


By
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

Stanley Waldo—arrested on a charge of robbery! What a
sensation 1t causes al St. Frank's. The only person who
remains unruffled 1s Waldo bimself.  Bul, then, Waldo
knows that the rascally Sam Wilkes is al the bottom of all the
trouble, and Waldo is determined lo bring thal rascal lo book !

CHAPTER 1.

A Startling Rumour!

‘6 ELL kiwked, Waldo!”
W “.Jolly good shot!”
“Rather!”

It was Saturday morning, and Little Sidg, at St. Frank’s, was bathed in the
earlv morning sunshine of the September day. A number of junior footballers were
hard at practice,

Nipper, the cheery Junior sports skipper, was getting his men ready for the big match
of the afternoon—the match against Hal Brewster & Co., of the River House School., All
the members of the team were present, and a few others besides, Amongst these others
was Stanley Waldo, the new fellow in the Remove,

He was the son of the celebrated Waldo, the Peril Expert. -He inheritod many of his
father’'s amazing characteristics; he was phenomenally strong, he was as agile as a monkey.
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“I'm not zo sure that the chap ought to be allowed here,” said Handforth, In a stern

VOolCe.
“Who? Waldo?” asked Church
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“Yes, Waldo,” rep[iud Hauvdforth, “Ie didn't give us a satisfactory explanation last
mg};t and ho won't say anvthing this morning. It's my belief that he wenl out on the
razzlo,’

“Rats " said McClure, the Scottish junior. “ He's not that kind of a chap, Handy !”

Handforth vas the gmlhr-r;n.r and Church and McClure were the backs., They generally
played together in these positions, Just at the moment there was a lull al this end of
tho ficld. d % ”

“I hopo he isn't that kind of a chap,” said Handforth, “Dbut it looks fishy to me
Waldo goes off last night and climbs the tower of the old Priory; he doesn't get hack until
after miduight, and then he tells us some varn tEmt he was un]:mmwd i one of tho
dunge mh and he didn't get out until Lali- past ten,’

“Well, I expeet the story was true,” said Church,

“If Lo got out at half-past ten, how was it that he didn't come back to the schoaol
until midnight *"" demanded Edward Oswald, *“ We asked lum to explain, aud he wouldn't,
I've asked him again this morning, and he's just as obstinate.”

“Oh, let it deop,” said MeClure, “Mre. Lee saw b and accepted hia cxplanation, and
the whole thing 15 finished. If Mr. Lee 15 wilhug to accept Waldo’s explauation, why can’{
you " :

“I supposo I shall have to,” admitted Handiorth reluctantly. “DBut I don't like a chap
who's secretive.” '

Chureh and NMeClure, like the rest of the fellows, were disposed to forget the entire
incident. They argued that, if Mr. Leo was satisfied, there was no reason why thay
shouldn't be. But Handforth, of course, was difterent, e always liked 1o do sowmething
that was in dicect opposition to the others.
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Howcver, Lie would scon have reason to
forget Waldo, for something of an unusual
natunire was brewing that morning!

. UU'RE good, \"s alr[n and I expect=
i vou'll unptme said \lppm after
the practice was over. you go

on hiu* this, I might be uble t-:} find

voa a place in the team for some of the big
matches,”

“Thanks aw ;uli} said Waldo, flushing
with pleasure. "1 didn’t expect anything
so topping as that, Leu know, especially as

this s my first tern.”

“I believe in playing the
men,’ said Nipper. “It doesn’t matter to me
whether they're old-timers or new boys. If
they can play football, they'll get into Lhe
team.’

"I l]m I::}.-:l'.rlru_v,r gualic Lest,” said Waldo.

"Oh. do you?" said Handforth warinly.
“I'mnthe goalic of the Junior Eleven, my
con, and you'll never get a chance in that
position !

“One never knows, Handy,”
Pitt, of the West House.
crocked,

“Crocked? Me?” said Handforth scorn-
fully, “Fathead! I never gct erocked! I'm
not so careless as soinc of you other fellows!”

“You’re just as carcless, Handy—in fact,
niore careless—biut you're lucky,” explained
Nipper. “Your luck is proverbial, old man.
It’s something we can’t hope to equal,” He
turned to Waldo.  “I'd give you a chance
this-afternoon, old son, hut 'm afraid it can’t
be done. All the rvegular members of the
team are fit, and it wouldn’t be fair if I—-""

“Don’t think of it!” interrupted Stanley
Waldo. ‘I shall be jolly pleased to plu} in
a House match, or amneth:nq like that.”

“Yowll never play as goalie in a House
match,” said Handforth. *“1It's like wvour
nerve to—"

“Heard the latest, you chaps?”
Buster Boots, of the IFourth,
lunninr- up.

“1 was talking ! said Handforth coldly,

“I can’t help that——7

23

said Reggie
“You might get

interrupted
as he came

“When Im talnmg I don't like to be
interrupted !
“If I waited for you to stop, Handy, I

"

should wait all day!” retorted Buster Boota,
“So T must interrupt, mustn’'t 1?7 Have
you heard the yarn that's going about ?”
“That one about Biggleswade ?” asked
Travers. “Personally, dear ol fellow, I
don’t believe 1it. We all know that Biggy
is . a good-natured chap, but when we hear
that he clept on the fleor just because he
didn’t like to disturb the Honse cat, whieh
had planted itself in the middle of his bed,
I'm inclined to think that somebody has
been exaggerating.”

“Blow Biggleswade!” said Buster Boots,
“Havu you heard about Edgemore Cmtle

“We've more than heard about it,” said
Travers. “ We've seen it!”
“You funny Remove fathcad!” roared

Boots., “1 mean, have vou hecard that the
(Mhetle. hae.been burgled ?”
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“Great Scott!”
“Is this a fact, Boots?” :
“* Everybody’s talking abeut :t s Sdn’.‘] Juh

Busterficld Boots, * Edgemore Castle was
burgied during the night, They say that
Inspector Janicson, of Bannington, has been

called into the case, and that lles gmmr to
make 1mmediate 1:11.Eat1g;1t10115

“Then T'm sorry for the Earl of Ldge-
more,” said Nipper, with a chuckle. “Hc's
a nice old boy, and we can regard him us
onc of our pals, And if Inspector Jameson:
15 in charge of the case, there’s not mueh
hope.” ; 5

“1 don’t suppose it’s much,” said Reggie
Pitt. “Some tramp got in, I expect, and
boned a few things out of the larder. You
can’t take any notice of rumours.” '

But by the time breakfast was ready the'
whole schoel was talking about the burglary
at Idgemore Castle. Reliable information
had come in that it was no mere trivial job.
The famous Edgemore emerald necklace had
been stolen—an heirloom of immense value,
Lord Iidgemore’s priceless coin collection
had gone, too. The burglar had made a
thorough job of it, :

“It's rough on the old earl,” said Nipper~
regretfully. *“He's such a nice old boy that
I feel wo mrght to go over and sympathise
with him,’

“The best way to S}mpaﬂnqe with him is
to help him !’ said Handforth, his eyes gleam-
ing. Bf George! Here’s a chance, you
chaps! I’'m gomg over to Edgemore Castle,
and I mean to investigate !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Inspector Jameson’s deadly rival!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly asses!” said Handforth, glaring
rourtd. *“I'm not ]ﬂkmg'”

“¥You think you're not, Handy, but you
really are,” said Fravers, shaking his head.
“Well, There’s nothing like being.

well !
ambitious, dear old fellow. But you may

' have overlooked the fact that your status

in this schoo! is not such that you can go,
out just when you please. Ifor example, whas,
will Mr. Crowell say if yvou don’t show up for,
morning lessons ?”

“Morning lessons ?” repeated Handforth,
with contempt. *““What are morning lessons
Lompared with the recovery of Lord Edge-
more’s stolen property 7%

“Mr. Crowell, in his pitiful ignorance, may.
assume that the police can look after the
case without your help, Handy,” said Nipper:
sadly.

“Besides,
Travers,

“When a detective is on a case, he doesn’t
bother about meals,"” said Handforth. “A
real investigator 1s so wrapped up in his
work that he doesn’t even get hungry. Any-.
how, I’'m going over to Idgemore (Castle.”

“Aby hat! 1 believe he means i1t!” said
Tommy Watson, g

“Of course I mean i1 said Handforth.
“T don’t often get a ‘chance of m".wailg'lth:g
a real detective case”

]

there’s breakfast,” satd
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“ Aro xou sure that you'll get a chance
thm morning ?” asked Nipper wonderingly.

“Lord Edgemore's place has been burgled,
hasn’t 167"

“Yes, but will Inspector Jameson allow
Tou h:- conduct a private inquiry of yvour
own ?” asked Nipper. “I'm med that the
answor will be in the negative.’

“Who's talking about negatives®"”
Iandforth,  star-
ing. “1I'm not
going to take my
camera.”

“Ha, ha, lal!"

The fellows
drifted away, leav-
in g Handlfortli
alone with his two
faithful chums,

“Well, we'd
hetter RO straight
away, sard
Fdward  Oswald.

There’s nothing
like being on the
scene early. Don’t
forget that the
early bird catches

said

WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S.

but what about lessons? If we miss lessons
there'll be trouble——"

“Only a few lines, or detention,”

- DD yvou want to be detained for the after-
noon ?" asked Mac warmly. “ Because, if
you do, I don’t. Have you fmgcrl:ten "tho
match against the River House *

“Football 1s important, but not so im-
portant as this investigation,” replied
Handforth
promptly.

“You mean that
yvou'd sacrifice the
game?” asked
Church In aston-
ishment. “How
do you expect St.
Frank's to get on
without you in
goal 2"

“H'm! I hadn't
thought of that,”
admitted Edward
Oswald.

“ Nipper wil®
give yvour placoe to
Waldo if you fail
to turn up.”

the worm.” "It’s a rotten
MLook  here, shame, but duty
Handy, pull }i:'lﬂll!‘* Emes first," E%Iiid
self together,” andforth, after
said McClure a moment’s con-
sternly. sideration, "'
“Eh?" going to Edge-
“You don’t more Castle
think tl.hab d}'{m'll straight away, and
bo allowe t o if the investiga-
make an indepen- tion takes me all
dent investigation, the morning 1
do you?” went shall carry on
on the ‘ﬁcqt{:t[ish with it. In fact,
junior. “In- I might not bo
spector  Jameson done until tea-
Hﬁr‘ pompous old time."”
uffer, anyway, “I supposo
aund he won't vou'll ecatch the
allow you to re- burglar by then?”
main on the . asked Church
premises for two g sarcastically. :
on  wan’i MR. HORACE PYCRAFT. AL e
B i kS ?
i poud The most unpopular master at St. the A IR0
not his premiscs, . Frank’s 1s Mr. Pycrafl, who rules over i we get to work
B thﬁ; ?i E'hhat the Fourth Form, Bad lempered at the early- ?j: ,
LN, 0T ABe  best of times, be's ever ready lo get any- mpt‘:d“' PP sy
“He won't have body tnlo frouble.  Inclined to foady 1o “Where do you
&T;*iléi?ﬁ S in the wealthy fellows ; a snob.. ge t tho “we’
: . rom ?
“Not in his own “You fellows

hmhn" retorted Handforth, “If the old
carl invites me to conduct an investigation,
I shall conduct one!”

“But  will he ask you?" said Church
dubiously. |
“If you're trying to be funny——"

“It's umposs., Handy,” urged Mac., “ We
could go over there now and niss breakfast,

are coming with me.’ i
“Don’t vou hcl:me it,” said Church. “Wa
want  to play in that match this afternoon

“‘iou re coming with me—as my assist-
ants,” declared Handforth aggressively. *“ And
if there's any jibbing. I'll knock your h“ﬂlr
togetber! Now, what's it going to be?”
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“We'll go,”” said MeClure meekly.

Church looked at him in surprise. Of late,
the Scottish junior had been resisting Hand-
forth quite a lot,
him to be so easily led.
Church a slight wink.

“We'll hs., back before lessons start,” he
murmured, pulling Church aeside. " Might
as well humour him. It'll mean missing
breakfast, worse luck, but if we allow him
to go alone he'll nn]y get himself into a
pile of trouble.”

“That’s what 1 was thinking,” breathed
Church.

Haudfﬂrth stared at them.,

“What are you muttering about?” he de-
manded suspiciously, “You’d better not
try to give me the slip o

“Let's have breakfast first, Handy,” said
Chureh. *“The bell will go in a couple of
ticks—-" '

Clang-clang !

“It's going now,” said Maec.

o “Then it’s our si na.i to get off to Idge-
More,” said Handforth briskly. “Think
of the time we shall waste if we go In to
breakfast.”

“It’s all a matter of opinion,” seid
Church, with a sad shake of his head.
“Personally, I don’t call it @ waste of time
to sit down and eat a rasher of bacon——"

“Come on!” said Handforth brusquely.

Ile marshalled his ehums out of the
Iriangle, and they were soon trudging up
the road.

“If you're so jolly keen on saving time,
Handy, why didn’t you use your Austin
Seven?” asked Church.

Ilandforth came to an abrupt halt.

“By George,” he cjaculated, “I'd for-
gotten! It'll be a lot quicker to go by
car, won't it? Besides, 1t'll look better.
We'll go back and fetch her.”

“And he calls himself a dotectne!" said
Mae bitterly,

But Mac gave

e w r——

CHAPTER 2.

Handforth Investigates!
EDGEMORE CASTLE had an almost

medieval  aspect, It was an
ancient  Norman  building, with
turrets and battlements, and sur-

rounded by a wide expanse of parkland.

Sirictly speaking, the place was really
called Kdgemore Manor, and it had beep
known as such for genenations. But owing
to the castle-like appearance of the mmb]mg
building, the country people always referred
to 1t as the “Castle.” And it was becoming
a common practice to drop the ‘‘Manor”
altogether,

When Handforth’s little Austin Seven
sped up to the big main steps, there was
another car outside. '

“The inspector's come, 1 suppose,” s=aid
Handforth, as they hﬂ.]ti..d. “I hope he
won't cause any trouble.”

“No harm in hoping,” said Church.
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“If he does, I'll have a word with the
earl, and he'll set matters right,” continued
Handforth.

“You're
McClure,
They got out of the little car, walkcd
up the wide steps, and Handforth pulled
at the great bell. The door was opencd®
presently by Jenkins, the earl’s faithful .old
butler.
“d Ah.
said Jenkins,

an optimist,” commented

good-morning, young gentImnm
smiling upon them.

“ "Morning, Mr. Jenkins,” said Hand-
forth briskly. “I understand there’s becn
a burglary here?” .

“I’'m afreid there has, Master Ihmd
forth,” said the butler gravely, his ':rme
vanishing. “The police are here now.’

“Have they «.got on the track of
burglar yet?”

“I'm afraid not” =aid Jenkins.

“Just as- I thought” sard Handforth,
“Well I’ve come to investigate.”

“l beg your pardon, sir?”

the

“1 say, I've come to investigate,” re-
peated Handforth. “I'm going to take up
the case.” g

“Oh!” said Jenkins.

He glanced at Chureh and McClure, evi-
dently under the impression that this was
sorge joke. But Church and MeClure were
studiously looking the other way.

“I'm afraid I can’t ask you in, young
gentlemen,” said the butler hesitatingly.
“His lordship is engaged with Inspector

Jameson in the librdry.”

“Can’t you take us to them 7’  asked
Handforth. " Be sensible, Mr. Jenkins! [
cen’t investigate on the front step, can 177

“Really, Master Handforth, I'm not sure
that the inspector would welcome your—
yvour—er—assistance,” said Jenkins. i
really think it would be better if you left
the matter entirely in the hands of the
police.”

Just then voices were heard in the big
hall, end Handforth looked cager. '

“Just a minute!” he said briskly,

pushing
past the butler. -

Church and McClure followed, and they
found the old Earl of Edgemore in the

great hall, talking with Inspector Jameson
of Bannington. The earl was tall and rather
gaunt, with a lined, wrinkled face. But 1t
was a face of mueh kindliness, although, at
moment, 1t was expressive of deep
concern,

“I can only hope, inspector, that your
inquiry will be successful,” he was saying.

“Leave it to me, my lord,” replied
Inspector Jameson, in  his pmnpmw voice.
‘I don’t think 1t’ll be long before we cap-
ture the thief. He can’t bave got far.”
The inspector was inclined to be stout,
and he carried himself with an air of great

importance. He did not know anything
.about the presence of Handforth & Co,
until  Lord Idgemore's face suddenly

| lighted up and broke into a smile.
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“Ah, mz bors,” he said genialiv. *I
ate: glad to see yvou here., No doubt you
have heard of eny little trouble?”

“Yes, sir—and we're awfully sorry,” said

Handforth.

The urpector frovned upon them.

“You lm;fa shouldn't have come here this
morning,” he said severely. “Really, my
lord, I must ask vou to get rid of ‘these
voungsters.'

“Don't be so hard on them, inspector,”
said the old peer. “They have only come
to svmpathise with me iI! Il'lj.‘ trouble.”

“More than that, sir! said Handforth
briskly. “We've come to }wlp

ESIIldeedrl‘}

“YXeoa, sir.
im'pﬁhgation.”

“Really, that is verv good of wvou,
maiy,’" said his lordship mildly,

Iuspector Jameson frowned more
ever,

“You've come to do what?" he said, look-
ing at Handforth with disfavour. *“You'd
better understand, my boyv, that this 13 no
time for joking. There has been a serious
burglary here, and I am about to conduct
an inquiry,” ;

“Great Scott !

sir?”

I've decided to conduct an

young

Haven't you started yet,
asked Handforth, in astonishment.
“I have only been here half an hour,’
replied the inspector coldly. "And I am
certainly not going to waste any time by
answering vour questions, 1011 had better
oo back to your school at once.”
“Do you want us to go, sir?
Handforth, looking et the earl.
The old man glanced at the inspector,

Dy

asked

“I am afraid, my boyr, that I have no
say in  the matter,” he
- [ 11 1 )
replied. The premises are
entirely in the charge of

Inspector Jameszon. For the
time being he is in full con-
trol, and if he says that you
must go,.l am afraid you
must go.”

“But you're the boss here,
sir!”” protested Handforth,

” Om]mmlh, ves, I believe
I am,” admitted Lord Edge-
more. ‘' But just at present,
while the police are holding
this ingquiry, I am of minor
importance., Really, inspector,

I

reason why these boys should not remain

5¢6 L0

L

“I®am sorry, my lord, but 1 see many
reasons,”” interrupted the inspector coldly.
“J can't be bothered with schioolboys at such
a time a3z this. Now then, young men, I
shall be glad when you go.”

Handforth was looking rather startled,
although Churoh and’ McClure were q-uptlv
grinning. They had anticipated something
like this—and if Handforth hadn’t been
stich an optimizt, he would have ﬂntir:ipa.ted
15, too——

Lord Edgemore and

discreetly retired,

Inspector Jameson was glad. e took IHand-

than.

|

A

T

forth Dy the arm, and commenced to propel
Lhim towards the open front door,

“This way, Master Handforth,” he said.
firmly, '

“Here, steady on!” ejaculated Edward
(swald, “You can't do this, inspector!
I've come herc to investigate this burglary.”

“It's a good thing I know you, young
man,” said the inspector, “otlierwise 1
might suspeet that you were guwlty of
deliberate 1mpertinence, I don’t need vour
help in this investigation—or auybody clse’s
nhelp, either.”

“But look here—"

“Good-morning, boys!” said the iaspector,
with a note of finulitv 1n his voice,

“You can't put me out like this,
Handforth excitedly,
here to investigate !
your police o

“What?"”

“You'll only make a hash of it

L ]

B

Ll

said
“I tell you I've como
I haven't any faith in

" continued

Handforth recklesslv. *1Ir needs a privats
deteetive on the job—a fellow with pleuty
of push and go.”

The police officer breathed hard.

“You'll get pushed, young man, unless
vou're outside this door within ten scconds,”
he said grimly, ““And you'll go, too! Do
vou think I can waste my time standiug
here arguing with yvou?"

“What about my time being wasted?”
saild Handforth., “I v.'mt to get on tha
trail while ic's hor. T shan't Interrupt you,
mspector. I'm ;:Uing to conduet this caso
In my own way,

“Good heavens!” satd the inspector,

staving. ‘I do believe the boy meanrs it!"

“Of course I mean it,” said Handforth.
“In a serious affair like this A

“(Get outside before I lose my temper!™
fumed the inspector, hiz face red. “*You
impertinent young rascal! I won't havo
vou on these premises!”

“I think we'd better go, Handy,"”
Church gently.

** Good-morning,

said

inspector!”  murmure:d

McClure,

“Here, hold on!"” said Handiorth, with a
start.  “I'm not going—ncither are vou
chaps! Not likely! We've come here {o
conduct—-"
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“If vou say that again, I shall get really

angry ! broke in the inspector fiercely.

" Now then, young man! QOut with you!”

“No fear!”’ roared Handforth. *“You can't
put me out like this——"

“Can’t [7” snapped the inspector.
my word |
saxce !

He scized Handforth by the shoulder, pro-
pelled him through the open dcorway, and
ha]f—l{ushed him down the steps. Church
and MeClure did not wish to be thrown out
like this. They hopped out with alacrity—
and the heavy door closed with a slam.

“Well, that's done it,” said Church, not
without satisfaction. “The only thing we
can do, Handy, is to go home.”

Handforth gulped.

“You—you rotters!” he panted, glaring at
his chums. “You miserable weaklings!
Didn’t 1 bring you along as my assistanis?”

“Cheeso it, Handy—-"

“You not only sce me chucked out, but
vou bolt like a couple of rabbits,” went on
Handforth accusingly. “Why didn’t you
help? Why didn’t you grab the inspector
and make him release me 7”

“Are you dotty ?” demanded Church, with
a sniff, ‘““We couldn’t assault the police.
could we? We should get run in if we tried
&nything like that!”

“You're a couple of wash-outs!” said
Handforth bitterly., “ And as for Inspector
Jameson, I can’t find the words I need! |
offer him my help, and he scorns me!”

“ Awful 1”

“T tell him I've come here to investigate,
and he practically laughs in my face!” con-
tinued Handforth wrathfully.

“Terrible !”

“But I'm not going to stand it!” said
Handforth grimly. “Not me! I've come
here to conduct this investigation o

“Oh, my hat!” groaned Mac.

“I'm not going to be put off!” snorted
Handforth. “Come on! Wke'll go round to
the back and get in that way.”

“You ecan't!” protested Church, “If
Jameson finds you, heo'll only chuck you out
again,”

But Handforth would not listen. His mind
was fully made up, and, being about the
most obstinate fellow at St. Frank’s, he dis-
regarded the warnings of his chums.

~N HURCH and McClure remained out-

“Upon
I've had quite enough of your

|22

side, No amount of .talk from
Handforth had shifted thein. For
once they were firm. So - the

hovered about the terrace whilst Handforth
made his way round the old walls to a back
entrance,

“Ho won’t be long,” said Church, “ That’s
one consolation, anyway. Wae shall probably
seo him biffed out on his neck.”

“He'll deserve it, too,” said Mae. “The
silly ass! I ean understand him taking no
notice of us—but when he ignores the in-
spector 1t's time he came to his senses.”

“He can't come to something bhe bhasn't
got,” said Church caustically.

Their wait was not a long one.
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After about five minutes the front docr
suddenly opened, and the voice of Inspector
Jameson floated out inte the sunshiny

‘September air.

back to the school.
Thomson,” he said, In a wvoice that was
charged with wrath. “Don’t leave hold of
him until you get there—until you hand hun
over to one of the masters,”

“Right, sir, said another voice.

“Quick I” gasped Mae,

“What the dickens——"

MeClure dragged Church behind the sheiter
of a bush.

“If Handy spots us, he'll expeet us to biit
the cnnatalui’e over,” said Mac breathlessly
“Keep in the background, Churchy.”

“It's a good idea,” said Church.

Through the branches of the bush thex
could see Handforth struggling in the grasp
of a burly police-constable, He was ‘roaring
at the top of his voice, too.

“You'll be sorry for this!” he was shout

“Take him right

ing. "By George! This is a fine way tc
treat a detective! I came here to con
duct——"’

“Take him away!” panted Inspector
Jameson,

»

“Yes, sir,’” said Constable Thomz:on,

He did not even allow Handforth to use
his Austin Seven, but he marched the junicr
all the way back to St. Frank’s—and Churcl
and MecClure hovered somewhere in the back-
ground. Handforth socon found that it was
impossible to get away from this burly officer
of the law. iy ' B

“You wait!” he said thickly, * Taking
me along the road like this—as if I'd been
arrested !”

“Tt’s not my fault, young gent,”” szaid the

policernan.,  “The 1nspector gave me  his

orders, and I've got to obey ’em.”

“I'm not blaming you,” replied Handrorth.
“It's that fatheaded Jameson I'm wild with !
He doesn't know when he's lucky,
had allowed me to help, I should soon have
got on the trail.”

“Ahem! 'The inspector prefers to work
alone, sir,” said P.-c. Thomson discreetly,

“He hasn’t finished with me yet,” went on
Handforth, with a threatening air. “ By
George!
I told him that T'm going to conduct an
investigation, and I'll conduet one yet in
spite of him 1"

He can’t mess me about like this!:

If hc¢,

T_St. Frank’s, Mr. Crowell was.Iuok-.
ing round the Remove Form-room

with a severe eye.

“Three boyvs are missing,” he =aid
sternly, “Handforth and Church and
McClure. Does anybody know anything
about these boys?” -

“T'hey don't appear to be here, sir,” said
Travers,

“If yon eannot say anything more sensible
than ihat, Travers, you had better remain
silent,” retorted Mr. Crowell tartly. * Does
anybody know where those three boys are 7

There was a complete silence,
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“ Out with you ! *’ snorted Inspector Jameson.

i i

= /,

4l
by
<

1’.-‘"\.
'Y
7

He seized the protesting Handforth by the shoulders,

propelled him through the open doorway, and half pushed him down the steps. The inspector did
not seem to appreciate Handy’s offer to help him in his investigations !

“Vervy well,” said Mr., Crowell.
deal with them swhen they come in.
will get on with the first lesson.”
Mozt of the fellows knew where Handforth
& Co. had gone, but they hardly thought it
necessary to explain matters to Mr. Crowell,
And the Iorm-master, who suspected that
they knew, did not press his inguiry.
Aa it happened, ho had not long to walit.
After about five minutes, there came a
loud thump on the door, and Mr., Crowell
looked round sharply.
“Come 1n,” he said. “Who is 1t ?”

“I will
We

The door opened, revealing- a burly,
apologetic-looking conslable.  And in the
constable's grasp was a hot, redfaccd

dishevelled Handforth.

“I'm told that this woung gent belongs
Liere, sir,” said the policeman,
. “Good gracious!” ejaculated Mr., Crowell,
adjusting hig glasses. “What on earth is
this 2"

“Ha, ha, L™

“*Poor old Haudy !"

“They'vo got him at last!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Silence!” comrmanded
striding towards the door. “ Handforth,
where have you been? And why have you
como back like this—in the grasp of a police-
constable 7"

“My orders from {he inspeclor, sir, werae
to bring this young geut right to the school,”

the I'orm-master,

said the constable. “He was told to go, ant
he wouldn't go. So the inspector got a bit
fed-up like, and I've brought the young gent
back.”

Chureh and MeClure, wha were hovering
in the background, scized their opportunity
to slip into the room and get to their places,
Not that Mr. Crowell failed to spot them.

The Remove looked on  with pgenuino
pleasure. This was rich. Handy brought
back from Idgemore Castle in the ficm grasp
of the law! Ther had expected something
funny—but bardly anything as jovous as this,

“What have xou been doing, Hand-
forth 2" asked Mr. Crowell sternly,

“Nothing, sir! The inspector wouldn’t
give me a chance to do anvthing!” panted
Handforth. 1 went to Edgemore Casto to
investigate the burglary——-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, indecd!” said Mr. Crowell. “You
went to Idgemore Castle to investigate tho
burglary, did vou, Handforth? That was
very thoughtful of you!l™

“ Inspector Jameson threw ma oul, sir, and
when I got back he told this bobby to bring
me back to the school.”

“Inspector Jameson appears to ba singn
larly lacking in shrewdness,” said DMr.
Crowell, with heavy sarcasm. **What could
he have been thinking about, Handforth, to

| refuso vour services?”
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The Form tittered, and Mr. Crowell turned
to the policeman. '

“You can go now, oflicer,” he said.
“Thank you for bringing this boy back. I
will deal with him, and you can tell In-
spector Jameson that he will not be bothered
again,”

“Yes, sir,” said the constable, grinning
and saluting.

He made a hasty exit, whilst the Remove
gave him a subdued cheer,

“Bilence!” shouted the TForm-master.
“ Handferth, had you forgotten that there
were lessons this morning 1"’

“No, sir.”

“You deliberately played truant, then?”

“There was something -more important for
me to do, sir,” said Handforth defiantly.
“Jdgemore Castle has been burgled—-"

“I know all about it, thank you, Hand-
forth,” cut in Mr. Crowell ecoldly. “You
will go to your place, and you will take five
hundred lines for deliberately ignoring
lessons,”

“But look here, sir—"

“Go to your place, Handforth !
manded the master. “Church!
Stand up!”

Church and MecClure stood up.

“You two boys will take fift
said Mr. Crowell. “I realise that you were
Erubnhly coerced by Handforth, and so 1
ave made your pumshment correspondingly
lighter, Now we will get on with the morn-
ing’s work.”

2

come-
McClure!

And Handforth, disgusted and disillusioned, -

was kept hard at it
Somehow his  abilities
as a detective were not
appreciated !
CHAPTER 3.
The Inquiry!
NSPECIOR J A M E.
I SON, notebook in
hand, was sitting 1in
the library at IEdge-

more Castle, and the old
carl was standing by the
fireplace.

“Now, sir—1 mean, my
lord—perhaps you will

lines each,”"

STORIES

sleeper myself, and I knew nothing whatcven
of the burglary until this morning.”

“It was not discovered until this. mern-
ing, was it?"” . g

“None of us had any inkling of it until a
maid came mto the hbrary here to do ti.c
usual cleaning,” said Lord Edgemore. . *“Evon
this girl knew nothing at first. But whco
she found my desk smashed, she gWhw
alarmed and ealled Jenkins' attention to .it.
Jenkins, greatly fustered, came up . fo. me
and begged me to come down.” r_

“Do you know the full extent of your
loss 77 i 5 - )

“As far as I can ascertain at present, at
least two hundred pounds in notes . have
vanished from the desk,” said his lordship.
“But that, of course, 1s a very minor matter.
It is the Edgemore emerald necklace that is
of such importance, inspector, As vou may
know, the necklace is a very valuable one,
and it has been in this family for gencia-
tions—indeed, for centuries.”

“Anything else missing, my lord ?”

“There is my collection of old and uniquc
coins,” replied the earl. “I prized that col-
lection greatly, inspector. There are coins
from almost every country in the world in
that collection., I genemlﬁv kept them in g,
glass case on the other side of the room, as
vou see, The case was forced open and flic
coins extracted.” :

“ Now, about this necklace,” said Inzpector
Jameson. I suppose it has been valued at
some time or other?” . ; ' ;

“Its value, I believe, is in the region of
twenty thonsand pounds,”

“Phewv: !
that ?”

“"That 18 the intrinsic
value, but I need hardly
tell you that I would nof
sell the necklace for any
amount of money,” suid
the old earl. “You will
realise, inspector, that
this robbery is a very
serious  ore, 1 really
think that 1t would he
advisable to call in the
assistance  of  Scotland
Yard.”

The nspector frowned?

Yt is  entively un

&

As much as

give me all the details
possible?” the inspector was saying. “ We
have gol rid of that boy, and perhaps we can
carry on. You say that the houschold went
to bed as usual last mght "

“That is so,” said Lord Edgemore. My
household is an early one, inspector, and we
generally retire at about ten p.m.”

“ And last night was not an exception *”

“It was not.”

“Do you know if any of the servants
were disturbed in the night?”

“I have already had my butler make care-
ful inquiries in the servants’ hall,” replied
his lordship. “ Nobody was disturbed in the
night, inspector. I am generally a sound

necessary,” he  replied

coldly. “You may rely upon me, my lovd.
to do everything in my power to apprehend
the thief, I have already spread the net..
The police of the entire county are on tho
alert, Roads are being watched, railway
stations are under observation.”

“J am glad to hear 1t,” said the carl,

“Now, there’s one thing I want to sav,
my lord,” went on the inspector, his voicy
becoming stern.  “You tell me that 1hé
cmerald necklace was kept in this desk®”

1 YGS'J‘J

. The inspector moved across to the desk—
‘a fine, .antigue piece of furniture, massive

and  handsome. One of the drawérs was
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badly broken, and the desk was damaged in
r.:thr:r ways, too.
“I am not denying that this is a won-

terful piece of furntu!le my lord,” said the
unlmctt}r “but is ir the right kind of pluw
to wse for the safe- L{-epmrr of a valuable
necklace ¥

“Is it a wrong kiul of place?

“Certainly it 13,” said the mspector sternly,

“ A necklace of that <ort, my lord, should
have been kept in a safo or a st:'a:1g-1-notr1_”

"1 havo neither,” replied Lord Edgemnove,

“In that case, why did you rot keep the
nocklace in a safe deposit 7"

“* Really, inspector, I dn not see why
should talk so bt‘t(‘l{?]}'

you

SCHOOL STORILS 11
“It 1s obvious, of course,” he said, “that
the thief climbed up this ivy and gained
admittance by forcing this window. That

indicates tlmi he knew
thﬁ- library.'
“ A fairly casy assumption, inspeetor,
the carl dlll\
“My point,

the exaet position of
" said

my lord, 1s that the thief must
have anwu the exact guogmphv of the
castle,” said Inspector Jameson. “ And that
indicates that he knew the place "well. By
tho way, have you had occasion to disiniss
any servants reﬂmltlx m

said s iﬂld 1!!‘.-'{

“\:}* my servants have been with me for
Years,

** At least, sinee vou rvumf-i the Clasile 2™

“I am an old-fashioned “Yes,” said the earl
nlmn. and I did not fl““—'ﬂ}

think 1t necessary to It was a reminder
justal @ safe in  this BERNARD FORREST that the Castle, not .»
house. Pcrha{l)s Iw :1; long ago, had been ha'f
wrong — perhaps . 2 an d th

should have left the =3 returﬂl"g : -to a r.:ll?dg;msaje glr[lcml:f:
necklace with my St. Frank’s not so very long ago
bankers. But so manv ;

NEXT-

people have asked to
seo 1t—s0 many fr:end
bhave »beenn  curions
about the necklace—

TURN TO PAGE 31 FOR
FULL DETAILS !

since the Farl of Edge-
more had been a kinn
of hermit, nearly penni-
less, with bailiffs at his
door.

WEEK!

that I decided to kcop
1t here, 1in my owun
library.”

“YWas it generally known that the neck-
lace was kept here?”

“I did not advertise the fact,
what wou mean,” repliecd the old man.
“Neither, for that matter, did I keep it a
secret, Jenking knew 1t was here, and pro-
ably some of the other servants, too.”

“Ah!” said the iuspector, making a note.

“You need not suspeet any of the ser-
vants, however,” continued the earl, “‘I do
not believe for one moment that vou will
find the thief in this Louse.”

“You can never be too sure, my lord,” said
the police officer, “There's one other thing.
Was the noclclace insured %"

“(}t' course,’

“And the coin coIlectmn
“That was mnsured, too.’
“1 shall have to get into commun ication

with the insurance company,” caid the in-
spector, “In the meantime, the thicf will
probably be caught. And now, with your
permission, my lord, I will econduct an
investigation.”

He started slightly at the phrase, remem-
hering how Handforth had used it. He
frowned, and put Hantlforth out of his mind,
He did not wish to be disturbed by the
recollection of that troublesome schoolboy

Nnosw.
i b examined the cateh, It was broken
—roughly broken, The burglar had
made no attempt to conceal his methods.
Tho inspector opened the window and leaned
out

if that 1s

g1

ALKING over to one of the big
windows, Inspector Jameson closely

But his fortunes had
been restored to humn,
and sinee then he had performed wonders

1 with the old place,

“There appear to be some footprints on
tho flower-beds down here,” said the inspee
tor as he continued to lean ont. “T shall
have to examine those, my ]m*rl. Perhaps 1
hiad better go down at once.’

The library was on the first floor, and there
was plenty of strong ivy clinging to the wall.
The thicf had had no difficulty i climbing
that 1vy, perching hunself on the window-
«idl, and forcing the window-cateh,

6 'M " zaid the inspector,

He was outside, on tne hard
epravel path, There were very dis-
tinct footprints on the ﬂm\m -bed.

In fact, they were so diztinet that the inspee.
tor was more than cver convinced that thao
thief was a raw amateur. No self-respect-
ing cracksman would have been as careless
as this. His offence was aggravated by tho
fact that he had Dbeen wearing rubber-soled
shoes with a curious and distinetive ribbing.
The :mpu‘-nwma were clear and distinet on

the soft soil at the foot of the i1vyv-covered
wall.
The inspector turned to a constable who

was with lam.

“We shall have to take some casta of
those footprints, Beckett.,” ho said. “This 14
a very in‘lpc}i'iﬂnt {‘hm. Ym: llad h?tt{er m*f-
gome plaster-of-Paris from the village, and
agot back here as quickly as possible,’

“Yes, sir,” saild the constable, saluting.

The iunspector went down on his knees,
and he was about to examine the foofprmh

L more closely when something which glinted
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beneath a little elump of flowers close by
caught his eye.

“Hallo! What’s this?” he said,

He put hig hand under the plant, and
found a small, neat, silver pencil. He gazed
at it quite excitedly—particularly when he
found that there were some initials engraved
upon 1t.

“ Another clue!” he muttered, * This is
even more unportant than the footprints!
What are these mnitials? ' S.W.,” by the look
of them. H'm! I'd better be careful with
lt.}'.‘i

He remembered, after he had been handling
it for some moments, that there might be
some finger-prinf, So he hastily wrapped the
silver pencil in his handkerchief, and tucked
1t away. g

** A silver pencil—with the initials ‘ S.W,,” ”
he murmured, frowning. nIESW. 1
wonder who the man can be?  Without
doubt, that pencil was dropped by the thief,
and the deeper I go into this affair the more
certain I am that 1t is the work of a novice.”

He scarched about for further clues, but
found none. The garden path was hard, and
it was clear that the thief had come along
this way and had then stepped on to the
flower bed so that he could reach the 1ivy.
It was not likely that there would be any
other footprints,

- So Inspector Jameson went indoors, con-
vinced that he would soon be on a hot trail.

CHAPTER 4.
The Inspector’'s Theory!

. ORD EDGEMORE met the inspector
in the hall,
“I think you have overlooked some-
thing, inspector,” he said. * There
appear to be some ashes in the fireplace of
the library.”

‘““ Ashes ?” repeated the inspector, staring.
“Where else would they be but in the fire-
place 7"’

“I don’t think you quite follow me,” said
the okl peer mildly. “There are the ashes,
of course, of last night’s fire. This morning
the room has not been disturbed—even a
fire has not been lit. You may remember,
inspector, that you asked me to leave the
room cntirely undisturbed. You were most
emphatic over the telephone——"

““And rightly, too, my lord,” said the in-
spector. “‘It is highly important that nothing
‘should be touched before the police arrive
on the scene, Dut about these ashes?”

“I happened to be glancing into the fire-
place a few minutes ago, and I noticed some
scraps of cloth, burned and blackened,” said
his {)ﬂrdshi_p. “I think some paper has been
burnt, too, And I know that these ashes
were not in the fireplace last night., 1 was
the last to leave the library, and the fire was
burning low. There was nothing of that sort
in there then.,” :

. . The inspector, although he had missed the
fireplace altogether, waved a pompous hand,

“We can’'t do everything at once, my
lord,” he said importantly, “It was my

¥

intention to examine the fireplace later. TFor
the moment, I have been investigating out-
side. I may as well tell you that 1 nave
found some mnportant clues.”

“I am very glad to hear it.”

“Do you happen to know anybody wlose
initials are ‘S, W.”? " asked the inspecior
abruptly,

“Let me think,” sald the earl, frowning.

IR W T No, I don't seem to remceimn-
ber But wait! There is a gentleman of
my acquaintance 1n DBannington named

Stephen Woodbridge, but I hardly think he
18 your man, inspector.”

“ Nevertheless, I should like to know moie
about him,”

“1 should have said the Rev. Steplhen
Woodbridge,” smiled the old earl. " He hap-
pens to be the Vicar of St. Andrew’s Church,
and, moreover, he is unfortunate enough to
be crippled. Really, inspector, I don’t think
the Vicar of St. Andrew’s chmbed the ivy to
the library window last night.”

The inspector grunted.

“I should have known,” he said, some-
what sourly., ‘“‘The name was familiar to
me when you first mentioned it. I have met
Mr. Woodbridge, of course, and 1 know that
he is a man of unimpeachable character,
H'm! DPerhaps you know somebody e¢lce
whose initials are 'S. W.,” my lord #”

“I really don’t think I do.”

“I found a silver pencil under the library
window,” said the inspector. ‘" There are
the imitials ' S. W.” engraved on it—and theyve
can be no doubt that it was dropped by the
thief.” 3

“Certainly an excellent clue.”

“And now we’'ll see about these ashes in
the fireplace,”” continued the inspector,
moving towards the stairs. “I should like
to examine them at once, if you don’t mind.”

“By all means,” said his lordship.

He was rather tired of Inspeector Jameson.
No doubt he was an excellent officer for the
ordinary run of police duties, but when it
came to an investigation of this kind Jame--
son was rather slow-witted. The earl was
most anxious to call in the assistance of Scot-
Jand Yard, yet he hesitated to do so whilst
the inspector was so opposed to the idea.

In the library, the stout police officer knelt
on the hearthrug and gazed intently into the
fireplace, Tt was a large one fitted with a
modern grate, in which was a number of
dead cinders. On the top of these lay scme
secraps of different ash. Evidently some
paper had been burned, and also something
which looked very much like linen.

““A handkerchicf, I should say,” <aid the
inspector.

This was not a very brilliant shot, for the
handkerchief was not entirely burned. ar
a portion of one hem could be distinet'y

scen,  Most of the handkerchief was a meio
blackened pile of ash, but this portion of it
was only brown, having been considerably

scorched by the flames. .
Spreading out a newspaper, the inspecto:
rescovered these ashes, and some of the pape-
(Continued on page 14.)
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t WHEN 1|

EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH.—
Nery obviously I'm eut out to be cither a
detective or an author or an actor. Why,
even when I was a toddler I used to crawl
.about the house on my hands and knees on
the trail of the kitchen cat, keenly looking
for clues, like one nf its missing whiskers.
Yes, I am a Dborn ’tec. The same remark
dppi:es to writing. When I was quite young
-—say three or four yecars old—I used to
delight in scribbling lines and crosses and
all sorts of funny marks on a picee of paper,
To my unappreciative parents and relatives,
cte., they meant nothing. They meant
nothing to me then. DBut, by George, 1
realise now that those marks represented
literary gewmns, pearls of wisdom, only I was
unable to express them in the orthodox way,
Then, regarding my acting ability, that was
also born in me. I've often heard the pater
tell people that he's never known anyvbody
cry and howl and shrieck and register the

various other cmotions like I did. So when
I grow up I shall first of all be a great
detective. Then, when I've brought to book
all the eriminals in the world, I shall write
my experiences in a series of “best sellers,”
and after that T shall proceed to startle an
already awed world with my marvellous
acting.

BUSTERFIELD BOOTS.—I think T shall]

open up a publicity agency. I've always had
a hankering in this direction. My slogans
woulld be known the world over. Kill Your
Cold Cold by Taking Dr., Codger's Cold
(‘fachous; Knock-Knees Knocked Straight by
I'rofessor Knockem's Wonderful Rolling-Pin
System; Furnish at Baylems and Keep the
Bailiffs at Bay. That's the kind of slogans
I should hand to my clients—ones that

‘cateh the eye,"” that grip the imagination—
and theso slogam would glitter  from
thousands of enormous electric signs. Start-
ling processions advertising various commodi-
ties would pass, down

main {horoughfares. J

CROW UP

[1n which many promincnt St. Frank’s
Jellows air their views on the inleresting
subject of

what they would like to do or
be when they reach the adult stage.

An army of acroplancs and sausage bLalloons
would play an important part in my publicily
schernes, too,

CHUBBY HEATH.—I'd love to he an
engine-driver when I grow up. How thrilling
to regulate a huge iron monster as i flicy
through the country siae at cighty miles an
hour!

VIVIAN TRAVERS.—\Well,
lows, it's rather difficult to say what 1 shall
do when I get older. I suppose T've gol
what people call a reckless nature, T alwoys
want to be doing something that’s got a risk
attached to 1t, something exciting and thrill-
ing. And those are tm:- three main things
I shall seek when I reach the age of diserc
tion. I shall g &9 anywhere and do auything
to attain them.

CLAUDE GORE-PE&HCE;-T
gentleman of leisure.  After all,
millionaire, so why should I
except have a high old time?

HORACE STEVENS.—Mv mnhiiion is (o
go on the stage. A friend of mine who ia
something “big ™ in the theatrical world Fas

L'.J, Yy Ou feol-

shall bo a
my pater 18 o
do :Irrj.!hlug

promised to give me a chance when the time
15 ripoe.

ARCHIE GLENTHORNE.—Nothing ioo
energetic i3 indicated for Archie u.iun b
gets older, I mean to :sav, the good old
tissues wouldn't stand the strain. However,

to shiow the jJolly old populace that T wasn'{
a waster, I should regularly sally forth to
Savile Row and cnvirons and puirchase sundry
suttings, toppers, ties, shirts, spats, ete.

THOMAS HARBOROUGH.—When T leave
St Frank’s, T should very much Tike to play
football for one of the big amateunr c¢luba,
such as the Corinthians. Althouxl I should
not earn my living in this manner, it is what
I should -like most to do—it is what appenls
to me, having played for the Blue ('rusaders
before coming to St. Frank's.
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THE ARRESTED SCHOOLBOY !

(Continued from puge 12.)

ashes, tco, Then he took them all to the
window,

“Hallo, hallo!” he said excitedly.
at this, my lord! Blood stains!”

“Indeced

“As plain as daylight—blood stains!” con-
tinned the inspector. ‘‘There’'s one on the
hem, here, and another a little farther in.
T'he thief must have injured himself—prob-
ably in opening the desk, That's it! He
gashed himself, used his handkerchief to

* Look

staunch the blood, and then thought it
advisable to burn the handkerchief com-
pletely., But in his haste he only half-burnt

it.  Another clue!”
“We're getting on,”
dryly.
*We are, my lord—we are!” said Jameson,
his voice positively trembling. “ Look here!
The same initials—' 8. W.”! Look at them!
lere they are, in the corner!”
His = lordship adjusted his
looked,

“They are certainly the same initials,” he

~atd his lordship

glasses, and

admitted. *““But doesn’t it strike you as odd,
inspector, that the thicf should have left
these clues ”

Odd' "

i He must have been singularly careless,”
said Lord Edgemore. ‘“One would have
thought that he would at least have burned
the handkerchief thoroughly. I cannot help
thinking that this evidence might have been
‘ planted,” on purpose to put you on a false
scent.” .

The inspector looked startled for a moment,
and then he shook his head,

“1 don’t think so, my lord,” he said firmnly.
“This half-burnt paper and handkerchief
talbies with all the rest of the evidence. It
merely goes to prove that fhe thief was an
amateur, Even a schoolboy might have
done better—— Why, hallo! What's this?
Look at' this paper! Funny thing I should
mention schoolboys. This paper looks as
though it might have been torn from an
exercise book.”

He unfolded one or two of the half-burnt
scraps.  Ruled hines could be seen on them,
and there were traces of boyish handwriting,
too.

““*Remarkable,” said the carl.

“There are some words here)” exclaimed
the inspector. *“‘I can read some of them -
‘ The coming exam, will be a severe test—-'
That smacks of school, ¢h?”

“Surely you are not suggesting, inspector.
that a schoolboy eould have had anything to
do with this robbery ?” asked Lord Edge-
more sceptically.  “The very ideca is pre
posterous !

“There’'s something  else,” said the in-
spector keenly. “'There seems to be a
peculiar word, I can make out ‘sifra,’ and
then the paper is burnt and blackened,
“Biira’ is evidently a part of a word, but |
can't quite—  Wait a minute, though!
I'mi wrong, of course”: ' b
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“Really 7 murmured his lordship, in sur-
prise, ' s
“The word isn’t ‘sifra’ at all,” said the
inspector.  “ The handwriting is rather bad.
What I mistook for an ‘1’ is really a full
stop. This word is part of 'St. Frank’s,/
you see " -
“Then you must have mistaken the ‘¢°
for an ‘i, inspector,” said the earl mildly.
“The full stop appears to-be . missing alto-
| gether, But I can’t quite follow your line
of reasoning——" ¥
“A  schoolboy!” said the Iinspector ex-
citedly., * Didn’t I say, from the very first,
that this work was done by a raw amafeur?
Rubber-soled shoes, too! Just the kind of
shoes that schoolboys wear. And that silver
pencil——" . -
“Good heavens!” said the ecarl, almost
angrily. “You are not suggesting that a
schoolboy committed this burglary, are you?

L “1 must draw my conclusions according to
the evidence,” retorted the inspector, with
somo asperity. ‘I will agree wrth you that
the possibility scems absurd, but these facts
are very significant. You must remgmhu;.
my lord, that a big school like St. Frank's
coutains a large number of senior boys.
Many of them are seventeen or eighteen
years of age. One of these seniors might be
in difficuities. Perhaps he has been. gam-
bling; perhaps he has becomo “desperate,
and he committed this erime in his ex-
tremity. He took the money, naturally—it
was the cash he needed—and when he saw
{he necklace, he was tempted. In all prob
ability he did not rcalise its value,”

“Really, Inspector Jameson, I protest
against this!” said the earl heatedly. "1
certainly do mnot want you to go making
inquiries at St. Frank’s. The whole thing
is—well, it’s outrageous. Many of these 5t.
Frank’s boys are on the friendliest possible
terms with me—" 5 '

“They are, are they!” broke in the in-
spector sharply.  “That’s all the more
reason, my lord, why I should make 1n-
quiries!  These boys no doubt know the
entire geography of the Castle. They know
where the library is sitnated——" ;

“I won't have it!” broke in his lordship.
“Upon my soul, inspector, I am amnazed
that you should jump to such hasty conclu-
sions.’

“We'll sece, my lord—we'll see,” grunted
the inspector, annoyed by the old peer’s
tone. |

He stood there,
of half-burnt paper and linen.
suddenly, a ileam came into his cyes,

re-examining the seraps
And then,
He

frowned, flushed, and then he slapped one
of his plump knees.

“I’'ve got it!” he ejaculated triumph-
antly.

“If you are going to mention one of the
schoolboys

“T don’t think he is knewn to you, my
lord,” interrupted the inspector, *“Ile¢ i3
a new boy in the school this ‘term. Waldoe's
E'Dn..”r " L ! !

“1 beg vour pardon?” -
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“Have vou never heard of a man named
R upert Waldo ?”

"Not to my recollection.’

“I thought everybody had heard of him,”
said the inspector.
Wonder Man, Ono of the cleverest crooks
in tho world, Scotland Yard could never
lay 1ts hands on him. It was a fortunate
thing for the law when Waldo decided to
carn an honest living. He now calls him-
golf the Peril Expert.”

~ “Quite & remarkable man, I
tmagine,” commented the earl,

*“An extraordinary man,” said the Iin-
spector.  “ Personally, I remard this Peril
Iixpert business with a suspicious eye. I'm
not altogether sure that Waldo 13 on the
straight. However, we needn’t go into that
discussion now. Unless I'm very much mis-
taken, we have to deal with his son.”

“You must allow me to remark, Inspector
Jameson, that I regard this theoryv of vours
a3 absurd,” said Lord FEdgemore stiffly.
“That a boy of 8t. Frank’s could be guilty
of this erimo i85 not only i1mprobable, but
well nigh 1mpossible.”

“This boy 13 different from ihe others,”
declared the inspector. ‘“He 13 the son of
a man who is known to have been a erook.
And his initials, let me tell you, my
are ‘S, W.'. IHis namo 13 Stanley Waldo.”

“That may be only a coincidence,”

“I can hardly think so0.” said the in-
spector, shaking his head. “There are other
features 1n this ecase, in addition to the
inttrals, my lord, We know that the thief
climbed the ivy in order to gef into this
Jibrary, Young Waldo would have abso-
lately no difficulty in climbing the ivy. Then
there are these seraps of paper, torn from
a school exoreise book.”

“Considering that this boy iz suppozed to
be the son of a notorious crook, he must be
singularly unlike his father,” said the Ear!
impatiently. “IHe seems to have gone out
of his way to leave a large number of clucs
for you to follow, inspector. I do not pre-

L)

should

tend to be an expert in these matters, but
it rcally seems to me that this trail is a
false one-=laid down deliberately so that

vou should be hoodwinked.”
The inspector shook his head.

“I might think that In ecertain eirenm-
stances—but not In  these,” he replied.
“Trom the very first I have suspeeied that
this job was done by a mere novice, This
bor firs in exactly—and I shal!l certainly
make it my business to make some very koen
inquiries at St. Irank’s.”

“Well, I shall not presume to interfera”
said his lordship, “but I really cannot he-
lieve that a schoolboy is responsible for this
burglary.”

“We'll see, my lord,” said Inspector
Jamoeson, “And by the time I have fin-
ished my nquiries, I think vou will agree
that there 15 no need to enlist the services
of Scotland Yard.”

“He was known as thes

1 Bdward Oswald Stifﬂ}'.

lord, .

15
CHAPTER 5.
Teddy Long's Findl
¢iw SAY, Handy " |
I “Talking to mc?” said llandiorth,
staring.
“YLa, Handy,” replied Teddy

Long, in a friendly tone.

The tubby junior did not often speak to
Handfgrth. ke was not one of Handforth's
friends, In faet, it would be difficult to
say who were his friends, For Teddy Long
was such a sneak that the juniors generally
made a point of ignoring him. He was a
fellow of no importance,

“I'm only ‘Handy’ to my pals,” said
“I can’t be bothered
with you, Long! DBuzz off !"

“I was wondering if you could lend mo
fivo bob,” said Teddy hopefullv.

“Then vou oan atop wondering at onco
—beoause I shan't.”

“I'll let you have it back next week—"

“No, vou won't.”

“But I will, really!” insisted Teddy.

“You won't—because I'm not going to
lond you any five bob.,” said Handforth.
“You ecan go and eat coke, my lad! I'm
busy! I can’t be bothered.”

Morning lessons were over, ﬂnd Haud-
Ea:}rth was preparing to sef out for Ildgemoro
(‘astle again. His robuff at the hands of

Inspector Jameson had not dampened hiy
ardour. He was determined to carry on
withh  that 1nvestigation. Chureh  and

McClure, incidentally, had made themselves
scarce. They had no desire to be dragged
into another fiasco.

“I suppose vou couldn’t make it half-a-
crown?” suggested Teddy -agerly.

“I'll make it a thick ecar, if you like!”
retorted Handforth, *“Clear out of my way,
you—you fat nuisance!”

“Or even a bob

y

“I wouldn't lend you a penny!"” said
Handforth indignantly, “Where's younrs
week's  pocket-money, anyhow?  To-day's

Saturday, isn't it?"

Teddy Long looked wrathful.

“My woek's money is all gone,” ho said,
“I've been borrowing from the chaps sinco
Monday, and when 1 had my pocket-money

L this morning they boned the lot!”
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“And even then I'll bet you owed them
sommething ! said Handforth, with a snort.
“1f vou wanted the money for something
important, I might lend it to you b

“Iv is for something important!” inter-
rupted Teddy promptly.

CHRT

“I—I've got to send it to e—a cousin
of mine,” said Long. "“He's in a hole, and
I promised to help him out. If hg doesn’t
get five bob by tea-time, he'll be In awfu!
mess. . You might lend me the cash, Handy,
so that I can help my cousin out of his
trouble.,” .

“I never knew you had a cousin,” said
i’lfﬂ.mﬁurth suspiciously., '“'Where does he
ive 77 : :

“0Oh, in—in Southempton.” . |

“And you expeet to get five bob to him
by tea-time?” said Handforth. “You can't
stulf me up with these lies, If you don't
move out of my way, I'll give you a thick
ecar!”

Teddy Long tried to keep it up, but just
then Nipper appeared, with Travers and
Reggie Pitt and a few more of the junior
footballers. They were all ready for the
field.

" Better buck up, Handy,” said Nipper.
“You haven't changed yet.”

“Changed ?7? said Handforth, “What
fur??l‘

“We're going to put in a final prac-
tico——"

. “Bother the practice !” interrupted Hand-

forth.., “I can’t mess about with football
"now. I'm-just off to. Edgemore Castle to

continue that investigation.”

“1 didn't know you’d even started one,”
~said Nipper.

“Well, I'm going straight off,” said
Handforth., “If I'm not back to dinner,
don't worry aebout me.”

“We . shan’t worry, dear old fellow,” said
Travers, with conviction. “We shall all be
miserable, of course, and I dare say our
annetites will be affected, but we'll do our
"hest to live through the dull and dreary
"hours.”

~"Idiot!” said Handforth.

gone for hours.

“I shan't be
I expect to corelude my
investigation before two o'clock.”

- “One moment, Handforth,” said Mr.
Crowell, in an icy voice,

Handforth jumped, having been unaware
- of the Form-master’s proximity,

“Oh, hallo, sir!” he ejaculated.
‘know you were there, sir!”

“1 ecan well believe it,” said Mr. Crowell.
“1 gave vou an imposition of five hundred
lines, lHandforth.”

"By George! 8o you did, sir!”

“Is that 1mposition donef”

“Oh, draw it mild, sir!” protested Hand-
forth. ‘ Lessons haven’t been over long, and
I haven’t had a chance 4 )

“You have a chance now,” said Mr.
Crowell, “ You will go indoors immediately,
Handforth, .and commence work upon that
~dpositien,” L : . ;

“Didn’t

il
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“But it's impossible, sir!” gasped Hand-
forth, in dismay. “"I've pgot to go 10 Edge-

more Castle L
Handforth,” said Mr,

“Come with
Crowell gently,

He marshalled Handforth
latter protesting vehemently,  But it was
no good. When Mr. Crowell was on the
war-path, there was no denying him.

“It's a swindle!” said Teddy Long un-
nappily. “I was just going to touch him
for five bob!” b

“P{.HJR old Handy I”” said Churchl 523'111-

nme,

indoors, the

pathetically. ;
“ Rats! He's lucky !” said MeClure.
“If he had gone to Edgemore Castle
he would only have been biffed out-again.
We know he's safe indoors, doing.. that
impot, "’ o
“Perhaps we ought to go and lend him a
hand " ' ¥
- “No fear!” said Mae., ““The Jonger that
impot takes him, the better! By the time
it's over he may be sane again,”
~ In the meantime, Teddy Long- was mooch-
ing about n the Triangle with his hands
thrust - deeply into his trouscts pockets, He
was disgusted with the world 1n general.
“They're a lot of rotters!” he muttered
fiercely. ““Won’t lend a chap a few bob!"
He kicked against something which gave
forthh a dull metallie ring. He looked down,
expecting to see a nail, or something like
that. Then his eyes grew round. At lis feet
there was a coin. It was a large coin, dull in
colour, It seemed to be slightly yellowish,
and for this reason, no doubt, had lain un-
noticed 1 the gravel,

"My only hat!”" muttered Teddy, bending
down and scizing it.

He experienced a shock. The coin was
cextraordinarily heavy, He examined it in-
tently, his heart beating with greater rapidity
than usual.,  The coin was certainly not an
English one. The wording on it was un-
familiar, and the designs were strange, too.
It was fairly obvious, in faet, that the coin
was exceedingly ancient, although in a state
of good preservation. And the colour of it,
:maifid the weight. indicated that the metal was
gold. iy

“Gold!” breathed Teddy. “Oh,” my hat!
I know 1t's gold—it ean't be anything else!
I wonder where it came from? I wonder

Tll

if Mrs. Hake will take it over the counter?
| I don’t suppose she will, though—she's too

jolly careful !
mgs !’

He spotted Archie CGlenthorne, lounging
clegantly out of the Ancient House at that
moment, and Archie happened to bo alone.
On the spur of the moment, Teddy Long ran
over to him.

“1 say, Archie, old man,” said Teddy, try-
ing to speak in a careless voice,

“(rood gad!” ejaculated Archie.

Jle came to a bhalt, adjusted his monocle,
and surveyved Teddy with disfavour,

“Were you speaking to me?” he asked
coldly. . § hes & R

Well, anyhow; findings keep-
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Nipper looked at the coln in Archie’s hand—and then he gave a start.
coin, Archie, it was in Lord Edgemore’s collection ! ** he sald pointedly.

A g

OF SCHOOL STORIES

““ The last time I saw this
What was Archie doinz

with one of the coins which had been stolen from Lord Edgemore ?

“Havo a look at this, Archie

“I refuse to look at fthis'—or that,
either, said Archice, “I\.mdh remove yvour-
self from my gaze, dash you! I don’t ap-

prove of you, you frightful pain in the neck

“Oh, but look here—-="

“Your trouscrs are a horrible sight,”" =aid
Archie, with a shudder. * They're so dashed
baggy at tho knees that they look like a
pair of daihod (‘nt‘bun{lm iml ve got ink-
slains ood
gad! It's , the same collar as YOu WOre wear-

LR

mg yvesterday, 1sn't it
‘T—I haven't had time to change it,” said
Teddy hastily. “lLook hcre, Archie, I'm
short of money e
“If you think you can borrow anything
from me, laddie, vou've made a dashed mis-
take !” mterruptod Archie iecily, “If you
took some pride in your appearance, I might
stretch a point now and again and lend you
a bit here and there, so to speak, now and
then, But vou're a disgrace to the dashed
school, When I look at you I feel cold shivers
going up and down the good old spine.”

“I don’t want to boriow any money,” zaid
Teddy indignantly. “I'm not that kind of
chap."’

“0Odda fibs and whoppers!”

“I'm hard up,” confided Teddsy.
an old coin,
solid gold,

. H'E"FG 5
Archie—a special sort of coin,
vou know. I thought perliaps

that rou would like to buy it. I don’t mind
selling 1t for a quid.”
Archie’'s monocle dropped out of his eyo,

and he took the coin in a dazed kind of way.

“(rood gad!" he said, gazing at it
“Whero did vou gect this from, old lemon
squ'uh e

“It's—it's been in the family for vears,”
said Teddy glibly, “I wouldn't sell it, only
I need the money so badly. Solid gold, yon
know. It's really worth two or three quid.”

Archio Glenthorne was no duffer. 1o
could tell at a glance that the coin was pold,
and he strongly suspected that Teddy Long
had no right to sell it. It ocecurred to him
that 1t would be safer in his possession than

Teddy's. A few discreet inquiries might ba
useful,

“Sorry, old thing. but I eouldn’t possibly
think of buving it,” he said, shaking his
head. '

“It's real gold——"

“I'll lend you ten bob, if vou like,” pro
ceeded Archie, “on the condition that you
place this coin in myv eare—"

“That's all right!” said Teddy eagerly,
“Done! Where's vour ten bob?’”

Archio produced a ten-shilling note, an.d
Teddy grabbed it with sueh ecagerness that
ho neoarly tore it in half. And within &«
couple of seconds he was off—making a beo-
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line for the school shop. Ile could hardly
believe in his good fortune. .

that Archie Glenthorne showed that

quaint old eoin to anybody. 'Then Le

happened to bring it out with somec
other money while he was in the Common-
room. Somebody was raising a subseription
for some good cause, and Archie, naturally,
had been approached,

“Iallo! What’s that rammy coin amongst
all that silver, Archie?” asked Fullwood,
who was standing ncar,

“Oh, this? You mean this dashed thing 7"
asked Archie, “Oh, rather! It's a coin,
you know.”

“T can see that, you ass,” said Fullwood,
taking 1, **Great Scott! It's heavy! Gold,
isn't 1t 1

“T believe 1t is, old tulip,” said Archie,
“Rather interesting, what ?”

“Come and look at this, you fellows,” said
I"ullwood, as he went over to the window.
“1 believe it’s an old Greek coin. Must be
centuries old, too.”

Nipper looked at it keenly, and Handforth
gave 1t a glance, too. Handforth was not in
the best of humours. He had been writing
lwies until dinner-time, and Mr. Crowell had
forbidden him to go to Kdgemore Castle dur-
ing the afterncon. In consequence, he wasz
thoroughly fed-up.

“By Jove!” said Nipper, with a whistle.
“Where did you get this eoin from, Archie "

“Fh? I mean, what??

““Where did you get this coin from?”

“Oh, rather! You mean, where did I get
it from?” asked Archie vaguely. ‘' Abso
lutely! T see what you mean! If yvou don’t
mind, old chestnut, I'd rather not say.”

Nipper gave him a strange look.

“I'he last time I saw this coin, Archie, it
was. in Lord KEdgemore’s collection!” he said
pointedly. .

“What!” went up a general yell,

“This 1s one of t{:c earl’s most prized pos-
sessions,” went on Nipper. “le pointed it
out to me particularly. Said he bad an awful
irouble to get it, {t’ﬂ the only one of its
kind in the world—and it's worth an awful
lot of money—fifty or sixty quid.”

“My only sainted aunt!”

“Draw it mild, Nipper!”

“It's a fact!” said Nipper. “And Archine
whacks it out among his silver as though
it wasn't worth twopence.”

- "By George!” said Handforth, his eyes
gleaming. *“‘So Archie had this coin, ch?
And he won't say where he got it from 7"
“Reallv, Handy, old ecyclone—-"
“This looks bad, dear old fellows, said
Travers, shaking his head. *“ And we never
suspected that we harboured a burglar in our
midst! Archie must be the miscreant who
boned the goods and chattels from Lord
Edgemore’s place during the night.”

Nobody took any notice of Travers
facetious remark. The other fellows were
staring at Archie, and Handforth, in par
ticular, was agog with excitement.

IT was not until after the middav meal

Ll

“It's a clue!” he declared. *“Ccme on,
Archie, you fathead! Where did vou get
this coin from? It belongs to Lord Idge-
more! It's one of the misaing —" '

“Kindly allow me some air, laddies!” pro-
tested Archie, as they pressed round ‘him.
“I mean, dash 1it, a chappie must breathe!
Is it a fact that this coin is ane of Lord
Edgemore's priceless collection 7 _

“Yes,” said Nipper. “I1 recognised it at
Unlﬂﬂ,” ..

“Good gad!” e

“Where did you get it from, Archig?®’
went on Nipper. “1I think you ought fo lell
us, you know.” r £ "o

“Oh, rather! I wasn't goinf to say any-
thing,” explained Archie. “In the cires,
though, 1 suppose I'd better say how I got
it. I don’t want you chappies to think that
I had anything to do with that dashed
burglary.” ‘

“We don't think that, you chump,” sald
Nipper. ‘ But this might be an important
clue——

“It is an important clue,” said Handiorth.
“Buck up, Archie! We're waiting!”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I got lit._fmm
that voung blighter, Long,” said Archie.

“Teddy Long?” _ 4

“ Absolutely ! said Archie. I ran
across him in the Triangle, and pe offered
to sell me the coin for a quid.” b

“A quid?” said Nipper, with a whistle.
“He couldn’t have known its real worth!”

‘0] told him I wouldn’t buy it, but 1 lent
him ten bob,” continued Archie. "I rather
thonght that the coin wouldn’t be wvery
safe in his possession. Might sell it to a
passing tramp, or somcbody like that. 1
conid see that it was a gold coin—"

“That’s enough, Archie,” said Nipper.
“Where's Long? We'll make him explain
where he got it from. This looks hke being
important !’

And there
Teddy Long.

3

was an immediate search for

CHAPTER 6.
On the Trail!

“INDING Teddy Long
matter.

He was run to earth in the school

shop. He was looking rather puffy

and heavy. The last shilling of Archie's

into Mrs. Hake's

was a simple

tenn bob had just gone

till.

“We want you, Long,” said Nipper
grimly,

“Oh, 1 say, really!” protested Teddy. *1
can't come now—I'm busy.”

“KEver scen this before?” demanded
Nipper, thrusting the old coin under Teddy's
nose.

“N-no!” gasped Teddy, thoroughly
s«cared. “I—I've never seen it before.”

“You frightful whopper!” said Archie
indignantly. “I medn, what you've. just
said is a frightful whopper. Didn’t you

y offer to sell that coin to me?”
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gasped Teddy. “I've necver
I don't know anvthing about

“ Nover !
seon 1L before!

it I

“Grab him!" said Handforih . grimle.
“We'll bump Lim until he tells wus the
teath ™

“Hi! Letr me go!”™ howled Teddy, in
alarm. ‘“Help!”

“That coin wa3 stolen from Edgeniore
Castle last night,” said Handforth, scizing
Teddy Long by thoe shoulder. “You're not
the thief—you wouldn't have nerve enough
to take a saucerful of milk from a kitten
—but it's clear enough that vou know some-
thing about the burglary, Who gave rou

LA N ]

this coin, Long‘ -

“Nobody!" panted Teddr, thoroughls
scared, ' I—I found ic¢!™

“It's no good,” said Travers, shaking his

£s T -
head, We shall have to bump him, dear
old fellows.”

“I tell you T found it!” velled Teddv.
c * : - . - "

[n the triangle! It was lying in the gravel,
and I picked it uyp—""

He proceeded to explain exactly low he
had found the coin, The other juniors ro.
fused to bolieve him, and Teddy was bumped
severely. e continved to tell the samo

story, and he swasz bumped again. Iven
then he reiterated the same explanation.
“It must be true, then,” said Nipper, at

last, “We've bumped him for nothing!"”
“It'll do him good, anvway,” said IHand.
forth, "By George! What does it mean?

How can that coin have got to St. Frank's?
I'he thief didn't come to thoe school, did

ool

he ?
- "It's a puzzle,” said Nipper, frowning.
“I think I'd better take this to Mr. Leo at
once. And some of us had better scarch
the Triangle, in case there are some other
coins knocking about. It's mysterious.”
They went outside, and before they could
start any scarch thev were astonished to
see Inapector Jameson's car driving through
the main gateway. They all balted, star-
ing.
y “Jameson — here!” muitered Nipper.
"What's he come here for?"
“To look for that coin,
suggested Travers brilliantly,
The other fellows would have allowed tho

L

nevliaps,”

mspector to drive on—for it was evident
that die was going straight through DBig

Arcu towards the Ilead's hiouse: but IHand-
torth dashed up, and noarly got himself
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run over. The inspector, who was driving
himself, pulled up with a jerk.

“Didn’t you give me enough trouble this
morning, young man, without pestering meo

now?” he fumed. “How dare you stop
me ” e

“"Keep your hair on, sir,” sald Hand-
forth,

The inspector went red in the face with
anger. Considering that he was practically
bald-headed, Handforth’s remark was un-
fortunate.

“You—you impertinent young rascal——’

“We've got a clue, sir,” said Handforth.
“One of th¥se missing coins.”

The inspector started, and forgot
he was going to say.

“One of those missing coins!” he ejacu-
Jated, sitting bolt upright. “Let me sce!
Where did you find it?” '

He fairly trembled with inward excite-
ment. He had come to St. Frank’s on a
curious mission—to tell the headmaster that
one of his bovs was a thief. And he had
an idea that he would have some trouble
with Dr. Morrison Nicholls. But if he
counld produce evidence that some of the
missing property had actually been found
on the school premises, his interview would
be made all the easier.

“Perhaps von had better take charge of
this, inspector,” said Nipper. . “I meant to
give it to Mr. Lee. but as you are here i
. Certainly,” said Jameson, “Let me see.
Upon my word!”

He grabbed the eoin, and the
rathered round his car interestedly. -

“I azsume that somebedy in this school—
a eertain boy—attempted to sell. this coin?”
asked the inspector.

“Yon, ste.”

“And his name?” said Jameson sharply.

“Teddy Long, sir.”

The inspector’s jaw dropped.

“Long?” he said, fearing that his theory
was totterine. ‘““Nonsense! There must be

what

boys

some mistake ™
“Long found it in the Triangle, sir—in
this gravel,” explained Nipper. “He's

quite @ chumn. and he didn’t realise the
value of the thine. e hadn’t sense enough
to couneet it with the burglary at the

‘astle. We're jnst going to look throngh
the gravel. in ease there are some other
coins knockine about.” ;

“Oh!” said the inspector. “So it was
found in the gravel? Yes, you had bhetter
look et onee. T'll help you. This is most
important.”

He cased himself out of the car and
bustled about, pompous and eager. It was
quite evident to him that Stanley Waldo
had dropped that coin by aceident. 'The
net was drawing tighter|

O other coins were found, and after
‘ fen minutes of fruitless search,
Inspector Jameson got into his car

. agdin and drove straight towards
‘the Ilecad’s house, > TR

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“What's he going to see the. llcad
about?” asked Nipper thoughtfully. 1 |

“About that coin, I supposze,” said Tommy
Watson. . &

“But he was going to the Ilead beiore
he kunew anything about the coin,” Nipper
pointed out., *“*There’'s something rdmmy
about this, you chaps.”

“Never mind that old coin,” said Reggie
Pitt. “What about our football match?
Prewster and the other River llouse chaps
will be here soon, and we haven't even
changed. The game's due to gtart in about
twenty minutes,” '

“Yes, we'd better get the team together,”
<aid Nipper, looking round. "By the way.
where's Handy? He was here a couple of
minutes ago.” '

“le's gone,” Chureh,
voice,

“Gone? GCone where?”

“To Edgemore Castle,”

“What the dickens "

“He seized the opportunity,” explained
McClure, with & grin. *““While the inspector

said in a tired

s with the Head, Handy has dodged off to

the castle. He probably thinks he'll be
allowed to conduet his fatheaded investiga-
tion now. He wanted Church and me to
go, but we refused.”

“Didn’t you remind him of the game?”

“Of course we did,” said Church. “ But
vou don’t suppose he took any notice?”

“Where's Waldo?” asked Nipper erisply.
“We can't mess about like this., Anvbody
seen Waldo? I'm going to give him
Handy’s place as goalie.”

TANLEY WALDO could scarcely be-

S lieve his good fortune when he heard

the news. He was as keen as mustard,

of course; and he lost no time in dash-

ing indoors to change into his footer things,

He certainly had no inkling of the web

of circumstantial evidence that was heing
woven around him.

“This is awfully deeent of you, Nipper,”
ne said, when he came out. “I didn't ex-
pect to play to-day——"

“Nobody expected it,” said Nipper. “ But
Handforth has dodged away, and I've got
to playv a substitute. It’s a good chance for
von, Waldo.”

“Watch me take 1t!” said Walde en-
thusiastically.

When thev got ont to Little Side, they
found that Brewster & Co. had arrived.

“Aren’t we going to start this match?”
asked Hal Brewster, a. grin on his cheery,
open face. '"We've been wailting ages.”

“We're making a little change in our
teamn, Hal,” said Nipper. "“We're playing
Waldo instead of Handy.”

“My oniy hat!” ejaculated Ascott.

“Waldo!” said Kingswood, in digmay,
“Are vou pgoing to allow it, DBrewster?
Waldo 1s an awlul handftl 1 il

“1 don’t see how I can prevent it,” said
Ial Brewster, grinning. “Waldo's a
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THE ST. FRANK'S QUEST IONNAIRE

Here are twelve feslers for you, chums—quesiions which refer fo St Frank's

and 1is members. Give them (he **

once-over,’”

jot dowwn 1he answers {o those

which you know, and then compare them with the correct list which will be given,
logether with another set of questions, next weel.

1.—Who is the master of the Fourth Form? [ 10.—What is the name of the old porter at

2 —What is Lord Pippinton’s full
name?

3.—Who is the matron of the West Housa?
4.—What is the name of the farmer whoin

family

the St. Frank's fellows detest?
6.—Who are the occupants of Study G in
the Ancient House?
6.—What is the West House Junior

Common-room Telephone Number?

7.—Who is the Housemaster of the Ancient
House?

8.—Which Moor View Schoel girl is Reggie
Pitt's particular chum?

9.—What is the name of the Japanese boy
in the Fourth?

-

Bellton Station?

11.—What is the name of the dense wood near
St. Frank's?

12.—What is the name of the big reservoir
which supplies Bannington with water?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS

1. My, Robert Langton.
Montgomery Tregellis-West, 3. Joe Spence.
4., Bob Catchpole. 5. Mr. William Tapley.
6. Jerrold Dodd, Hubert Jarrow, and Churlie

2. Sir Lancelot

(Boomerang) Bangs T, Bannmington 77, B.
Mr. Bevevley Stokes. 9. Irene Manners. 10,
Poc. Sparrow. 11, Mrs. Riley. 12, Clive
Russzell,

Remove chap, and Nipper is perfectiy at
liberty to play him.”

The River House boys had vivid recollec-
tions of Stanley W aldo. He had been used
to spoof them up to their eves, and they still
owed one to St. Frank’s for that memorable
jape.

o What 5 the matter with Hnnda
asked (lynn, “Is he erocked ¥

“He's gone ‘rn Ldrfemme (Castle—to 1n-
vestigate tho burg]arn. grinned I\lppm
“He'll probably turn up soon after we've
started—after they've kicked him out of the
Castle—but it'll be too late then,”

Bryant, of the Tifth, had promised to
referece tho mateh, and lLe was already on
the field, blowing his whistle, The teams
trotted on, and thie toss was taken. Nipper
won, but it made very little diffcrence, for
tlie sun was hidden behind a bank of clouds
and there was 5carcel:. any wind,

Stanley Waldo, in goal. was aglow with
Liappiness. Ho had hoped that he murrht ret
a chance in a hig game, but ho had never
dm]amr*d that -lis chmma would come so
carly

A minute after the kick-off, Reggie TPirt,
on the right wing, received the lenthm from
the 8t. Frank's centre-half, and in a flash he
was away on onc of his eclebrated runs, He
streaked down the touch-line like lightning,
and he had no diffienlty in baffling the River
House back who tried to rob him,

His centre was Dbeantifully timed, and
Nipper trapped the ball, steadied himself,
m‘-d sent in a rasping sliot which had the

iver House goalie beaten all the way,

Slam !

rf(llﬂa'l!lii

anyway 7"

+ -

“Well kicked, Nipper!”

“0Oh, good man!”

It was an carly gaol, and the St. Trank's
footballors were in hlgh gnt)d humour. Tho
River House fellows were looking grim and
determined. This early reverse lmrl itho elfect
of bucking them up, They weren't tho kind
of footballers to lose heart because they wero
one goal down. Ruather the reverse. They
knew that it was up to them to play harder
than ever.

And within three minutes Waldo was given
[iis first serious test. Hal Brewster nnzngnl
to get away, and he made a run for it. Ilo
tricked Chureh, and then McClure came rush-
ing across, only to be beaten just as cdsily.

“Shoot, Hal!" velled the River Houso
fellows, who were standing round the ropes,

Hal Brewster shot. It was a glovious Liclc,
low, swift, and tricky.

Stanley Waldo fairly leapt out of tho goal.
mouth, his movements being bewilderingly
quick. He met the ball with the point of
his right toe, and it went soaring away into
midficld, accompanicd by a curious dull sound,
And when the leather ﬂtf}ppt"d it remained
on tho ground. There wasn’t an atom of
bounce in it. It fell like a wet saclk,

“(Great Scott!" said Nipper
burst the ball!”

“I don't wonder at it"" said Church, “I'va
never seen such a kick in all my natuval!
Even Handy couldn't put that force into 11"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“(xood old Waldo "

Another ball was procured and the gamo”
went on, The River House boys were play-
ing splendid football, and W aldo was Lested
{:&m and again. He proved to be a remark-

) goalkcepm He leapt into tho air like

“Waldo's
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Spring-Heeled Jack, and bis movements were
so rapid that Brewster & Co. felt that they
had a hopeless task 1n front of them.

Yet Ascott managed to score after twenty-
two minutes. Waldo was rather too much of
a stunt artist to make a steady footballer,
He kept the erowd immenscely amused, and he
did some remarkable things; but after the
River House fellows had grown
accustomed to his tricks, they had
his measure.

And while the game went on, :
Inspector Jameson was giving the
Head a bit of a shock!

il

CHAPTER 7.
The €losing of the Net!

LIBRARY

B

1. MORRISON
D NICHOLLS was a man [

who could not be easily |

put out of countenance. [—¥ }
He was generally calm, level- ¥ —
headed, and shrewd. Yet when 1 ‘

Tnspector Jameson told him that
he had come to St. Frank’s with

the main idea of arresting one of
the schoolboys, the Head was more " -
than startled. . _ Vi Ten

“You must be mistaken, in-
spector,” he said firmly., “The =
suggestion that one of my boys
can be econnected with “thal
burglary at Edgemore Castle is
quite uﬁﬁurd.”

“T wish I could agree with you,
sir, but 1 cannot,” said the in-
spector. “‘The evidence is very
conclusive. It is my duty to ques-
tion this boy—to get an account
of his movements.”

“I tell you the thing is quite 1
impossible!”” said Dr. Nicholls im-

atiently. ‘““At the time of tis ,._ff'

urglary, Inspector Jameson, all 2
the boys were in bed and asleep. '

OF SCHOOL STORIES

“That 1s neither here nor there, sir,” broke
i the inspector impatiently. *‘This boy is
Waldo’s son, and I know for a fact that he
has many of Waldo’s characteristics. Let
mie give you a few facts, sir,”

“But 1t 18 preposterous!” protested Dr.
Nicholls. “What possible reason could this
hoy have—even supposing that he does pos-

sess many of his father’s characteristics

—for burgling Edgemore Castle? He

is certainly in no need of money, and
il for him to jeopardise his whole career
in this echool——"

“The evidence that I discovered at

——
—

,ili'i:- Edremore Castle is so strong that 1

must, in the course of my duty, ques-

13

said Inspector Jameson

tion this boy,

You know perfectly well that no 2
St. Frank’s boys could be absent
in the middle of the night.”’
“This burglary could have been
committed between eleven p.m.
and midnight,” said the inspector.
“The whole household went to \
bed at ten p.m., and the crime
was mnot discovered until this
morning. You have a boy in your
school, Dr. Nicholls—a new boy—
who could easily have committed
that burglary.”
“Who 1s this remarkable boy ?”
“His name is Stanley Waldo,” said the
inspector, watching the Head cinsely.
“Waldo |” ejaculated Dr. Nicholls.

“Ah! You have overlooked him, no
doubt 7"’ _
“I am beginning to sec what you mean,

inspector,” said the Head quietly., “1 am
well aware shat Waldo's father had an un-
fortunate period in his life when he was an
cnemy of law and order, but Mr., Waldo is
now a respectable eitjzen——-"

L

firmly. “Let me assure yon, gir, that this is
not merely a suspicion on my part. The
evidence which points to this bey as the
guilty party is overwhelmingly conclusive.”

And then, to Dr, Nicholl’s consternation,
the inspector proceeded to give the facts. He
described how he had found the footprints
on the flower-bed, and the nitialled silver
pencil, and the ashes in the library grate.

“On the top of all this, T learn when I gt
to 8t. Frank's that an aneient ecoin has been
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found here,” concluded the inspectar. “ That
coin belongs to Lord Edgemore’s collection.
It was dropped within these grounds by some-
body presumably belonging te the school.
P amn sure you will realise, Dr., Nicholls, that
it 1s my duty to see this hoy and to question
him very closely.” '

“1 cannot believe 1t,”" said the
frowning. “It 18 too—-too outrageous. And
vet at the same time, inspector, I realise
that you are onlv doing your duty. Come!
We will look into this without any further
delay.”

There was a
Nicholls' tone.

“Before we find this boy, I should like 1o
have a look into his hed-room, if you don’t

marked difference in Dr.

Waldo [airly leapt out of the goalmouth ; his right
toe met the ball with terrific force, sending it soar-
And when the leather
dropped there wasn’t an atom of bounce in it.
‘“ Waldo’s burst

ng away into midfield.

*“ Great Scott !’* gasped Nipper.
the ball !’

mind,” said the inspector. “Da you think
that could be done without his knowledge *”
“Quite easily.”
The Head was looking worried and troubled
es he led Inspector Jameson to the Ancient

House. On the way he learned that Waldo
was on Little Side, plnyin[z in a football
match. The Head was relieved to know

this. There would be no chance of the baoy
interrupting them while they were examnming
the bed-room,

In the Ancient Heose, Ao Maleg |

LR S

Head.

 interviewed, and the famous schoclmaster-
deteetive looked grave when all ithe faets

had been placed before him.

“I have something to tell you, inspector,
that will no doubt strengthen your case,”
he said quietly. " Young Waldo was out
last night until after midnight.”

“\What 1 f_'_hja;["llllul ed the J"llﬁl:u}(:tt,:rt'
execitedly. “ Why, then the case against him
is stronger than cver, as you say.,”

“This 1s the first 1T have heard of this,
Mr. Lee,” said the Head sharply,

“1 did not think it necessary to bother you
with the matter,” replied Lee.  “ Walde gave
me a satisfactory explanation of his absence,
and I thought the matter was ended. And

even now [ am by ng means convinced that

this boy is responsible for that

burglary.’’
“But the evidence, sir—- »
“You may recall, Inspector

Jdameson, that a conviet escaped
« _ from the bhig prison some days
ago,” said Lee. " A man named
\Wilkes.”

“He has got clear away,” said
the inspector gruffly. ““All our
efforts to trace him were in vain,”

“Young Waldo telle me that
this man attacked him last night
at the old Priory ruins,”” said
Nelson Lee. “"He nnprisoned him
i a dungeon, and left him there.
That was why the boy failed to
kurn up at bedtime. 1t took him
several hours to escape from that
iiungeon.”

The inspector looked surprised
for a moment, and then he
laughed rather scornfully.

‘“A palpable attempt to provide
himselt with an alibi—and a very
weak attempt at that!” he said
scoffingly. - *“Surely you do not
believe that ridiculous story, My,
Lee? The boy was burgling Edge-
more Castle last night. He was
not imprisoned in any dungeon.
A preposterously thin story!”

“I don’t agree with you, in-
spector,”” said Nelson Lee.

“The boy prepared that yarn in
advance, realising that he micht
be called upon to explain  his
movements,”” said the inspectos.
“It was an attempt to provide
himself with an alibi—just to fool
the police. No, Mr. Lee; the
evidence is altogether too strong.”

“Let us go to his bed-rocom,”
shortly,

sald Lee

was a box of handkerchiefs on the dress-

ing-table. They were exactly similar te

the burned handkerchief that had been
found 1 the library graie at Fdgemore
(‘astle, and they cach bore Walde's initials
worked in preecisely the smme waey,

IN the bed-room, the flirst important find
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On the top of this came another startling
discovery. In a cupboard the inspector
pounced upon a pair of rubber-soled shoes.
LThey were muddy, and the solea wero ribbed.

“Look at these, sir!” ejaculated the in-
spector triumphantly,  “Can there be any
further doubt? I told vou about those foot-
prints, did I not? They were made with
these shoes! The ribbing, as vou see, is most
peeuliar.  Why, the case is absolutely com-
plete! Here. 1n this boy's bed-room, we find
these shoes!”

The Head looked grave.

“It iz certainly extraordinarily suspicious,”
he said. glancing at Nelson Lee.

“Waldo must explain why these shoes are
in his possession,” said Nelson Lee. “The
fact that they coincide with the footprints at
Edgemore Castle does not mnecessarily say
that Waldo himself was there.”

“How can you say that, Mr, Lee?” asked
the inspector, staring.

“I have dealt with many ecurious eases in
my time, Inspector Jameson,” replied Lee.
“However, I will make no further comment
at this stage, Let us go out and question
this bor at once.”

They made their wav to Little Side, and
Dr. Nicholls was looking very, very grave.
At first he had set Inspeetor Jameson down
as a muddling dunderhead; but now he was
changing his opinion, The fact that Stanley
Waldo had been out the previous night until
after midnight was exceedingly disturbing,

“Is Waldo on the field with these other
bovs “” asked the Head, as thev approached,

“Yes,” said Lee, nodding, '
ine gpoal.”

“We cannot wait until the game is over,”
said the inspector brusquely. “In fact, it
will bo all the better to interrupt the game
and to seize the boyv now—bofore he can have
a chance of escaping.. If he is anything like
his father, he will be a slippery customer.”

He walked straight on to the field, and the
referce, after a moment, blew his whistle.
Tho footballers came to a halt, staring at the
two masters and the uniformed inspector as
they crossed the turf.

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Reggie
Pitt. “What's all this?”

“Ieep back, boys,” said Nelson Lee, as
they crowded round. “The inspecter wishes
to have a few words with Waldo. We're
sorry to interrupt your game like this, but
vou will soon be able to carry on with it.”

“Is it scrious, sir?” asked Nipper
anxiously,

“IFairly so—but not quite so serious as the
_ inspector believes, I faney,” replied Lee.
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Jameson was looking steruly at Slanlay
Waldo, and ho had placed an authoritative
hand on the boy's shoulder.

“1 want a few words with you, my Iad,”
he said ominously, “You had better como
aside, I'd like these other boys to be kept
out of the way.”

“T'll see to them,” said Dr. Nicholls.

Waldo, calm and cool, looked at the in--
spector in a puzzled sort of way.

“What's it all about 7" he asked,

“I think you know what it's all about,”
replied the inspector. “ Where were you last
night between tho hours of ten p.m, and
midnight 7" .

“Most of the time I was bottled up in a
dungeon, under the Priory ruins,” replied
Waldo promptly.

“That same varn. eh
spector,
isn't 1t ¥"”

“It's the truth, sir.”

“Now, let's examine this,” said the in-
spector., “How were you trapped in tho
Priory ruins, in the first place ?"

“Some of the fellows got me to climb the
tower—for a bet, I think,” replied Waldo.
“Only don't sav anything about that. to the
masters, because betting isn't allowed hero.
Still, it doesn't matter, az I haven't men-
tioned any names. When I got to the top
of the tower I was knocked on the head by
Wilkes, the escaped convict -

“Wait a minute!” =aid the inspector
sharply. “How do you know that this man
was Wilkes?”

“I saw him just before he Lit me.”

““And after that®”

“I don't remember anvthing until I woko
up In the dungeon,” replied Waldy,  “ It
took me a long time to loosen one of tho
stones, but I did it at last, and escaped.”

“And you were there until after mid-
night 1"

Valdo hesitated.

“No,” he said at length. .

“Oh, vou weren't thero until after mid-
night 7 said the inspector. “ What timo did
yvou escape from this dungeon?” ho added,
in a tone which implied that ho did not
believe a word of the story.

“At about half-past ten, I think.”

“Half-past ten!” repeated the inspector
“And you didn’t get back to the school until
after midnight "

“That's right,” admitted Waldo.

“What were you doing between half-past
ten and midnight ?” demanded Jameson,
“The Priory ruins are only ten minutes' walle
from this school, I believe. If you escaped
at hall-past ten, why didu't you return homao

at once?"”

“Something detained me,” Waldo
quietly.

He remembered how he had helped Belty
Darlowe, of the Moor View School. She had
broken bounds in order to sce a “talkio " ab
the Bannington Palladium, She had fallen
from her bieycle and had hurt her ankle—

and Waldo had gallantly carrvied the girl
home, and had smuggled her in without any

(Continued ~on page 26.)

a1

?" grunted the in-
“That’'s what you told Mr. Leo,

gaid
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Handfartb underlakes lo answer, in bis own unique fashion, any question ** N.L.”

readers care lo submil o him.

But, although of a certainty the resulls will be

amusing and enlertaining, the Editor lakes no responsibility for their veracily.
H/fzte lo Handforth, clo the NELSON LEE LIBRARY, lo-day.

‘“ READER IN CHINA."—Thankee ﬂ-*l]y
muchee for your post-cardee. T'm muchee
pleasee’ to healee flom somebody living suchee
longee way flom homee, What do you think
of that for a good specimen of Chinese, eh?
I'mm going to write in English now. Yes, I
suppose Tom Burton and I are the best
swimmers at St. Frank’s. I’ve never troubled
to count how many prefecte there are in the
Hixth, A jolly sight too many—I deo know
that, however!

CHAS. DEAN (Slough)
best scrapper in the Remove.
that! Charles, 1 feel hurt,
know better.

“IRIS " (Cromer) would like to know how
many miles an hour I go in my Austin Seven,
'Nsssh! Let me whisper. I daren’t tell you
because Inspector Jameson might be reading
this issue of the Old Paper.

Y MOTQRIST " (Tottenham).—Sorry to
hear your *‘Lizzie ' is far-from being O.K.
Has shé been vaccinated, old man?

C. C. (Clapten).—*' Will you please tell me
how to make cokernut toffee ?”’ Sure, laddiel
Go to a sweet-shop and buy, say, a pound
of plain toffee. Take this home, melt it in
a saucepan, add a quantity of dessicated
cokernut (borrowed from your mater), let the
mixture harden—and there you are, Don’t
forget to send me a few pounds when you
ma.ke some, will you?

J. JOHNSON (East Ham).—“ I would like
to know how you start playing football 7
By kicking the football generally. If I learn
of another way I'll write and tell you. Yes,
1 will say sorry to Gore-Pearce the next time
I -dot him on the boko—sorry that I can’t hit
him - harder and more frequently.

A. PILCHER (Walthamstow).—Why
doesn’t a black hen lay a black egg?’ Ask
it! I'm not a chicken yet, you goose,
although Pve gometimes been ealled a duck!

asks who is the
Well, 1 like
You ought to

Crowell,

difficult word that’s troubling you?
‘tunately, McClure—the clumsy iathead '—had

/

B. M. (Southampton).—You've certainly
come to the right place for advice. What I
don’t know about spelling, pmnmmmtmn

grammar and other matters concerning our
lingo would fill a postage-stamp. Ask Mr.
No, on second thoughts' perhaps
Now what’s this long and

vou’d better not!
Unfor-

'‘upsét a bottle of ink over your letter, ob-
literating the word in question. I can’t spell
't from memory—ahem!—I mean, I can’t

remember it, but 1 do know that it is pro-
nounced as spelt. By the way, the best effect
is obtained by pronouncing it softly through
the left adenoid and right nosteil, It you
haven’t any adenoids—well, buy some!

J. ROBERTSON (Coventry).—I thought
I'd received a letter from Clarence Fellowe
when I first read your misstle—I mean, mis-
sive. Ie talks and writes in poetry, the silly
chump, just like you! What do you want
to know Ena’s age for? I’m not sure she’d
like vour face. An ryway, I don’t want a giddy
poet for my brother-in- Taw.

L. KESSEL (Pretoria, S.A.)—I'm sure
you're a cannibal. What else can you be
when you say: “You’re always threatening
to punch someone's nose, ‘l'ake my tip and
eut it out!” 1 do nothing of the suchwhich,
How can you make such a horrible sugges-
tion? I'm quite content with just punching
noses, thank you!

L. J. (Enfield).—‘T want to be a detective.
What kind of dog do you suggest I should
have to assist me in tracking down the
criminals ?’ e original, old man, and have
a Pekinese.

FRANK HILL (Tottenham) asks how to
play a .saxophone, With your mouth and
fingers, of course, You didn’t think you
might have fo work the keys with your [cef,
did you?

EDWARD OSWALD.
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(Continued from page 24.)

of the Moor View School authorities know-
ing., He realised that if he said anything
about that episode there would be an inguiry
at Detty's scﬂnﬁi, and she would get into hot
water, It might even mean her expulsion,

“Come!” said the inspector sharply.
“What were you doing between ten-thirty
and midnight ?” i

“I'm sorry, sir, but I can’'t sav,” replied
Waldo steadily,

“Youfcannot sav, eh? You weren't at
LEdgemore Castle, by any chance?”

“1 wasn't, sir.”

“Young man, you
with the
grimly,

“You think that T burgled the castle, don't
vou ?” asked Waldo, in a bitter voice., * Just
because my father was a crook at one time,
you fasten on me——"

“Just a minute,” broke in the inspector.
“Look at this pencil. Have you secn it
before 7

Ho thrust the silver pencil under Waldo’s
gaze,

"Yos, sie”

“Do you know who it belongs to?”

“It's mine,” said Waldo.

“Yours, eh?” broke 1in the Iinspector.
“This pencil was found under the librars

had better come out
full fruth!” said the inspector

BUY A
COPY
TO-DAY
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Mr. Platypus,

‘Meet Mr. Patypus—-

This weird-looking creature is not exactly half a Duck
I and half an animal, although he most certainly has a
Duck's beak—but that isn’t the only queer thing about
You can make his close acquaintance
in the NEW NATURE BOOK.
is full of wonderful photographs actually taken from life,
and there are also interesting articles by famous explorers
and naturalists, who tell you all about the lives and habits

of the Folk of the Wilds.

THE NEW NATURE BOOK

ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS AND BOOKSELLERS.
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window at Idgemore Castle. There ara
some rubber-soled shoes in your bed-room
cupboard—and the impression of those shoes
are on the flower bed under the library
window, too. How do you account for that,
yvoung man "

“Somebody got into my bed-room a fow
days ago and pinched those shoes, my pencil,
an exercise book, and one or two other odds
and ends,” replied Waldo promptly.

“Upon my word!” said the inspector.
“You are certainly quick, myx boy1”

“Why was this matter not reporfed to
me ?” put in Nelson Lee, looking at Waldo.

“T didn’t think it was worth while, sig,”
replied the new boy.

“In other words, there was no theft from
your bed-room at all, eh?” snapped the
inspector.

“There was, sir—and several of the fellowa
can verify my statement,” replied Waldo
steadily,

“I'm afraid I shall not be able to accept
their word,” said Jameson. “What's that
graze on your forcarm?" he added dramatic-
ally, pointing.

“I found it there after Wilkes had put mo
into that dungeon last night,” replied Waldo.
“Heo must have gashed my arm as ho was
dragging me down from the top of tho
tower,"”

“ Another thing,” went on the inspector.
“If those shoecs of yours were taken somo

This fascinating book
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nmghis back, how is it that T found them in
your bed-room cupboard 7”

“Cuttle, the school porter, brought them
to me this morning—or, at least, he brought
them indoors,” said Waldo. “He said he
found them in the wood-shed, and 1 knew
they were mine at once. I put them in the
cupboard, and thought no more about them.”

"It seems to me, inspector, that there is
urgent need for you to investigate this ease
more thoroughly,” said Nelson Lee. “I am
inclined to believe this boy. There is every
indication‘that he has been made the vietim
of a frame-up.”

“You think so, sir?” said the inspector
pompously. “Well, I don’t! I'm satishied
that I've traced the thief. He had better
make a full confession, and tell me where
tho loot is hidden.” _

Stanley Waldo smiled, and shook his head.

“J can't tell you that, inspector—I haven’i
seen the stuff,” he replied coolly., *“I'm
absolutely innocent of this charge—"

“Yowd better say no more!” broke in the
inspeetor, ‘I must warn you that if you do
say anything, it may be used in evidence
against you. It is my duty to place you
under arrest!”

CHAPTER 8.
Arrested!

6 ALDO'S arrested!”
‘N} “QOh, my hat!”
; “Good gad!”

There was an absolute sensa-
tion. The Junior footballers and numbers
of other schoolboys were crowding round,
asking questions, shouting, and they were
all flushed with excitement. Stanley Waldo
was being walked off by Inspector Jameson;
and although Waldo looked serene enough,
nothing could alter the fact that he was in
the grip of the law,

Dr. Nicholls was haggard with worry and
concern, and he and Nelson Lee were con-
ferring together—Lee grim, and the Head
agitated. _

“This is ean appalling affair, Mr. Lee,”
the Head was saying. “I was inclined to
set Jameson down as an ineflicient booby,
but his case iz so complete against this boy
that I am startled. This will mean a big
disgrace for the school, T am afraid. We
shiould never have permitted Waldo's son
to enter.”

“Jameson 1s quite a good man in the

ordinary way,” said Nelson Lee. “His
chief fault is that he quickly sees the
obvious, apd 1gnores the obscure, This

case against Waldo looks conclusive, but ]
am quite convinced, personally, that he i:
innocent.”

“What makes youn think that, Mr. Lee?”
asked the Head. “The boy himself ad-
mitted that he was ont until past midnight;
and he refused to say where he was between
ten-thirty and twelve. The hurglary took
place at that time, and there is the evidence

|
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of the shoes and the silver pencil and he
tandkerchief "

“That evidence may satisfy Inspector
Jameson, but it does not satisfy ine,” re-
plied Lee, breaking in. “Don’t worry about
this, Dr. Nicholls, That boy will soon be

clearcd of this charge, or I am very mmuch
mistaken,”
NSPECTOR JAMESON looked at his
I young prisoner with a suspicious eye.-
“You'd better not try any tricks

with me, young man!” he said sternly.

- “Tricks, inspector?"” asked Waldo, in an
innocent voiee.

“Yes,
officer,
as
tation of being a young Hercules. Bus
you're my prisoncer, and you'd better not
make any attempts to escape. Get into ihis
car.”

“"Thanks awlully, inspector,” said Waldo.
“Are we going for a ride?”

Jameson made no reply. He saw Waldo
into his ecar, and then he entered himszell
and sat at the driving wheel. Although his
prisoner was only a schoolboy, he was feel-
ing decidedly ill at ecase. He would not
be content until Waldo was in one of the
cells at Bannington Police Station.

Apart from this worry, the inspector was
hghly gratified. He had conducted this
investigation in a masterly way, and he had
already nabbed the thief. The next move
would be to.get the bhoy to confess, and to
reveal the hiding-place of the booty.

Waldo seemed in no way reared by this
dramatic development. He had realised, of
course, that this was Sam Wilkes' revenee,
The escaped conviet had told himm that he
would “get him"—and this was Wilkes'
wWay. : '
P.-c. Sparrow, the village constable, hova
into sight near the bridge just before Bellton
was reached. The inspector stopped his car,
and ordered Sparrow to get in, The village
constable looked rather flustered.

“Don’t ask questions, Sparrow—do as vou
are told,” said the inspector enrtly. “Koop
your eye on this boy—in fact, keep oo

the
“1 know that you are as slippery
your father, and that you've got the repu-

tricks ! repeated police
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hand on him., Whatever you do, see thar
Lie does not escape.”

“It wasn't 'im, was. it, sir?” asked the
constable, staring, “Not 'im who burgled
the Castle "

The inspector did nol reply. Sparrow
climbed in, and clutched at Waldo's arm.
The schoolboy grinned.

“Hadn't you better handcuff me, while
vou're about 1t?" he asked coolly. “1It's
always safer to handcuff desperate char-
acters.”

The car drove on, and glided past the
White Harp Inn. And although Waldo had
scemed quite at case just before then, he
was perfectly serene afterwards.

Yor he had spotted something as that
disreputable inn had been passed, He had
seent a dim, shadowy face behind the curtain
of an upper window. The owner of that
face probably believed that he was safe from
heing spoited by anybody in the road; but
Waldo's remarkably keen eyesight had not
failed to recognise—Sam Wilkes!

£ HEY'VE got him, Jim!”
Mr. Wilkes.
In that upper room of the White

Harp, two men were standing near
the window. Sam Wilkes was flushed with
evil triumph. Ilis associate, Jim WNewton,
was not looking quite so satisfied. '

“We ought to 'ave bin away before this,
Sam,” he said. ‘“It's madness, rtavin' here
to-day.”

“It would have bin madness to go,” re-
torted Wilkes bluntly. “We don’t want
suspicion directed ag’inst us, do we? They've
@ot the boy now—an’ the case ag'inst 'im
iz so strong that they won't look for anybody
elsa. So we can slip quietly away, an’
there'll be mnobody to stop us.” |

“P'r'aps you're right,” admitted Newton.
“You'ro & clever chap, Sam.”

“I've got that infernal kid!” muttered
Sam viciously.
I’ll mean disgrace for his father.
say that revenge is sweet,
thunder, so it 1s1”

Mr. Newton chuckled.

“You ecan ’ave your revenge, and enjoy
it @s much as you like,” he said, “"but U'm
thinkin' about that stuff you lifted from
the Castle. Do vou reckon we shall be able
to pet rid o' those emeralds?”

“Leave it to me,” replied Mr. Wilkes.
“I know the very man who'll take them.
But the less you speak about that subject,
Jim, the better. Porlock is easy-going—he
" doesn’t ask too many questions—but 1

eloated

They
Jim, and by

wouldn't trust 'im an inch. The sooner
we're out o' this place, the better.”
HE news of Stanley Waldo’s arrest

I spread like lightning. And it was
only natumal, perhaps, that the girls

of the Moor Yiew School should get

to hear of it within a very few minutes, As
it happened, Irene Manners and some of
her friends were passing St. ¥rank's very

“This will mean his ruin.®

-
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soon after Inspector Jameson's oar had
gone, It was a half-holiday for tho girls,
as well as for the boys. They looked inio
the Triangle as they paused in the big gate-
way, And they found the Triangle swarm-
ing with excited juniors, who were standing
about in groups and talking animatedly.

“Something seems (o be on,” remarked
Doris Berkeley. ;

The other girls were Marjorie Temple,
Irene Manners, Mary - Summers, Winniae
Pitt, Phyllis Palmer, and Betty Barlowe.
These two latter girls had ehummed up, and
were insepamhle companions,

“Hallo!" came a sudden shout. “Look
who's here, you chaps!”

There was a rush for the pates, and a
number of the junior boys came swarming
round the schooleirls. Idward Oswald was
prominent, He had just got back fromn
the Castle, having heard that Inapector
Jameson had picked up a hot trail which
had taken him to St. Frank’s. Handforth
had since learned of Waldo's dramalic
arrest, and the leader of Study D was bub-
bling with indignation and excitement,

“Have you heard, girls?” he asked
breathlessly,
“IHeard what?” said Irenc. “What's
happened ?"
“They've arrested that new  chap,
Waldo !~

“Arrvested him?” said Doris. *“Bal what-
ever for?”

“Inspector Jameson reckona  that
burgled Edgemore Castle last night,” said

Handforth, “I've never heard such rot!"

“I'm not sure about it beinz rot,"” said
Bray, of the Fourth. *Waldo was out last
night, and we all know that he's the son of
an ex-crook. I'll bet he did 1t !"”

Betty Barlowe was looking startled. In-
deed, she had gone quite pale. Nipper
noticed her agitation, and looked at her
curiously.

“Aren’t wvou feeling well?” he asked.
noticing that one of her ankles was much
bandaged, and that she was not only lean-
mgilﬂn Phyllis’ arm, but using a stick as
well.

“It’s absurd!” said Betty huskily., * Walds
couldn’t have burgled the Castle!”

“That's right!” said Mary excitedly.

“What time does Inspector Jameson sav
that-the Clastle was burgled?” asked Belty,
before any of the surprized boys could sav
anything,

“Between eleven and twelve, he reckons,
replied Nipper.

Bettyr caught in her breath. She remem-
bered how Waldo had assisted lLer homa,
after her cyeling accident. She had fainted,
aend Waldo had helped her; and they had
not got to the Moor View School unlil
nearly midnight.

Waldo had made her promise that sha
would say nothing about that littla episodo;
but it had been necessary, of course, to tell
Irene and the other giris. And if the girls

ho

e
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2 1 Hang
Waldo.

could be told, so could these boys. She fel:
that she would not be breaking her word.

“Waldo couldn’t have burgled the Castle
last night between eleven and twelve,” she
:said quietly. "“He was with me at that
time.”

“With you!” went up a general shout.

s & o

The fellows looked at Betty in amaze-
ment. '

“But how could he have been with you?”
asked Handforth. “l mean You
weren’t breaking bounds, too, were you?”

“Yes, I was,” said Betty. “These other
girls can tell you. We weren’t going to say
anything; but if Waldo has been arrested,
we've got to do something.”

She explained how she had gone to the
pictures, how her machine bad run away with
her after the brake had failed, and how Waldo
had saved her. The boys listened with grow-
ing excitement, |

“This is jolly important!” said Handforth,
at length. “We’d better rush to Banning-
ton and tell Inspector Jameson-———"

“Wait a minute!” said Nipper. “ When
was it, Miss Detty,
you "’

“I suppose it must have been nearly a
gquarter to eleven,” replied Betty.
.leav,r; Bannington unti}:j much before half-past
ten, ™

“Then T'm afraid that your evidence will
do more harm than good,” said Nipper.

“Oh, but why ?” :

“Because this accident of yours happened
replied:
“And-the inspector will assume that,
‘\Waldo had just finished his burglary when he'

¢omparatively near to the Castle,”
‘Wipper.

that Waldo first saw.

“1 didn’t

| spector,

you ! ’’ snarled Wilkes, and he picked up a chair with the intention of hurling h at
But before he eould even raise it from the floor Nipper and Handforth came charging in,
and the man was overwhelmed. -

happened to meet you. e was on bis way
back from the Castle; you see? There’s really
nothing to prove that he wasn’t.”

But Betty shook her head.

“Nobody would burgle a house as early
as that,” she insisted. * Besides, Waldo had
only just escaped from an old dungeon at the
Priory, He couldn’t have committed that
burglary! T'mn zoimg to see - Inspector
Jameson !”’

She turned quickly to Harry Gresham, who
was standing close by wilh his bicycle.

“Will you lend me your bike 7" she asked
cagerly,

“ Betty !” protested Irene,
bad, and besides, you can't
bike !’

“This is no time for hesitating I’ replied
Bett’;;r. “If this boy will lend me his machine

“I's
promptly.

Betty wasted no time. She jumped into
the saddle, and pedalled off before anybody
could stop her. She hardly noticed her
sprained ankle. And as she was wearing a
short-skirted gym. dress, it was easy for her
io ride a boy’s bicycle.

She got to Bannington 1n record time,

“Your ankle s
ride a boy’s

yours!”  interrupted Gresbham

ﬂﬂ{}

she almost fell off the machine outside the
police station, She hobbled up the steps, and
| ran 1nto Inspector Jameson just 1n the

entrance,

“Steady, young lady—steady I” said the in-
“Upon my word! You must bhave
been riding hard! What on earth——"

“You've made a mistake, inspeetor!”
panted - Betty. “You've' arrested Waldo,

Ay

haven't you?
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“Ilo’s in one of the cells,” said the inspec-
tor grimly. “And you mustn’t come here
telling moe that I've made a mistake, missie,
You're too excited o

“Oh, but yvou have!” insisted the gizl.
“Will you let me see Waldo, please?”

“(Certginly not!”

“Oh, but, please,” urged Betty, “I can
tell wvou something about him—something
very important! But he made me promise
to keep it to myself, and I've got to get
him to release me from that promise!
must see him, inspector! I 1ell you it's
terribly important!” :

The inspector frowned; he stood there,
biting his lip, He was rather umpressed by
the schoolgirl’s earnestness,

“Yery well,” he said, at length.

He led the way down a stone-floored pas- |
sage, where the walls were drabbly distem-
pered. Halting outside the door of a ccll,
the inspector turned a keyv in the lock and/
flung open the door,

“Wait a minute !” he said as Detty tried
to enter. “I'll speak to the boy first——
Wh:,:, good heavens! What in the name of

¥

The inspector broke off, aghast. The cell
was emptyl

CHAPTER 9.
Waldo Springs a Surprise!
IZ\'SPECTOR JAMESON was siaggered.

“He's gone!” he shouted Loarsely.
“The bov's gone!”
“Oh, I'm glad|” breathed Detty,

“(Confound it !"* roared the inspector. “Hi!
Beckett! Come here, Beckett! Where's Ser-
geant Cooper?  That infernal boy has
escaped !”

He dashed into the eell and gazed blankly
at the little window. The iron bars were not
onlv bent, but broken. The voung prisoncr
liad evidently forced them apart, and had
squeezed his way to frecdom,

. “What's wrong, sir?” gasped a flustered-
looking sergeant as he appeared.

“What's wrong !” bellowed the inspector,
“That boy has escaped! That's what's
wiong L

“Iiscaped!” repeated the sergeant, as
though dazed. “But it isn't possible, sic!"”

“Don’t stand there gaping!” fumed the
inspector, “What do you mean, it isn't pos-
sible ? Look at this window! 1 tell you, he's
rono! He's as slippery as his confounded
father! And as strong, too, by the look of it!
1 knew we should have trouble with that
bor, And this proves, bevond question, that
he's guily!”

“Oh, but it doesn’t prove it!” cried Betty
indignantly. “How can you say such a thing,
inspector ? He may have escaped because he
knows he 1s innocent o

“Young lady, I haven't time to bother
with you mnow!” said the inspector, forcing
Limself to become somewhat digoified. 1
shall be pglad if you will leave these

premises,”

And DBetty went, her heart heatmﬂz
rapidly, her eyes glowing. She hoped with
all her heart that Stanley Waldo would get
clear away. _

“I'm glad that girl's gone—and I'm glad
she came, too,” said the inspector breath-
lessly. “The boy's eseape might not have
been discovered for another hour otherwise,
Now we can hunt for him without delay.
He can't have gone far.”

“Better 'phone the station, sir, hadn't I%"
asked the sergeant.

“Yes., He'll probably try to pget a train
for London,” replied the inspector, nodding,
“We shall have to have the roads watehied,

COMING NEXT WEEK!

:

A

et b -

too—particulariv the main London road, 1U's
ten to one he'll have the loot on him,"

It was soon found that Walde had shipped
out of the cell into an enclosed vard at the
rear of the police station. He must have
climbed a high wall here, and got over into
the back premises of a furmiture dealer.
Nobody hLad seen him leaving, however, and
there was no trace of him!

surprise of her life when, eycling
home, she overtook Waldo on tho
road.

She could hardly believe her cyves at first,
There he was, striding along quite openly
and sercnely, She gave such an ejaculation
of surprise that Waldo turned, and he was
just in time {o seo her jumping from tho
machine,

: ME;\N’WHILE, Betty Barlowe Lad tho
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“Why, hallo, Miss Betiy ! be
gladly. “Jolly glad to sce yuu again !
ankle’'s a good bit better, eh?
idea of rrdmb a boy’s bike,
% 0h,
the girI

THE LEE

exclaimed
The
W hat’s the
though 7"
don’t bother about t}mt i etc]almmi
“What are you doing here, Waldo?

Here—on the open road!  You might be
scen, and the police will-——-"

“T'm not worrying about the police,”
laughed Waldo. “As a maiter of fact, I've
just ' escaped  fromm Bannington  Police
Station,”

“1 know!” said the wirl,
2 Oh, you know ?"
there "was really

open-eyed.
erinned Waldo,

: “Well,
nothing in it

Thase bars

AN AT AL AN

“ IN ANOTHER’S NAME!”
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

Bernard Forrest back at St. Frank’s !

Although the one-time leader of the
** smart set ’’ at St. Frank’s was expelled
some time ago, he reappears there in
next week’s story, masquerading under
another name. But his scheme to get
back to St. Frank’s is soon exposed. This
masquerade, however, is only the begin-
ning of a cunning plot—a plot which once
more gets him admitted to the school.
This fine yarn of thrilling schoolboy
adventure will hold you spellbound !
Don’t miss it, whatever you do.

* THE ISLAND
CASTAWAYS!”

By ARTHUR S. HARDY.

Also, there is another rousing instal-
ment of this splendid serial of adventure
in the South Sea Islands, and, of course,
many other popular and amusing features.

ORDER IN ADVANCE!

were more rust than metal. You would have
laughed if you could have seen me. T walked
straight out, and even went past the police
stafion, but nobody spotied me.”

“Why did you escape?’ asked DBetty
anxiously, “‘They’)l only get vou again!”

“But by the time thev get me [ shall have
got the rveal thief,” said Waldo coolly, “ And
then thewr case against me will eollapsc,
Suvvy B _

The real thief?” breathed
you know who he 1s, then?”
“I've got him mr‘r‘lj taped,” replied f]u

remarkable whc}olhnv

“T want you to ret tcase me from that pro
mnu I made you,” urged Betty. “1 want
to “tell yoir  headiaster that you conldn’t
have burgled the Castle between eleven and
twoelve last night, Yon were with me-———"

“Sorry, cld gitl, but ] can’t release you

Betty. Do
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, from that promise,”

t chuekled, ©

| new arrival,
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saild Waldo smoothly,
“In any case, there’s no need. Within an
hnu}; the thief will be collared. Leave it to
me. v

“1t’s dreadful !” said Betty indignantly.
“1 mean, the way Inspector Jameson blun-
dered and arrested you! He ought to be dis-
missed from the IFForce!”
Waldo laughed.
“Don’t be too hard on the inspector,” he
“He was only doing his duty, and,
after all, the evidence was strong against me.
[t was a frame-up, of course, but the inspec-
tor didn’t twig that.”

“I can't understand how you can be :o
cool,” said Betty, looking at him with wide-
open eyes. “And I can't understand what
vou're going to do, either.”

“You'll soon know,” laughed the new boy.

| “Please, Miss Betty, go quietly back to your

school and leave this thing to me. Here's a
promise! If I haven’t nabbed the real thief
within an hour, I'll let you tell my head-
master anything you like.’

And Betty, bewildered and mystified, had

to be content with that.

HE Junior Common-room, in the

. Anecient House, was filled with ex-

cited juniors when Stanley Waldo
walked 1n.

[t was nearly tea-time, but nobody was

| thinking of tea. Handforth was holding

forth in a loud voice,
Remove should rise up and do something
drastic. Quite a number of other fellows
were convinced that Waldo was the thief,
and that St. Frank’s was well rid of bhim.

And in the middle of all this, in walked

demanding that the

' Waldo himself !

“Sorry to disturb
fellows, but T rather
Waldo.

Everybody heard his voice, and therc was
o sort of stunnced silence for a few svconds.
The. boys turned round and stared at the
There was a breathless pause.
Then pandemonium broke out.

t’s Waldo ! _

“UGreat Scott! He's come back!”

“Good old Waldo!”

I-l-fl k}lu 1?"

“We don’t want burglars at St

Somebody started hissing,
the other fellows took it up. At the same
time, there was some cheering, too.

“Can't you fatheads keep quiet’” roared

Nipper, glaring round. “Waldo's very
presence here proves that he must be inno-

the conference,

yYou
need yous help,”

::!Iif]

. Frank’s1”
and a few of

cent, The police wonldn't have let him go
0o quickly otherwise!”

"By George! That's true!” yelled Hand-
forth, " (Good for you, Waldo! How did
you manage it?” '

“Well, to tell you the truth, 1 esecaped,”

-ald Waldo.

- There was another sensation.
“Yon—what?” gasped Nipper.
“T was very paughty, and 1 broke some

of the iron bars of my cell,” explained
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Waldo. “y didn't like the place wvery
much,” : ‘]
“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glen-
thorne. “I mean, you ‘didn't like it,
what? I shouldn’t say you did, old tulip!™
“No; the cell wasn't comfortably fur-

nished at all,” said Waldo, “There was
only a bare sort of bench, and it was stuffy,
too. I couldn’t stick that, so I walked
out.”

“My only sainted aunt!” '

“IIe's trying to pull our legs, the silly
ass!”

“Look here, Waldo!” said Nipper, grab-
bing his arm. “We know that your patec
was famous for his stunts—before he became
a Peril LExpert—but we didn'c think that
"vou would adopt the same tactics.”

- “My father still does plenty of stunts, you
know,"” said Waldo calmly.

“Never mind that!” said Nipper. *Did
voi reallv break out of the Bannington
Police Station?”

“Yes, of course

“Then you must have been mad to com:
back here!” said Handforth excitedly.

“(Clean off his rocker!” declared Gresham.
“He can't rely upon all the chaps to keep
the seeret, and it'll be spread over the
place in no time.”

“You'd better bolt, mi.; son !V said IJland-
e

T”

forth., “If you don't, the police will have
vou—"

“] don't mecan to bolt,” interrupted
Waldo. “I didn't burgle Edgemore Castle

1]‘]

last night—but I happen to know who did

He remembered that evil, gloating face
he had seen behind the curtain at that
upper window of the White Harp. And he
had known, in that sccond, that Sam Wilkes
was the schemer. Wilkes was at the White

Harp still—waiting there, probably until
evening. The rascal had given himself
awav—without in the least being aware of
the fact, )

-~ “Pyv CGeorge!” said Handforth, staring
at Waldo. ““You say that you know who
burgled the Castle?” i

1 lrpg',}

“Who was it?"” :

“That escaped conviet—Wilkes,” replied
Waldo. “He was convicted upon evidence
tihas my father provided, and the brute has
done this for revenge—and, at the same
time, he's made a good haul for himself.
Qiiite a clever little scheme—io peot
arrested for the burglary, and so leave him-
self safe from the police hunt, 1 dare say
he thought it would work like a dream
Sort of combining business with pleasure.”

“NYou're a cool customer, Waldo,” said
Nipper admiringly.

L

“Well, T think I did the right thing in
coming back here,” said Waldo. “You
arg the fellows who can help me. If we

can han:;l over the weal thief to the police,
the police: won’t want me. That's clear
enough, 1sn't 1t ?”

Ima.
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“Yes, rather!” said Handforth., *“Bu}
where is this chap, Wilkes? He may be
hundreds of miles away by now——"

“But he's not,” interrupted Waldo, "IHo's
at the White Harp!”

“Great Scott!”

“How do you know?”

“I spotted him at one of the upper win-
dows as the inspector was giving me that
nice little ride in his motor-car,” explained
Waldo. “There’s not one cliance iIn a
thousand that Wilkes has gone yet. 1It's
almost certain that he'll wait until darkness,
because he’ll be afraid to show himself in
the daylight in spite of the beard that he
has grown.”

“But what can we do?” asked Nipper.
“Wouldn’t it have been better, Waldo, if
vou had told Inspector Jameson about the
man? Then the police could have gone to
the White Harp and arrested him.”

“I thought of that,” said Waldo, *“but
after thinking it over for about ten and a
half seconds, I turned it down. Somehow,
I don’t trust the police—not these police,
anyhow. While they were. questioning old
Porlock, Wilkes would get the tip and make
a bolt for it. I don’t want to be arrested
again, so the only way is to make certain
of the job. And the Remove can do it
thoroughly—if it likes.”

“The Remove?"” went up a gencral shout.

“Yes,” said Waldo. “There are two men
at the White Harp, and I dare sav they
were both mixed up in that burglary. One
of them 13 a fellow named Newton.”

“By gad!” muttered Claude Gore-Pearce.

“A pal of yours, isn't he?” went on
Waldo smoothly. * Awfully sorry, Core-
Pearce, but &

“You silly fool!” snapped C(ore-Pearce.
“You can't kid me with all this rot! It
was you who burgled the Castle——"

He was shouted down, and Nipper looked
hard at Waldo.

“What cexactly do you want us to do
he asked pointedly. :

“I want vou to help me to raid the White
Harp,” replied Waldo.

—_— = —

CHAPTER 10,
All Serena!

6é Y onlv sainted aunt!”
“Great Scott!”
“Draw it mild, Waldo!'"”

If the Common-room had been

G

excited before, it was now seething, Waldo's

suggestion that the White Harp should be
raided—by the Remove—was received with
incredulity and amazement.

“It ought to be easy.” said Waldo. “ Thera
are plenty of us, and we can get the whole
thing over in about five minutes. And by
then we shall have Wilkes and Newton—and
the loot, too, probably.”

“It's a great idea!” said Handiorih en-
thusiastically: “As a matier of fact, I was
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going to suggest something of the same sort
mysel "

“*Ha, ha, bhal*

“The idea came to me suddenly roared
Handforth, glaring round. * But, as it al-
ways happens, Waldo put the 1deca into
words before I did.”

“You'll do, IHandy!” chuckled Nipper.
“But I'm not so sure about this raid,” he
added, becoming dubious. “We haven't the
slightest authority for such a thing, Waldo.”

Young Waldo grinned.

“Does the Remove always need authority
for what it does?” he asked dryly.

“*Well, no,” admitted Nipper.

“We are only irresponsible schoolboys,
after all,” said Waldo, his eyes twinkling.
“We're not supposed to think before we
act, are we? And what I want to make
plain is that the end will justify the means
—and so we shall not even be hauled over
the coals for the raid. It will be entirely
out of arder, naturally, but 1§ a trifle like
that goimg to stop us?”

“What if those men aren’t there?” asked
Fullwood. “We should be in an ewful mess
then, shouldn’'t we? The White Harp 13
strictly out of bounds, and the Head would
ret to know all about the affair——"

“But I don’t think he would blame us
munch—when we gave him all the details,”
satd Nipper. “I'm in favour of helping
Waldo. If we succeed in this thing, we
shall clear him from all suspicion and he’ll
prove his innocence.”

“Well said, dear fellow,” nodded Vivian
Travers. “1'm all for it. And the sooner
we get down to the raid, the better, While
we're wasting time here, gassing, the police
might be on their way. And I'm sure we
don’t want the police bothering ebout while
we're on this raid.”

“I suppose it wouldn’t be any good asking
old Porlock to hand the two men over?”
suggested Tommy Watson.

“Great Scott, no!” said Handforth. "“It’s
ten to one that Porlock is hand-in-glove with
them, He’d only give them the tip to
bunk.”

“I don’t think Porlock is as bad as all
that,” said Nipper. “ He probably doesn’t
know who Wilkes really is—and he thinks
it better not to make any close inquiries.
No; the only thing is to make a surprise
rald, and to take those two men by storm!”

“ Absolutely !” declared Archie. “What
about it. laddies?  Supposing we stagger
forth and get busy on this bright scheme?”

TANLEY WALDO was gratified by the
eager willingness of the bulk of ihe
Removites to help him. His frankness,
and his fearless return to St. Frank’s,

had convinced them that he was as true as
a die. And they were keen, too, to show
proof of their faith by giving him some
concrete help,

And what could be better than to capture
the real thief? In this way, Waldo's inno-
once would be established for all to know.
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It was rather a gnm:l thing that it was rhe
tea-hour, for hardly anybody was in the
Triangle when the Removites began stream-
ing out. They made some pretence of up-

pearing careless and unhurried, but it was

more or less a farce. 'They came along in
little groups, some going out through the

main gateway, others taking to the playing-
fields, so that they could reach the lanc by
way of the meadows. The idea was to collect
farther down the lane, and then make a
sudden rush when they got near the White
Harp, surround the place, and swarm 1n.

IPortunately, there were no prefects about,
and the juniors were not stopped or ques-
tioned, And although Waldo walked boldly
through the ‘I'riangle, nobody scemed to
notice him; not even a prefect or a master.
His audacious return, because of its audacity,
was successful,

However, Gore-Pearce saw no reason why
he should take part in this raid, and he saw
no reason, either, why he should keep mum,
He consequently lost no time in chatting
with a group of Fourth-Formers; and the
Fourth-Formers were pounced upon by Mr.
Horace Pyeraft, their own Form-masier.
And after that, naturally, it only took AMlr,
Pycraft about thirty seconds to dash to the
nearcst telephone and to get into communi-
cation with Inspector Jameson, in Banning-
ton. Things were certainly moving rapidly !

stastically, -

He was determined to be in the
thick of the main excitement. Half
fthe juniors were detailed to remain outside
the disreputable inn—to form a complete
cordon round the premises, in case Sam
Wilkes made a dash for hberty. But Hand-
forth was not content with this; he wanted
to be one of the actual raiders.

The White Harp had been reached, and
there was now a quick rush. Juniors went
running round to take up their positions,
Others piled in through the main doorway.
Still more crowded into the tap-room and
the bar-parlour. The whole thing was done
with precision and speed. -

Waldo and Nipper and Handforth were
among the first to get in, and they found
themselves confronted by the bulky figure
of Mr. Jonas Porlock, the landlord. He was
amazed and startled and furious,

“Hoerve, steadv, young gents!”  he
protested. “ What's all this? What do you
'think you’re doing?”

“Sorry to force our way in like this, Mr.
Porlock, but you have two men here—and we
want them,” said Nipper. “A fellow named
Newton——"

“It's like your blamed nerve
Porlock ' savagely. ‘“Mr, Newton is a guest
of mine, and so is his friend. They can’t be

disturbed now.”
asked Nipper

“They’re here,
“T'm not going to have you.kids playing

“COME on !” roared Handforth enthu-

ing

ghouted

then 7"

quickly.
any games!’ roared the landlord. *'Thoso
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W0 gents
room——-""

are upstairs in their private

“Thal's good cnough!” shouted Waldo.
f‘I.T?sjiau's, you fellows! WWe'll soon have
em ! : ;

* Hurrah!”

“Hil"” gasped Porlock. *Come down them
stairs!  Of all the—"

Nobody waited to listen to him. Waldo
was the first up the stairs, and he did not
fail to notice the opening of a door on the
first landing., It C%{l&'{.‘d again at once, and
thero came the sounds of startled
from the other side.

Waldo took the door on the run—with
his shoulder. It was locked, but such was
thie forco of the schoolboy’s charge that the
flimsy catch was shattered to atoms. The
door flew open, and Waldo went shooting
in.

Two men were just on tho point of climb-
ing through one of the windows.

“INo good getting out that way, AMlr.*
Wilkes,” said Waldo coolly, *“ There are
plenty of our chaps outside, and they'll only
pounce on you!”

The trapped men turned from the window,
their faces expressive of fury and alarm,
Sam Wilkes, significantly enough. waz grasp-
ing - disreputable-looking suitease.

“Hang wyou!” snarled Wilkes, glaring at
Waldo. “I thought the police had got vou?,
I've settled vour hash———"

“Think ¢” laughed Waldo. “We all

Wilkes."

50 ?
make these little mistakes, Mr.

The man picked up a chair, evidently in-
tending to hurl it at the schoolboy's head.
Dut before he could even raise it from tho
floor, Handforth and Nipper and Travers
and the others came charging in,

Wilkes and Newton were simply over-
whelmed. They stood no chance whatever.
The Removites swarmed over them, bowled
them over, sat on them, and held them
down,

“Good work !” said Waldo briskly, * Now
we'll have a look in this suitcase.”

He tore it open, swiftly went through the
odds and ends of clothing, and pounce uFun
n battered old cigarette tin—one that had
originally contained a hundred cigarcttes,

“Here wo arc!” said Waldo contentedly.

Tho ecigarctto tin contained a thick bundle
of currency notes—and a gleaming, glittering
string of cmeralds. Thero wasn't any need
to look for the old coins—they were probably
packed away somewhere elso in tho smtcase.

“By Jove! This raid idea was a good one
of yours, Waldo!” said INNipper approvingly.
“There's the loot, and we've got the erooks.
I don't think we shall be dropped on for
making this raid !

“What are we going to do with thesc
rotters 7"’ asked Handforth, who was sitting
on Mr. Wilkes’ chest,

volces

“Better drag them outside,” said Waldo. |

“T think T can hear a motor-car—and voices.
It wouldn't surprise me in the least to find
that the liece have arrived. I'or once,
they'ro going to be useful.”

It was true. A big car had just pulled up
in the road. Two cars. in fact, and polico
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weroe  swarming out of them. Inspector
Jameson, hot and flustered, was accom-
panied by Mr. Nelson Lee—who, as it hap
pened, had been in the Bannington police-
station” at the time of the tclephono call
from DMr, Pycraft. Nelson Lee had gone
expressly to Bannington to have a friendly
chat with the inspector.

“'Evening, inspector,” said Waldo, as ho
camo out of the inn., *“Sorry I had to leave
so hurriedly "

“You young scamp!” panted the inspector.
“Sergeant, seize that boy! Of all the un-
I]‘llllﬁdt?d young——"' : '

“Don't say it, inspector,” interrupted
Waldo. “I had to leave Bannington hur-
riedly because I wanted fo pay a visit to thia
inn.  These Remove chaps have helped woun-
derfully, and here is the burglar who broke
into Kdgemore Castle last night.”

“Wha-a-at!" gabbled the inspector.

Heo stared blankly at Wilkes and Newton
as they were “forced out, struggling in tho
grasp of many boys. ~

“Wilkes " ejaculated the inspector sharply,*
“This 1s the man who escaped from the con-
vict prison some days ago!"”

“He's the man who burgled the castlo,
too,” said Waldo, “We found them in thia
tun, inspector—and we found a packed suit:
case, too. I’erhaps you'd like to examino

I!:F

the contents of this suitcase®” .
- “You don’'t mean to say——" began the
mspoctor,

“ Exactly,” murmured Waldo. I think
vou'll find Lord Edgemore's missing property
quite intact.”

NSPECTOR JAMESON was a very
I crestfallen man after he had mado the
necessary  examination. It was no
longer possible for him to detain Stanley
Waldo. It was as obvious as daylight that
Sam Wilkes was the real burglar, and that
Wilkes, all along, had been planning a
“frame-up."

Waldo himsclf was perlaps the coolest
fellow of all. He had never really worried
over the scnsational events, and after hoe had
seen Sam Wilkes at that upper window of
tho inn he had been quite serene, He had
known that he would be able to elear him.
self without any trouble.

And now Waldo was chatting contentedly
with Betty Barlowe, She and many of tho

other girls had heard of the raid on the
White Harp, and they had come along,
“And I didn't releaser vou from that

promise, Miss Betty,” said Waldo ecalmly.
“Your name won't be mentioned at all—yon
can trust the fellows to keep mum. Tho
powers that be will never know."”

“You're a wonder,” said Detty softly,

Thero were many others who thought tho
same thing, And at St. Frank's that even.
ing there was much jubilation—and a big
celebration feed! ~

THE END,

(Don't fail to read mnext week the first
stirring story in a splendid mnew series,
featuring Bernard Fomrest. Order your copy
NOW !
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Things Heard and Seen By

Awhose yard-wide grin adorns our
*columns this week, accuses me of
being unfair. IHere’s his complaint:

“1 think it rather unfair of you, for you’ve
had my photograph for six weeks, and have
not published it yet.” By the time this is
printed, the six weeks will have stretched to
nearly six months, and I dare say Leonard
has been thinking that I’'m not only unfair,
but positively cruel. 1’'m afraid he’s one of
those chaps who are in a bit of a hurry.
Some readers write to me and L‘{DELt to see

LEONARD HALL, of Westcliff-on-Sea,

a reply printed in the Old Paper in the next
week’s issue.  This 1s not
only unlikely, but impossible
—for the simple recason that
the “N.L.L.” goes to press
scveral weeks in advance.
And it’s a longer business
when i1t comes to publishing
photographs. I've got heaps
of them on hand for immedi-

PORTRAIT

OUR READERS

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

holidays at his parents’ London house, which
i1s a big place in Grosvenor Avenue, W. John
Newton, of Woelverhampton, has asked e
about Handy’s country home, so this para-
graph provides him with an answer. e has
also asked me who 1s the tallest fellow 1n
the Remove, with the exception of Charlic
Bangs. Well, there's not much doubt that
Clarence Fellowe—who sometimes contributes
to the old Mag under the name of
“Rhymster "—fills the bill. He's so lanky,

in faet, that his nickname in the Juntor

School 1s ** Longfellow.”
* * *

' INNIE LEE, of

W Dagenham, . tells me

that she is a muvm-

GALLERY ber of the St

Frank’s League, and- that

she has alrecady -had two

badges, but has been carcloss

enough to lose them both. She

asks me if I can spare an-

ate usc, and they must other. Well, really, it's no-
appear in their turn. You'll thing to do with me at all. |
probably be saymg that think it's possible that othor
you've caught me, when you Leagueites may be in the
remember a paragraph in same fix. My advice 1o
last week’s chat.  But you Winnie Lee—and to these
ham-n(;a Algmugl; t}}:em are St othm's—isl to writel a C]}ic-n.
a good number of photos In coaxing letter to the Chief
hand, these are wanted Lossard Hall Officer, and get round himw
‘51'"“3515 at once. They're going for another badge. I'm surc

through the mill now. But we've got to
look ahead, and all readers who do send me
their photos mustn’t expect to see them in

print for quite a long time.

I near Bury 8t. Edmunds, 1n Suffolk.
Sir Edward Handforth, M.P., owns a

big estate there, and Edward {)sw:ﬂd doesn’t

» + L

ONLY found out a few -qu.l._'}‘-' ago that
Handforth’s country home 1s situated

Bl do Bis st

'peop]i} going

quite approve. In his opinion, the place is
too rural.

He always prefers to spend’ the |,

But I'd like to add that
really ought to take - the
greatest possible care of these badges.
A lost badge means, perhaps, a found
badge. And we don’t want lots of
about wearing badges who
aren't veally entitled to them, and who aren't
members of the League at all. So [‘Jlmm
don't forget that these badges are valuable.
Not in themselves, perhaps, but for what
they stand for.

It's a good idea to fix a safety chain on
your badge. One of those thin chains you
sometimes see on a brooch will do.

Leagucites
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are very senzible people. Now and

again wo might come across e pre-

judiced one—such as Mr, Pycraft, for
example. Last week he bagged a copy of
the Old Paper from somebody in the Fourth,
toro 1t up, and threw it into the class-
room fire. Of course, it was wrong of the
culprit to be surreptitiously reading it when
he shounld have been attending his lessons.
But Mr., Pyeraft deseribed the Old Paper
as an awful rag, and unfit %o be zeen in the
hands of any decent boy. (On the quiet, I
think he's got hiz knife into me a bit be-
causc I paint him in his true colours.) Any-
how, the Nourth-Formers had a good laugh
a little later, beecause they deliberately
wangled things so that their Housemaster—
Mr. Stockdale—was shown the enrrent issue
in the dining-hall, while old Pvoraft was
present. I understand that Mr. Dyeraft's
face waz an absolute study when Mr, Stock-
dale not only commended the paper. but
advised all his bovs to read it regularly.
One in the eve for Pycrafr, if you like!

*

SUHOOLMAS’I‘ERS, a3 a general rule,{

-

*
ND here's a New Zealand reader—
A Frank R. Dayman, of Miramar,
Wellington — telling me that his
schoolmaster purloined a copy of
the Old Paper in the class-room, kept it
until after luncheon, and then he handed
it back, saying: “I hope you continue to
read this healthy, clean, and wholesome
literature.” Our New Zealand chum was
tremendously pleased, and he correctly says
that lots of pcople don't know what thes're
talking about when they run the O!d Paper

iown.,
I numbers of the “Outecast of the

Remove” Series, and here they arc:
New Series, 103 to 107 inelusive, Miss Lane
asked me, in a previous letter, if it wouldn't
be possible to get rid of Gore-Pearce, but
now she considers that Gore-Pearce is quite
villainous enough to carry on. However,
that young rascal, Bernard Forrest, is due
hack again soon at St, Frank's—and when
{w drﬂﬂ‘i arrive he's going to make things
o !

HAVE been azked by Miss Dorothy
Lane, of Gloucester, to tell her the

L L L]

ERE'S D. A. ITANLON, of Geraldton,

West Australia, wondering if Ken-

more has gone back to his old shady

habits. Well, there’s no need for

our Aussic rcader to wonder any longer.
When I went into the East House a fow
days ago, I came across Kenmore emerging
from Sinclair's study. IHe reeked of tobacco,
and I caught a glimpse of playing-cards on
the table, through the half-open door, Of
course, there's nothing eriminal in a couple
of seniors having a game of cards, and as
Kenmore 1is eighteen, he's perfectly at

liberty to smoke if he wants to—althoursh |
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it's against the school! rules for any senior
to smoke in his own study. However, I'm
afraid that Kenmore does worse things than
smoke and play cards, He's developing
some of his old bullying habits, if I am to
belteve any of the rumours that are going
about. Not that he i3 as bad as he wusod
to be; and, somchow, I don't think he will
ever drop right back into his old vicious

LALT R
F'ﬂ‘_ = - * ™

LBERT (. PATRICI, of Hammer-
samith, tells me that he and hug

friend, Francis Burrow, are think-
ing about producing a little

“Trackett Grim" play, and he has asked mo
if the Editor or myself will have any
objection. I'm sure the Editor won't, and
I'm equalily sure that I won't. DBut what
about Handforth? Kdward Oswald is the
originator of the famous comic detective,
Trackett Grim. Of course, Handy doesn't
know that the great T.G. is comie, but that's
only a detail., I thought about asking
Kdward Oswald if our Hammersmith friend
could have his permission to produce such
a play: but I hesitated. HMandy might
get jealous, and he might even have in-
sisted upon going to Hammersmith to super-
vise the produerion. So, on the whole, 1
think 1t might be Dbetter to take I'rench
leave, Anyvhow, I'll stand the racket when
Handy secs these lines. He'll probably be
indignant about it, and he'll demand to
know where Mr. atrick lives. But I shan't
give him any satisfaction, so Albert won't
be bothered, There's always the chanco
that Handy will go to Hammersmith on the
off-chance, and wander about trying to find
some announcement regarding the produe-
tion. He'll probably think it's going to bhe
puk on at the King’'s Theatre, or tho Lyric,
or somewhere like that, We'll let him
think. It's only fair, though, to give Hand-
forth, and nobody else, the credit of the

authorship,
L |

O since he has such a large circle of

correspondents, has actually asked
me something about St, Frank's in onc of
hiz recent letters. I'm awfully pleased, be-
cause 1t's given me something to reply to,
and such a hard-working chap a3 Reg
(hard-working when 1t comes to letter.
writing—I don't think he has time to do
anything else in life) deserves a whole para-
graph to himself more often than most
readers. For his information, Irnest
Lawrence occupies Study No. 2 in  tho
Modern House, and his study-mates are
Hubert Churchman end George Holland.
Rer also wants to know if there is a fellow
in the Sixth named Ilodder. There isn't.
There never has been., George Hodder is
a lazv beggar, and he has never altained
Sixth-I'orm eminence, He's in tha Fifth,
and 1t 13 the West House which harbours

him.
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.

UR friend. Reg. T. Staples. of Wal.
worth, whom lots of wou know,
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HAVE YOU TOLD YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS CORKING SERIAL ?

ISLAN D CASTAWAYS/

HARTHUR S. HARDY

The Death Ship!

HE great beacon had been well built.
| Under the bottom of it there were
four draught holes all packed with

dried grass, Through the middle of
the pile ran a sort of chimney towards which
the flames raced greedily. In the chimney
was more grass which caught and
[ulmtrkib
Tom Perry had lit many a bonfire at home,
but never one like this. Setting his arms on
his sides, he grinned as he watched tho
flames roaring up the
chimney, and saw the
smoke trail away on the
wind until it stretched
for iniles. over the sea.

Eagerly

flared .

Tom
Eva Hanway walched ihe

?\\\QHKQC +E--1__”F_H-

({niroduction on page 39)

to respond to such a call as this signal bon-
fire made?

Whilst the flames roared higher, and the
smoke gained in density, the three castaways
drew away out of tho scaerching heat and
took another look at the ship. he secined
scarcely to have moved, and Tom stiulied
the lazy rise and dip of her bows dubiously,
Could Dave Sellwood be right? Was thero
really something wrong with the rescue ship?

Tom Io:n%-nd for glasses that ho might
bring her close to view. Then he :ugrruu':r!
that they should man

their sailing boat and po

out to meet her,
Sellwood was grum-

blingly unenthusiastic.

Perry and

All  that he had  approaching ship. Werelhey “T don’t like the looks
planned with Dawvid Sell- : o' her,” he muttered,
S rat: war wmae  dhee RS W rescafsd from % e on bk B
amply fulfilled. That their island “‘ prison™ ¢ good as they used to he,
slowly dying length of and I couldn’t quite
rolling black emoke make her out. B ut

would be visible for miles and miles, and
the very nature of the fire would tell those
aboard the =ailing ship that human hands
had lit 1t.

Sellwood had told of men, shipwrecked
among the islands of the Southern Seas,
who had remained for years in their -

prisonment whilst every now and again ships
went by elose in to the shore, either failing
to -sce or else ignoring their  frantic
signalling,

Put surely no captain of a ship would fail

A8 ever,

there’s no harm in gsing out and hailing her,

and if we don’t | E{w ber then we ecan sail
back home again. Let them report and make
use of that new-fangled wireless station you

talk about, Mr. Perry.”

It was always Mr. Perry with Dave
when he was on his dignity, All the wav
down to the lagoon he sulked.

When they raised the sail and sped out to
meet the ship, she still seemed as far away
The wind was freshening a=d the

boat made rapid progress, tho spindrift



38

blowing on to their faces as it was swept
from tho points of the waves.

Dave held the tiller. Eva and Tom sat in
front of him. All eyes were fixed upon the

ship,  When they were within perhaps a
mile of her, Sellwood uttered a shout of
astonishment,

“Why, boy,” he cried, * her sails are torn,
and her wheel's lashed, I should sav. And
it’'s no cargo loads her deep down like that.
She's waterlogged !

Thoe girl's lips drooped in disappointment.
Iven Tom was a trifle dismayed.

“She's right out of her course round here,”
Sellwood went on, ‘I knew that. Can rvou

v

make out anyone aboard her, boy

Tom's eyes were keen and he wasz long
sighted. He ocould sce lines of rust streaking
the sides of the sailing ship, could almost
make out her name, The detail of her rig-
ging and her deckhouses stood out boldly.
Jut though ho scanned her eagerly, fore and
aft, he could see no man upon her deck.

“No,” ho answered.

They approached her rapidly,

Hand to monuth, Sellwood roared out a
challenge—“Shi-p A-hoy-y !

There was no response,

Scllwood’s grizzled face set gravely,

“ Missy,” he said, staring hard at Iva. 1
reckon we'd better give this ship a miss and
go back home,"”

The girl looked at Tom uncasily,

“What do you sav, Tom *” sho asked.

“I'm all for boarding her,”” the boy
answered resolutely. “I hate to think of our
making the voyage for nothing, and wasting
that wood pile. Besides, I consider it our
duty to sce what is wrong aboard her, if
anything is wrong at all.”

Dave cast a gloomy look back at palm
island., At that moment it scemed, some-
how, more majestic than ever it had been
before, and from the very heart of it—from
the hill-top where the pile burned—the great
smoke cloud billowed magnificently, lending
thoe impression that a volcano was blazing in
full activity.

“A lot o' use it was burning up that bon-
fire,” he grumbled, *“ Waste, I call it.”

“We will build another, Dave.” said Tom.
“Look out, or we shall go by tho ship.”

Sellwood groped for the boat's anchor,

“Lower that sail when I give the word,”
he eried.  *“Steady—now—lower away.”

Tom let the sail down with a run, and
15 he did so Dave put the tiller over, driving
the sailing boat close in to the rusty sides of
the ship. She was alarmingly low in the
water, Tom saw, which accounted for her
very sluggish pitching, With a heave, Dave
ecnt the little anchor swinging over her sido,
and pulled the rope taut till the ron gripped.
Having made certain that it held securely,
he gaves tho assurance—* All right now,
SiT,

Tom eclimbed the rope like & monkey,
canght the painter Eva threw up to him,
and sccured the boat,

“Aro you coming up?” he eried
eicl, as he looked about him.

to the
“I say, Dave

|
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was right. There's something cueer about
the ship, There's nobody on deck. Ship
ahoy! + Ship ahoy—ahoy!”

His voice rang musically, but the call was
not anzwered,
“Help me up, Tom!”

Leaning over the bulwarks, he gave Tlva
a hand and drew her beside him, DBelow,
Dave sat in the boat with hands clasped, a
weird, awe-inspiring figure in his odd clothes

“You look around, boyv,” he ecried. “I'm
superstitious.  I'm going to stay whero I
am.

“There may be something., of value
aboard,” said Tom cagerly. *“Tobacco—
canned foodstuffs —stores. We could load the
boat and run them back.” ;

“I'd give half the vears of my lifo that
remain to me for a bit of 'bacea to chew,
Mr. Perry,” replied Sellwood stubbornly;
“but nothing short of compulsion would ever
make me board her, You do what you like;
I'll wait here!” :

It was not use urguing with Dave when
he was in such a mood. Tom led Eva rouund
the deck. Hatchwavs were open, and o
queer, musty smell came up from below,
Tom fancied he could hear the gurgle of
water in her hold as she dipped. The Tioga
—Tom had read her name as they sailed up
to her—was, as Sellwood bad predicted,
waterlogged. No doubt her captain and
erew had abandoned her, Shoe was a dercliet.
Hurrying aft, Tom and ¥va saw that her
wheel was lashed sceurely, the lazhings giving
just a little play from side to side as tho
wind drove the vessel on,

Overhead, tattered canvas hung upon the
vards, some of it flapping dié-ILI:T!j.‘,

“Dave was right, Tom,” said the [:gh.‘i
tremulously, “I don't like tho look of this
vessel, I wish we hadn't come aboard. Let

us go back!™
“Very well,” he answered, “we’ll go soon,

Eva. But I still think we ought to investi-
gate. Do you know what I think? I believo

the Tioga must have struck a leak during
the stortn that wreeked us. See; the pumps
aro all rigged. Then, I suppose, the captain
and the crew took to the boats. Thero's
only one remaining on the davits.”

Ho worked one of the pumps strenuously
and found it hard to operate. To a gangway
e went, and looked down., There was a
reck of damp and rot from below.,  As tho
ship pitched and half-rolled lazily, settling
deeper into the sea, he could hear the surgoe
of tho water in her.

Tom shivered,

He, too, began to feel sorry that they had
como out to her. After the glory of the
island, tho abandoned ship was a frightening
thing.

“Let us go below, Iiva,” he said abruptly.
“I want to sce what is there., I'll go first,”
hef added, “then I can tell you 1if it's all
safe.” :

She pouted protestingley, She hated to bo
always treated like a Thild, After all, she

L wa3 not so many vears younger than Tom,
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But she accepted the position, and crept
down after him,

e peeped into a cabin and found it
cmpty. On a table stood a bottle and some
thick glasses. The place smelt musty.

To a second eabin he went. It was in dis-
order, but empty like the first. Into a third
and larger and more important cabin ho
peered, and this time he entered, attracted

by .@. paper which was pinned to the table

by a knife. The open blade had been driven
through the paper deep into the wood. It
was with some difficulty Tom managed to
withdraw it and to pull the paper free.

Eagerly he read it, and it ran as follows:

son, Arles the cook, Marchment and me, left
the ship three days ago. Pumps still work,
but the water gains. It is a captain’s duty to
stand by his ship to the last. Now the
fever's -gotus. No food or water for forty-
eight hours. The lashed wheel holds. We
hope te make port within a week. Weather
bids fair. Taken sick to-day. Brandy no
good, . A favourable wind and a fair night.

“Roger Haunyann (Mate).”

Pwice Tom puzzled through the roughly-
pencilled words, and strove to master their
meaning. Then, as Eva f{illed the doorway,
he happened to round the table and look
down at the things that lay upon the floor.

The ship rolled, sending the door crashing
wide. But ‘it was not the slamming noise
which sent him leaping to the door, to push
Fva roughly away a.ng up the stairs,

" “Go back!” he eried in horror. “You
mustn’t go in there, Lval!”

Then he looked back and shuddered, and
the girl saw that his face was white.

"Tom’s eyes were wide with horror at what
he had scen. TFor in the eabin, stretohed
upon the floor, with their [faces raised,
their fists tight ¢lenched in agony, were the
bodies of four dead men!

‘some had been

'—had stood a chance of recovery.
the others had fled in terror, [iuerhaps to
-seek refuge on one of the coral is
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Tom'’s Danger!

LARMED by Tom's voice and man-
her, the girl fell back against the
wall,

“What 1s the matter, Tom ?” she

asked.
“We ought never to have come aboard.”
he answered. “This is a death ship, IEva!
The hold is fever-stricken. 1t isn't safe to

stay here. Go up on deck!”
IFor a moment the girl hesitated, then
reluctantly she obeyed him, turning one

anxious bacliward glance as she mounted to
the sunlit deck.
By now Tom’s eyes had become accus-

S tomed to the dim light of the cabin, lit only
“The crew, and all barring Captain Nevin- |,

by a tiny porthole. He studied again the
figures of the men that were huddled upon
the floor, and as he looked he tried to piece
together the story of the tragedy.

The Tioga must have struck a leak a long

while ago, perhaps even before the big storm;

that was proved by the rigging of the
pumps upon the deck. Had the officers and
crew aboard been struck with deadly fever
before then? Tom wondered. Maybe. Dut
untouched by the decadly

scourge, and those had launched somc¢ of

her boats and left the Tioga to her fate.
: Maybe until the deserters had abandoned the
‘ship, these men who lay upon the floor—

“Captain Nevinson, Arles the cook, March-
ment and me,” to quote the tragic document
But after

ands, thoey
must have given up all hope, and in the end
come to this cabin to die in company:

The bottle and the glasses set out in the
other cabin told a tale. As he peered moodily

~down at the poor wretches, Tom hoped tha:

the end had been mercifully swift,

He began to search the cabin for papers,
opening drawers and examining cuphoards,
but found none. But in a drawer he came
upen a revolver, which proved to be loaded,
as well as a packet of cartridges.. Swiltly

Fd

is accompanied by

forgiven himself,

is lighted to attract attention.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

THORNTON HANWAY, American millionaire and business magnate, is the owner of the yacht
Esmeralda, which ls touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacific.

EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and her chum,
"TOM PERRY, a plucky, adventure-loving Bnq!is:h boiy.

GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hanway’s, is also on board.
great anxiety on the yacht owing to the pilot,

DANIEL KEMISH, having developed a sudden illness,
David Sellwood, had owned a small vessel, which traded
cause of Sellwood losing his life—or so he thought—and since then

Sailing these seas once more has brought back old memories, and 'this

fact, combined with the heat, has turned hizg head.
island, but they are caught in a terrible storm, and the motor-boat is swamped.
Eva are plunged into the mountainous seas, and finally are cast upon an unknown island.
- Later, unknown to the two chums, Hanway's yackt is get on fire by RKemish,
Tom and Eva explore the island and find that it is inhabited by David Sellwood!
~the three castaways find a boat from the Esmeralda yacht lying on the bLeach, and they all
fear that something serious has happened wboard her.
when an old windjammer is seen drifting towards the island, and the beacon they hare made

(Now reéad on.)

He

Tom’s father, _
At the moment there is

In years past Dan and his parlner,
these parts. Dan had been the
the former has neiver

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby
Tom and |

Meanwhile,
One day

The three brighten up, however,
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he thrust the weapon into his pocket. He
disliked the deadly things, but he realised
that the revolver would come i useful
should he ever be called upon to defend him-
self or Eva or Dave.

If only he could find the ship's log! It
would probably give cvery defail of this
tragedy of the sea.

Suddenly Tom heard Dave Sellwood
shouting.
“Ahov! Tom, lad, sou’'d better come off

o' that ship! I don’t like the look o' lier!"

Dave made mno attempt to disguise his
anxicty; his deep booming voice shook with
it. Tom felt the floor of the cabin quiver
under him. A wave splashed upon the ship's
deck, and waler raced down the gangway
stairs, .

Tom took them at the run, and, emerging
info a blaze of sunlight, blinked about him,

Iiva was astride the bulwarks, staring
anxiously at him,

“Tom, come quickly!” she eried. “Dave
savs it isn't safe to stay on board, Ile savs
the ship 1s going down "

“All right! You go ahead,” the boy

answered,

Dave had drawn the boat close in to the
Tioga’s side., Taking the rope in both hands,
Lva slid down it into the little eraft.

Tom hesitated, casting a last look round.
It secemed a shame to quit the waterlogged
sailing ship without carrying a boatload of
things with them. Evervywhore Le saw
objects that would help to make their lifo
upon the island move civilised, He loosened
a coil of rope and heaved it overboard.

“Look after that, Dave!” he eried. “I'm
going to take just one quick rake round and
sce if I can't find some tools.”

“Come away!” bawled Dave in a panie.
“TIt isn't safe, I tell yvou! She’s setthin' right
down! DMissy has told me about the dead
men.,  Don’t touch a thing, lad! She's a
frver-stricken ship, Come away!”

Tom was surprised at Dave's vehemencee,
startled to think that a brave man could
panic so completely; but then, he supposed,
it was a sailor's superstition. He turned
away, and, looking for’ard. was surprised to
find the bows of the Tioga dipped right
down into the swell. Even in that mowment
a wave broke right over her, so that he had
to cling to the bulwarks for support, and
he found himself drenched when the wave
had passed.

Blinking the sea-water out of his eves,
Tom looked for the sailing-boat, almost
choked by the fear that gripped him. DBut
she was there, afloat all right, still riding
close to the side of the doomed ship, held
by the rope and the anchor Dave had hurled
aboard. It was Tom’s turn to panic then,

Splashing frantically along the sloping
deek, he unhooked the little anchor and
hurled it over the side.

“Haul her in, Dave,” he ecried, “and stand
away ! I'll swim out to you. But stand away
—quiclk ! This boat is capsizing!”

Dave was still ealling out to Tom to slide
down into the -little sailing-boat when the

L4
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anchor splashed into the sea and the boat
was free,

She -literally spun awav from the side of
the Tioga, and Dave steered lLier to a safer
distance. ~

The bows of the Tioga were almost level
with the water now. The swell towered above
the doomed vessel, swept down to break in
foam over it and race along the deck until
the scuppers ran in spate. Tom watched,
faaninatc-.tf. his hand upon the deck rail,

The water seemed to gurgle with delight
as it found the open hatchwayvs and poured
below., The Tioga was going down, Yet
Tom did not move. He felt the deck beneath
him quiver and shake. It was the slup’a
dying agony.

He looked above, where the saiis flapped
idly in the breeze. The wind had torn the
canvas to shreds—the only thing that had
saved the Tioga from foundering long ago.

Next Tom glanced m the direction of tﬁoir
island.  Since he and Eva had elimbed
aboard, the Tioga had scarcely moved, and
the island was still a long way off. The
great cloud of smoke from their beacon had
gained in density, aand stretched for miles
over the blue sea,

It was a mockery to think they had set
fire to it to signal to the waterlogged fever
ship. And yet good might come of it, for
 the smoke would be visible for miles, It
would be seen by the look-out of any vessel
within a twenty miles radius, Tom belicved,
and it might bring help after all.

But Eva was calling to him. and Dave, too.
Turning his head, Tom saw the sailing boat
riding the swell bravely, a hundred and fifty
to two hundred yvards.away. Dave was bent
over the tiller, gripping it under his armpit,
with his cupped hands to hiz mouth,

“Jump for it, Tom!” he shouted. “Swim
for 1it! I daren’t come nearer or we'd bo
dragged under, The ship's going down!”

Startled, Tom took a last look along tho
deck. Tho bows of the Tioga had disap-
peared. The blue sca was swallowing her.
Her towering masts bearing the flapping
canvas were tilting over hke giant poles
loosened by a heavy storm,

Tho water raced to meet his feet, Tt
bubbled down the open hatehway for'ard,
which Toem had not explored. Tom set hiy
bands upon the bulwarks and vaulied over
the side into the seca.

Lowering his head, he began to swim with
swift, powerful strokes, while the girl in
the boat watched in terror.

Ho was almost too late, for tilting right
up uniil her stern was high above the water,
the Tioga dived to her last resting-placo
on the bed of the ocean, her plunge creating
a vortex which swirled Tom helplessly round.

Even Dave and IEva in the small boal wero
caught by it and drawn into the suction, .
Davoe leapt to the sail and ran it up, then
put the tiller over that tho sails might fill,
The wind blew her out of the danger zone,
and Dave let the sail down again..

Ho was just in time to preveni Ilva from

L throwing herself over the side.
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“You're mad, mssy!”’ said
the seaman hoarsely. “ W haut
can. you do?”

“Tom's drowning ! I must

go to him! You are hurting iy
arm!”

_Only the stern of the Tioga
was showing, and one mast and
the point of another. The roest
of the vessel was already under
the sca,.

‘And in the bubbling, heaving
water a head bobbed about, then

fwo elbows flashed and two
hands showed at swift intervels
as Tom settled down to it and
swam for dear life,

Davo’s face was pale beneath the copper
tan,” but his blue eyes brightoned as he
watched and set the boat slewing round.

““He's all right, missy. He’s out of danger.
We'll pick him up in a minute, Just you sit
quict and leave it to me.”

‘Pave hardly saw the stern of the sailing
ghip vanish and the heaving sea quiet down.
His eyes were on that swiftly moving figure
that scarcely showed at all. and as he
watehied he marvelled at the skill of the bov,

Boat and swimmer drew swiftly nearer to |

cach other. Irom his seat Dave roared oui
encouragement as if he were helping Tom

The doomed vessel slowly dived into
the ocean, and Tom, swimming dec-
perately towards the sailing boat,
found himself plunged into a vortex
which swirled him round helplessly !
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| in a swimming race. Dave's relief, now that

the ghostly ship bad sunk to rest, sent his
spirifs soaring.

“Come on, boy! Come on, laddie!” he

yelled.

Eva, too, was smiling. Suddenly she
pointed. -

“Pave,” she said, “what’s that?” |
Close to Tomn,, and gaining upon him
rapidly, a dark triangle showed.  Dave's

smile vanished. It was a shark |

(Will Taom reach the safety of the boat be-
fore the shark attacks him? Don't miss nerxt
week’s stuaning instalment—it’s packed with
thills. )
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HOW TO JOIN THE LEAGUE

ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE APPLICATION FORM No. 114.

SECTION READER'S APPLICATION FOR MEMBERSHIP, -

I desire to become enrolled as a Member of THE 5T, FRANK'S LEAQUE,
and to qualify for all such benefits and privileges as are offered to Members
¢! the League. I hereby declare that I have introduced ““THE NLELSON
LEE LIBRARY ” and TIHIE B8T. FRANK'S LEAGUE to one 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 assigued to me, and Membership Badge.

SECTION

SECTION
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{1DDHEssjllrlirlIlll-llil‘-l-rl!llllnllt-l--lt-l-iu-r--lun.-a..-q.-.....-.....

MEMBER'S APPLICATION FOR MEDAL AYARDS.

I, Member No....... (give Membership No.), hereby declare that 1 have
introduced one more new reader, whose signature to certify this appears
on second form attached hereto. This makes me ......... (state number of
Introductions up to date) introductions to my credit,

NEW READER'S DECLARATION,

I hereby declare that I have been Introduced by (give name of Introducer)
to this lssue of “THE NELSON LEE

ARERBANARARRA R RN T LT R L R T T T Y

LIBRARY.”
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INSTRBUCTONS.

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader Applying for Mem-
hership. Cut out TWO complete Application
Forms from ‘I'wo copies of this week's 1ssue ol
Tig NeLsoN Lee LiskArRY. On one of the formns
leave In Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address
at bottomm of {forun, The second form {s for
your new reader, who fills 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 seut to the Chlef Oflicer,
The S8t. Frank's League, c¢/o THE NELSON LER
LiseAny, b, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4,
Memhber Applying for Bronze Medal: It will be
necessary for you to obtain six new readers for
this award., For each new reader TWO complete
forms, bearing the same number, are needed.
On one of the forms fill in Section B, crossing
out Sections A and C, and write your name and
address at bottom of form. The other form
is for your new reader, who fills In Sectlon C,
crosses out Sections A and B, and writes his

name and address at the bottom of the form.
Now pin both formns together and scod them to
the Chlef Officer, as above. Onc new reader will
then be registered against your name, and when
six new readers have been registered you will be
sent the St, Frank's League bronze medal.
There is nothing to prevent you from sending iu
forms for two or more new readers alb once,
providine that each pair of forins bears the same
date and number.

Bronze medallists wishing to qualilfy for the
sllyer medals ean apply in the same wuy as for
the bronze medal, filling in Scction B. Every
introduction they mnake will be credited to them,
so that when they have secured the requisite
number of readers they can exchange their brouze
medal for & silver one.

These Applicatlon Form3i ean be posted for
ld., providing the envelope is not scaled and no
letter i3 euclosed.

-

You can write to tellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Ewnpire,

You are offered free advice on choosing »
trade or calling, and on emigration to the
colonles and dependencies,

If you want to form a sports or soclal elub,
you can do so amongst local members of the
League.

A FEW OF THE ADVYANTAGES OF JOINING

THE LEAGUE,

You are offered free hints on holidays,
whether walking, biking, or catnping.

You can qualifly for the various awards by
prowmoting the growth of the League.

[t you want help or Information on any
subject, you will tind the Chief Oflicer ever
ready to assist you.

NOTICE,

The St. Prank's League has now altained such proportions that we are compelled to discontinue

the offer of gold medals in connection therewith,

The silver and bronze medals will still be avail-

able, however, as herefofore, to those who qualify for them fn ‘accordaitce with the rules,

'
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The Cheief Officer Chats
with his Chums.

The League and the Letter.

‘m*np up, and

o
wnisrle on the toofer

Here's his address 1f youw want lo
write to him: The Chief Officer, The
Nelson Lee Library, Fieetway House,
Farringdon Sireel, London, E.C 4.

hear the pheep of the

Also, you find

ground.

: HERE isn't any special need that I can : ] ) ; .
see to say much about thie week’s| @ bit more time for reading. and that reminds

winning letter.

‘Tl]ll

vourselves about thar,

me of the

can judge for |
It has got the |

right spirit in it, and so have hostz of other ! of the N.L.L.
fendly missives which reach me sverv dav, |

Our League is spreading
in grand atyle, and as it
increases  1n uselulness
50, oo, does the popu-
‘aritv of the N.LL.I.. I
4ot the League going in
Me hrst mstance as= u
irtendly sort of union.
with
interchange of views he-
tween  members,  but
often enough, as in this
instance, what began in
a2 small way ends up as
something  pretty  biw.
fivervoody cau join the
= F.L. All are welcome,
Find vour new reader—
he is nor d:ffieult to
¢atch—and vour E'u[li.h{H
and certiicate will fol-
;r!'_]"ﬂ.' Qrn.,

Enter Autumn,

7 ERY pleased to
1 see 1t, and all

that. Autumn

has itz points,

What a lot of posh has been written about
the sadness” of sammer packing up!
L’a the end of the summer is a right down'
lorious time. 1f I could take another holiday |
I should make tracks for the country now. |
Then the autumn is a topping time.
most of us there is less outdoors, but hobbies |

possibilities  of

THIS WEEK'S WINNING LETTER

Dear CHier,—Since the publication of my adver-
tisement in the " Correspondents Wanted ' column, |
have been the recipient of letters fram different parts
of the world, and [ am now exchanging letters with
over ten members daily—and some are still coming in.

In point of fact, the " St. Frank's League " plays
an important part in the different channels that enables
us to hnow the world better than our forefathers did,
and it alsa facilitates the means of universal brother-
hood. Thousands of miles we are apart from each
other, but the League links us together, and through
ils medium, teaches us about other races and lands.

Considering the advantages afforded by the l.eague,
{ will frankly say [ am proud to be a member.

[ am very pleased to inform you that the NELSON
Lee LiBrARY has brought about a change in one of
my friends, who condemned the reading of papers of
the NrersoN Ler type, and he is now a regular reader.

With best of luck to the greatest League ever formed,
and greetings to you and fellow-members,

[ am, your devoled member,
(Signed) E. O, Hammonxn.

(For this interesting letter E. O, Hammond,
Vietoriahorg, Accra, has been awarded a handsome
pocket wallet.)

Fact |

think it, not by

For
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Annuals _
with a special claim to the norice of all readers

now on sale, and each

Annuals Four.

T my earnest re-

A quest our freak

poet tackled the

subjeet of the

four  famous  Annuals,

hut he made a hash of
T?’w jnh_

Annuals Four,
Yuarus galore,

The  “Hobby " and
“Pop .

On sale ar the shop.

The **Holiday " and

“Nature "
Mosr sensibly cater
For readers who run
And dou’t despise fun,

But thaut only  tells
half the story. The new
“Nature " Annual is a

treat  for everybody.
The old friend, the
“Holiday Annual,"
woes one better. The

“Hobby " puts the lid on things as a marvel
of efficient hobby work, and last, but, don’t
any
“Popular Book of Boys’ Stories’
with a brilliant new line of tales of adventure
at home and over the foam.

THE CHIEF OFFICER.

least, the
starts 1n

means

All members of the 8t. Frank's League are invited to send to the Chief G;ﬁHr 'l;tttm of Inieuit- concerning

the League.
or penknives,

The most interesting will be
It you don’t belong to the

opposite page.

ubiished week by week, and the senders will receive pocket wallets
eague, Jein immediately by filling in the form which appears on the
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wrics., wlqo the “Indian ™ series, | elTers new sertes from 225 aldo want: cor.
I"]|H|r'i‘~ 5" {‘91‘1":\'. LIUT 131]1 Hrrut’ I:Illt]]w’.l_\'ll, : }"""]”H”h'”i“ E”l'h]'f"“‘lﬂi i'.t ]””'"Li{"

— e ————

N L USLAL, wands tom *-;um:h.n-' inter- Avihur Smith, 10, Tralalgar Place, Stoke,

ested I stamp eollecting, " Devonport, wanrs correspondents i Afvica and
(reorae-§o) J.zm, 40, Stock Orchard Creseent, | India. i

Holloway, London, N.7, wants to bhear from Fredeviek  Ford, 88, Tlillinedon  Streel,

vedhois e Avstralio who have migrated from | Walworth, S, K17, wams to hear from stamp

Foncland ; ages 16—17. [ collectors, ' e o

J.° 80 Conollv, Beresford, Colbiin Road. | N. V. Fidgen (16). The Antlers, Engayne
Caterham, Surreyv, wanis hack mpmbers, new | Gardens, U[llnlrlstﬂi‘. - Koy, wants | cor
Frespordent: in Canada, New  Zealand  and

.\=-|';E"- i'j:l Lia ﬂi; il 5 ¥ .
[ Africa: also warns 1o hear from veaders keen

ixenncth Druee, 2. Lamberh Villas, Ports- . ,
mowh Road, ~Surbiton, Sorvev, wants cor- | 04 cricker and golf. .
vespondents in his distriet, | o Frederick  Williams,  June, 5, (Casino
Arthur R Shaw, 2. 8t. Marv's  Road. | Aveane.  Herne " Hill, S0.24.  wants  cor-
Luton, Bed:, wants cortespondents. espeeially , rospondents i Tadia ;Irri[ South Africa; ages,
~tamp eolleciors - » .1 15-16.

wen | UMINOUS “ABBEY-CLICO ™ POTATO PISTOL

" GRADE S s

L wn|ST WATGH !\}11 Ii- l.‘:11|* II1HIHH-] IIHIrJII.
AbSolutedy =ule,

YOURS for

|.\mm-.11|i1iu11 : Potato.
Complels with slout,

! Action ;. Air.
npiete with stout, C Price 13, post Tree,
e e 3 10r 366 1r 66
il - grade ooan -]DEPDEIT Cumnm' pmf‘u o Od. extra,
prrtcetly e finished anovement. | NORWOODS (Dept. N.L.) 16, Cullum St., Lundan £.C.3

Jowie]liad | FH ELA TTRIEN Idead

acenrate  titmekeeper.,  Clear,

(ar luurinoins s ot "
I'r::'l:rirs-:«l |t.-+.- Ll "I!IIIL!'II:‘ dark) Boys (ﬂges 14-19) WAN rED
and sceonds dinl, Fully war- | lor CANADN, AUSTRALIA, and NEW ZEALAND,
rauted, Price 20 -only. Senit | Faem  training, outfit, assisted passages provided.
1211']“:.';,.,'.[’m”_l:.‘:'“,ﬁd' lug“'hl]t]] The Salvation Army ]m,{‘i,‘lﬂ-_-. in touch with boys-after
veecipt and 1= weekly. Casi | wut!un.. it in the Dominions, Special Dppnrtumty ta
roinnded i dissatisfied  and ED to New Zealand, S.5.¢°7T KI\L 1" sails December
watch 15 reiurnad within 7 1 1929, Make immediate application to m. Brauch
H| days. " ’%Luhwu., 3, Upper Thames St., l.(}f\'l}{):\',']i.ﬁ.-l.‘

| SIMPSONS (Brighton) Ltd. '- 12, Pembroke Place, LIVERPOOL ; 203, Hope St

DEFt. 471, 924, Queen's Rd., ' GLASGOW ; 5, Garlicld Chambers, 1[ ]\rn"[I "‘h'\L!l'Ll*"

Tei=h and
'U'Jlu_'-!l.l...Ll

gkiﬂL(r:h Brighton, Sussex, E BLELUAST, Domesticated women also wanted,
. 'M&Gi.é TRICKS, civ.--Parvels. 2:6.'5/6.% Xenlvils
— T AT IHIIMJEHI‘IHHPEI:IIH nt, Tovisible,  Imitare Wirds,  Pries 64
) ., New Bridge v, e 1/-.-—"T. W. HARRISON EJB PLntnna
GROSE S LONDON, E.C.4. CIRCUS. | ville Road, London, N.1.

|BILLIARDS AT HOME 1/3 2 ?Stop Stammering ! ("¢l

4 wynthily Liculars FREE. — FRANK B. HUGHES T

53 WA D DETOSTE | yavnents CASIL ' Southampton Row, London, W.C.1
Sft.2m.x 11,81 8 - - 3. - 19/« worth cheap l:‘h:tfn Material and ] lins
;It_gin.h'f!il‘..s_t 11?1r ?r‘g %g‘ £2‘000 Sample catalogne free, 12x 10 E l‘l];l]j_!
f1.41in,x 211, 31, - ' Sl any phote, Bd.—Hz: S, - Live .
i B i S e 50 10'% 4% . (ment,any p '_’l JBil.—Hacketts J‘uly Rd., Liverpoo
MMt 4in, x21t.100n. 24 /- 12'- 52/ CAGENTS WANTED 10 s¢ll Private Christma

Complote with 2 Cues, 3 Cobape, Balls, Marking Board, | | €ards. Sunple Book free, Magnificent collection of exqm.
g;:”-:t: '|_,,.,,1 h"m”‘ & “h;”i{_” [:n.r\.jl];lejt.n f.ist Frooe. ' sttecards, Highest Commission, Valuable Prizes,

D Apply Denton & Co., Ltd., Dept. D.29, Accrington,
FREE PASSAGESM(}IH'H io,Canada,for approved
boy 1arny learners, age 10 to 19,
Apply: Ontario Government, 163, Strand, Loudon.
FHEE FUH Yentriloguisi s’ Instrumenis ;:|-.-.--n
" FREE 1o all sending 6d. PO, far

lntesl Amusing Novelty and list.—P. N, THOMPSON
Co.. Colwyn Bay, Nth., Wales,

ke f Comtulete
HEIGHT INCREASED &7-coe
GUARANTEED One Month,
Z-5 ins!] withoul appliancegs—drues -diet ing.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS,
Comyplete Conrse 5'- post free, or Turiber
parties, stamp.—P, A, CLIVE., Harrock
House, COLWYN BAY. (Est, 1908.)
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