn]nt.uly I
. “We've been having a  little tese,” said
Reggie Pits.  “This is a new chap, and he
was giving us some details r{-gardmg you
fellows as you came up the lane.”

“Was he ?” said Nipper. “That’s strange
—because we've never seen him before, and
I don’t think he’s ever seen us.” -

“He told us what Archie’s necktie was
like, and hegknew that Travers was wearing
a watch-chain with a scal, and goodness
knows what else!” said Handforth. ‘' He's
the giddy hmit! Anybody might think be
had binoculars instead of eyes 1”

“And he can lift up Handy’s Austin Seven
u.ifh his little finger !”” said Buster Boots.

]

‘He scems to be a pretty uscful sort of
fellow,” smiled Nipper. “In the Ancient
Huum:, too, I notice. Remove?”

*Yes,” said Stanley Waldo.

“Well, I'm Hamilton, and I'm pleased to
meet you,’’ said \1pppr shaking handa. "1
happen to be the ]"'{‘srm skipper, and if

anything I can do, old man, just say
the word. I don’t believe in the poliey of
letting new fellows shift for themselves

during their first few weeke.’
“He won't need any help from you, you
” “He's different from

e=s,” satd Handforth.
an ordinary new kid. Waldo’s his name-—

Stanley W: ildo. "’

there's

arrivals }
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Nipper looked at the new boy with added
interest.

“Waldo?” he repeated.
tion (o the [amous Mr,

*“*Not any reia-
Rupert Waldo?”

“Well, ves,” admitted Stanley. *“He’s my
father,”

“By George!” ejaculated Handforth, : *' i
knew I'd" heard that name somewhore!
Rupert Waldo! Of course! The Per:l
Expert! Well, I'm blessed! Are vou the

son of the Peril Expert?” '

“Yes,” said Stanley.

“Good man!” roared Handforth, ¢fap-
ping him on the back. "“Welcome to S,
Frank’sl Did you hear that, you chaps?
He's the son of Waldo, the Wonder Man!
I've read all about him, and I know wha#

a marvel ho 18! No wonder this chap has

got such terrific evesight! He must be 1
chip of the old block.”

“My guv'nor knows Mr. Waldo fuirly
well,” said Nipper keenly. “Well, we're

'Thos
"&“f'rﬂiliﬂ hrad

always learning something, aren’t we?
1s the first time I knew that Mr.
a.son.”

Stanley looked rather thoughtful.

“"Well, as a matter of fact, I haven't long
knm'lrn thot I have a father,” he admittea,
“Two years ago I knew [mu,tical]y nothing
of my parentage. I was in a preparatory
school, and I thought that both my parcnts
were dead. It’s only comparatively recently
that my father made bun<clt known to me.”

“What was the idea?"” asked Handlorth
curiously.

“Well, until two years ago my father was
—_— W’el[ he wasn't Fa}umg an honest liv-
ing,” said Stanley quietly. *“ But now he's
the Peril [Expert, and he’s a man of honour

—and honesty. He saw no reason why he
should keep me in the dark any longer, and
so he claimed me as his own.”

“Oh!” chorused the juniors.

“You're frank about it, aren't ycu?”
asked Boots, staring.

“Why should 1 be anything else?’ suid

Stanley. “Everybody knows the histor y of
Waldo, the Wonder Man., If I tried to keep

it dark, I should soon be bowled over. And
I'm not ashamed of my father--now. [lc's
one of the greatest criminologists in the

country.”

There was a silence. Most of the fellows,
of course, had heard of Waldo, the Wonder
Man. As Stanley had caid. they knew that
Rupert Waldo had been a master crook in
the old days. He had been a thorn in the
side of Q{.ﬂthmd Yard, for the c¢leverest
detectives of the Crimina' Investication
Department had been uvnable to lay hLirmn by
the heels, He had brought «ff coup alter
coup with colossal coolness and certainty.
Always working alone, the Wonder Man had

langhed a* those who attempted ta snare
him.

In ahnost cevery instance Rupert Waldo
had robbed men who -+ ere erooked them-
selves, but beyond the reach of the law,
Never had the Wonder Man commitied any
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act of ruthless violence; mnever had
plaved dirty.

Indeed, bre had always been known as a
clean fighter, and Scotlund Yard had
respected him,  Such famous private detee-
tives as Sexton Blake and Nelson Lee had
admired him, and had taken pleasure in
crossing swords with such a

man,
But all that was over and done with,
Rupert Waldo was now an honourable

member of society. He was famous as the
Peril ILExpert, and at this calling he was
getting as much excitement as of old, and
he was earning his living honestly and
fairly. He was, in fact, a gentleman, a
sportsman, and a thoroughly good fellow.

Nipper was delighted to know that
Waldo’s son was in the Remove. If he had
any of his father’s qualities—and he cer-
tainly scemed to possess most of them—he
woilld prove to be a notable acquisition.

“*So this chap 1s the son of Waldo, the
Peril Expert?” drawled Claude Gore-Pearce,
moving forward from the back of the erowd.
“Dy gad, what 1s St. IFrank’s coming to?”
“Gooducess only knows!” said Gulliver

sneeringly,  ““We thouglt there was some-

tiung rummy about this new kid, didn't
G

we '’

“And now we know!” said Bell, with a
sniff.

“Well, well! murmured Vivian Travers.
“The saintly trio of Study A venture to give
their opinton.”

“You fellows Lad better keep quiet,” said
Nipper grufly, "We don't want anv of
vour sneers, Gore-Pearce—

“I'll say what I like!” interrupted Core-
Pearce sourly. “I'm not a snob, but why
should we tave this fellow im the Remove?
T'he son of Waldo, the criminal,”

Stanley flushed,

“My father 15 not a criminal!” he said
hﬁ”:\"

“No®" drawled Core-Pearce. *“Isu’t it a
fact that he was wanted by Scotland Yard
for vears?”

“You're r bit too late, Gore Pearee,” said
Nipper grimly, *“The ncw chap has alrcady
told us that his father used to be a crook.
ilv's not ashamed of 1t.”

“Then he ought to be!” said Clande.

“Mr. Waldo 1 an honest man now, and a
respected man,” said Nipper.  *“Why, my
guv'nor i1z pleased to have Mr. Waldo as a
friend.”

“That's not saving much!” retorted Gore-
Pcarce unpleasantly.

“DBy Jove! If vou dare to savy
against my guv nor—"'

“Keep vour hair on!” said Claude hastily.
“I'm talking about Waldo—not Mr. Lee!
He may be a Peril Expert now, but how
long will he remain one? When will he go
back to his old crooked ways?”

“Never!” said Stanley Waldo quietly.
“ Ay father lias turned over a new leaf, and
I'iu proud of him "™

L

a word

ho

worthy foe-

L5

“Good man!” said Handfortli heartily.
‘““He's a father any chan could be proud of!
I've alwavs had a terrili> admiration for
Waldo, the Peril Expert! He's a giddy
magician!”

“Oh, ent it out!” interrupted Gore-Pearce
impatiently. “This chap is the son of Waldo
the ex-crook, and his presence here is a big
come-down for St. Frank's.”

“You ought not to say that!” exclaime:
Irene Manners angrilv.,  “It's not fair to
judge the son by the father. Besides, Mr.
Waldo 1s a man of honour novw.”

"Of course,” =aid Betty DBarlowe, with
spirit.  “I'm very plea:ed to know Mr.
Waldo’s son, and I hope we shall be good
friends.”

She held out her hand to Stanley, and he
tonk it rather awkwardly, finding 1t diflicult
to look into her frank blue eyes,

“Thank wyou,” he muttered. “I don’t
mind what people say about me, but I don't
want them to talk against my father., But
if I'm not wanted at St. Frank's—

“Cheese 1t!” interru=ted Nipper. " You're
wanted all right, my son! Don't take any
notice of these cads,”

Gore-Pearce fired up.

“Half the school will kick up a fuss about
this c¢hap being here,” he said fiercely.
“You wait and see! St. Frank's 1s supposed
to be for the sons of gentlemen—not the
sons of criminals!”

“You'd better shut up, Core-Pearce,” said
Nipper coldly.

“I'Ill shut up when I please!” snapped
Giore-Pearce. “The Peril Expert, c¢h?" he
went on jeeringly.  “How long for? It's
a pretty true saving that the icopard caun't
change his spots.”

Stanley Waldo turned on him.

“That’s an insult to my father!" he said,

2

witit an ominous calmness. “I'd like you
to apologise.”

Gore-Pearce stared,

“Apologise ” the repeated. “Dr  gad!
You've got a nerve, haven't you? TI'll see
you blowed first!"”

“I want you to take back what you just

said—"
“Go and ecat coke!” snapped Claude con-
temptuously. “And don’t speak to me again,
vou—you rat! I'm not in the habit of con-
sorting with the sons of crooks!”

“Only with bookies and cardsharpers, and
similar gentry,” murmuied Travers.

Perhaps Gore-Pearce felt that he was safn

L in such a biz crowd as this. Derhaps he felt
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that Stanley Waldo would not take any
action, Perhaps, indeed, he believed that the
new boy would be so cowed that he would
crawl away in shamae,
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But Stanley Waldo did net crawl away.

Instead he took a quick step forward,
seized Clgude Gore-Pearce in s hands, and
swung him off the ground and lifted him
into the air as though he was a mere bundle
of straw !™

CHAPTER 5.
Extraordinary!

i
.

n Y only samted aunt
M “Great Scott!”
"By George!”

There wer: many exelamations of
amazement.  Stanley Waldo had already
surprised the juniors, but now he dumb-
founded themm.  The way in which he had
lifted Gore-Pearce off the ground was a
revelation in itself, but the way he now
arried Gore-Pearce nto the Triangle was
too stagrering for words,

He seemed to exert no strength whatever,
and yet he held Gore-Pearce over his head
with contemptuous easc, and Gore-Pearce's
struggles made no difference.

It was the kind of thing that a six-foot
prize-fighter might have done, But to sec
this shm, normal lookirg junior carrying
ore-Pearce in that way was almost bevond

belief,

“Help!” wvelled Gore-Pearce. “Let me
down, you fool! Confound you—>

“"Will you apologise?” asked Stanley
Waldo. '

“No, hang vou, 1 won't!"”

“Then T shan’t let you down,” said Waldo.
At least, not until 1 get to the fountain
pool,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“"Good man!”
him a ducking !”

“Go it, Waldo !”

“Chuck him in the fountain pool !”

There was something fascinating about this
new bey. His very coolness was startling—
and 1t was the same brand of coolness that
was one of Rupert Waldo's chief charac-
teristics. Young Waldo's strength must have
been enormous, for Gore-Pearce was kicking
and writhing and twisting and wriggling.
But it made no dilference. Waldo held him
aloft with supreme ease.

roared Handforth. “Give

They arrived at the founlain pool, and
Gore-Pearee hovered over it.

“Will vou apologise?” asked Stanley
Waldo blandly.

“No !

“Then I'm afraid that I shall have to act
rather drastically,” said the new boy. *‘You
may not like this, but T can assure yon t}mtJ

1t will do you a world of good.”
He enddenly released the velling Gore-
Pearee; there was a  perfeet shrieck of

anguish, and Gore-Pearce dropped.
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Splash !

He fell into the big fountain pool with a
tremendous noise, sending cascades of water
in all directions. The juniors were erowd-
ing round, excited and interested, The Moor
View girls had discreetly gone on their way
tce their own school—feeling, perbaps, that
their presence at such a moment as this wa
not desired. *

““1 hope I haven’t done anything awfully
bad?” said Stanley Waldo, turning o
Nipper. “I'm only a new kid, and 1 sup-
pose it was like. my cheek to—7”

“Don’t mention it,” said Nipper. ‘‘Gore-
Pecarce asked for this, and perhaps it'll cool
him coff.”

“We'll wait until he gets out,” said Hand-
forth, “and then we’ll duck him again.”

“You keep out of 1t, Handy,” said
McClure. “This 1s Young Waldo's affair—
not yours.”

“Perhaps so; but I enjoy seeing Gore-
Pearce ducked as much as anybody,” re-
torted Handforth. “The rotter! He hasn't
had half what he deserves!”

Claude Gore-Pearce serambled out of the
fountain pool, and he stood there with the
water running from him in streams. He was
a bedrageled figure, and he looked all the
more unpleasant beeause of his pale, rage-
distorted face.

““Wait !” he panted. You'll
suffer for this, hang you!

ITe was chagrined to find that there were
no prefects or masters in sight. Iis chief
desire was to ruzh off to a master and re-
port what had happened. But, if he did this,
the whole Remove wounld be down on him
for sneaking. ,

Ile turned on his heel, and, making hor-
rible squelching noises, he strode towards the
Ancient House.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Serves vou right, Gore-Pearce !”

“Absolutely 17

““How the dickens did you do 1t7” de-
manded IHandforth, staring at Waldo.
1 mean, how did you hft him up like that
and hold hun——-"

“It wasn’t anything much,” said Stanley
Waldo, “ Perhaps ought mnot to have
thrown him into the water like that. But
when he talked about my father—well, T
just couldn’t help myself. It was that hit
about the leopard being unable to change his
spote that made me so furious. It wasn’t
fair! There are exceptions to every rale.
My father is as good as any man |”

“And better than most 1" said Handforth,
noddine. *“What do we care what vour father
was?  [t's what he is that matters, And,
by George, he's a man to be proud of 1”

“Don’t worry about Gore-Pearce,” said
Nipper. “You'll lind, before long, that he's
a snobbish sort of cad. It wasn’t really
necessary for vou to duck him in the foun-
tain pool, Waldo. We should have under-
stood. Still, 1t’s just as well that he had
a geod cooling.” .

Young Waldo was gratified to find that
the majority of the juniors were on his side,

“By gad!

LE
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A fellow who could
perform feats such as
the one that had re-
cently been scen was a
fellow to respect.

“How did you do
it?"  asked Travers
politely. *‘ By Samson |
You must have
rmuscles like wrought
iron!"’

“I think T inherit
my father’s qualities,”
said  Stanley Wualdo,
smiling. “1'm really
tremendously strong—
s0 strong, in faet, that
sometimes I'm a bit
scared of myself. All
my faculties seem to
be the same. I can
sec things clearly from
a tremendous distance
—and  hear things,
too.”

“You're a second
edition of Waldo, the
Wonder Man,” said
Nipper, nodding. “By
Jove! We shall have
to call vou Waldo, the
Wonder Boy!"

“I hope 1you
won't!" said Stanley
Waldo 1n alarm. *I
don't want to be
treated as—as a freak.
1 want to be just like
thie rest of vou chaps.”

“Can't be done,”
said Nipper, shaking
his head. “We're not
j".lli{“}}' to fﬁ}'_:.:t't these
unusual  qualities of
vours, Waldo. But
yvou needn’t fear that
we shall regard you as
a freak,

“I should think

agility of a monkey.
football.

not!"" said Handforth enthusiastically. “A
freak, indeed! IHe’s no more of a freak than
I am!"”

“That's not saying much,” remarked
Reggie Pitt, shaking his head.

*“Ha, ha, bha ¥

“You funny Wezt House fathead!™ roared
Iandy, glaring at Pitt. “I’'ll punch vou on
tae nose

Stanley Waldo was feeling rather be-
wildered. FEvervbody was crowding rounc
him, and the majority of the fellows were
frankly friendly. A few were inclined to be
snobbizsh, and to look upon him as an out-
sider. He was the son of a man who had
been a eronk, and, therefore, he was a fellow
to be avoided! Fortunately, it was only a
fow who took this view—and they were care-
ful, after the recent incident, 1o keep thetr
opinions to themselves,
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** Coming down [ *” he cried out cheerily.
gazed on in dumbfounded amazement.
" the wonders of this extraordinary new boy.

STORILS 17

Stanley Waldo climbed up the Modern House wall with the speed and

At last he reached the top and calmly grabbed tha
The watching juniors
There seemed to be no end tc

IFTER a while many of the juniors
A drifted off, and Waldo found himself
able to breathe a little more freely,
Handforth stuck to hirn—IIlandforth
Laving made up his mind that he would take
tins new fellow under his wing.

“You leave yvourself in mx hands, my lad,”
he .H:till.,{ in a f.‘t'f]n"l‘]}' wiay, “I'll show VOLl
round the secheool, and 1if vou want any Lips,
1 T'll do the necessary. By the way, have vou
fixed up about your study 7"

“Well, as a matter of fact

“That’s all right!” said Handforth
brisklv. “You can come into Study D witl:
Churchy and Mac and me."”

“But, really i

“Not another
".'fH'iI‘Lf:.," hiz hand.
Lee will be suflicient.
Waldo, the Peril Expert !
detective work myself,

bl

word !” said Handforth,
“A word from me to Mr.
You're the son of

Now, I'm keen on
I don't mind telling
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you, in striect confidence, that 'm a bit of

an amateur detective.”

“That’s fine,” satd Waldo gravely. _
“Rather !” continued Handforth. “This
term we're going to stay at St. Frank's all

the time—no school trains, or anything like
that—and I'm going to see 1f T can’t get hold
of some baffling cases. ['m not suggesting
.mr I need vour help, or anything, but if
you're in my study—"

“Here he is!” said a cheery voice.

Handforth, thus interrupted, glared round
at Ralph Leslie Fullwood and Clive Russell.
They bad just arrived, bright and smiling,
from the Ancient Ilmlsc- and they ecized
Stanley Waldo firmly, much to the new boy’s
astonishment.,

“What's wrong ?

I done 7"

“Nothing, my son—only we understand
that you're in our study,” said Fullwood.

“What ! yelled Handforth.

“I was trying to tcll you, only you
wouldn't let me speak,” said Waldo. “ Mr.
l.ee told me that I'm to go into Study I,
with two fellows named Full—Fullmore, or
[ ull—"

“Fullwood and Russell,” interrupted
Ralph Leshie. **Here we are, old man. I'm
['ullwood. and this ohap with the funny face
is Russell. If you'll come along, we'll all
have tea together.”

* he asked. ‘*What have

“Rather !” said Stanley Waldo with
alaerity.

“Here, wait a minute !” satd Handforth,
plaring. “What's the bhig idea, you fat-
heads? Waldo is coming into Study D ¥

“As a visitor, perhaps—but as a per-

- i VLY R

manent resident, no,” said Fullwood, shaking
his head. ‘““‘He's ours, Iandy.”

“Rot 1" said Edward Oswald. *1've de-
cided that Waldo shall —”

“Can’t help what you've decided, old
man—Mr. Lee decided first,” said Fullwood
sweetly, ‘‘Besides, why should you want to

condemn the new chap to a term of torture?”
“Torture ?” repeated Handforth blankly.

“Well, what peace would he have in
Sindy D" ,
“Why, vou—yon howling idiot!” roared

IHandforth. “Are you suggesting that it's
torture for any chap to be 1n Study D?”

“It’s not a suggestion, Handy—it’s a fact,”
satd  Russell, “Church and MeClure are
living examples ot the horrors of Study D.
Waldo is a new chap, and he naturally wants
his first. term to be fairly quiet.”
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“Why, vou—you——-"
“Hi! Look out, there! Sorry!” came a
hail.
Harry Gresham and Alec Duncan were

punting a football about, and Gresham had
civen a somewhat hefty kick. The leather
whizzed past ITandforth’'s head, struck the
Ancient lHouse wall, and rebounded.

“Silly ass!” said Handforth, frownin
“You know jolly well that it’s againsi r.gﬁ
rules  to l-:ick a football about in the
Triangle !

“Lant lletp it—it’s the first day of term
and the prefects are blind in one eye,” eaid
Alee Dunecan, grinning. ‘‘Football, my lads!
Doesn’t it make your blood tingle? Cricket’s
all right, but if vou want a really ripping
game there’s nothine to beat footer!”

“By George, you'rs right!” said Hand-
forth, as he ran after the ball. “I'm jiggered
if T won’t have a kick myself!”

“Whoa! Clear the decks!” yelled Duncan.
“Sound the buple for retreat! Handy’s
going to have a kick!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth wasn't like the other fellows;
he wasn’t content with a mere punt. le
proved this now, for he dribbled the football
for a vard or two, and then, in the sheer joy
of having the leather at his feet, he let fly
with a terrific stinger.

“Crumbs!” ejaculated Gresham.

Luckily the ball soared high—otherwise it
might ecasily have gone through one of the
Modern I[louse windows on the other side of
the Triangle. As it was, i1t soared up,
bounced against the parapet at the top. and
then jammed itself in an opening of the
stonework.

“Now look what
Gresham indignantly.
vou chump!?

“Well, T"m blowed!” said Handforth,
gazing up. ‘I didn’t mean to kick it there!”

‘“I don’ t suppose you did, but it’s there all
the same,” said Gresham. *“What are we
roing to du now 7"

“Get 1t down, I suppose,” said Handforth
helpfully.

“How can we get it down without
ladders?”’ demanded Gresham. *“My name’s
stamped on that ball, and there might be a
prefect along mewntiy*ur a master.  And
when the ball is fetched down they’ Il know
that 'm the owner. T shall get it in the
neck. It’s like your silly rot, Handy, to
kick it up there! That ball will be confis-
catcd—and it's a brand-new cne!”

“Sorry!” said Handforth. “Fancy the
silly thing jamming up there like that!
What rot! T'lIl get a ladder.”

““No need for that,” interrupted Stanley
Waldo. “T'll get the baIl down for you.
“T‘h'?” sald Hﬂ.ndforth “How?”

“Tasily enough,” said the new boy.
this!” ; _
And before the others could realise hie
intention he ran to the wall of the Modern

vou've done!” said
“That's my foothall,

“Like
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the lonely rock-fortress on

exciting encounters follow.
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House and commenced climbing up the fuce
of it like a fly!
CHAPTER &b.
Pulling Handy's Leg!
6 REAT Scott!”
G “Stop him!”
“He'll kill himself!” ,
“LThe chap must be off his

r:.l-.11'i-"r“.

All sorts of startled exclamations went up.
Nippaer and Tregellis-West and Travers and
Bob Christine and Buster Boots were in the

Iriangle—to mention only a few. Willy
Handtorth and a gang of Third-Former
s.ood watching, their eves bulging. And

over by the gymnasium a group of seniors
were so startied that they forgot their golf.
ing chat and gazed in open-mouthed wonder
at the Modern House,

There was something fascinatingly wondoer-
ful about Stanley Waldo's movements, e

1

climbed up the face of the Modern Ih:
with uncanny speed and agility. A monke;
could not have mglmlmd his performance.

After the first shouts a hush fell, and cvery-
body watched with bated breath. _

There was no ivy elingine to the face of
the Modern House—not on this side, at all
eventz, But there were plenty of projections
in  the stonework—plenty of niches and
ornamental buttresses, and so forth.

This extraordinary new boy climbed with-
out a pause. Me swung himsclf from one
precarious hold to another, secemingly
charmed. At last his fingers rcached the
buttress at the top, and he swung himsclf up
with a springiness that was little short of

marvellous., A lonz sigh went round the
Trianglo.
“Coming down!" sang out Waldo cheerily,
I{o released the football and sent it to
the ground, where it bounced unheeded and
went rolling away.
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“Stop there, vou reckless fathead!” gasped ;
Handforth. " Don’t come down the same
wav! You nught shp!”

“Yes, stop theye!l”
“We'll feteh a ladder

“No nced 10 go to that trouble,”
Stanley Waldo.
1lies.”

“Don’t!” panted Handforth.

lle wus a reckless sort of fellow himself, but
he stared up at Younge Waldo in sheer alarm.
For the new boy had taken no notice of the
shonts, and was now on his way down.

As all the* fellows knew, it was much more
difficult to climb down than to elimb up. Not
that Waldo seemed to worry. Ile swung him-
self from projection to projection, slipping

sang out Nipper,

»3

said
“T'll be down in a couple of

his feet inte little crevices, grasping at
ormamentations in the stonework. He
descended  almost as quickly as he had

ascended, and at length he dropped the last
twelve feel, alighting with supreme ease. He
landed with hardly a jar, his knees bending
shehtly, as thoungh they were filled with epiral
springs,

There was an immediate rush, and he was
surrounded,

“You hopeless ass!” panted Handforth.
“What did vou do that for?"

“You wanted that football down, didn’t
you?"’ asked Young Waldo, smiling.

“Yee, but you needn’t have rieked your
life—-—-"

"I didu't! protested  the new  boy.
“A climb like that is nothing to me. Good-

ness knows, [ don’t mean to boast—but it
happens to be a fact. T suppose I'm a bit of
an exception that way."”

“A bit of an exception!” repeated Nipper,
bireathing hard.  “Ye gods and little fishes!
You’re more like a monkey than a human
being 17

“Thanks ™

“Not to look at—but vou can climb better
than any monkey I've ever scen,” said
Nipper. “Thank goodness you weren't

spotted by a master! He'd have had a fit
on the spot, and we should have had to carry
him indoors!"”

Stanley Waldo was rather taken aback by
the fuss that was made. It was quite obvious
that hie had performed that climb withont any
realization of its eensational nature. He had
done it just as a matter of course, and he
thought nothing of it. The idea of attracting

attention to himself had never occurred to
him. Yet he was undeniably gratified by the

result of his “‘stunt.”

“The next time I kick a foolball up to the
roof, my Jad, you'd better look the other
way,” said Handforth. “My only hat! You
rearly gave me heart failure! Supposing vou
had fallen? You’d have killed yvouwrself. and
then 1 should have been consecience-stricken
for the rest of my life!”

Fenton, of the Sixth, came siriding across
the Triangle, and intermingled with his frown

was an expression of wonderment and
furprize. 0
“I say, what’s the idea?”’ he asked.

LIBERARY OF SCHOOL

“You’re a new fellow, aren’t you ?”
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ln\,-"CE‘ll‘

" Ancient llouse, 1 notice,”
looking at the new boy’s eap.
name ¥’

“Waldo.” .

“Well, L don’t know whether you think
that St Frank’s 1s a circus or not, but vou
can’t do that sort of thing here,” said the
captain of the school. *You reckless young
duffer!  You’ll kill yourself one of these dape
if vou go on like that!”

“But 've often done it!"”” protested Stanley
Wildo. T wasn’t in any danger.”

“No7?7” said Fenton grimly. *“Well, T'think
vou were. Don’t let me ever caich you doing
that sort of thing arain.”

“He's a bit of an exception, Feuton,”™ -aid
Nipper. *“He's the son n} Rupert Waldo, the
Peril Expert, you know.”

“The which?”

“You've heard of Waldo, the Wonder Man,
haven't you?”

“By Jove, yes!”" said Edgar Fenton, with
a start. ‘‘The chap who does all the marvel-
lous stunts? The fellow who was wanied hy
Scotland Yard—— I mean, well— 11'm!
So you're Waldo’s son, are youn " he added,
lcoking at Stanley. “That explains it, then,
Like father, like son, by what I can sce.”

“Yes, I take ufter him quite a bit,"”
admitted Stanley. “I’ve inherited his enhar-
acteristice. Otherwise, ’'m quite an ordinary
sort of chap.”

“Pm glad to hear it,” saild the school
captain.  “And you’d better remain an
crdinary sort of chap at St. Frank’s. Climb-
ing the faces of buildings may be a hobby of
yours, but it’s too dangerous.”

said Fenton,
“What's your

“But really I wasn’t in any. danger——""
“I don’t mean dangerous for you  but
dangerous for other people,” explamed

Fenton. “‘1If Pycraft, of the Fourth, had hap-
pened to see you, he would have expired on
the spot. Well, I'm the school captain, and
my name’s FFenton. Shake, young ’un!”

Fennton  frankly extended his hand, and
voung Waldo took i1t gladly. It was an ex-
pressian of friendship which meant a ot for
him, particularly as Jenton evidently knew
the history of young Waldo's father. Fenton,
at all events, was not prejudiced.

¢4 I course, you mustn’'t take too
much notice of old Feuton,” said
Handforth confidentially, afier the

~chool captain had gone. "I sup-

pose he feels it his duty to talk to you like
that, A< far as I'm concerned, you can
climb as many buildings as you like, By
Ucorge, vou're going to be useful in the
Remove, my son!”

“T'll try to be!” said Stanley,

“('an you play football?”

“Yes, T think <0.”

“(lood man!” said Handforth, “Well,
rome  along  indoors We'll have tea in

Study D——"

“You can have tea in Study D, but Waldo
is going to have tea with us,” interrupted
Fullwood firmmly. "“He's ours, my lad, and
we don't want any poaching.”



THE NELSON LLT LIBRARY

THE ST. FRANK’S

O SCHOOL STORILS

QUEST IONNAIRE

Here are lwelve lesters for you, c.'bm,rze——gufsﬂo:.rs which refer fo St. Frank’s and

<115 members.

Give them the ** once-over,’

joi down the answers o those which

you know, and then compare them with the correct list which will be givei, together
with another sel of questions, next week,

1.—Who are the West House Removites who
performed in a circus before coming to
St. Frank's?

2.—What is the name of the Moor View girl
who was in the same circus with them?

3.—How far is it from St. Frank's to the
River House School?

4,—What is the name of the dangerous head-
land near St. Frank's?

5.—Who is the head prefect of the East
House?

6.—Who are the occupants of Study D, in
the Ancient House?

7.—~What is the Ancient House
Common-room telephone number?

8.—What is the name of the shady public-
house in Bellton?

Junior

9.—Who is the landlord of this publiic-house?
10.—What is Fatty Little's Christian name?

11.—Who are the Australian juniors of St,
Frank's?

12.—Which Moor View girl is Archie Gilen-
thorne's particular chum?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS.

1. Inspector Jameson. 2. The Rev. Ethel-
bert Goodehild. 3. Dick Hamilton (Nipper),
Sir  Lancelot Montgomery I'regellis-West,
and Tommy Watson. 4. Walter Rcynolds.
5. The Blue Crusaders. 6. Lionel Corcoran,
of the Fourth, 7. Handferth. 8. Performuig
the hat-trick at cricket. 9. Caistowe. 10.
The FEarl of Edgemore. 1l. Glenthorne
Manor, near Bannington. 12, Sir Edward
Handforth, M. P,

Fullwood and Russell seized Young
Waldo firmuly by the arms, and carried him
off,  Handforth was left staring indignantly
after them.

“I like their cheek!” he said gruflly. “"We
want that chap in our study.’
“Do you think it wouald be wise?” asked

Church thmzﬁfhtfuli} “I mean, you're sup-
posed to be the leader of Stud}' D—"

“What do you mean—*supposed '?"

“Well, you are the leader of Studv D,”
sald Church hastilv. ““And if this new chap
comes in he might try to boss things. He's
an unusual customer——"

“Nobody's going to boss me!” broke in
Handforth coldly. “I want this Waldo chap
in our studv becausze he's the son of the
famous Peril Expert. His pater 15 a kind
of detective—a super-detective, 1 shall go
and see Mr, Lee about it.”

Whether he went to Nelson Lee, Church
and McClure never knew. He certainly dis-
appeared for a while, and when he eame
back he made no furthe: mention of having
Young Waldo in Study D). So Church and
MeClure assumed that his mission to the
Iousemaster thad been a failure,

Meanwhtile, Stanley Waldo was thoroughly
enjoying himself in Study I, with Fullwood
and Russell.  They were very friendly
towards him, and they feasted him rovally,
They were by no means averse to having a
new blLlEl‘» mate of this kind. Stanles Waldo
was undoubtedly an acjuisition to Study I
—and to the Remove in general.

Tho new boy himself was gratified by the
mild scnsation that he had caused. He was
1o [v}ngr:*r looking forlorn; he was “coming

was proving himself
In fact, now that the

mst rap:d v, and he
(o be a cool o ustomer.

now that he lgru:“-‘r
to accept him 1 a
all his former difh:

ice was broken, and
the Remove was ready
friendly way, he shed
dence,

“My father will be awfully interested tn
get o letter from me,” he said, “He
warned me, before I came heie, that T might
find St. Frank’s too hot to hold me.”

“ITow do you mean?"” azked IFullwood.

“Well, he was afraid that I mighc. b
barred,” said Stanley Waldo quictly, * (Giive
a dog a bad name, vou know. And althoug!
my father 1s nov as f-.hmg,i.t as a die—I]
belicve he always  was  straight—lots  of
people are prejudiced against him.”

“We're not like that at St. Irank’s”
said TFullwood, “Of course, youwll find a
certain number of fellows who'll give you a
wide berth, but you needn't take any notice
of ihem—thm re not worth knowing, any-
how, As for vour pater alwavs being
straight, I'm afraid that's not quite true.”

“Oh, I know he was wanted by the police,”
tald Young Waldo. “Duat he was always
straight in the sense that he served Justice.
Sometimes he would pit his wits against s
blackmailer, or a moneviender, or somebod:
of that sort. He would rob them of tre-
mendeus sums of money, perhaps, but he
generally served Justice.  His vietims wero
nearly always rotters who were outside the

grip of the law. My fatlier used to do it
because he loved that kind of thing, T
liked the thrill of 1t, and he didn’'t care

twopence about being up against Scotlaud
Yard. Sti'l, T'm jolly glad that he's now
finished with that sort of life. As a Peril
Expert, “he’s getting  just as much excire-
menut, and he’s on the side of the Taw.”
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Stanley  Waldo's statemenr  was  perfectly
truc. Hiz father had never been a eriminal

of the ordinary twpe; he had never robbed

for the mere sake of robbing. In manv an
instance Lo had nisked long terms of  un-

prisomment for the sake of doing somcbody

a good turn. He had punished men whom
the laws of the land cou'd not founch.
Indeed, in the eyes of the eeneral public

Rupert Waldo had always been a hkeable
ficure. His manyv exploits had touched the
popular fancy. And now that he was going
straight he was respected by most people
the comimunity,

So it was natural that his <on should meet
with a friendly reception at St
Frank’s,

FTER tea, IFullwood and
A Russell took their new
study mate into the
Ancient House Comunon-
room, and they found that the

conversation was running on the
pbject of golf—of all things.
However, there was an object n
this, as ihey soon pereeived.
Fdward Oswald #Handforth’s leg
was being pulled.

“Golf!” he was raying
aragingly. *‘Golf isn’'t a game
Fm' us! I'm surprised at the
governors for being so dotty !”
“Oh, I don’t know, dear old
fellow,” said Travers “Any
doctor will tell you that walking
1 And

dis-

18 a :-‘4}}1['t|l“1] CXOTCLSE.
when you play golf, you walk
miles.”

“Yes, chasing a silly ball all
over the silly place!” said Hand-
forth, with a sniff. “There's
nothing in the game, anyhow!
You just knock a ball with a
dotty sort of club, walk after 1t, knock it
again, and that’s all there is in the game.”

“Pon’t you belicve it!” said Gresham,
“Golf 1s a game that gets hold of you—that
grips you and holds you tight. Once you get
the fever, vou zo golf-mad. I know, because
my pater is a golfer.

cricket, but nowadays he considers that
golf o
“There you are—that's just 1617 inter-

rupted Handforth. “Golf is 2 game for old
fogies!”

“My pater isn’t an old togey!” protested
Gresham indignantly

“Well, it’'s not a game for young folk,”
amended Handforth. “'That is to say, it's
not a game for schoolboys. We want somne-
thing more active—more energetic, Foot-
ball—cricket. Golf is too jolly slow.,”

“Ever played 1t?” asked Travers,

“No—and don’t want to!” replied Hand-
forth. *“ As for these new St. Frank’s links,
I wouldn't be scen dead on ’em!”

“That’'s not fair, dear old fellow.” said
Travers, shaking his head. “We ocvght to
give the game a chance.”

He used to go in for
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"What!”
“Of course,” continued Vivian Travers,
it’s open to any of us—it’'s not merely for
the semiors. I had a word with Mr. Lee,
and he tells me that anybody can play og
the Sr, Frank's links. The fags, if they want
It only means buying some clubs, and
we can have a round whenever we like. [
think we ought to forin a Remave Golf Clab,
and organise matches.”

“But what about football 2"’ asked Hand-
forth, staring. “It's the beginning of the
footer scason <o

“Plenty of tine for
j:l';n'n'l_\'. “Of course,

L]

both,” said Travers

we chouldn’t expeet

*Come on !’ roared Handlorth.
had seized a golf club and, s

“ Put up

you to play, Handy. You needn’t join.
Golf is a game that requires skill.”
CHAPTER 7.
Handy the Golfer!

Ly KILL?’ repeated Handforth, with a
start. “ By George! Are you sug-
gestinf that I haven’t any skill ?”

“When it comes to golf, dear old
fellow. vou require something more than
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ehill,” said Travers, " You require pafience

concentration — perseverance — deter-
mination. Golf isn't such an ecasy game as
it looks.”

“It's a dotty game!” said Handforth, with
e snort. ‘“The seniors can play it if they
like, but not me! As for a Remove club,
you're mad!"

“It might be a good wheecze,” said Nipper
slowly. " But keep your hair on, Handy.
We shan't ask you to play, We know your

limitations, and we shall be satisfied 1f you
keep goal for the Remove eleven, as usual.”

“What do von mean—you know my limita-
tions?"’

demanded Handforth,

he broke off in alarm.

rotter——""  And then
he advanced upon the junior threateningly,

“Well, golf wouldn’t suit your tempera-
ment, old man,” said Nipper gently,

“Ob, wouldn't 1t1”

“You're too impulsive—too reckless]
said Nipper. “To play golf properly, you've
got to have a calm, screne temperament,
My dear chap, you wouldn’t do anything
right on the links. You'd foozle every shot,
and you'd make a hash of the whole game.
Oh. no. we shouldn't think of asking yeu lo
1o the Remove zolfing elub.”
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“I agree,” said Travers solemnly. 1he
very 1dea of Handlorth playing goli 1s
farcical. By Samson! To start with, he
wouldn’'t know how 1o handle a club. He'd
use 1t like a cricket bat, and then, agam,
he'd dig up so much turf that the links
would look like a ploughed field alter he'd
been round!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he'd smash all his clubs, too,” con-
tinued Travers., A golf elub must be used
delicately—not like a sledgehammer,”

“I wouldn’t usze 'em like sledgehamiers !
roared Handforth.

“We can only judge you, dear old fellow,
according to your present habits.” said
Travers. ‘It would be ridiculous for you
to try to learn golf. You couldn’t do it.
You're not built that way. 1'm very glad
to know that yvou've got such a poor opinisn
of the game.”

Handforth breathed hard. Without in the
least realising it, he had fallen into the trap.

“All right!” he said grumly. “If thot's
what you think about me, I'll jolly well
show you that you're wrong !”

“Yes?"” murmured Travers.

“Yes |” snorted Handforth.
golf 1"’

“For the love of Samson !”

“"No, not for the love of Samson—but {o
make you fellows eat your words!” roared
Handforth. “I'll show vou that T can be as
wood at golf as I am at foolter! Arve you
poing to learn, Travers?”’

“Of course,” said Travers.

“All right, then—I'll play a set with vou
as soon as vou hike,” said Handforth. “If
I don’t beat vou b—love, I'll eat my hat !

“Ha. ha, Aa 1"

“You're getting a bit mixed, old man,”
sald Nipp{:t‘ j_*:L'qu.’. “You don't |r1:|_\.' £cts
of wolf—you onlyv play sets of tennis.”

“LEht”

“Golf 13 quite different.” said
Nipper. " You play nine holes—
or eighteen holes, according to
the size of the course. If the
bogev for a ninc-hole course 15--
say, thirty-six, vou've got to do
yvour best to get round in
bogey.”

“Who's talking about bogies?”
growled Mandforth. “ Anybody
might think that a golf linke< 1s
full of ghosts!™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“1 avill play

“I'll start to-morrow,” (e-
clared Handforth grimly. “1'}}
buy a club—"
* A& elub M w{muter} Nipper mildly.
“Yes; you play golf with a club, don’t
you ?”’
“One club’s no good,” said Nipper. *“You

want at least half a dozen.”

“Why? If you think 'm going to break
five clubs o .

“Not at all,” grinned Nipper. “I don’t

mean that you have six elube all the same.
[First of all, vou'’ll need a driver.”
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“No. I shan’t,” said Handforth, “I canjp Not that there was anrthing premeditated
o to ti_lL' links in my Austin Seven, and I | in this move. Being the first morning af
shall drive mysclf.” school, after the long summer lmlir.?ays,

- MR ey ha i Handforth was probably restless, Derhaps

“When I say driver, T mean the name of
a club,” said Nipper patiently. “The elub
vou generally dsec to kick off with from the
tee 1s called a driver.”

“I'rom the which "

“The tee,” said Nipper. “You start off
from the tee, and you've got to kncck your
ball to the green. It may be two hundred
vards odd, or 1t may be three or four hun-
dred vards. It all depends upon the course.
Tuen you'll need a brassy—that's another

club,
*“My only hat!"”
“You must have a mid-iron, too,” con-

tinucd Nipper.  “And for yvour approach
shiots, vou can't do without a mashie, and
a niblick 1s necessary when vou get into the
bunker. Then, of course, there's the putter,
to be used on the greens.”

Handforth looked bewildered.

“Rot!"” he said ineredulously. “A chap
docsn’'t need all those clubs to play golf! A
good player ought to do everything with one
club only |V

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

“I shall only use one, anvhlow,” said
Handforth firmly, “and I'll show yvou that
all these silly faney clubs aren't necossary 1

And he strode out of the Common-rooim, his
jaw set with characteristic aggressivencss,

“Good egg!” chuckled Nipper. “\We've
got hiim going nicely.”

“I thought we'd do the trick!” laughed
Travers. *Well, well! Tt'll be worth quids
to see Handy on the golf links—trying to get
round with only one club!”

“We shall have to make a point of being
there,” said Nipper, grnning.

“Yes, rather v

“And he'll find that golf isn't quite such
a soft game as he thinks.” said Harry
Gresham. ““My only sainted aunt! Wait
until Handy gets mto the rough—and tries
to dig his ball out with a wooden driver, or
a brassy!”

“1 can see him now,” murmured Travers
dreamily. “Dear old fellows, we ought to
get up a vote of thanks to the Governors for
providing us with these links! Handv is
going to give us no end of amusement !”

B UT Handforth stole a march on the leg-

pullers,
He got up early the next morning—
so early, in fact, that he was well ont
ol doors half an hour before the rising bell
was due to ring.

Y W WYYV YYYVYVYVYVYYVYY

the bed felt a bit hard, after his own bed
at home. Perhaps his awakening so early
was due to the fact that he had been eating
some rock-cakes in bed the previous night,
and had omitted to notice that two of the
cakes had got between the sheets with him.
At all events, he awakened to find himself
wallowing in a sca of rock-like crumbs.
Never before had rock-cakes proved so true
to their name. This etrcumstance of the
crumabs might possibly have rendered his
sleep patchy and uneasy.

Whatever the cause, he awoke quite early,
and, as the morning was bright and clear,
he went to the window and had a look into
West  S@uare—incidentally  throwing two
handfuls of erumbs out at the same time.
Then he thought about golf, and it occurred
to him that it might be a good ideca to have
a look at the links before any of the other
tellows had a chance.

He was convinced that the game was an
casy one to play., Yet there was a lurking
suspicion at the back of hLis mind that there
might be a few unforescen dilliculties.
There would be no harm, anyhow, 1n having
a shot at it all on his own.

So he dismissed the idea of awakening
Church and McClure, and he got dressed
with his usual rapidity., One glance at the
bed, which still contained an extraordinary
number of ecruinbs, convinced him that got-
ting up was the best thing to do.

On the way downstairs another idea
occurred to him, and it was one which
bucked him *up considerably. He remem-
bered having &card that William Napoleon
Browne, of the IFifth, bad equipped himself
with a complete set of golf clubs. Browne
had cvidently known about the links beforo
leaving home, and so he had arrived at St.
Frank's fully prepared to battle.

“Drowne’s a good sort,” Handforth told
himself. “He won't mind if I borrow his
clubs for once. In fact, I don’t see how lLo
can mind, because he won't know anything
about it. I shall be back before the Ififth
gets down, and I ean easily shove the clubs
back in Browne’s study.”

Handforth, as usual, was optimistic. Tt
never occurred to him that he might do somo
damage to Prowne's clubs, Il;u'ing arrived
downstairs, he made his way to the Fifth
Form passage, and, sure cnough, a brand
ncw golf-bag stobd in a coirner of Browne's
study. The bag was full of glittering clubs.

They were regular beauties—a complete
sot. There was a wooden driver, a brassy,
and a number of stainless irons.  Handforth
gazed at the array in astonishment,

“I suppose I'd better take 'em all,” he
muttered. “ Perhaps those chaps were righ:,
after all. Anyhow, I shall soon know after
I start playing.” '

IHe slung the bag over his shoulder in the
approved style, and started off,

(Continucd on page 26.)
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes lo answer, in bis own wmnique fashioi, any
question ** N.L. readers care lo submit to him. But, although of a cerlainty
the resulls will be amusing and enlerlaining, the Edilor lakes no respounsibilily
Jor their veracity. Write to Handforth, c/o the Nelson Lee Library, to-day.

** CURIQUS " (Dartmouth), wants to know and McClure? They're not ill or anything
who killed cock robin, Iis wording is rather [ If anybody deserves sympathy it's T - icr
vague, but I presume that my correspondent | having to put up with their obstinate, i
means that a person of the name of Robin | relsome ways. You ask who I'd like i¢ H
has been killed, and, knowing what a won- | if 1 wasn’t myself. I've worked the answct
derful amatewr detective T am, he wants me | out in algebra for you., I called myself °
to take up the case and captore the eriminal. | and 1'd like to bo “b.”" 1f X was “b ™ 1|1
Seasy ! Unfortunately, there’s a snag. I’m | like to be “a.” Therefore “a’’ 13 the same
back at St. Frank’s now, and the authorities | as **b.”” “*A " equals Handforth--and that’s
might not let me have the time off. They’ve | the answer. Clever, isn’t it? But then, |
a most hard-hearted lot in this respect. Still, [ always was good at algebra.
don’t despair, " Curious.” 1 know you're J. HAYES (London).—The best footbuller
rr-1|3.'1:1:_': on my valuable services, so Ull see | at St, Frank’s is in the Remove Foarm,
what can be done, You'll find him.in Study D of the Ancien

OSCAR J. RUSSELL (Norwich), is the House, and one of his names 13 Oswald.
kind of fellow [ like. He i3 obviously a MALCOLM FRASER (Levenshulme)
prreat ;thi','p,* ”f my .I.!‘;LC:LEE?L [;rinl Vvarmis, wants to lHIU"'u"r’ lf 1 Call .5"."-"11[1', El]lfl, If =0, FII:--
and wants to know why no more masterpieces | many lengths? Of course 1 can swim. Al
have been flowing fiom my celebrated pen. |1 don’t swim in lengths, either, Huh! 'I'le
(How's thal [or a spot of marvellous writing, | very idea! Ask me how many miles, and
you chaps?) It’s no good ticking me off, | perhaps I'll give you an answer, [ cau't
Oscar, old mon. The Iiditor 13 the {3}15111 to | remember what 1s my hig;'lESt score in cricket
blame. Write a stiff letter to him, Tell him | this season. 1 make so many high scorc
the {ruth about my Trackett Grim varns;|{you know. Probably near the two-hund redd
what wonderful stories they are, Tell him | mark, I expect.
that he ought to be downright ashamed of CLARENCE EDWARDS (Chester).—I
.]'H]]‘ht\]f for ‘.I'E‘Fu'-sll]j:!,' to p‘li}lhll tales El}' FLUEE ]1{-31.1‘3 I{iu]{f\d {E;{”'(j Vvarce  for you as  yie-
a  world-famous _aut _hru ) Demand to have } quesied. You're not the only reader who has
ihl.‘!”l I'i'lfl.‘ilil“'.‘[l In the :\q]'.'i.-:'.'rfuj:‘: .[JT'JE J.JIHH.'!»HY ”51,;[1[; I-}JE.‘F, 'H“l a0 1 hd‘iL a JUI I_.l‘ll“‘y-" []E|]tt
under Hrlﬂ f]n'pnll.‘nf pmtr-hmg him on the There’s only one snag. My Jmm are show-
nose. When writing, however, I want you|ing signs of wear as a result of the overtine.
to be sure not to .uf”mm. my name. I don’t|1 can sce I shall have to “‘come down ' on

want the Iditor to know I had anything to | one of you for a new pair, Still, don’t let
do with it. Besides, he might think—|1hat detail deter vou from repeating  the
wrongly, of course —that I'm lr_\,.'ing to boost | request in further letters.

myself and my stovies. 1 hope your national | ¢ ¢cHRONOMETER (Bedford).—Whai's
e als . ekl e AT 13 AR a ; : . i ght e
r,”" "C” Grim sociely 1s a success, Oscar. |41, jdea? Are you trying to pull my leg
Fie—er—I shall not publish the society’s | ] ;i e
T hin} bindly sent me 1 when you ask: “If a church clock strikes the
i R 1'1”” so kindly sent me. It 15|} of eight, the hands point to twenty-iwo
quite hopcless—that is to say, it would be | 4 o half minutes past L'nnr* what’s the
quife hopeless expecting  the 1ouldy old time in Italy? DI’ve spent hours “,},'ilw -
] . "L1r - . a " v ‘r-‘ | ! i
Editor to publish it. work this out, and the only answer I vcan
A, OSWALD (Edinburgh) points out that | arrive at is that it’s time thcy had a new
hig name is the same as my middle name. {clock in Ttaly, and time you gave up asking
Well, it's not my fault. Jt’s my misfortune. | fatheaded questions.
Why should I give your sympathy to Chrarel | EDWARD OSWALD.
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WALDDO THE WONDER BOY !/ rew ball out of the bag, and perched it oa

(Continued from page 24.)

AHIl: new St. Frank's Golf Course was
quite an cxcellent one, although there

were only nine holes. It was situated

across the meadows, sowmewhere be-
tween  the Moor View School and Holt’s
Farm. The first tee was only about five

minutes walk from St. Frank's, and the links
cuntended to the edge of Banuington Moor.
In fact, a part of the course was on the
moor itself,

Handforth took the wrong footpath, and
e wandored half over the golf course hefore
it deetded to start playving, e seleeted
the seventh tee for the commencement of his
operations., 1t was very quiet here—very
150]ated.

'The positiion was elevated., and thore were
rolling downs just in front of him, with
fhe big expanse of Bannington Moor stretehi-
iz away mnto the distance. Holt's Farm was
vell away to the left, and the Moor View
School was completely hidden beliind a fold
of the downs. There wasn't a hvine soul
to watch Handforth's initial efforts,

This was exactiy what he required. Ie
just wanted to econvinee himself that the
difliculties of golf were grossly exaggerated.

After some hesitation he selected one of
the wooden eluba, He seemed to have a
veriue notion that a wooden club was ro-
auired for the drive. He took a nice white

T
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the top of a little tco of sand. He knew
that was right, anyhow. Al that he had to
do now was to swing his club round, anl
send the ball shooting away along the faii
way in the direction of the green. He coulid
see a little red flag down in a hollow, ahead,
so he gathered that this was the right direc-
tion. As a matter of fact, it was the wrong
direction, for Handforth was looking towards
the fifth green—not the seventh. However,
it made no differcuco.

“Now, let me sce,” he muttered. “Tha
right thing to do 15 to swing the club round,
slosh the ball, and then wateh where 1t goca.
H}' George! I bet I'll hit this _L_Ti{i'.{}' }’4;.“
a couple of hundred vards with the first
whack ! It's as casy asz falling off a form'”

Ile took his stance, settled hiz heels firmly
in the turf. and raised his elub. Then ho
brought it down with a terrifie swing., There
was a kind of elick, and he shaded his eyes
with his hand and stared into the distance.

“Well. I'm Llowed !™" he ejaculated.  ““It's
gone ! I've hit that giddy ball so far that
I can’t even see it! It mus: have travelled
for half a mile !”

A surge of satisfaction came over him. At
any rate. he knew the direction 1n which
the ball lay. and he ought to be able to find
it somewhere 1n the far distance. e was
just preparing to put his club back into tho
bagz, when he gave a violeut start,

> What's
This--

A Funny Caricature
o A Nightmare ?

No! It is only a three toed sloth up to
his usual tricks. He'll interest you iiu-
mensely and so will all the other creatuics
introduced to yvou in the NEW NATURLE
BOOK. This fascinating wvolume is
packed with delightful photographs and
contains two beautiful coloured plates,
and its pages are enlivened with talks by
noted naturalists and explorers who Linow
just how to tell you all about the T'olkk of
the Wilds. There is not a dull line in it,

URE BOOK

Now on Sale S/ -

It you like Making
Things yvou will Enjoy

Every Boy's

HOBBY ANNUAL 6/
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“Great pip!” he cjaculated. .

The ball, extraordinarily epough, was
Unlﬁr. a couple of yards away from him—
lurking behind a little tuft of grass near the
Lee.

“Great Scoit!” he breathed. “And I
thought I'd knocked it into the middle of
nﬂlxt week ! The silly thing didn’t go at
ﬂl ]’I ~

He grunted with disgust, picked up the
ball, tee’d 1t up again, and prepared to have
another whack. This time he grounded his
club heavily, and did
not even hit the ball at

all. It was rather a

wonder that he didn't

smash the head off the

club.

“H'm!” TFunny!” he

said, frowning. ‘‘Some-

thing  scems to  be

wrong !” 2
He had another go, 2t
and although he put all H

his strength into the
drive, he swung his club
about f{wo inches above
the ball, missing it al-
together. He was dis-
covering, in fact, that golf was not the child’s
play he had imagined it to be.

“It’'s a jolly good thing I came out here
alone,” he told himself in surprise. By
George! Wouldn’t the chaps have cackled
if they had seen me making a mess of it
like this! What rot! It ought to be casy
enough. Looks casy, anyhow.”

Again he tried, and, more by luck than
judgment, he succecded in hitting the ball
and sending 1t about fifty yvards. At any
rate, it was a hit, and he gathered his bag
up and went in chase of the little white
“pill.”

IHaving reached if, he selected an iron
club. Somehow, he seemed to remember
ithat an iron ec¢lub was necessary here.
Perhaps all that talk about having a number
of clubs wasn’t such rot, after all.

“A mashie,” he murmured, as he looked
at the face of the iron. “That onght to do
the trick all right. T shall probably get on
the green with this shot.”

He put all his strength into the stroke,
swang the elub round with tremendous
force, spun like a top, and sat down with a
jarring thud on the top of the ball.

“QOuch !’ he gasped 1n pain.

He picked himself up, sadder but wiser.
However, he was by no means discouraged.
He wasn't going to let this thing get the
bhetter of him. Not likely !

He took his stance again, glared at the
ball, swung his club up, whirled it down,
and he caught the ball a regular swipe—a
clean hit.

[t went shooting away, rising far into the
1t 1n

air. Handforth gazed after in  blank
astonishment. Then he flushed with intense
satisfaction.

“By George!” he gloated. “'Thaf

jolly good hit, anyway "

was m
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Ille saw the ball drop beyond a clump of
furze on a rising bank, well over a hundred
vards away. The ball had drepped into a
hollow, and Handforth grabbed his clubs
and went chasing after it.

He plunged down into the hollow, pushing
his wayv past the furze bushes—and then,
suddenly, a figure rose up, apparently from
nowhere, and confronted him.

The Removite halted, startled. The figure
was dressed in a drab kind of snit; its face

was hageard vet grim, and the eyes which

stared at Handforth :o
keenly were wild and
simister!

CHAPTER 8.

Rough on Handforth?

DR_u, moment
neither spoke.
Handforth was <o

startled that
could find no words.
He could only siare at

]
e

- — . this strange figure.
The man was des-
perate, by the look of
him. "Thero was almost an animal lock on

his cunning, rat-like face. His expression
was one of mingled alarm and ferocity.

““Where the dickens did you spring from?”
ejaculated Handforth at last.

““‘Best keep quiet, kid,” said the man, his
voice shaky with intensity. “I didn’t spring
from nowhere. I was ’ere all the time. 1
belicve you knowed it, too.”

“No, I didn’t,” said IHandforth. “T1 hit
my ball in this direction Why, what
the Great Scott !”

He suddenly found himself staring fascin.
atedly at the man’s clothing. In the samc

flash, he knew what this man was—and
where he had come from. Handforth's fac
beeame flushed and his eyes lit up wiih
excitement.

“You're a convicet !” he burst out acens-
inglv. “By George! You must have
escaped e

“You couldn’t 'ave come alone at a better
minute, kid!” interrupted the man, his gaze
roving over Iandforth’s figuve,  ““Jusi
about the right size fer me, too! Peel them
togs off—an’ look slippy !”’

Handforth was too startled to make anvy
immediate reply., He knew that this man
was an escaped convict! Across the moor,
a number of miles away, was the big con-
viet prison. This man must have escaped
the previous dav, and prebably he had been
hiding on Bannington Moor all night. Iis
drab clothing gave him away; it was im-
possible for him to venture on any highway
in that suit. He had been lurking in thaf
hollow, amongst the furze, and it was by
sheer chance that Handforth had sent his
golf ball into that partienlar hollow.

- And Edward Oswald remembered, with a
bit of a start, that he was utterly alone on

thf\ ‘_Hr-”,\-q..;1 [1_1.:.[_1‘!-":".“_ r-:"‘_i]" 11!;.": nan., I[ﬂ hﬂ{} t"ﬂ'_!
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nobody at St. IFrank's of his intentions, and
it was not likely that anvbody else would
come-to the golf course before breakfast.

“Did vou ‘ecar me?” snarled the man.
“Of with them togs, kid, an’ be sharp
about it!"”

Ilandlorth came to himsclf with a start,
Ile realised what the man was saving—and
he gave a snort of definnce. He certainly
didn't intend to obey that order. It was
obviously his duty to capture this convict,
atil to hand him over to the police, Indeed,
as an amateur detective, it was the only
possible thing to do.

“You rotter!" he
“When did you escape

“You'd best not give me any lip—

“You're doity if you think I'm going to
change clothes with you!” said IHundlorth.
“That’s the sort of thing they do on the
films! Put up vour hands! I'm going to
knock vou out, and then I'm going to hand
vou over to the police!”

There could be no mistakine his attitude.
He was aggressive—he was deliant. And the
convict, who had noted that Handforth was
wearing a cheek Norfolk suit, backed away.
That suit would fit him perfectly, and in 1t
he would be able to escape completely from
the district. It was his one chance,

But at the same moment he
i Handforth. He could see that this scliool-
boy was a fighter; the way he clenched his
lisis, and the way he squared himself, was
suflicient evidence of that. The convict was
a smalhish, wiry kind of man. In a fist fight
hie would probably be the loser.

“Come on!” roared Handforth. “Put up
vour hands, vou rotter ! 1If vou don’t, I'll—
Here, what the You confounded ruflian !
Put that clnb down!”

The conviet, with a sudden, swift move-
ment, had seized the golf club that Hand-
forth had dropped just before elenching his
fists. Ile advanced, swinging the club round
11 & menacing manner.

Hundtorth tried to back away, but he was
inst a shade too late. The heavy club
siruck him on the shoulder, and his whole
arnt was numbed by the force of the blow,

“You cad!” he panted. “By George! If
voure going to fight like thiz—— Whoal
VWhyv, youn brute—="

Arain the club swung round, and there
came a thud. Handforth had attempted to
dodge, but in vain. The club had struck him
on the side of the head, and he rolled over,
completely “ont.” He lay there, still,
sprawling in a grotesque attitude.

“That’s setiled him " panted the convict.
;:‘ qu‘m fool! I 'ad to 'it 'im! Ile asked
or 1"

Flinging the golf club aside, the convict
went down on his knees and rolled over the
junior.  Handforth was breathing heavily,
and a little blood was showing through his
hair., A big bump was rising already. It
had been a severe blow, but, fortunately, a
glancing  one—otherwise FEdward Oswald's

said  breathlessly.

G 1h
.

skull might have been fractured. As it was, { of the hollow.

(1] Eiz?tl L]

e had merely received o very nasty bruise,
and he was temporarily knocked senscless.
“Ile ain’t 'urt mucl,” muttered the con-

viet shakily. “Anvway, I can git "3
blinkin’ clothes now.” )
He looked round in all directions. and

preathed a sigh of relief when he noted that

thr.:: landscape was perfectly clear. NG’E, n
living soul was within sight.  With

trembling fingers he unfastened lis coat, and
guickly divested himself of all his outer
clothing.

Then he turned his attention upon Hand-
forth. Ie fairly tore the Norfolk suit from
the unfortunate boy's back. Within tho
space of five minutes he had donned that
Norfolk suit himself—and he was gratified
to find that it fitted hitn almost as though
he had been measured for ir.

Handforth was a burly kind of schoolboy,
and the convict was a small man—so they
were almost of a size,

The convict was breathing heavily now
after his exertions, aud his exhalations were
wheezy, He flung his conviet garb over
Ilandforth's still form, and his eyes were
littering with satisfaction,

“Tt won't be loug before yeu come round.
kid ! he muttered. “DBut before you can
give any alarm I'll be miles away. Gosh!
What a bit o’ luck!” ‘

I{e had found a couple of currceney notes 1
one of the pockets, and some loose silver. Ho
certainly was in luck—after having spent a
night of abject despondency.

(r
=]

1 wasn't by chance that Young Waldo

I ventured on the go!l links that morning.

The new fellow, to tell the truth, had

got up ecarly because it was his habii to

be up at six a.m. At his previous schiool he

had always been up long before rising

bell. He was very much like his celebrated

father; he needed no more thau four or five
hours slecp.

Chancing to see Ilandforth leaving the
achool with the golf bag slung over his
shoulder, Waldo had at once known that
Handforth was headed for the golf links.
And Stanley Waldo, having wandered round
the school for a bit, decided to go out to the
links to have a word with the aggressive
leader of Study D. Ie wanted to be com-
panionable.

But when he got to the links there was no
sign of Edward Oswald. 'The latter seemed
to have vanished completely. Younr Waldo
wandered about for a bit, wondering what
could have happened to the other junior,
when he paused.

IHis Lkeen hearing had detected a curious
sound of heavy breathing, He knew that it
was coming from a hollow some distance
away. Then, on the top of this, he heard
a muttered remark. The voice was strango
and uncouth; morecover, the man who spoke
wae apparently talking to himself. At all
events, no reply came,

The new bov, curious, went in the direction
He climmbed a little rise, and
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Crack | A rifie shot rang out as the warders appeared over the crest of the hill
Handforth gave a start, realising that they were firing at him.
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Edward Oswald
The warders had mistaken him for

the escaped convict !

then stood on the brim of the hollow—his
appearance being dramatic and unexpected,
The conviet, sceing this figure in KEtons,
stared at it blankly. lle had imagined him-
«elf to be quite alone.

‘““By thunder!” bhe panted, reaching for the
golf club.

Young Waldo took in the scene at a glance.

He saw Handforth’s still form beneath those
drab, significant articles of clothing. }He saw
this man dressed in the Norfolk suit that
Handforth had been wearing. And although
Stanley Waldo knew nothing of the proximity
of a conviet prison, it was easy enough for
him to put two and two together,

“I’'m afraid you’ve run up against a snag,”
he said, his voice calm and steady. *“ You'd
better put that golf club down, too. And if
you’ve hurt that schoolboy——"

“Hang you!” snarled the convict. ‘“What
do you mean by this—ereepin’ up an’ spyin’

on me?- It there’s any more o’ you boys
’{‘[‘ﬂ' 1%
“Don’t worry—I'm quite alone,” said

Young Waldo., “As far as I know, there’s
not another living soul within a couple of
miles—or a mile, at least. Not that you’ll be
able to get away. You're a convict; you’ve
attacked Handforth, and, by the look of it,
you've hurt him. I’'m going to hand you
over to the police, you dirty ruffian!”

The convict was more furions than amazed.
Yet it was startling to hear this schoolboy
calmly saying that he was going to “hand
him over to the police.”” It was preposterous
on the face of it. The convict advanced,
swinging the golf club ready.

“I've outed one of you, an’ I might as well
out the other!” he said harshly.

e made a quick run forward, lunging at
the same time. Waldo did not make any
attempt to back away or to dodge. He came
straight on. The golf club struck him aeross

the arm; but it was the shaft which hit
him, and it splintered to fragments.
“Not this timel!” said Waldo coolly,

“Now, my friend, I think you'll understand
that I mcant what 1 said.”

Like lightning he obtained a grip on the
man, holding his arms tightly. The convict,
after the first shock of surprise, struggled
to get free. Ile was only grappling with o
mere schoolboy His eyes filled with con-
sternation and bewilderment, That grip
whtch held hiin was like the grip of a steel

vice. T'ry as he would, he could not shift his
arms. They were held to his sides as though
strapped !

CHAPTER 9.
Young Waldo’s Prisoner!

HE conviet struggled again, but his

I efforts were fruitless. He was «

strong man—wiry and muscular—yel

he could scarcely move an inch. This
schoolboy was holding him without effort.

“Kasy!” said Stanley Waldo 1n an
amused voice, ‘“It’s no good struggling—

you won't get away.” =
“You ain’'t human!” panted the convict

hqilrsﬂl}'. . ‘
I ecan assure you I am, said
Waldo. “ I have more than my share of

strength, perhaps, but in most other ways
I'm ouite normal. Why don’t yon step this
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useless struggling?  You'll only hurt your-
sclf."”

Tlic man continued to struggle, and Waldo,
without hesitation, increased his pressure.
The man caught his breath in sharply, and it
scetned to him that his arms were about to
bz wrenched out of their sockets, He
shricked with agony.

“Any more struggling and you'll get that
again,” said Stanley Waldo coldly. * Under-
stand 7"

At last the conviet knew that he was
beaten. It had taken a long timme for him to
realise the position, but now that he had
realised i1t he stared at the schoolboy in
dumbfounded amazement. The whole thing

was staggering.

“A  blumed school kid!" he panted.
“Never knew anythin' like it in all my
blinkin' life! You're stronger than a prize-
fighter "

“1 believe I am,” said Waldo, nodding.

“There's only one man in the world as 1
know who's got strength like you,” went on
ihe convict, his voice hoarse and strained,
“and that’s Waldo. He's the man wot got
me piached !”

“1'm glad to hear it,” said Stanlev.
happens to be my father.”

The convict started violently, and his eves
opened wider.

“You!" he gasped. “Waldo’s son!"”

“Does 1t need much guesswork ?” asked the
now boy, as he increased his grip.

“Waldo's son!” panted the man. s:ill
staring at his captor in a fascinated way,
“1 might have known it! Waldo's son! @'m
sent to quod by the father, an' then the son
crops up after I've escaped!”

“Awkward, 1sn’t it?” said Young Waldo.
“I'ate often springs a nasty surprise like
that.”

I'he conviet secemed to go mad. He nearly
chioked. He went into a frenzy of violence—
a paroxvsm of fury. He struggled and swore
aud almost foamed at the mouth. Dut it was
quite uscless—Waldo retained his grip with
that same nonchalant ease,

“Linished " he asked at length.

The man was nearly exhausted after his
violent efforts; he suddenly seemed to sag,
and he beecame limp in the schoolboy’s arms,

“I'll get you for this!” he panted in a
croaking whisper, “ By thunder! If I have
to wait twenty years ['ll get you for this,
vou voung—"

“Better not sayvy it,” interrupted Waldo

““He

junior. “I might be annoyed, and if I like
1 can burt you quite a lot.”
kis prisoner subsided, breathing with
difticulty.
TANLEY WALDO was a bit worrted
S about Ilandforth, He wanted to
administer first-aid to the unfortunate

leader of Study D. Yet in order to do
so it would be necessary to secure the convict
in some wav, and he had not the tmeans of
doing this., Waldo had made up his mind to
hand the rascal over to tho polica.
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He was relicved to see a movement from
Handforth. The latter was trying to sit up,
and he was passing a hand over his head.
'his was very reassuring.

Stanley Waldo decided that hiz best eotir:a
would be to mareh the prisoner straight to
Bellton, hand him over to the police, nud
then get some of the St. I'rank’s fellows to
come back with him to the links,

“Come on!” he said grimly. *“You'ra
going with me!"
bk -
Hang you!” snarled the man. “You

may be Waldo's son, and you may be as

! ANANAS AN

strong as a blinkin® giant, but I ain't takin®
no orders from you!"

“No?"” said this remarkable schooiliow.
“We'll see about that. Either vou march—
and march quickly—or I'll show you just
how strong 1 can be. Are you going to obew
orders "

““No, darn you!" grated the man.

““ Look out for squalls then!"

Waldo exerted a little more pressure, andl
his victim went  positively white as  the
pressure was increased.  His arms felt as
though they were gomng fto break at auny
second. The agony was intense.

“Stop!"” shricked the man., “You young
fool, you'll smash my arms!”

“Will you march?”

“1'll sce you in
the rascal. “All right!
vou, you've won!”

Yes, yes!™ sereamed
I'tl march! Huog
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“Then_step it cut briskly!” said Stanley, |
giving the man-a shove. “And keep on
going, too! When'1 say a thing I mean it.”

He was extraordinarily like his famous
father now. He was just as cool—just as
matter-of-fact as the redoubtable Wonder
Man himself, '

“Hil What the-———  What’s happened ?”’
came a husky, bewildered voice.

Waldo glanced round, and he was relieved
to see Handforth sitting up.

*Its all  right. Handforth,” said Stanley
Waldo  “This i1s the ruffien who attacked

ANAANAL ANANA

“SPOOFING THE
‘RIVER HOUSE!"”

Nipper, the popular Junior Skipper at
St. Frank’s, has always been an oppor-
tunist. And with the advent of Waldo the
Wonder Boy to &t. Frank’s, he secs here a
chonee of a lifetime to jape the River
House School.

And what a jape it is, too—the most
sensational and funniest iape on record !

Hal Brewster & Co. are compleiely
“ {aken in.”" They’re beaten to a frazzle !

Don’t on any account fail to read next
week’s rollicking yarn, chums.
ieng seream from beginning to end !

“THE ISLAND
CASTAWAYS!”

Look out for another long, exciting

instalment of Arthur S. Hardy’s magnifi- }

cent adventure serial next Wednesday.

Also many other popular and amusing
features.

v ORDER IN ADVANCE!

you. I'm just taking him off to the police.”
“Police 7 said Handforth dazedly.

‘You take it casy, old nwun,” said Waldo.
“If you can manage to ‘lress yourself, all
the bhetter.. 1'd make iliz rat take your
clothes off. but 1t would be an awful lot of
trouble. T don’t want to let him get out
of this grip. You'll be all right, won’t you?”

“*1T'my all
dull voice.

right,” replied Handiorth, 1n a

“Good!” said the new boy. "I shan’t
be long. If yvou don't feel bke dressing, just
stay where you are, and Il scon be back

It’s one |

to help you, and I'll bring scme of the cthoer
fellows, (o0.”
iTe turned back {o his prizoner.
“Now, then!” he =aid brizkly.
Quick march!”

“ Ready ?

33

1" was a wise decision on Waldo’s part.
I If he had remained behind, and had
attelpted to forece the convict to talk:
off Handforch's clothing. there would
have been & lot of trouble. The man weuld
have been sure to make a bolt for hberty.
Therefore, the best toing to do was
get rid of the prisoner, and then hurry back
to Handforth with helo. It would save
(ime in the long run. Walde knew now that

Lo

L Handfortn was not seriously hurt, and he

would certainly come to no havm if he was
left, alone fer a bit,

The convict marched on, knowing full well
that 1t would go 1ll with him if he attempted
any  tricks. Apparently  he was well
acquainted with Rupert Waldo, and he
therefore knew what to ex;ect from the son.
Once or {wice, during the first half mile, h
made attempts te escape, but his captor was
always ready—always on the alert.

“Waldo's 1 the convict kept

S0, muticy-

ing., “ By thunder, Waldo's soa!”
And there was a note in his voice which
wag posttively fiendish,  Just when he had

cscaped-—when there was a chance for hinn
to get clear away-—-he found himself cap-
tured by this junior schoolboy! It was an
absurd situation, and yet 1t happened to be
erimly true. And this boy was the son of

Rupert Waldo, the man who had eauszed
him to be convicted !
HURCH ecame out of the Ancient
‘ House with a puzzled frown an his
brow, :
“No sign ot him here.” he said.
“Can’t make it out, Nac! Where the
dickens can he have got to?”

“Goodness only knows,” said the Scottish
junior.  “There’s never any telling what
Handy will get up to! Who the dickens
would have dreamed that he would be o

before rising-bell? On the first morning

of school, too!”

“Tt's a funny thing he didn’l wake ns”
said Church. “1lIe’s not on Little Side.
heeanse 1 had a look there—— Hallo, there’s
Bob Christine, of the Fourth!”

Bob Christine and DBuster DBeots and
ceveral other Fourth-Formers were emerging
from the Modern House, and the twn

Removites ran acioss to them.

“Better be careful!” advised John Bus-
terficld DBoots. *“We don't wllow Remove
fatheads on this side of the Triangie!”

“Pax!” urged Church. “"We want to
you =

“Pax be blowed!"” sail Chrisiine.

|
HE o

“Come

on, the Fourth!  Let’'s bump these silly
Renovites—just <o that we ecan stait {ho
term well 7

“Hear, hear!”

“Grab them!”

Church and MeClure, mmuch to their dis

may were grabbed, bumped, and bumped
again and again until they were breathless,

“That’'s just to show theie’s no ill-fecl-
ine,” prinned Boots. “And the npext fime
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}.;:_: Removites come over on this side of
!11:u|ﬂ1 el
“Yonu—you hopeless duffers!” gasped
Chinrelr. " We were going to ask you about

SF H'Ifl‘ Have you scen him this morning %"
“Wo such lun:i-. said DBob Chiristine. “If

wo had collared Hundy alone, we should
have slauglitered him!  We haven't scen

b, What's the matter? Is he missing "

“He got up before the rising-bell ‘md--"hﬂ injured bd*”""-’

offt somewhere,” said Church. “(Come
Mac! We can't bothar with these dotty
Fourth-IFormers now; we'll h'nc our revenge

luter.  We'll wipe them up !

“Try and do 1t' " said Boots scoflingly.
Handforth’s ¢hums, dusty and dishevelled,
mado their way to the main gates, They
found Vivian ‘Travers and Jimmy otis
there, chatting with Fuliwood and Russell.

WICTLE

e,

“No, we haven't secen bim this morning,”
Polts was saying, “He must have got up
r«psrid]' carly i

‘He got up without disturbing us. too."”
saidd Church, “I can’t make oul what's
become of him.” :

“Who—that new chap, Waldo ?”

“Nn, Handforth.”

“We were talking about Waldo, dear old
fellow,” suid Travers. *““He sceins to have

L'“*i'*'-ii us this morning.’

““Oh, he got up carly, too, did he?" =aid
\McClure.  “Then it looks as if the patr of
them have gone off together. Hallo, vwio's
Lhus (rmlinﬂ' over the meadow? Well, I'm
negored !

‘I'he others turned and stared., Then thev
uttercd a chorus of startled exclamations.
There was a meadow on the other side of
the road, and a footpath. Coming along
this footpath was Stanley Waldo, and he
was accompaniced by a haggard, villainous-
looking specimen of humanity, incongruously
dreszed in a Norfolk suit. It was obvious
that Waldo was forcing the man to march
i front of him,

“What's all
o IJ.{.Hllﬂll‘fnl’

Waldo and his prisonar came througl into

this?” asked Fullwood, iu

the lane, and they balted.
~ “Where can I find a policeman?” asked
Stanley, looking at the juniors,

“A policeman?” yelled Church, *“What

the dickens do you wauf a policeman for

There's only Sparrow, in the 1il'a“a ;
“Then I shall have to go to the viliage,

saidd Waldo. “This man 1s an es: :caped con-

vier, and he's wearing Haudy's togs,”
“Wha-a-at!"

“Tact ! went on Waldo.

““I came acros:

(hemn on whie golf links,  This brute had
kiocked Handforth out, and had clanzed
¢'othes with him., So I grabbed l:im, and
I'm now taking him to the police.”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“Well I'm jiggered !”

“(ireat Scott!”

There was certainly something for the
jnniors to shout about. Stanley Waldo was
so calm and cool, and he made his state-
tient i such a matter-of-fact voice. He, a
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mere schoolboy, :l,J'H.'ru.'l + a convict singlo-
handed, and marcl ung him off to the police

It was an extraordinarv state of affairs.
“Well, well!” said Travers, as he eyed

the g]cnurunr prisoner. *“*This new kid 15 o

caution, what? I wonder how many more

surprises he'll spring on us¢”

“But what about Handy?” asked Church
anxiously.  *“He's been knocked out! Is
Hadn't we better go
and help him?

“That’s what 1 was gu:“n‘ to EUHI-’,'C'-:[.”
put in Waldo. “He’s had a nasty knock, but
I dou't think he’s badly hurl. Stll, the
sooner vou can get to him the better.”

“Where is he?”

“Ovec oa the golf links—not f':,tr from
the moor,” replied the new boy. "“I told
him to take it casy until some of you

In fact, I walked round
so that I could give you
It wouldn't be a bad 1dea to take
with veu—and a bandage,

fellows came along.
this way on purpose,
the tip.
a wet sponge
perhaps.”

The convict suddenly started struggling
violently, but Waldo brought it to an abrupt
stop by tightening s grin,

“Ie ]\Dn‘:p‘: rlmn that,” he explained. *I
fancy he's rallier anno; ed with me for hav-
ing collared hu‘n i

“Lv Jove!” satd Tuliwood admiriagly.

“You aur¢ a cool customer, Waldo!”

CHAPTER 19.
‘A Dangeyous Enemy!

CROWD ot fellowa had come out by
A now. Buster Bools had brought a

number of Tourth-Formers, and

there were lots of fags too. ILiverys
body was staring at this astonishing new boy
and his prisoner.  Manv thought, at first,
that it was some kind of joke, but they scou
had cause to cliange their minds,

IFor, as luck would have 1it, a figure in
blue was coming up the lane from the direc-
tion of Bellton at that very moment; and
a shout went up from some of the fellows
as they recognised hunu.

“1 sav, here comes old Sparrow now!"”

“Good egg!”

“Sparrow ?” asked Waldo.

“0Old Dicky BirL " said Reggie Pitt, of
the West House, “He's the willage bobby,
you know. Let's give h.:n a hail—or, hetter
«till, some of you had belter dash down the
lane and hurry him along.

L]

“Yoes, rather!”

There was an immediate rush, and Police-
constable Sparrow was astonished and scan-
dalised to find himse!f surrounded by a mob
of cxcited, velling schoolboys,

“'Tire, that's enough, young gents!” he
protested  pompously, “ Ain't vou  got
no respect for the law? You'd best not try
any of vour games "

“Choese it ! be n!-.m_ in I"ullwood.
wanted, Sparrow.”

“Now, none o

“One of our

“You're
vour {arks—=""

chaps has captured an
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escaped conviet!”  said  Fullwood,

wants to hand him over to you e

“My stripes!” ejaculated the constable.
*““An escaped conviet! There was a man
escaped last night. 'The information came
thiough by telephone. That’s why I'm up
’ere now—on my way to the moor—-="

“Well, you needn’t go there,” said Potts.
“I'he convict’s here—a prisoner. We want
to hand him over to you.”

“My stripes!” repeated the village con-
stable blankly.

He was very fond of using that exclama-
tion—although he had no stripes at all. lle
wasn't likely to get any, either, for he was
a sleepy, slow-moving man, and he wasn't of
the type that wins promotion.

All the same, here was certainly a chance
for him to distinguish himself. If he cap-
tured this conviet, it would do him a bit of
good. He suddenly became brisk, and he
strode forward with an eager light in his
eyes.

“If you youngsters 'ave been tryin’' to fool
me, you'll find yourselves in trouble,” he said
darkly, “That’s all I can say—you'll find

yourselves in trouble !”
B the escaped convict at once—from the

description that had been circulated.
P..¢. Sparrow’s eyes glittered with satisfac-
tion. He laid a heavy hand on the man’s
shoulder, and seized him firmly by the arm.

“Now then, my beauty-—you're my pri-
soner )” he said, with a great air of im-
portance. ‘““An’ if you try any tricks with
me, it won't take me long to use my trun-
cheon. See? You'll come along of me to
the station 1”

The constable was altogether too excited
to notice that the convict had been held by
one junior schoolboy. He took over the pris-
oner gloatingly—with visions of promotion
already floating about in his mind’s eye.

As for the convict, he had now subsided

UT he soon discovered that there was
no deception about it. He recognised

completely. He realised that the game was |

up. While he had been in the grip of that
schoolboy, he had entertained hopes,
perhaps, of getting away. But now he was
in the grip of the law, and his last chance
had gone. He was marched off by P.-c.
Sparrow, a dejected, shrunken figure.

And a whole crowd of juniors, led by
Waldo, went hurrying off across the meadows

in scarch of Edward Oswald Handforth.
I When he had recovered the full use of

his wits, he found himself quite alone.
All he could clearly remember was being
attacked by the conviet—after the rufhan
had ordered him to remove his clothing. It
was obvious to Handforth that the conviet
had knocked him out with one of those golf

N the meantime, Handforth had made a
remarkable recovery.

LIBRARY

33

OF SCHOOL STORIES

“He | ¢lubs, and had then taken his jacket and

trousers.

There was only one thing for Edward
Oswald to do—and he did it. He dressed
himself 1n the conviet's drab garb. He was

(Continued on next page.)
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rcluctant to do so. It was a hatefu! business.
But there was nothing else to be donc.

By the time he had dressed himself he
wis almost normal save for a badly aching
head.  Then in his wrath he cempletely for-
rot about Browne’s golf bag and clubs when
he started off towards the schosl.

“By George !” he muttered. ““As soon as
I get out of these rotten togs, I'll find that
convict and I'll smash him! I'll scon gct
on his track, He can't get far in that Nor-
folk suit of mine without being spotted !

Unfortunately, an unforescen dilliculty
arosc.

Ilandforth had no sooner topped a rise of
the downs when he heard a distant rifle shot.
IHe fancicd he heard the whistle of a bullet
near him, and he spun round aghast.

Some distance away, near a big clumyp ef
gorsc, he beheld some uniformed figures.
There were three men—and he immediately
recognised them as warders.

Crack !

Another rifle shot rang out, and Fdward
Oswald gave a yell of consternation when ho
realised that the wardervs were firing at him!
They had mistaken himm for the conviet!
The warders were firing well over his head,
but he did not know this. They had sighted
their quarry, and they were merely trying
to scare him 1uto surrender.

“My only Aunt Josephine!”
Handforth.

e turned on his heel and bolted, with
the uniformed figures in full chase.

gurgled

If the situation hadn’t been serious, it
would have been funny. The leader of
Study D, in convict garb, bolting fromn

warders |

Luckily for him, he ran full tilt into the
crowd of St. Frank's fellows who had come
along to revive him. He didn't scem to need
much reviving when they first caught sight
of him,

“Let me get through!” welled Handforth
frantically, *“They're after mel”

“Lh? After you? Who's after vou?”

“The  warders!” roared Handforth.
“They've been trying to shoot me!”

“I don’t wonder at 1it—if vou bolted iV said

Nipper in alarm. “You silly fathead! That
was the worst thing you could do! Grab
him, you chaps!” .

Handforth was promptly grabbed.

“Thank goodness you're not hurt,
Handy !” gasped Church, with relief,

“Not hurt!” howled Handforth. “I've

got a lump on my head as big as ?n ostrich's
' that

cgg. I'm going to capture rotten
conviet e
“He's eaptured.,” interrupted NeClure,

“That new kid—Waldo—collared him single-
handed, and the police have got him now.”

‘By George!” said Handforth.

Then the warders came up, and they were
naturally astonished to discover that the
“convict " was merely a schoolboy in the
escaped man's clothing.  But they were re-
assurcd when they learned that the real
convict had been handed over into the eare
of P.-c. Sparrow, They thanked the boys,

especially Waldo, whom the warders ra-
garded with amazement and  incredulity,
und then went hurrying off.

Handforth was escorted back to S,

Frank’s in triumph, and Waldo was the hero
of the hour.
MORTI dejected figura than that of
A P.-c. Sparrow could not be imagined.
He was facing the warders from the
big prison, and he was so crest
falien that he appeared to have shruuken
In size,

“He got away, did he?” said one of thoa
warders grimly.,

“It wasn't my fault,” muttered the villaga
constable. **Never saw anyvthing like it! We
were just gettin’ near the village when the
man twisted out o' my arms like he was an
ecl.  Hec was through the 'edge before 1
could get my breath, an’ he made off into
tho wood,”

The warders exchanged glances. Thes
were not particularly surprised to hear that
the conviet had escaped from this dull-witted
village policemau,

T just about that same time, a man

(s was divesting himself of a Norfolk

suit behind the hedge just off tho
Bannington road, Another man was
keeping watch.,

And presently, the Norfolk suit hav-
ing been buried in the ditch, a fignro
appeared on the road, the figure of a
smallish, wiry rman, dressed in a shabb.
lounge suit.

“That’s better, Sam,” said the other man.
“Now, we'd best ge: a move on. 1 took a
risk in comin' 'ere, but you was alwavs one
o’ my pals, Sam Wilkes, an’ now that you've
broken gael I'm willing ty help you get
out of the district.,”

“You're a rea' sport, Jim,” said tha
convict, his eves gleaming. “But 1 ain't
leavin' this district.”

“You're a fool!” urged the other., “Tha
warders are after you, an’ the p'lice, too!”

“I don’t care!” said Sam Wilkes harshdv,
“If you can only hide me somewhere, matey,
until the hue an' erv's over, I shall be safa,
But I'm goin’ to stay in the district.”

“Why?” demanded the other man, in
amazement.

“Because there's a kid ’ere that I want
to settle with,” said the convict, his voica
becoming a snarl. “An’ I want to settle
with the kid's father, too! He's Waldo's
son! Do vou understand? An' if I can got
Waldo’s son, I can get my own back on
Waldo himself at the same time!”

And there was something terribly erim and
sinister in Sam Wilkes' tone,

It seemed that Young Waldo's first term
at St. Frank's was going to open with plentys
of thrills! THE END.

(Stanley Waldo, the amazing new " wonder
boy " at St. Frank's, plays a prominent part
in next week's grand long school yarn. Look
out for this side-splitting story, which i3
entitled, " Spoofing the River House!")
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Things Heard and Seen by
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

18  of

HI15 week's photograph f  Miss,
l Christine Saiisbury, of Birmingham.

She tells me that she has been a reader

of the Old Paper for five years, so 1
think she can be safely classed as one of
the Old Brigade. She asks me for some in-
formation about the infamous Dr. Karnak
who exerted such an evil influence over
Cecil de Valerie. Dr. Karnak was a mystic,
with hypnotic powers, and he was featured
In a series of stories in the Old Paper quile
a time back—in Nos. 448 to 454, Old Series,

1

ERIS a rather brainy suggestion Irow
H Ernest Lees, who is lucky cnough to
live in Blackpool. He tells me he

has been wanting to join the 5.
Frank’s League for some time, but he doesn’t
like to cut the application form out becausc
the reading on the opposite side of the page
will be spoilt, So he suggests that the
application form should be printed in future
on the same page as my Chat, or the Editer’s
Chat. These, of course, don’t matter a jot.
Naturally, the Editor and I regard this as

There’s not much fear of Dr. Karnak re-|a very brilliant whecze. We're awfully
turning, to excrt more of his uncanny in-| bucked abonut it.

fluence, for he was killed in an explosion. ' " d

) ILLY HANDFORTH

?IIY i #'t ¢ . l OUR READERS' and hisll fellow df;_t;:;:s

is it, wonder, are always cing

W that some readers PORTRAIT GALLERY sumethi}ng misg-

think they know o chievous. Scarcely a  day

more about the likes o passes—and certainly not a

and dislikes of the majority week—without Willy per-

than the Editor does, or than I petrating some outrageous kind

do? For ecxample, here’s of stunt, And occasionally

“P.F.” of London, who tells the whole Third 1s involved in

me that he 1is voicing the a tumultuous upheaval, and

cpinions of practically all our there are endless alarums and

male readers when he says that excursions. But as a general

there is too much written about rule I omit these adventures,

girls in the stories. “P.F.” gl dealing mainly with the Re-

ought to know that the Editor = move and tho Fourth, You

and I are in a far better posi-
tion to judge what the majority
of readers desire.

Christine Salisbury

seo, If T devote a lot of space
to chronieling the affairs of

And if we felt that the | Willy & Co., T must necessarily neglect such

introduction of girls was unpopular, thu]stﬂlwn.rts as Nipper and Handforth and

* %

girls would go out.
HAD a chat on this subject with Irene
I Manners and Doris Berkeley and some
of the other Moor View girls soon alter
receiving “ P.I"." ’s letter, They weren't
at all indignant, as [ had anticipated. They
merely laughed and said that “P.F.” is
probably a girl. It hadn’t occurred to me
hke that, I must admt., As Irene told me,
girls like to read about boys nowadays (just
as if they were any different in the past)!

Archie. Billie Hnull, of Barrow-in-Furness.
particularly asks me to write more about the
St. Frank’s fags. I tentatively asked Hand
forth what he would say if I neglected him
for a week or so, and I won’t even attempt
to set down his arguments against such a
move. I'll only say that I had to get Chureh
and McClare to hold him while I escaped.
All the same, I think it's very likely that lots
of readers might welcome a story featuring
the merry men of the Third now and again
Willy, T know, 138 very popular among the
readers. I'll see what can be done abont it
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IIILIE I was in Bannineton the other |
‘}‘/ day I ran across I'utiv Fowkes, of
the Blue Crusaders. The genial
sixteen-stone goalie eollared me
and asked me when I was going to record
some more adventures of the Blues. It secms
that Dave Moran and his merry men have
started the scason in tip-top form. I pointed
out to I'atty, as gently as I could, that there's
hardly enough room in the Old Paper for a
record of the Blues as well as that of the St.
Frank’s chaps. So it's very doubtful if the
famons Crusaders will get much of a show-
ing  this season. This is in reply to L.
DBrock, of Tottenham, who savs he wants mo
to write another Blue Crusaders serial.
a College House at 8t. Irank’'s.

W‘
Well, yes and no. In the old days

St. Irank’s only boasted of two llouscs—the
Ancient Ilouse and the Collegze House. And
it those days, too, the denizens of these
Houses  were known as  “Iossils ™ and
“Mouks " respectively. But that has long
rince gone out of fashion, mainly owing to
thie fact that there are now five Ilousecs.
Actually the greater part of the Modern
House eomprises the old College Housze, but
wlien the school was remodelled there was
a tremendous amount of alterations. This
reader also askz me what has happened to
Mr, Crowell. As far as I know, nothing has
happened to him: he was as healthy and as
cagle-eved as ever when I saw him last, T
might mention, however, that Mr. Norton,
vwho took charge of the juniors during the
School Ship trip to Australia and New
Zealand, left long ago. I believe he is in a
techool somewhere in the West of Eugland at
the prescnt moment.

& * *

E. CANCE, who lives in far-off
Shanghai, has asked me if there is

* * *

TEPIHHEN MOLYNEUX, of Wigan, has
S asked me to mention the absent-
minded junior in St. Frank’s, I've
been making inguiries, but I don't
know of anybody who is particularly absent-
minded, unless he happens to be Timothy
Tucler. This bright youth is related to Pro-
fessor Sylvester Tucker, the science master,
and fe's absent-minded enough, anvhow.
T.I. is a queer sort of fellow, harmless
cnough, but a bit eceentric. When he first
arvived at St. Frank’s he was quite
prominent, but he soon became more or less

obscure. He's in Study Q, in the West
House, with Clarence TI'ellowe and Robert
Canham. Perhaps Fellowe’s poetic associa-

tton has had a calming effect on Tucker.
Still, you never know with a chap like that.
e may get one of his wild and woolly ideas
and create a bit of a stir one of these days—
and then drop back into obscurity again, As
for this Wigan reader—our friend, Stephen—
I believe he Las really got Cecil de Valerie
i mind. At onc time Val was suffering a

bit from bad memory—but that's rather
different from being absent-minded. Stephen
also wants to know the proper name of St.
Frank’s. Well, of course, the old school 1s
really St. I'rancis’ College. PBut that sounds
so formal that nobody ever uses it.

* ¥ #*

OME of you may have noticed—par-
S ticularly you Welsh chaps — that
Morgan Evans basn't arrived at the
scinool yet. HMe's the chap who was
mixed up in that curious afflair at Swansca
when the School Train was on its travels. At
the time 1t was decided that LEvans should
beecome a St. IFrank’s chap. His father fixed
it all up. I thought that Evans would be at
the school when the rew term opened, but is
scems that he was taken for a holiday
abroad, and there was some sort of delay.
I asked Dr. Nicholls about him a day or two
ago, and he tells me that Morgan Evans wili
be at St, Frank's carly next week. I'm not
quite suire yet whether he’s going into tho
Ancient House or the West House, but 1t's
protty certain that he's booked for tha

Reinove.
¥* * =

OMEBODY evidently wants to sond
S Nipper a birthday present, for he asks
me for the date of Nipper's birthday.
Ted Gole, of Port St. Mary, Isle of
Man, 1s the rveader, and he'll have to wait
nearly a vear before he can do anything,
Nipper's birthday 1s on July 31lst. This
reader wants to know 1if Dr Malcolmn
Stafford is ever coming back., Well, I have
discussed this subject before, but 1 think I
can now definitely state that Dr. Stafford
has no intention of resuming the reins at St.
Frank's. I haven’t scen him for some weeks,
but he positively told me that ho {eels he has
earned his retirement. There's no question
that Dr. Morrison Nicholls is a much mora>
up-to-date man—and the Governors think so,
too. I've alwavs held the opinion that Dr.
Stafford was rather too easy-going, too weal,
to control the destinics of a big school lika
St. IFrank's,
- o 4

I'VF] comr across the Old Paper in a fow

odd places in my tinme—waste-paper
baskets and dustbins and places like
that—but William  Maenamara, of

Sydney, came across a copy in a much moro
curious place, and beeause of this he has
become a permanent reader, He actuallv
found the N.I.I.. in a dentist’s waiting-room!
I think it must have been one of my hest

stories, because he ‘."I:{"Lulﬂ”}' BUVS that Fioy
started readine it, and got interested! And

that was Dbefore he had his tooth out, re.
member!  But perhaps I'm a bit too
optimistic about this; I don't suppose his
tooth was aching very much, Anvhow, thar
dentist must have been a very slow worker
if 1]0 thﬂuﬂ'ht il' nr'{“!":.hnr:li, tn p“t' varns Gf tI”q
length in his waiting-room

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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e lSLAN D CASTAWAYS/

BAQTHUQ S HARDY

Marooned !

S the angry sea beat the frail httle

}x outboard boat down and split it into

a hundred pieces, Tom ecaught the

girl and held her tightly. Ever
since the storm had burst upon them, he
had realised that only a miracle could save
them. But the fighting instinet was there,
and with set teeth he battled with the weight
of water which was erushing them.

But he was suffocat-
ing, growing weaker.
At last he was com-
pelled to open his
mouth, but with the sea
water he swallowed he
sucked in life-giving air,
and found himself again
upon the eurface of the
turbulent sea. The girl
hung limply in his arms.
she had been under
water too long, he
rruessed. The thought
flashed and went, and
he found himself striking out blindly with
one arm, kicking out desperately, battling
for his life and hers, even when the odds
scemed a million to one against them.

and bis

Waves broke over his head. The sea
tﬂfﬂu] them about like a cork. A few
ininutes—seconds, erhaps—and the end

might come. Yet

e fought the big fight

with bull-dog courage, managing to keep
anbove water when he might well have
drowned.

Cast upon an unknown island
somewhere 1n the Pacific!
1s the plight of cheery Tom Perry
plucky girl chum, Eva
Hanway. But they’re not down-
hearted. For fo them 1t 15 just
the beginning of a gloriously
exciting adventure !

&Ih 'i‘liN" NN oy i
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Suddenly the sky above them opcned, and
a vein of living fire curved down to reet
the ocean. DBut the revealing flash of light
brought hope to the drowning boy, for as a
wave bore him upward he saw, Dnl_-, a hun-
dred yards or so ahead of him, a sloping
shore, upon which breakers tumbled in im-
potent fury. Palm-trees bowed their heads
hefore the violence of the tropie wind until
they almost touched the beach. IFvery de-
tail of the ecenc stood
out clear-cut, Tom
could even see a place
where the  breakers
rolled, flattened and un-
foaming, onward be-
yond the coral shore ‘o
die in mere ripples, His
heart leapt. The waves
might beat him to death
upon the coral shore or
bear him to safety in
what appeared to he a
sheltered lagoon.

Again the lighining
played and the thunder boomed. Again he
saw the palm-fringed reef rushing to meet
him. Again he was carried up and heaten
down. the white foam hissing round him, and
then ]'1ﬂ was swept into the calm lagoon. A
current bore him on.

He turned upon his back and swam,
hands cupping Fva’s chin. And then,
what seemed an eternity, his head and
shoulders touched a sandy shore, and he
staggered up on it, carrying her, a1 dead

Such

his
after
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weight 1n his arms., A few strides he took,
and then plunged face down upon the sand,
his body heaving convulsively.

Ile never knew how long he lay exhausted,
but when at length he awakened to a
rcalisation of what had happened, his pulse
was beating normally, the wind had ecased
its frantic screcaming, the palm-trees were
swaying their feathery crowns in graceful
henediction. The sky was a brilliant
irtdescent blue above the calming ocean. and
cven the breakers had lost their angry
mood.

Before him stretehed the friendly lagoon,
looking like a great black pool against the
dark background of the trees. And the girl
was lying at his feet, her face upturned, her
golden head resting on one arm, whilst the
other was streteched out lazily upon the sand.
She looked as if she were sleeping.

But Tom's heart lecapt as he bent over
her and peered down at her tanned and
pretty face. Supposing she were dead? A
thrill of horror brought him upright.

Fva dead? She surely could not be dead
and he alive? In the strange half-light he
shook her, turned her, began to move her
arms up and down, with measured move-
ments,  Iis lips trembled in agony as he
recalled how she had ceased to struggle
after the boat was smashed.

Frantically he continued to apply artificial
respiration,

She did not feel eold. That was the
climate maybe. Then suddenly the day
came, and with 1t the glorious sun that
turned the sandy beach into a world of
living gold. DBirds began to sing and to
flv. The waters of the lagoon, now a glori-
ous blue, lapped the shore musically,

Tom looked down, and as he did so Eva's
lips parted, her eves opened, and he saw her
peering up at him in a puzzled way, the
wagical life-light 1n her eyes.

She sighed and elosed her eves dreamily,
whilst his heart bounded in an ecstacy of
velicf. Then she spoke to him.

“You saved me, Tom."”

Ile was able to enjov the glory of the
morning then, and the fact that they were
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castaways upon a remote island of tne
Pacific seas did not matter a jot. The yacht
would find them soon. It would be great
fun to live like savages in the glorious para-
dise that surrounded them.

Tom smiled at the girl, who was sitting
on the sand and toying with it,

“It was nothing, Lve,” he aszsured her.
“I just caught you and held on. The sca
E’hI":&"“’ us up here. I hadn’t much to do with
1%-

She was none the worse for the adventure,
and she looked around at the vivid pano-
rama with appraising eves. Then, as was
only natural, she voiced the feeling that was
uppermost in her mind.

“I'm hungry, Tom,” she said.

He leapt up and, with arms set akimbo,
stared about him. To be hungry was ono
thing, to obtain food in such a place another.
Lave fish would haunt the lagoon, no doubt.
Maybe he could find some edible shellfish
there. But how to catch or gather them was
another Athing. He strode along the shore,
looking into the crvstal depths of the tur-
quoise lagoon, and he fancied he saw a dark
shadow flit swiftly through the water.

Ie came upon some splintered woodwork,
and as he spurned a portion of it with his
foot tho name *‘Rosita” rose to meet his
eves. The storm had hurled portions of tho
wrecked boat there, as well as themselves.
He wandered on till, looking back, the girl
showed as a mere speck set in a  golden
frame. She was waving to him. He hurried
back to her.

He walked down towards the coral shore
where the sca lapped lazily,

And on the way he came upon some coco-
nuts which had been torn from the swaying
trecs, great nuts which would serve their
purpose well enough. He ran back to Iva
with an armful and, sittine down cross-
legered, pulled ont from his trousers’ pockes
the jack-knife wlich was still attached to
its chain. Cutting through the thick outer
case of one of the coco-nuts. and then pec!.
ing 1t away, he laid bare the nut and,

cutting out an eve, handed it to Eva, who
‘drank the milk greedily.

is accompunicd by

TOM PERRY, a plucky,

DANIELL

the heat, has turned hiz head.
tin a small motor-boat named the Rositn.

t find the yacht,

THE OPENINC CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

THORNTON HANWAY, American millionnire and business magnate, is the owner of th‘e yackt
Esmeralda, which i3 tourivg awmiong a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacific.

EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and her chum,
adventure-loving English boy.

GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong [riend of Hanway's, is
great anxiety on the yackt owing to the pilot,

KEMISH, having developed a sudden illness.
David Sellwood, had owned a small vessel, which traded in these parts,
cause of Secllwood losing his life, and since then the former has never forgiven himazelf.
Sailing these scas once wore has brought back old mewmories, and this fact, combined with
Tom and Eva decide to visit a ncarby island, and they set off
Without warning a sea-fog suddenly descends over
the sca, and although the boy and girl hurry back they lose their bearings, and are unable
Then comes n Lerrible storm,
Eva find themselves plunged into the mountainous scas!

(Now read on.)

IHe

Tom's father,

also on board, At the moment there is

In years past Dan and his partner,
Dan had been the

The motor-boat is swamped, and Tom and
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mazement at the name A
which was printed on the
rock. Did this mean that
the island was inhabited,
after all ?

Enm and Eva stared In

L

Then he eracked the shell upon a coral [ turning inward from the coral strand.

vock and gave her the parts of the nut,
which she ate happtly, Tom was hungry
himself, and repeated the process. His
strength  returned in full forece. He felt
cven elated. Eva was smiling. She was in
no way downeast over their predicament, he
AW,

"“Goodness knows how far we sailed and
diifted last night before the storm came,”
he said,  *But the yacht won’t abandon us.
I'his seems a pretty big island, Look how
deep the vegetation is up there. We might
find some bananas. It'll ba fun exploring.
Do you feel game for a ramble?”

The girl’s eyes roamed secaward, and her
cychrows met in doubt,

“Oh, the yacht won't go by without our
sighting 1t,” he assured her. **We could see
it for miles before it got here and we'll
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never Jeave the sea out of view for long.”

“Then let's go, Tom 1" she cried.

“We'll go that way,” he said, pointing
along the beach which swung out into the
sca a long arm that protected the entrance
to the lagoon. ““Then we’'ll go along round
the end of that stretch of coco-nut palms and
plunge into the forest there.”

They kept near to the sea for a while, and
just as they struck a kind of natural path
which guided them towards the trees, Tom
caught sight of some round-looking object
on the beach ahead of them. When they
reached it, he saw that it was the motor
of the Rosita, which had been torn eout of
the frail boat when she foundered, and
thrown up there,

The tide was going out, and the boy and
girl wandered on in silence for a while,

1 ':_I -
K . - ~ .f" \
P "H
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f
Thev
passed beyond the grove of palms, and

threaded a way through a cane-brake wher:

the canes swayed high above their heads.

Suddenly they emerged into a sunlit glade

destitute of tree or shrubs, and across this

Tom saw a trail marked as clearly as 1if i

were a short cut across a country meadow.
He stopped and examined it,

“Tva!” he said excitedly. “Look, we're
not alone on the island. There’s someconc
living here. We'll follow this trail and find
them.”

But she caught hiz arm, and =aid
frightened volce:
“Tom. they might be natives, even can-

11

nibals. They might kill ns.”
“(Cannibals? Rubbish!” he answeredq.
“None of these i1slands iz inhabited, and,
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besides, even if this one were, the natives
would be friendly, 1 reckon.”

But in spite of his words Tom advanced
cautiously after that, taking stock of the
ground ahead before he ventured whenever
the view was closed to them. They lefr the
green sward behind and threaded a trail

among the waving treces.

Uncxpectedly they came upon a clearing
in which stood a thatched hut constructed

out of branches of trees, with a sloping roof
of dried leaves and lung tangled, wiry
grass. Tom and Eva eyed it breathlessly.

Close to it there was a patech of ground
which had been cultivated. Signing to Eva
to stay behind a screen of shrubs, Tom raced
across the clearing to the hut and peeped
in at it. The gul saw him vanish inside.
A minute later he came out and disappeared
round the side of the hut.

As soon as he reappcared he beckoned,
and she ran to join him.

“The hut is empty,”
somebody lives there.
back again, 1 fancy
man.,’

“How do you know?” she
E‘\Cll’tﬂdlj

Tom ied her into the hut. Ranged along
the hard-trodden ecarth floor, close to the
wall, she saw a number ot utensils fashioned
out of coco-nut shells and big sca-shells,
Hanging from a dried twig which served as
a peg was the tattered remains of a woollen
garment, In a corner, partly hidden by
screen of rushes, she saw a bed of leaves.

Tom led her out of a back door to a
sheltered place behind, and here, upon a bed
of coral, was a primitive oven, constructed
out of coral rock and sodden earth.

Wisps of smoke were curling up from ir,
and when the girl set her hand upon the
oven she found it to be quite hot. A little
tarther away Tom showed her a mound of
debris made up of fish bones, shells, and
vegetable matter.

“Natives don’t live in this kind of home,’
lie told her eagerly. *“And they don't live
this kind of way. I reckon lw*s a white
man, Let us go and find him.”

The Hoy and girl began to climb a hill,
and presently were able to look down upon
the sca over the waving and trembling tree-
tops, In the far, far distance, miles and
miles away, they could make out a sort of
bmudgrf

‘That’s lﬂnd-—another island, I suppose,”
satd Tom.

But it was the only other thing on the
grcat unbroken surface of the Pacific, now
placid and undisturbed, that met their eyves.

There was no sign of the Esmeralda or
ber smolke. INo trace of a vessel of snv Lkind.

he told her, “but
‘ And he'll soon be
it must be a white

asked him

“I expect,” said the girl, “they will come
and take us off to-morrow.”
The boy did not answer. e was won-

dering what was going to happen to them if
the Lsmeralda did not come at all!
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Fire at Seal

I was Captain Stanton who first sighted
that fog-bank which crept at incredible
speed over the sleeping sea towards the

Esmeralda, and he at once gave the
alarm,
Iiven before Thornton Manway, Iva's

milhionaire father, ran up to the deck to
stare at it in dismay, the warning gun had
been fired, and his cars were dinned by the
shrilling of the sirens—alarm signals that
were intended to bring Tom Perrv and Eva
Hanway back from the coral island.
Whilst the others treated the whole
business as a joke, the millionaire, who had
made his fortune by never leaving anvthing
to chance, climbed the steps to the bridge,

where the captain stood with his glasscs
turned anxiously towards the shore,
“There’s no risk to the kids, 1 suppose?”

the millionaire asked, as e studied the on-
creeping fog.
“Should not be, sir,

LL

replied the captain,

“if only they'll hurn up. That smart, fast
little boat of theirs will soon bring them
alongside. Ah, I sce them running! They'li

SO0 hme the Rosita speeding out of that
lagoon.”

Thornton  Hanway, looking rr}lim’ed.
mopped his moist forchead with a silk hand-
kerchicf., He saw Tom pushing the Rosita
into the water, saw him help Eva in, and
heard the merry throbbing of the little
motor. The outboard boat streaked towards
the mouth of the lagoon at racing speed.
Eva was waving.

“Captain,” said the millionaire, “have one
of the boats lowered away to meet 'em.”

“It wouldn't help, sir. The row-boat’s

slow, They are moving like greased light-
ning.”  And then, staring anxiously sea-
ward, the captain added. “It's about time,
too !”

The millionaire saw the skipper's  face

whiten, saw a gleam of fear crecp into lus
captain’s eyes. Dut it was nct until tho
incredibly fast-moving sea-fog enveloped thao
vacht and turned dayv into night that Han-
way himself realised the danger.

len as .h(" turned his head, he diseovered
that 'ue could not sce bevond the deck-rail.
He stamped frantically withi both feet and
threw up his arms.

“Stanton, thev're lost! Thev'll
make the mcht’” he cried in alarm.

The captain quickly telephoned his orders.

“Turn on all the lights. Keep those sirens

never

blaring. Fire the «ignal-gun every minute,
Launch one of the ship's boats and stand
b".l".'

His orders given, the stipper went out of
the pilot's cabin and clutched the polished
rail nf the bridge. He did not say another
word until spoken to, and then answered
ouly in monosyllables.  His face was white,
and drawn  with  anxiety. His fingers
twitched as they zripped the metal, and he
strained his ecars to catch the throbbing of
But as he heard the motor
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throbbing necarer and nearer, his anxiety
jessened, and he smiled grimly.

The millionaire, who had sensed his fear,
spoke loudly.

“All right, I think now, Stanton?”

1 hope so, sir. She must soon pick up
the ship’s lights in the ilog, and the sirens
should guide her.”

But none knew better than he how
treacherous were the curcents that swept
round those coral islands, and how illusive
was sound in a dense fog upon the sea.

A minute later the throbbing of the motor-
boit grew fainter,

''wo minutes, and even the millionaire
ki:ew that the Rosita, borne by the current
and urged on by her powerful motor, was
racing away from the yacht and hcading into
the unknown seas. He turncd upon Stanton
wildly.

“Captain,” he shouted, “you're a crazy
fool to have fired that gun! You saw the
fog coming, You've driven my girl and
that plucky boy to their deaths, They’d
have been safe on shore. No harm could
have come to them there, and we're at
anchor. We could have piciked them up, or
they could have got safely tuck ‘n the morn-
inz.”

The captain turned
darawn with agony.

“There locked to be plenty of time, sir,”
he apologised. “They must have been a long
way from the boat when I fired the gun, or
they'd have been safe aboard before the fog
reached us. We all make a mistake some-
times, and I'd give my life rather than have
any harm come to the kids.”

Thornton Hanway’s anger vanished, and
his hand gripped the captain’s,

“Stanton, I was wrong,” le
apologise,”

Then, as they strained their ears to listen,
they heard the throbbing of the motor on
the fast-vanishing outboard hoat cease.

“Tom’s cut-out!” ex-laimed the million-
aire. ‘““Good boy! He'll drift. We'll up
anchor at daybreak and go in scarch of
them. Reckon they're cafe.”

Bui Le had not glanced at the barometer,
Captain Stanton had, and when he saw that
-1t had gone back alarmingly, his anxiety
mcreased, He knew the tropie scas.

A storm might break at any moment, and
tf 1t burst the Rosita wounld be lucky to ride
the surface for more than half an hour.

Where the skipper’s teeth had gripped his
iower lip there was a spot of bload,

““No use taking up the anchor and going
“tter them, I suppoee?” said Thornton Han-
-uy after a while.

“None, sir, Tom’s conserving petrol among
other things. But even if he kept the motor
going we’d never be able to find the boat in
this fog. Mueh the better to stay by the
ieland,” the captain answered.
~ And soon after, with sndden and overwhelm-
ing violence, the storm burst upon them and
‘nearly sank the Esmeralda at her moorings,
Never in all his sailings had Captain Stan-

a face which was

said.  “'1
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ton experienced such a storm. Had the double
anchors parted and the yacht got adrift, she
must have been smashed to pileces on the
nearby coral reef. Waves broke over her
which threatened to sink her where she Iuy,
and in spite of close battening, water flooded
some of the cabins and poured down the
angways.

Their wretchedness helped the passengers to
forget that Tom and Eva had been lost in the
storm. Only when the weather cleared, when
the sun shone and the Esmeralda rocked
cently at her anchors, did the full significance
uf what had happened force itself home upon
everyone,

The outboard boat Rosita waes a f{rail crait
made to skim over .he surface of a calm sea.
Even a heavy swell would endanger her, and
she could not have lived long in the teirrible
-torm of the night,

Palm-trees had been uprooted and hurled
along the beach of the nearby coral island.
From the deck the passengers aboard the
yacht could see great gaps torn in the tree-
tops.

Under half-steam the Esmeralda left
anchorage and steamed into the open sca.

Thornton Hanway and his wife, standing
apart from the others, were forever searching
the ocean through their glasses. 'The pas-
sengers spoke in hushed tones about the
chancoe of rescue.

Islands loomed up at long intervals and
passed glowly by, the steamer keeping in close
enough for those aboard to search its shores,
or for anyone there to signal. The whole day
was passed in fruitless search, and by night-
fall, which came with startling suddenness,
hope had almost vanished. Captain Stanton
had steered the course he believed the Rosita
would have taken, but he had failed,

When Thornton lanway and his wife and
guests sat down to dinner hardly a word was
spoken, and almost immediately after the
meal had finished most of the women retired.

“Thornton,”” remarked 'Tom’s father
agravely, as he turned a lighted cigar between
finger and thumb, “I’m alraid we shall never
see my boy or your girl again.”

“Noneense! Tom’s a capable lad. They’ve
come to no harm,” eaid the millionaire with
an attempt at optunism; but the other was
quick to sce his lips twitch with agony.

1
ner

And then the door of the dining-saloon was
burst open, and in rushed Dr. Fraser. One
lance at his face and George Perry leapt
%mm his chair In alarm,

“What’s the matter, doctor?’ he .asked.
“You're lodking scared. Nothing could be
worse than what has happened. Speak up!
What’s ailing you, man?”

The doctor answered ig rapid sentences.

“I've been looking after Daniel Kemish.
That storm last night drove him mad. I gave
him a ‘sleeping draught after lunch, and just
before dinner [ went into his berth to sce how
he was getting on. I’d looked in only hali
an hour before.  But he was gone. And when
[ hurried out in search of him I saw two of

(Continued on page 44.)
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGULE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 112,

SECTION

A

READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP,

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE ST. FTRANK'S LEAGUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offercd to Members
of the League. I hereby declare that I have introduced “THE NIELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and THE ST. FRANK'S LEAGUE to on¢ new reader,
whose signature to certify this appears on second form attached hereto.
Will you, therefore, kindly forward me Certificate of Enrolment with the

Membership Number assigned to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AWARDS.

I, Member No....... (give Membership No.), hereby dcelare that I have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hercto. This makes me ........ (state number of
introductions up to date) introductions to my credit.

SECTION

NEW READER'S DECLARATION.

I hereby declare that I have been introduced by (give name of introducer)
1 : to this issue of “TIHE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY.”
[0 R 5 ¢« 1 ) T — T
CADDRESS) .. oniisinis
INSTRUCTIONS,

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
hership. Cut out TWO complete Application
I'orms from Two copies of this week's issue of
THe NELSON Lee LiBrary. On one of the forms
leave in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottom of form. The second form is for
vour new reader, who fllls in Section C, crosses
oubt Sections A and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together, and sent to the Chief Officer,
‘I'he St. Frank's League, c¢/o THE NELSON LER
Lieesary, b, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4.
Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for you to obtain six new readers for
this award. For each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same npumber, are needed,
On one of the forms il in Section B, crossing
out Sections A and C, and write your name and
address at bottom of form. The other form
i3 for wvour mew reader, who fills in Section C,
¢rosses oub Sections A and B, and writes his

name and addresz at the bottom of the form.
Now pin both forms together and seud them to
the Chief Officer, as above. One new teader will
then be registered azainst your name, and when
six new recaders have been registered you will be
sent the St. Irauk's ILeague bronze tedal.
There is nothing to preveat you from scnding in
forms for two or more pnew readers at once,
providing that each pair of forms bears the same
date and number.

Brouze medailists wizshing to qualify for the
silver medals can apply in the same way as for
the bronze medal, filiing in Section B. Every
introduction they make will be credited to them,
go that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers theyv can exchiange their brouze
medal for a siiver onc.

These Applieation Forms can be posted for
id., providing the envelope 13 not sealed and no
letter is enclosed.

You can write to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire.

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies,

If you want to form a sports or social club,
yvou can do so amongst local members of the
Lcague.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking, or camping.

You can qualify for the warious awards by
promoting the growth ol the League.

If vou want help or information on any
subjeet, you will find the Chicf Officer ever
ready to assist you.

NOTICE,

The St. Frank's League has now attained such
the offer of gold medals in connection therewith,

proportions that we are compelled to discontinue
The silver and bronze medals will still be avail-

able, however, as heretofore, to those who qualify for them in accordance with the rules,
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The Cheef Officer Chats

L

H.J'IL, .Ili."l"-"'l {_‘I-"‘rf”;-.q-

Heve's

his address if pou want Lo
write to him: The Chief Officer, The
Nelson Lee Library, Fileetiray Houwse,
Farrenagdon Street, Lovdon, F.C.4.

A Startling Suggestion! Can He Join the Leagua?

[INTEND to devote the opening para-
graph of mv chat ‘ '

10 AIZCWUSEINe LS

DOCK CHAPMAN writes to me
from Detroit, U.S.A., asking if he

! U g
{ i Lr |
woerk 5 winnmno latier, | A 2 ehiaible to _IHiIr the St. I'rank’s

Wher 1 had

lsnn’s  letter,

= 7

The idea of davelopn.

: 1 4 Frank's
iner  the ot ‘PAnK S

League to the extent
of havinzg a speoal
“branch w htieh
a=;-_i':1=!i bhe a kind of
cvelists’  association-—

similar in a small wav

to the . . Or

Automobile  Assacia-
tion—is  enough to
stazger anvbody.

()i COUrsea, ['m

roady to admit that
it 1= an excelient

1dea. No doubt 1t s
practicable, a n
would be a sucecess,

but for all taat I'm
afraid there's nothinge
aolnT.

the St.

After all.
['rank’s League was

not formed with anv

cueh Far-reaching
ideals 1y view, It was
fl'Jf"II!iu'-]l. -:.'H}liv 12
[2ans ot helning

reqaders of the NELSON

LLEE  LIBRARY., and
alzo for brinzing
torethor roaders from
Ly correspondence,

I have written

him again here,

read Laurence
contamming  his

all parts of the uEnImF

thanking

Nelson for his excellent snegestion.

W, | League,

remarkable

THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER.

Dear Cuier,— There must  be thousands of
[eague-iles who, ke myself, own cycles or mofor-
bihes. Why not issue a  St. Frank's League ™
peanant to be Aown by all members of the S.F.L. who
apply for same. My idea behind this is to foster a
better feeling ™" on the road.” Anyone—even thase
with practically no (magination—can zee the advant-
ages of this new " arm " of the S.F.L. With each
nennant would be sen! a stou! card with member's
own number and full address (a means of identification
in case of accident) together with a list of safetu-first
hints and rules, some of which [ am putting down here.

(1) All members H-’;r’n_:e the S.F.L. pennant to giue
to other users of 'he road the courlesy they cxpect to
receive.,

(2) On recognising 2 [ellow-member on the road,
to salute as a mark of Bratherhood.

(3) If a member finds o foliow member in trouble
by the roadside, o stop and render such assistance
as he can {another mark of Brotherhood).

[ could mention many more " rules.”” but [ think
that bu now vou sheuld have grasped my idea, [ am
nelosing a scvgeested desizgn for the pennant. Just
imagine the time when one will see 99 per cent of
cuelists whizzing along the roadside fuing their S.F L.
nennants |

Your loval member,

(Signed) Laurevce W. Newson,
(S.F.L. No. 6,059).

{For this interesting letter, Laurence W. Nelson, of
flcfrr}n, London, has been awarded a useful pocket
wallel,

Laurence
I thank

ference and 3% in. in diameter !
| hours after the storm
W. | that measured 55 in. in ecircumference !

i He seems to have a notion
that only readers of the NEiSON LEE LIBRARY
westlon, [ felt rarher sraggered. | living in the DBritish Empire can belong to it.

(Certamly not!  Of
Vol can join !

Readers all over the
world are ehgible,
and welcome, I0ll in
the form which
dppears on l}w oppo-
sile  page and join
now, Murdock!

LM =

Read This!

MOXNG my
}'mul-h:lg{ Ihi.ﬂ
woeek was an

extremely  In-
teresting  letter from
Neville J. Kirkman,
a  staunch League-
ite who lives in Natal,
south Africa. He
tells me that a ter-
rible hail-storm swept
over Durban a few
woeeks  ago,  causing
extensive damage, |
don’t wonder either,
when my chum goes
on to inform me that
hail-stones fell meas-
uring €5 in. in eircum-
[Even twelve
a stone was found

THE CHIEF OFFICER.

A:' members ot the St. Frank’s League are invited to send to the Chiel Officer letters of interest concerning
the League. The most interesting will be published week by week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets
or penknives. If you don’t belong to the League. join immediately by filling up the form on the opposite page.
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THE ISLAND CASTAWAYS! =

(Continued from page 41.)
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the crew—Ilawking aud  Galloway-—rushing
towards e, shouting.  The ship 15 on lie,
they saud—"

“The ship on fire ?™ Thornton Ianway did
nol sceemn fully to grasp the tervible signifie-
ance of the words.

“Yes, s, While they ran for the hoze and
spread the vews, T ran (o the gangway and
looked down it. The Hames are teaping eight
feet high, and the gangway and the corvidlor
below arve a sca of fire. The stairs wre soaked
with petrol, and T had to 1un for my life as
the Hames roaved up.”’

“Do vou mean to say Kemish has set my
ship on fire ¥ gasped the milllonaive hoarsely.

“Someone did it.  Kemish is missing.”

“CGood heavens!” roared Hanway, at last
realising fully this latest catastrophlie, aad
uow thoroughly rouscd.

Up the carpeted stairs to the deck he ran.
The alarm had spread. A bell was clunging
loudly. DMost of the guests were gathered
there 1 a group, awalting orders.  Ilanway
tore up lo the bridge.

Stunton mel him, white-facod but very caim.
He had not slept for twenty-four hours.

““Are we in any.denger, Stanton?" asked
the millionaire, . . . = =

“The crew are fighting the fire, sir. Maybe

we'll get it under. It looks bad, though.
I'm having the, lifeboats manned.  Thauk

heaven there’s land near al hand!”

Hanway descended 1o the deck with his
hand: clasped behind his back, and there was
a crim smile curving his lips as he joined the
group and linked arms with his wifo,

“Iolk.,"”” he said with a not unmfusica:
twang, “I'm sorry wbout this. I'm afraid I'm
respons:ble for bringing you all out herve, Get
tozether a few things yon think vou may
need. If tho lire gets o ]}luld we may have to
tulke to the boats. DBut go casy—don’t pamne,
mind!"”

The passengers moved away resolulely, but
all were looking a trifle seared.

Iromn somewhere for’ard and ’tween decks
came the Liss of water and escaping steam.
The Eemeralda’s engines were now, racig ail
ount, and Captair Stanton was steering f;;lrd
for the shore that lay waybe ten sca miles or
more to starboard.
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“ CORRESPONDENTS WANTED !”

This popular feature bas unavoidably
been held ovor. It will, of course, appear
‘as usual In nex! Wednesday's Issus. E

THI, NELSON LLL LIBRARY Of SCHOOL STORILS
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T A Startling Discovery!
:TO.\I and LEva searched the island vpen
ally, till they were thoroughly tived,
Then, finding no trace of the man who
cteps wearily to the clearing.

But though Tom belicved hie knew the way
afternoon had alinost worn itself out by the
titne they lit upon the right trail and passed

As hefore, they found it deserted, but they

' had no sooner settled theinselves than a bud
]

| round them. .

| Ina square box, erudely made, Tom found
ripe bananas which he divided with Eva, aund
they ate ravenously. " They had drunk ol
the hilk towards the lagoon, and did not
thirst.

“Eve,” he said, “I hate anythinge

» r .
unknown, 1 hardly like to rest ov sleep until
course, he'll prove a friend; but I want to
know. You stay here while T go and look for

But-the girl did not want to be alone.

L g » y " r =

“I'd rather comne with you, Tom. DPleas2

Tom liked Eva, regardcd her as a pal, but
he was of the age wher a boy has a hind of

“All right,” he said reluctantly.  “Clome
on, then. 1 don’t know Low long it wants
We'll take that path this time.” Hé pointed
out @& way they had not explored. *“It would
and was hiding because Je is scared ™

The thought pleased him, aud he lavghed,

It was almost time to go back, Tom guessed,
as: he dived down to a spot where the water
placo they had seen before, for here a
choulder of the rock almost prevented them
aind barve, ay if it were eternally scoured by
the rain and wind. Tom stopped 1o look at
the face of the rock ia rude capitals he read a
double nne:

“David Scllwood!" he exclatmed, theilled.
“Why, Iiva, that’s the name of the man who-
is the man '::.'hu ives in the hut and we havo
found him!

of
advenlure serial gots more and wmore thrill-
tna, 8o don't wmiss rcading next weck's

which they had been cast so drvamato:-

nad built the thatched hat, they retraced then
to that hut it was diflicult to find, and the
timwough the care brake to the hut once more.
bwith way plumage flew down and strulted
some coarse dry bread and a store of hali-
clear, ecleau water that trickled down from

Stull the boy was tioubled,
we have found the man who lives here, Of
him again.”
let e, g
contempt for gils.
to doark, because my wrist-watch has stopped.
he funny, wouldu't ir, if he’d already seen us
and the givl herself emiled.
ran over the face of a 1ock, It was not the
from reach:ing the water. The rock was clean
it.  As he did s0 he etarted, for cut there in

DAVID SELLWOOD.

was Daniel Kem:sh’s partner.  Supposing ho

(Kackh chapter this wonderful ncw
gripping tnstalment, chums!)
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