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HERE’S A SPARKLING SCHOOL YARN

CHAPTER 1,
Trouhle in Study Al

o LORE that window, Tor goodness” sake ! satd Clande Gore-Pearce irritably.
He was ~])|';|1.‘~iir1u' i the 1-;t.~"~-ri.':1§|' 111 .“"*E.ad_ﬁ. AL the Remove passage of the
Ancient Howse at S Frank's, It was a cold. windy, rainy afterncon, and it
happened to be a half-holidav. too.  Most of the juniors were feeling rathet

fod-up. It was u pity the weather couldn’t be a little more kindly on a half-holiday,

A burst of smoke catne out of the freplace, and Gore-Pearee swung round and glared,

“(fan't vou idiots shut that window ?” he demanded truenlently,

Gulliver and Bell, his studyvanares, glanced dr one another, and then glared back at hLim.,

[ want it open.” said Gulliver, in an unpleasant voice,

“And so do [.” =aid Bell,

“You're bothh mad!” snapped Gore-Pearee. “Tt's not swmmer-iime, 18 it? We're
already into October, and there’s a dranghi coming from that window which is enough
to cut mwv back 1n halft”

“Who care<*" suid Gulliver indifferently,
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Il is characleristic of the cool ““ nerce” of Bernard Forrest to masquerade ai

St Frank’s under an assumed name—1biut this stunt is only the forerunner

of a deeply-laid scheme—a scheme which once more gefs th: expelled junion
admitted to St. Frank’s as —a bero!

“I carc!” roared Gore-Pearce. “What'sthe matter with you fools? You've been play.
ing me up all day. Are you going to close that window, or shall I come and close it?”

*We're two against one,” objected Bell. "If we want the window open, Gore-DPearce,
vou ought to let it remain open.” _

The millionaire’'s son swung lamself out of the chair, and sirode to the window
and slammed it to, :

He went back to the easy-chair, dropped into it, and lit a cigaretia. He was just
leaning back when an icy blast struck hium in the neck, He started, turned round, and
saw that the window was open again.

“Byr gad!” he ejaculated savagely. .

Ciore-Pearce fairly leapt to his feet and stared at his pals,

“Are vou fellows trying to pick a quarrel with me ?” he asked doliborat!«.

Tell looked rather uncomfortable, and Gulliver scowled. It almost seemed that Gore-
Pearce had scored a bullseye, Yet he could not understand it. Uswally Gulliver and
Jell were ready enough to accep: his dictation, To-day, ever since breakfast-time, they
Liad been rebellious.

And this affair of the window was ridiculous, Neither Gulliver nor Bell could really
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want that window open. They were just
doing this to annoy him,

Gulliver stood near the window, thin and
weedy., There was an cxpression of defiance
in the flat blue eyes, and his thin lips were
set in 4 straight line, His usually pasty com-
plexion was now made all the more un-

pleasant by reason of a dull fush,

“I want this window open!” he said
doggedly.

“1t’s stuffy in here,” said Bell, backing
him up.

ITe stood behind Gore Pearce's chair, slim
and aristoeratic.  But there was something
about his narrow-chested figure which
marred his appearance, and his supercilious
expression was thorough!y unpleasant.

“T’ve had enough of this rot!” said Gore-
Pearce, breathing bhard. “I'm lcader of this
study, and I’'m wnot going to have you
fellows riding roughshod over me. Under-
stand ? Shut that window1”

“Be hanged to you!” retorted CGulliver,
“And if it comes to riding roughshod, what
about yout Bell and I have bad enough of
your rot, Gore-Pearcel”

“Too much!” said Bell,

Gore-Pearce stared at the pair in amaze.
ment. Ever since he had eome to St. Frank’s
they had toadied to hun; they had fallen
in with all his whims. He could not ander-
stand the meaning of this sudden rebellion,

Te was the fellow with the cash. Being a
Snillionaire’s son, he was gencrally supphied
with plenty of pocket money, and Gulliver
and Bell, although fush at timcs, were fre-
quently broke. And on these occasions they
cheerfully accepted Gore-Pearce’s charity.
Even at this moment they were both hard
up, as he well knew. What, then, was the
reasen for this strange mutiny ?

“By gad!” said Gore-Pearce, breathing

‘hard. “T think you fellows must be off your
heads!” _ :
“It’s the opposite way about,” said

Gulliver, who seemed to be taking the lead

in the rebellion. *“We've just come to our

senses.  We're fed-up with your tommy-rot,

Gore-Pearce.”

- “Why, vou silly fool
“Wa're fed-up with you!” added Gulliver,
“Fed-up to the neck,” said BDell, parrot-

like.

“QOh, are vou?” shouted Claude, pale with
rage. " Perhaps yon’ll be fedup with me
later on this afterncon—when I pay for all
the grub for tea?”

“Weo don’t want your rotten grub!™ said
Culliver contemptuously.

“Wouldn’t touch it with a barge-pole!”
said Bell, with a sniff,

Gore-Pearce was more amazed than ever,

“I'm doing my best to keep my temper,”
he said thickly. ‘““‘But, by gad, there’s a
limit! You fellows are purposely picking a
quarrel with me. What’s the idea? What’s
the matter with you? Out with it, confound
you }” ’ -

Gulliver shrugged his shoulders.

L

“We don’t want to pick any quarrcl,” he
said, trying to look indifferent. ‘‘You’re not
worth quarrelling with, Gore-Pearce. As I
said before, we're fed-up with you. This 1s
our study, and we don't want you, in it.”

“Don’t want me in it!” ecjaculated, Gore-
Pearce blankly.

““Yc:u spoil the look of the furniture,”
Bell.

said

*“Oh, do I?” reared Claude, throwing all
restraint to the winds., “By gad! I'm going
to smash you idiots! 'This is my study—

understand? My study! And if anybody

goes out, it’s you twol”

“Don’y you make any mistake!” snapped
Gulliver, “We were in this -study before
you came to St. Frank’s, Gore-Pearce, and
it’s ours! What's more, we're going to keep
it.  We're sick of you, and this 1s where
vou get the push! You're going out!”

“On your neck!” said Bell, with relish.

Giore-Pearce seemed to fight for breath.

“You're going to put me out?" he gasped,
“By gad! That's a good one!”

The thing was utterly ineredible. Claude
Gore-Pearce was the goose that laid the
golden eggs. And here were these two
junicrs deliberately throwing him overboard.
The whole thing was fantastie.

Gore-Pearce was not particularly keen on
fighting, but he rcalised that this was an
occasion when it was up to him to show his
authority. He elenched his fists, pushed Bell
aside, and strode to the window. Ile closed
it with a slam. v

“Now open it-dgain!” he said fiercely.

Instead, CGulliver went to the door and
flung 1t wide. : '

“The door's better,” he said. “Cet hold
of him, Bell! We're going to chuck him
out!”

“QOh, rather!” said Bell, with a gulp..

They flung themselves at their leader, .and
(Gore-Pearce toppled backwards over. the
table before he could realise that any attack
was intended. "He. had never expected any
such thing: it was beyond his comprehen-
sion that this pair of weaklings should go for
him in this way.

Crash! Thud! & 1

Gore-Pearce landed on the floor, the table
bumped over and the nexe moment Guiliver
and Bell were sitting on their leader’s chest.

“Black both his eves!” nanted Bell.

“Just what I'm downg,” said Gulliver
viclously, |

He wasn't doing it in ihe way that Bell
meant, however. The inkpot was close at
hand, having fallen off the table n the
general erash, The lid had not come undone,

but Gulliver openedi it now, and poured ‘the
black contents ever Gore-Pearce’s upturned

face. The ink poured into his nostrils, into
his eves, and into his hair. He roared with
fury.

- #“Hallo! Anything wrong in  here?”

inquired a veice from the doorway.
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HE noise had attracted the attention of
I somo of the other fellows. They
were ,mostly in this afternoon-—read-
ing in their studies, or busying them-
soif with their wvarious hobbies, On a wet
half-loliday there was generally a good deal
going on up and down the junior passages.
Idward Oswald Handforth, of Study D,
vwas the fellow who made the inquiry in the
doorway. Church
a el EI(‘CILII‘E. his
study - mates,
were with him,
and presently
‘hiey were joined
by Stanley
Waldo and Full-
wood and Vivian
Travers and
several  others.
They stood in tho
doorway, watch-
ing with interest.
“When thieves
fall out, what?”
murmured
Lravers,
“I'm
soe  1t!”
fHHandforth a p -
provingly. “It's
abhout time Gore-
Pearce was
staughtered. I've
1 good mind to
lend a hand.”
“You'll do
nothing of the
sort, Handy,”
said McClure,
the Scottish
junior, taking a
tirta . hold  on
Handforth’s arm.
“This isn't your
quarrel, Y o u
leep out of 1t.”
“Gulliver and

glad 1o
said

WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANK'S.

by this time, and he was something of a
wreck. His eollar was unbuttoned, his neck-
tie was torn, and his jacket was slit from
top to bottom.

Not that Gulliver and Bell Lad escaped
unmarked., They were looking very much
the worse for wear; but, unquestionably,
they were in the ascendaney.

It was two against one, and the result

was mevitable.
Generally,  Gul-
liver and Bell

were reluctant to
join in any sort
of scrap. But,
curiously
enough, they
scemed to  be
thoroughly  en-
joving this
present meélée.
Their blood was
up, and thera
was no question
about theie
determination.
“Now, then,
bif him out!"
panted Gulliver.
(rore - Pearce
managed to get
in a heavy right-

hander at that
moment, and
CGrulliver  howled

as the blow got
home.

“Kieck him
out!” he hooted:
wildly,

He seemed to
go mad. He hit
out left and
right, erratically
and  feverishly,
GGore - Pearce,
who wasn't ex-
pecting this, re-

Bell seem to 156 ceived a severo
pretty  capable battering. Ha
this afternoon,” GEORGE WILSON. reeled back-
said Waldo, q» A member of the Sixth Form, and a pre-  wards, and at

: 1{\3, llldt'.’:f.‘ ¥ t A P ?} ) d t ZI Wi d ’z- 't h o SN m
said one of the ﬁ-’c . reaity accen ft? ow, a gﬂﬂ_-; al moment Bell
other juniors, round sporisman and very popular with the  thrust his  foot

He was Mlor- juniors—a credit fo St. Frank’s. out, and Gore-
gan Kvans, the Pearce tripped.
welsh boy. He Crash!

had only arrived.the previous day, and he
vwas already settling down nicely. He was a
West House junior, sharing Study O with
[evi and Goodwin. The St. Irank's fellows
had first met him during the School Train
teip.

“Look out!” said Russell.
coming this way, I believe.”

Gore-Pearce & Co., still struggling
furiously, were cdging towards the door.
(.ore-Pearce had managed to get to his feet

“They're

Over he went, right in the doorway. Be-
fore he could rise his former pals pounccd
upon him, yanked him over, and sent him
flying out into the passage. -The watching
juniors had secattered to left and to right,
so that the combatants should have plenty
of room.

“What’s all this noise *"”” asked Nipper, as
he strolled along from Study C. *Great
Scott ! Who's being slaughtered 7"

“It's only Gore-Pearce.” said Handforth.
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Gulliver and Bell, regardless of the
audicnee, now proccedud to hurl Gore-
Pearce’s belongings out of Study A. DBooks

came flying through the doorway, followed
by wvarious articles of clothing and odd
photographs and slippers, and so forth.
Gore-Pearce was fairly pelted with them.
“You'ro out now—and you'll stay out!i”
sald Gulliver, breathing hard. *‘This 18 our
study, and we're not going to have you any

niore. Understand, Gore Pearce?”

“We've finished with yon,” said Bell
breathlessly.

Slamn |

The door of Study ‘A clesed with consider-
eble violence, and the performance was over.

CHAPTER 2.
Not Wanted!

~ LAUDE GORE-PEARCE felt dizzy.

‘ Ile sat up in a dazed kind of way,
looking at the books and things
which surrounded him. The erowd

of Removites watched him with interest,

“It scems to me, dear old fcllow, thnh
Gulliver and Bell don’t want you any more,”’
patd 'lrd,wm smoothly. "1 may have gained
i wrong impression, of course, but I'imn surec
they're annoyed with you.’

“Ha. ha, ha !”

“Can’t you fools be quiet ?” ::llﬂlled Gore-
I’earce, struggling to his feet. "‘By gail!
I'll make those rotters smart for this!
As for you hyenas—"

“He’s calling us hyenas !” said Handforth

indignantly. " Are we going to stand it, you
chaps 7"

“Oh, leave him alone, Handy,” said
Nipper.

“llp s called me a hyena!” reared Hand-

forth. *'Let’s bump him!”
“I fancy hp s been bumped cnough,” said
Nipper. “He’s been kicked out of his

study, and it’s none of our business, Handy.
We don’t want to butt into a private
quarrel. Let’s clear off.”

“Hear, hear!” samid Waldo,

And the others agreed. much to Iand-
forth’s disgust. They drifted away, leaving
Claude Gore-Pearce in sole possession of the
passage.

“The fools!” he panted. “‘I've finished
with them—for mood and all! I'll never
speak to those blighters again!”

And, having come.to this conclusion, he
grasped the door-handle of Study A with
the  intention of barging in and continuing
the serap. lIis blood was fairly up, and he
had made up his mind to scize Study A for
himself, and to kick out his former pals.

Unfortunately, the door was locked.

“Open this door !” bellowed Core-Pearce
wildly.

“Go and eat coke!” came Gulliver’s volce.

“If you don't open this door I'll simash
it down!” hooted Gore-1’ecarce. “This
my study, and I'm going to have it !”

“Tt's ours!” snmavped Gulliver. “You're
net coming in here again !”

15

\ b]lbiltl:t

“We'll sco
millionaire’s son.
who's boss o

“Is it veally nccessary, old chap,
all this noise 1’ asked a mild voice.

Gore-Pearce swung round and
Biggleswade of the Sixth ncar by. Bigglcs-
wade was a prefect, but he was an
going sort of fellow. Gore-Pearce Lliu‘l ab

about that!” the

“By gad!

yelled

to’ make

hiimn, o M
punELd. i

Biggleswade ! he
Gulliver and BeH have
this study, and Llwy v

“ Look heve,
“Youre a prefect.
chucked me out of
locked the door!”

“That's J.wkwcud " sald Biggleswade., "¢

“Make them open it!”
Pearce.” “You're a prefect.”

“Sorry, kid, but there’s nothing doing,”
sald Biggy, shaking his head. *““If these

chaps have kicked you out, it's your funeral..

The best thing you can do 1s to find another

study. You can’t make all this noise.” W

“But look here——»

“Any more of this din, and I’'ll be conmi-
pelled to produce my cane,” said Biggles-
wade. "'And, if that i1sn’t any good, I shall
have to take you to the Housemaster.”

“DBut this 1s my study!” roared Gore-
Pearce.

“Not now,” said Biggleswade.
sort of unwritten law—as you ought to know
—that if a fellow 1is kicked out of his
study Dby the majority, he’s got to find
another one. Simmer. down, my lad—simmer
down! Do you want me to produce that
cane 1"

HE strolled off, and Claude GUI‘E-]_’E&;‘{‘O,;

breathing - harder than ever, . re-.
covercd some of his ecomposure.
Biggleswade was right. It was up

to him-to find another study.
But Gore-Pearee fairly writhed under the
humiliation of it. HMe—the son of a million-
airec—booted out of his own studyv ! Hic feel-
ings towards Gulliver and Dell at
moment were positively homicidal.

His 1mpulse was to force his way iﬁtln.
Study A. and to annthilate Gulliver and
Bell. But, now that he was calmer, he

realised that this job might be too Inp; for
him to tackle.

It was impossible to negleet the fact fh-l-trl

Gulliver and Bell had been successful “in
throwing him out. "It was quite on  the
cards that they would throw him out again.
They were two against one, anyhow, and

they scemed to be imbued with a remarke- .

ably determined spirit to-day. Bl

Much as he hated it, .Gore-Pearce was
foreced to the conclusion that he would
have to take Biggleswade’s advice, and find
another study.
in the same room again with Gulliver and
Bell. And, sinee they were determined %o
keep him out, there would be nothing "but
ructions f he persisted. And he—Gore-
Pearce—would be the butt of those ructions,
He did not care for the prospeet in tho

found’

“It's a

I'll show you

Lth}—'

urged Gore-

th b

e eould not possibly liye
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The thing had hit him like a biow. ITe
had regarded himself as a fixture in Study
A. He was the leader, and Gulliver and
Dell were merely his tools, for him to use
as ke liked. He had come to carth with
a thud. The situation, whichever way he
looked at it, was pretty mouldy. |
‘Ile gathered his belongings together, and
stacked them neatly against the wall. And
while he was doing this he swore to hiun-
self that he would never have anything to
do with his former pals-again. Presently
they would regret their rebellion, and they
would probably try to restore relations. And
(iore-Pearce gritted his teeth when he told
Limself that he would never consent to any
such pact. He was finished with them.

He mentally went over the other Remove
studies. It wasn't any good trying to get
into a study where there were already three
occupants. There had been isolated cases
where four juniors had shared one study, but
1v. was necessary for them to Dbe oxtra-
ordinarily good friends for any such
arrangement as this to be successful,

There weren't four juniors in artv study
just now, DBut there were some studies with
only two. It was into one of these which
(vore-Pearce must go.

He reviewed them alphabetically.
was Study B, for example—next to his old
one, It was occupied by Hubbard and
Long, and Gore-Pearce dismissed 1t imme-
diatelv, The next one was Study I, with
Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent. Rather o
good study, this. Sumptuously furnished—
at Archie’'s expense—and thoroughly com-
fortable. Study I was certainly a possible.

Then there was Study G, occupied by
Cocil de Valerie and the *.nuthful Duke of
Somerton. Gore-Pearce did not care for
these juniors much; in fact, he held them
11 contempt.

And with a start he realised that there
were no further studies to select from.

Study B was out of the running alto-
gether; Study GG did not appeal to him; so
there was only Study E left. He marched
to it, opened the door, and strode in.

Archibald Winston Derek Glenthorne was
reclining gracefully on the lounge, and Alf
Brent was sitting in the easyv-chair in front
of the fire reading a boolk.

“Don’'t knoelk,” said Brent
“ Always welecome, old man.”

“Sorry " growled Gore-Pearce, realising
that it was up to him to be pleasant. *““The
fact 13, I've left Study A, I'm through with
Gulliver and DBell.”

“I thought it was the other wav about,”
said Bront “I thought it was Gulliver und
Bell who were through with vou., Weren't
vou kicked out about ten minutes ago?”

Claude scowled.

““& E‘“ anyway, IITI g'mnn- 1:1{'3 ungthpr
study,” he said grufily. “I thought 1t would
b2 a good idea if I came in this one."”

“A good idea?” said Brent. “You're
wrong, Gore-Pearce. It's a votten idea!™

politely.

There

““ Absolutely poisonous!” murmured Archio

from the lounge.
“There are only

tested (Gore-Pearce.

another one 4

“It all depends who the other one is,”
broke in Brent. * Sorry, Gore-Pearce, but
you don't appeal to us. You don't mind,
do you? And please close the door as vou
go out. There’s a bit of a draught this
afternoon.”

“There's plenty of room in here!” pro-
tested Gore-P’earce. “Don’t forget that my
pater is a millionaire, I'll pay my whack of
everything, and

“Money doesn’t appeal to us,

two of vou in here,”

pro-
“There's

room for

iy

old man,”

said Brent gently, “You don't appeal to us
either. What do you say, Archie?”

Archie janmmed his monocle into his eve
and surveyed Gore-Pearce with disfavour,

“I must say, old tulip, that you're in a
perfectly frightful condition,” he said
severely, “I mean, vou've made me feel
all dithery. Just when T was going to
indulge in a spasm of the good old dream-
less, too.”

““Never mind my appearance!”
Gore-Pearce, “I'm going upstairs to change
in & minute, but I wanted to come along
here first to fix things up.”

snapped

“Well, they're fixed,” said Brent.
“You're not coming into this study.”

“Not while wo breathe,” murmured
Archie, -

Gore-Pearce set his lips.
“I shall appeal to the Housemaster——'
ho began.

“Appeal, and be blowed to vou!” snapped
Brent. “I've tried to be pleasant, Gore-
Pearce, but now you're going to make mo
speak bluntly, We wouldn't have vOul 1n
this study even if you paid us! We don’s

1

].I.Ixi‘: vou, and we don’t want vou, Is that
plain ?”

“Confound vou—"
“And if you don’t clear off within tf-n

scconds, Archie and I will throw vou out,’
said Brent,

“And, laddie, it will give us a dashed lot
of pleasura to do it,” said Acchie, with
spirit.

Gore-Pearee retired, baflled,

Heo looked into Study G, and De Valerio
and Somerton gave Liim one elancs,
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“Qutside 1" they said in unison, pointing
to the door.

“1've come here

“To find a place in this study?” said De

Valerie. *‘Nothing doing, old man! Good-
afternoon!”

“Why, you—you—=—"

“LExactly,” said Somerton gently. * But

why waste your breath, Gore-Pecarce?”

The millionaire’s son backed out and
slammmed the door. He felt a hand on his
shoulder, and he spun round.

“1 say, Gore-Pearce, old man,” said an
pager voice, ‘'If yow're looking for a study,
you know, why don’t you come into ours?
Plenty of room, and——"

“Go and cat coke!” grunted Gore-Pearce,

Teddy Long and Iubbard were waiting
for him, The rumour had gone round that
Gore-Pearce was looking for a study, and
they had jumped at the chance,

Teddy Long was always hard up, and it
had been one of his grievances that his
study-mate was gencrally in a similarly im-
pecunious condition. llubbard was not a
fellow with much pocket money, and what he
had Le kept to himself. It would be some-
thing of a scoop for this pair if they-could
induee the rich Claude Gore-Pearce to come
into Study B.

“We'll make you awfully
Gare-Pearce,” said Hubbard. *Our study
is quite all right, you know. I dare say it
needs one or two comforts here and there.
You've got plenty of money, and you can
casily buy a carpet and a hearth-rug and an
easy-chair or two.”

“Oh, can [?7” growled Claude.

comfortable,

“You'll be better in with us than with
Gulliver and Bell,” said Teddy Long
cagerly. ““They’re a couple of rotters, any-

how. What about 1t, Gore-Peavee? Ilubbard
and I will carry your things in if you only
say the word.”

Gore-Pearce appeared to swallow some-
thing, Perhaps 1t was his pride. He was in
the unenviable pesition of having no choice,
1t was Study B or nothing.

“AH right!” Le said thickly.

the Comnion-room when Gore-Pearce’s

troubles  were discussed.  Nobody

could quite understand why Gulliver
and Bell had quarrclled with their leader.
But, after all, nobody was particularly
interested in the Study A trio, anyhow.

“Oh, leave them alone!” said Handforth
nnpatiently,  “Ilubbard and Long aren't
much better than Gulliver and Bell, and
Gore-I’carce will soon tar them with his own
brush.” -

“All the same, there's something rather
rummy about 1t,” said Nipper thoughtfully,
“1 can’t understand why Gulliver and Bell
should have purposely picked a quarrel,
F’.’ith’out Gore-Pearce they'!l be pretty well
ost.’

l"”l‘wg HIEERE were a good many chuckles in
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“Does it matter to us if they're lost?”
demanded landforth, It would be a jolly
good thing for the Remove if they could be
really lost. Their room is better than their

company.’’

“1 believe there's something on,” said
Nipper.

“What do we care?” retorted Iidward

Oswald, *"*And why can’t you fellows listen
to me? What ubout this new kid? I've
been trying to arrange somcthing for the
past hour, but nobody will listen to mue.
That new kid 1s coming this afternoon.” '

“Which new kid?” asked Travers.

“Didn’t you hear about him?”

“T'm afraid I didn’t, dear old fellow.”

“Fenton of the Sixth told me,” said Hand-
forth. *'It’s a pity we can’t be informed
of these things ecarlier., This new chap
coming into the Remove, and we don’t know
anything about it until this afternoon, and
then only by aceident,”

“We'd better complain to the Head,” said

Nipper gravely., “He’s neglecting  his
duties.”
““1 understand that this chap 1s from

Monkhurst,” continued Ilandforth, his cyes
gleaming, ** Monkhurst, mind you!” .

“What about it?" asked Jimmy Potts.

“What about it?” repeated Handforth,
stu}'i_utg. ““Monkhurst is my old school.”
R ¢

“1t's the school I was at before T came to
St. Frank’s,” continued Handforth briskly.
“Naturally this new kid 1is something
special. He must be, to come from my cld
school.” : '

“Oh, of course!” said Nipper drily. :

“Monkhurst isnt much of a place com-
pared with St. I'rank’s; but I've still got a
soft spot 1 my heart for the old show,” said
Handforth musingly., “This new chap will
| be able to tell me how cverything is looking.”

“He's interesting from that aspeet, | of
course,” said Nipper, ‘‘His name 1s Weed-
house, 1 beliecve—Perey Woodhouse, %i‘d
you know anybody at Monkhurst named
Woodhouse, Handy?"”

“Not that I remember,” said Hand{ortn,
frowning. ‘“‘He might have been a mere fag
while I was there—perhaps a giddy infant in
the Ifirst Form. Naturally, I didn't knew
the names of those children. Anyhow,' [
shall soon know when I see him, 1 suggest,
| that we get up a little party and go down
to the station to meet him,”

“In the rain?” said
likely 17 '

“It 1sn't raining now,” said Handforth,
glancing at the window. ‘It stopped half
an hour ago. It would be a graceful sort of
act for us to go and meet this new kid.
He's bound to come down by the afterncon

Church. “Not

train., IFenton said he would be here before
tea.”
McClure, who was at the window, sud-

denly grinned. ‘
““Are you sure. this chap Woodhouse is
coming by train?” he asked, glancing round,
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““ Black both his eyes ! '’ panted Beil. “*Just what I'm going to do ! said Gulliver viciously.

And he proceeded to pour the contents of the ink-well over Gore-Pearce’s upturned face,

The ink

poured into Gore-Pearce’s nostrils, into his eyes, and Into his hair, and he roared and struggled
furiously.

“Well, T don't he'll walk!”
retovted Handforth,

“Perhaps not. But a chap has just driven
into the Triangle on a motor-bike,” said
LMeClure. It wouldn’t surprise me in the

lcast 1f he's the new fcllaw.:_’

supposc

CHAPTER 3.
Something Different in New Boys!
Y the time the Removites got outside
the new arrival had peeled oft his
overalls and stood revealed as a bit of

a dandy.

Fliz Itons were exquisite. Iis hair was a
ma~s of wavy little curls, and it looked sus-

|
|

piciously as if he had had it specially waved !

pince-nez,
studions

He wore
somewhat

boefore setting out.
which gave him
appearance,

Buster Boots, of the Fourth, happened to
be passing just then—before the Removites
catne out—and Buster was looking at the
new fellow with frank euriosity,

“Twightfully sowwy to twouble vou. dear
bo:, but ecan wvou tell me which 15 the
Ancient House?” inquired the strauger.
“I've only just awwived.”

yoots stared harder than ever,

“This 13 the Ancient House,” Le said.
indicating 1it. “Haven't I seen you before
sormeiwhere ¢ he added bluntly,

“1 weally don't think so, dear bozx,” said
tiie other,

“Rummyv!"” muttered Boots, as though to
Liaself,  “BPut you remind me awtully af

a

sontebody.  Can’t quite remember who,
though,”
Just then the Removites camec piling out,
and they scon surrounded the new fellow.
“Are vou Woodhouse?” demanded Hind-

forth, without any preliminaries.

“Woodhouse 1s my name, dear boy—DPercy
Woodhouse,” said the other, nodding. “‘I've
only just awwived.”

“You've only just wha asked Hand-
forth, looking hard at the new bor,

“I was told that I'm for the
House,” continued the newcomer., *“And I
think I go into the Wemove, Perhaps one
of vou will tell me where I can put my
motor-bike #”

“There's a special place, round the back,”
said Nipper. “ Pleased to welcome vou, Wood-
house. My name i3 Hamilton, and I'in tho
Remove skipper. Put it there, old man.”

They shook hands, and Nipper was not

1%

Ancient

particlarly impressed with the limp, fish-
like “paw ” of Percy Woodhouse. 1\1{:1)0!‘
liked a fellow to grip hard when he shook

hands.

“Twightfully big place, this,” said Wood-
house, looking round. “I'd no idea that St.
F'wank'’s was so twemendous.”

Nobody said anything, They were all

staring at Percy Woodhouse with curiously

surprised expressions, There was something
about him apparently which intrigued them.
“Who does he look like?” asked Church
wonderingly. )
“You've noticed it, too, have you?” said
Handforth., *“ Where havo wo seen this chap

G2

Lhefore ?

10
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“Jiggered if I know!” said Buster Boots,
“I've been trying to think o

“He reminds me of Forrest,” said Nipper
quietly.

There was a general chorus of startled

ejaculations,
“By George! That's it1” said Hand-
I've never seen anything

forth. “TForrest! :
go rummy in all my life!”

Now that Nipper had mentioned the name
of Bernard Forrest, everybody ‘ placed ” the
new boy. He certainly did bear an extra-
ordinarily striking resemblance to the black
sheep of the Remove—Iforrest, who had been
expelled in disgrace somo terms carlier. In
fact, he had been drummed out by his fellow-
Removites; he had been sent forth, scorned
by all.

And- this new boy was astonishingly like
him in appearance.

In &2 way he could be called Bernard
Forrest’s double. Yet there were certain
superficial differences which had the effect
of giving him his own personal character,
He was like Bernard Forrest, and yet he
wasn't.

In his day Forrest had been something of
a power.in the Remove. He had never
actpally been recognised as a leader, but he
had. ‘made his influence felt amongst the
weaker fellows. Sinece ho had been expelled
ithe rotteis had had no such dominant per-
sopality to lead them.

¢¢y S there ‘anything w’ong?” asked
I Woodhouse, looking round politely.

“Nothing wrong,” said Nipper.

“Only you remind us very much of

a. fellow who was once expelled from St,

IFrank’s—a chap named bhorrest.” -

“If you had straight hair, and if you put
those glasses in your pocket, you’d be For-
rest to a 1, said Handforth bluntly. “It’s
only the hair and the glasses that make you
look a bit different. 1lt's—it’s uncanny!”

The new boy laughed.

“Not so fwightfully uncanny,” he replied.
“TI'm Fowwest's cousin.”

“What!”

“I'm ¥Fowwest’s cousin.”
© “Oh, well, of course, that explains it,” said
Nipper. “Cousins are often alike, although
I must confess that I've never scen such a
close resemblance before.”

“Forrest's cousin, eh 7 said Handforth, in
a curiously ominous voice. “‘In that casec,
you can't be much good.”

“Steady, Handy!” protested McClure.
“You can’t judge this new chap by——"

“Ie comes from the same stock—so he
must be a rotter:” argued Handforth.

The new fellow heard, but he was
offended.

“1 wather thought that my cousin’s weeord
would be a'handicap for me,” he
quietly, “But I'm hoping to live it down.
Bernard is a most fwightful cad.”.

““Oh, you've found it out, too, have you?”
asked De Valerie.

“T haven't scen the beggar for months,”
sald Woodhouse. “In faet, the last time 1
saw him I told him plainly that if 1 met

not

| out even acknowledging him.

said
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him in the stweet I'd go stwaight past with-
He’s an awful
wotter. 1 don’t wonder that he was booted
out of this school.” ‘o
“The same voice, too,” muttered.- Hand-
forth, ignoring what Woodhouse had said.
“1f he didn’t speak with that rummy lisp,
the similarity would be all the more strik-
ing. 1 believe he 1s Forrest !” : 1
“Pon’t be an ass, Handy!” said Church.
“Yes, draw 1t mild!” put in Boots, .
Handforth was staring steadiastly at Perey
Woodhouse. : :
“Same build—same face—same colour. eyes

—same everything, except for the wavy
hair,” he said grimly, “You can’'t spoof
me! T'm not blind| What’s the idea,
Forrest 7

“Weally—" hegnn the new boy.

“Your name isn’'t Woodhouse,” continued
Handforth indignantly., “You’re Forrest!
What do you mean by coming here, mas-
guerading as somenody clse? These other
chaps may be sucked in, but I'm not! It’s
like- your nerve to come here, playing these
tricks!”

Perey Woodhouse seemed to change eolour
for a moment. Nipper, who was watching
intently, could have swoin that the new boy
went quite pale, and into his ecyes, behind
their pince-nez,” came a flecting expression
of alarm. 1If so, it was gone In a moment.
He laughed good-naturedly,

“You're not the first one who has
thought the same thing,” he said, . “T've
often been mustaken for my Cousin Bernard.”

“Cousin Bernard be blowed!” said Hand-
forth. “You are Bernard|”

“Chuck it, Handy!" protested Church,
“The chap can't help looking like his cousia,
can ho?” . _

“It’s his misfortune—not his fault,” said
Tommy Watson,

THER fellows had come up by now.
and they, too, were uttering murmurs

of surprise. Stanley Waldo was
amongst them, but he was frankly
puzzled. And so was IEvans. 'They were
both comparatively new fellows, and they
had never seen Forrest in their lives. So
this little scene meant nothing to them.
Tho majority were inclined to laugh at
Handf{orth, It was all rot for him to take up
this attitude. Bernard TForrest had heen
expelled, and that meant that he could not
possibly come back to St. Frank’s. This new
fellow, Woodhouse, was a bona fide new boy.
He had admitted that he was Bernard For-
rest's cousin, and this explained the resem-
blance quite satisfactorily.

Nipper was the only ene who scemed un.
certain—the only one in addition to Hand-
forth, And he was watching Woodhouse with
very close attention.

“(reat Scott!” he ejaculated suddenly, in
a startled voice. “Quick! Look who's just
come out of the Modern House !”

All eyes were turned upon the Madern
House doorway and Percy Woodhouse had
been one of the first to turn his head and
staro in that direcuion.
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“What's the idea?" asked DBoots, looking
at Nipper. “There's nobody special ncar the
Alodern House.”

“No,"” said Nipper calmly; “I'm just won-

deving how Woodhouse knew which was the
NModernn House, He looked there without
hesitation, and he's supposed to be a com-
plete stranger here.” )
. By (George, trapped!” roared Handiorth,
“That was a good stunt of yours, Nipper!
- You caught him beautifully! Now then,
Torrest, vou cad, own up!”

Woodhouse looked annoved.

“Hasn't this gone far enough?” he asked
stcadily.  “How many more times must I
tell vou that my name i35 Woodhouse, and
that I'm only Fowwest’s cousin ?”

“T don't care if yvou tell me a thousand
Iinlga. I shan't believe it!"” retorted Hand-
orsh,

“As for knowing the Modern House, I
atilv looked where the other fellows
looked,” explained Woodhouse. “I weally
don't seo anything funny in this., DPerhaps
my sense of humour i1s weak, but I wegard
tiso whole thing as absurd.”

“You come from Monkhurst, don't vou?”
asked Nipper bluntly.

“Yes,? said Woodhouse.

“My onlvy sainted aunt! T'd forgotten
th.at!” said Handforth excitedly. * Look
Lhiera, my lad. how many Houses are there
at Monkhurst 7” ) |

““Houses ?” repeated the new boy.

“Yes, how many Houses?

“One,” replied Woodhouse.

“One!” roared Handforth,
two when I was there!
one down?"

Woodhouse started quite pereceptibly, and
I looked confused. '

“ Are vou twying to catch me?" he asked
jlritabl}'." “It's difficult to descwibe Monk-
st

“1 dare say it 1s,” agreed Handforth grimly,

“Were wvou ever there?” asked Wood-
house,

“Tver there! Monkhurst is my old school,™
‘replied Handlorth, *“Church and MeClure
were there, too! We all three came to St.
I'rank's together. T first met Churchy and
AMac at Monkhurst, Who's the master of
the Fourth Form?” he added quickly,

"~ “Mr. Johnson,” replied Woodhouse, with-
out hesitation.

“Ie must be a new master, then,” said
Handforth. “There was nobody named
Johnson when I was there. What's the
school made of 2 Red brick, granite or whitg

&

brick?

The new boy looked at the other fellows,

“Am I obliged to answer these quostions?”
he asked petulantly. *“Why should I go
thwough this cwoss-examination 7"

“1f you want us to believe that you have
come from Monkhurst, you'd better answer,”
said Nipper,

“You ought to be able to say easily
enough,” put-in McClure. “If you've only
iust come from Monkhurst, you'll surely
cnovws what the school is built of.”

“There were

4

Have they pulled |

11

“It's built of bwicks
course, sald Woodhouse,
and there are chimneys.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“DBy George!” said Handforth,

1

ing to be funny !
“Roof?” said Nipper. “Did you say that
Monkhurst has a roof, Woodhouse ?"
“Of course it has a roof,” replied the now

and morvtar, of
“It's got a roof

“He's try-

box.
“Not & woof 2" _
“Fh? 1-—-I I weally think vou are

wather personal,” said the new boy, trying
to hide his confusion. “1Is it quite playing
the game to wemark upon my  pwo-
nunciation ?"

“I thought it rather queer, that's all.,”
said Nipper. “If yvou can’t pronounce your
‘r's’ in most words, how is it that you can
say ‘roof’ so clearly?”

“Caught again!” roared Handforth.
“QOut with it, vou rotter! You're no moin
Perey Woodhouse than I am! You're Forrest,
and we're going to Dbiff vou out of St
Frank's just as we biffed you out onco
before! We don't want you here again, you
cad!”

““Oh, I say! This is weally too bad !” pro-
tested Woodhouse. “If somebody will tel
me where I ecan find the Housemaster, 1'll
go indoors. I don’t think it's fair to wag mao
like this.”

“Play the game, Handy!"” said Boota.
““This chap may “took a bit like Forrest, but
anybody with half an eye can see that he
isn’t I'orrest. Look at his hair—all wavy.
IFForrest’s is straight.”

““Any barber can wave a chap's hair!”
said Handforth pointedly. “And I'll bet
those pince-nez have plain glass in them. [
tell you that this chap 1s Forrest himself!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Cheese it, Handy!"

“Don’t be an ass, old man!”

There was a_regular chorus of protests
from the crowd. It was incredible to them
that this new boy could be Bernard IForrest.
The verv idea was preposterous. He looked
a bit like Forrest, it was true, but this waas
explained by the fact that he was Forrest's
cousin, It was perfectly simple. And it waas
just like Handy's rot to make a sensation ouk
of nothing,

“You want the Housemaster's
asked Nipper, looking at Waoodhouse.

“Yes, if you don't mind.”

“All right, I'll take vou,"” said Nippe:r.
“This way, Woodhouse.”

They went indoors with a whole crowd
trailing behind. Nipper ushered tho new
fellow 1into the Housemaster's study, and
gently closed the door. He found a number
of juniors pressing round him as he walked
back down the passage.

study 2"

The Magic 3 is Coming !
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“You don’t really think that he’s IForrest
in disguise; do you?" asked Watson.

“It’s not much of a disguise,” said Nipper,
“Somehow I can’t help thinking that Handy
is right—for once. 'T'his chap 18 so uncannily
like Forrest that it's hard to believe he can
be anybody else.”

“But he's Forrest’s cousin

“Plausible enough, but I can’t swallow it,”
sald Nipper, shaking his head. *‘ Let’s leave
it until he comes out of Mr. Lee's study, If

L

the guv’nor passes him, we’ll know he's
O K"

“Begad! That's a good wheeze, dcar old
boy," Sﬂ.ld Tregellis-West, “Your guv’'nor is

a frightfully keen chap, and if this fellow
1s Forrest, he’ Il jolly soon be on his way off
the premlsEa

“Exactly |” said Nipper.

CHAPTER 4.
Bernard Forrest’s Double!

R. NELSON LEE, the Housemaster
M of the Ancient House, looked at
Percy Woodhouse with a close
scrutiny. Lee was leaning back in
his chair, and Woodhouse was standing on
the ether side of the desk.
“Your name?” he asked suddenly.
“Woodhouse, sir—Percy Woodhouse.”
“The headmaster informed me that you
wera coming, Woodhouse,” nodded Lee,
“Y believe you have already been

examined 7"’ a

“VYos, sir,” said Woodhouse. ““Dr. Nicholls
saw me last weck in London. He met the
pater and me at a hotel by appointment. Ile
examined me then, sir, and told me that I
am to go into tha Reumve.

“Dr. Nicholls met you and your father in
a hotel, Woodhouse ?”’ asked lLee. ‘'IHow
was that?”

“We haven’t a house in London, sir,” ex-

lained Woodhouse. ‘ My father has been
in commmunication with Dr. Nicholls for some

little twpe. Then my pater made this
appointment.” |
“I sce,” nodded Lee. "Well, I hope you

will be Lmﬂfnrtahla in St. I‘rnnks Wood-

house. It is & fne school—with fine
traditions,”

“T’m pwoud to be here, sir.” _

“Ilas a—cr—relative of yours cver been
at St. Frank’s, Woodhouse ?”

“Yes, sir—my cousin.”

“A boy na.mud Forrest, 1 think?”

“Yes, sir,” said Woodhouse. “I expect

you notice the wesemblance.”

“A very striking resemblance, an]imnm
gaid Lee. “Indeed I might say that yom
are your cousin’s double. 1 have seldom come
across such an astounding resembianee,”

“We're certainly vewy much alike,
admitted Woodhouse, ““ And it's
awkward for me, too, because
Bernard is a weally bad lot.”

“You need have no fear onthat score,
Woadhousze,” said the schoolmaster detective,

ke, sir,”
fwightfully
my Cousin

“1lere at St. Frank's you will be dealt with
according to your own merits. Your cousin’s
misbechaviour is nothing to do with you, and
you shall not be made to suffer becduse of
lt LR |
“Thank you, .'
“T sce you wear glasses, Woodhouse.”
“1'm a bit short sighted, sir.” - I
Lee looked at him closely. - 48
- Simrt-sightcd?” he repeated. "
“Yes, sir.” i
“You don’t mean long-sighted, do yon?”
““ No, sir—short-sighted.”
Lee looked at those glasses closely for *
seccond, and then he rose to his feet, walked
round the desk, and took Woodhouse’s hzu]d

“Well, Woodhouse, I won't keep you,” he
said pleabantIy “I expect you are anxiqus
to be away so that you can get aequainted
with your new schoolfellows. And you have a
good deal of unpacking to do, eh? All riglt.
I might want to see vou later, If so, 1 will
send for you.” &

“PThank you, sir,
I go now?”

sir 1" He &

e .

" said Woodhouse, ‘* May

that by this

““Yes, if you wish.”

Woodhouse did wish. He was gone like a
thoughtfully stroked his chin.

“Percy Woodhouse—ch?” he mused.
In fact, a very remarkable new boy!l”
W HEN Percy Woadhouse got out into

Gulliver and George Bell waiting

for him, They were both looking
upon him.  lle régarded them with some
suspleclon, "

“Youwre Iorrest’s cousin, aren’t you?”
asked Gulliver.
time,” replied Woodhouse, with —some
asperity.
is Bell,” said Gulliver.  “When Forrest was
here he used to be in Study A—our study,.

flash; and Nelson Lee, sitting down again,,
“Very interesting! A remarkable new boy.
the corridor he found Albert

flushed and eager;@and they fairly pounced

*What is the idea?” he asked coldly.

“T thought evewybody knew

“’Wwil, My naie's [;H“Hlt‘, and this r‘mp
you kuow.”

“1I'm not particularly imtewested
new boy.

“But 1t just happens we've got a vacancy,,
in our study,” continued Gulliver. '*And.os
Forrest used to be our pal—and as you're his
| cousin—well, Bell and I thought it would be
Crather nice if you came into Study A with
us. What do you say?”

Woodhouse laughed,

“Oh, I see,” he said. “We ”, it’1l st me,
I suppose. Being a stwanger hore, it doesn't
make much diffewence to me which study T
«o into. Yours will be just as good as any
other,” -

“It’s a go, then?” asked Bell, -

“Certainly, dear boy, if you weally want
me,” said Woodhouse.

{C’anumnj on tqge 14.]

," said the.



Being the first of a series of papers on
Puddledilch to the boys of Si. Sycamore’s.
the first lecture, chums !

Professor Puddleditch’s

Lectures!

“unnatural bistory,” read by Professor
There’s a meh 1 every line of

By Reggie Pitt
LECTURE 1—THE SAUSAGE

ié OW, bors, to-day it is my intention
to talk to you on the subject of the
common or domestic sausage.

“Sausage,” said the I}rﬂf{*s_:mr,
thumbing his gigantic du.-tlormn.

‘sausage,
from the Greek ‘sau,’ meaning the
‘unkuown,” and ‘sage,’ a ‘ pungent weed,’

used, no doubt, to disguise the flavour of the
uttknown, Pronounced saus- age—not  s0s-
sidge, as the vulgar sometimes call 1t)’

The professor “cleared his throat several
times, adjusted his wobbly spectacles, and
continued :

““Let us first consider tho composition of
the subject under discussion. A sausage is a
mysterious conglomeration—or mess, 1f you
prefer it—surrounded entirely by a skin, ‘the
same as you or 1 might be, mcept that a
sausage 15 non-vertebrate ; that 15, it is bUnc*
less—has no backbone, I sometimes wish I

hadn’t, as I suffer from lumbago. e, he,
Lhe! Now, boys, stop laughing!”

Nobody had laughed but himself.

“Shall we look into the habits of this

peculiar organism?  Yes! It will generally
be found sometimes that it lurks in larders,
and moves, not singly, but in strings, the
idea being, according to the great unnatural
historian Stuffanbosch, that it prefers com-
pany, and is less likely to be attacked from
the rear by its numerous enemies.

“ Amongst such enemies, it should be noted,
the human species 1s perhaps the most pre-
dominant, the feline and canud being easily
sccond. Ior some reason these predatory foe
pounce upon the innocent sausage and use it

for food or fodder as the case is—was—no—
may be!

*Whilst normally the sausage is of a quiet
and peaceful nature, i1t hastbeen known to
become aggressive, especially with age, and
to snap savagely at the fork which prods it.

“It usually forms its nest with parsley, and
when placed in a frying-pan is in the habit of
uttering a peculiar cry to its mate, sounding
something like this: Sizzle-sizzle-pop! Sizzle.
sizzle-pop ! This ery is generally given when
the sausage feels that its end is approaching—
what’s that, my boyv—which end? O, cither
end! They're both alike—when the creature
will gradually curl up and bust—excuse me—

burst. My spectacles are not strong enough,
I fear. The print occasionally Dbecoures
blurred.

“The origin of a sausage i3 shrouded in
obscurity. Although the eminent authority,
Pawk-Butcher, spent his lifetime 1in the
scarch, he passed away without discovering
this interesting information,

““He was poisoned, it 1s rumoured, by onn
of the very creatures whose existence he was
studyving, and which he kept in a glass casn
for yvears, It was named by him * Brutus'

You, no doubt, have all heard of the 1;_1~t
words of the famous Pawk-Butcher, wlhich
were: ‘' And thou, Brutus! This 1s the

unkindest cut of all !

“T.uelid mentions the sausage in one of his
later books you mav perhaps recollect—I
forget for the moment the exact {*hap*s_ r—Dbut
it goes something like this:

(Continued on moge 41.)
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(Continued from page 12.)

I'hey carried him off to the lobby, and
were about to march him in triumph to Study
A, when they were stopped by Handforth and
Travers and a number of others.

“Here he is!” said Handforth,
what did Mr. Lee say1”

“He told me that St. Fwank’s is a fine
school with fine twaditions, and he appaw-
cntly expects me to live up to them,” replied
Woodhouse coolly, *““He shook hands with
me and made me welcome. Anything elsc
you want to know, dear boy %"

Handforth locked bewildered.

“"Well, my only hat!” he ejaculated.
“You don’t mean to say that you spoofed
Mr. Lee, then?”

“1 don’t know what you mean.”

- “¥Yes, you do,” replied Handforth. * You
know that your name isn't Woodhousb—"

“I am weally getting wather tired of it,”
saild Woodhouse impatiently. “Haven't 1
axplained that I’'m IFowwest’s cousin? Must
I.keep wepeating it for your benefit 1"

“You leave the new kid alone, IHand-
forth'I”” said Gulliver truculently.

“What 1”

“He’s coming
went  en Gulliver,

i 11;{}“'

into Study A with us,”
“We've had a quarrel

with Gore-Pearce, and kicked him out. It
just comes lucky.”
- “Lucky ?” repeated Nipper. *Are you

sure it was lucky ?”

“What do you mean?”

“Didn’t you kick Gore-Pearce out on pur-
pose 17’

- "By George!

Handforth excitedly.

But Gulliver, who had looked confused for
a moment, now uttered an impatient snort.

“We didn’t know anything about the new
kid when we kicked Gore-Pearce out,” he
salid blusteringly. U just a—a coinci-
dence., This new chap is Forrest's cousin—
and TForrest was our pal. So it’s only
natural that we should want him in our
study -with us.”

“That’s true,” said Tommy Watson.
'N::rtﬁmg‘ unreasonable in that.”

Handforth was deeply suspicious,

“It’s a plant|” he decla,rrd “Aad if you
ehaps can’t see it, you’re blind.”

“You're only nmking yourself look silly,
llandforth,” said Gulliver contemptuously.
“Bell and I know IForrest better than vou
do, and we ecan tell with half an eye that
this chap 1sn’t Forrest. He looks a bit like
him, I'll admit, but it’s only a family
resemblance. Come on, Woodhouse.”
. They went off, and Handforth
round at the others.

“Well 7”7 he asked tensely.

““What are you getting at?” said Church.

“The thing’s as clear as erystal,” said
ITandforth. “Tve never seen anything so
obvious in all my life! Gulliver and Bell
get rid of Gore-Pearce, and as soon as ever

You've hit it !” roared

stared

o
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IN ANOTHER'S NAME!"

this new cha.p comes they grab ‘him for
their study. Why? Because he’s their old
pal—and they knnw it! He's Berna.rd
Forrest, I tell you !”

“Ha, ha, ha”

“Good old llandy !”

The juniors laughed unroariously. Hand-
forth was generally wrong, and his insistence
on this theory of his only convinced tho
majority of the fellows that Percy Wood-
house was a perfectly bona fide new boy.

In desperation, Handforth turned
Nipper.)

“Never mind those cackling hyenas!” he
said tenscly. “What do you think, Nipper ?”

“I’'m inclined to think the same as you,
old man,” replied Nipper promptly.

“You mean that this chap is Forrest?”

“lt looks like 1t,” said the Remove
skipper. ““But we mustn’t do anything
headstrong, Handy. We shall have to go
casy.”

“Why?” demanded Edward Oswald.
“Why not rag him and boot him nut?”

“Because we may ‘be wrong,” replied
Nipper. “There% just a chance that he is
Forrest’s cousin.’

“What rot! It’s as clear as erystal—

“You said that before,” nodded Nipper.
“But my guv'nor has evidently passed him
as O.K., and we can’t very well do any-
thing just yet. Let’s give the chap a chance.
There arc cases, you know, of extraordinary
family likeness. If this chap 1s TForrest, he'll

to

soon give himself away, and then we shall
be able to deal with him as he deservas.”
‘N Study A Percy Woodhouse put his
l back against the closed door and
grinned at Gulliver and Bell, who were
facing him on the other side of the
table.
“Well, my sons, satd Wood-
house coolly.

I’m here,”

The pair regarded him with awe and
admiration, :

“How the dickens did you do it?”
breathed Gulliver. “By gad! What a

nerve |
“But it's worked,” said the new boy
e shook hands with them—warmly. ;
“Gad! DBut it’s good to be back !” he
murmured, as he looked round the study.
“I‘mr:fthmg's just the same, I sce. And
this time I'm here to stay.”

“You’ll never be able to keep it up,
Forrest,” muttered Bell. *It's—it’s too big
—too risky.”

“Don’t, use my name, vou idiot!” said the
newcomer, scowling. ‘“Call me Woodhouze

—and don’t forget 1”

They regarded him with that same, cx-
pression of awe. For they knew, surely
enough, that they were facing the;r old pal,
Bernard Forrest.

Bernard Forrest !

Himself—in the flesh. His hair had been
waved, and he -was wearing pince-nez, and
he spnke differently, But he was Bernard
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['ocrest right enough !
succceded,

“You're a marvel!” said CGulliver, open-
cred, “You did a few daring things while
vou were at St. Frank's before—but this
beats everything !  How on carth did you

oy

wet your cousin to agree’

Bernard Forrest laughed with all his old
conlness and insolence.

“Don’'t be a fool,” he replied.
any cousin,”

*What I

“I only assumed this name jnst for the
occasion,” continued Forrest. “There’'s no
cousin at all, really. I'm not impersonating
anvbody, It's only lmaginary, But I'm
here, in St. Frank's, aren't I? It's done the
trick, hasn't it? And that's all that
rnatters.” .

“Jor the minute, ves,” said Bell, “But
vou'll never keep it up, old man. Hand-
forth 1s suspicious already—and so 1s Nipper.
Nipper doesn't make such a fuss, but he's a
lot more dangerous than Handforth, He
gave vou some pretty close looks, and 1
Lelieve he's twigged you already.”

“Who cares?” drawled Forrest, as he sat
down,

“But yvou must care!” protested Gulliver,
“You don't want to get kicked out almost
as soon as you've got back, do you? You
know ,wlmt a persistent chap Handforth

L5

His masquerade had

“I haven't

¥

“This- thing has been fixed up by my
pater,” interrupted Forrest smoothly. “It
doesn't matter a toss what Handforth does—
or Nipper. ecither. My pater has made up
lis mind that I'm to be educated at St.
Frank's. This trick isn't my wheeze—it's
hiis. And when I say that I'm here to stay,
I mecan it.”

“I don't see how it can be done,” said
Gulliver, shaking his head.
“You'll see, sooner or later.” replied

Bernard Forrest. “Good men! You've pgot
Core-Pearce out all right, then?”

“We kicked him out this afternoon—only
a  little while before you came,” said
Cialliver.

“Well, as long as he's out now, that's all
that matters,” chuckled Forrest. *“I'll bet 1
gave you fellows a surprise, eh?”

“We nearly had a fit when we got vour
lotter,” said Bell. *““You advised us to pick
a quarrel with Gore-Pearce, and we did it.
I+ wasn't so very hard.”

“You've broken with him for good ™

“Yes, of course,” said Gulliver.
hates us like poison now.”

I"orrest laughed under his breath.

“Then you regard me as a fixture,” he
cald softly. *‘Congratters, you fellows, for
the way you managed to fix things. We're
vals together again—in Study A.”

It was the same scheming DBernard
Forrest ! That very quarrel with Core-
*earce, engineered by Gulliver and Bell, had
heon one of Forrest’s typical plots. IHe had

“He

started his old games, in fact, even befowe |
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he had arrived back at St. Frank's in tho

{ flesh,

And here he was, confident and cool.
Gulliver and Bell ecould not understand his
attitude., It seemed to them that exposure
must certainly come within a few hours—
and then an ignominious exit,

But Bernard Iorrest scemcd supremecly
confident,

CHAPTER 5.
The Trap!

IVE minutes Jater Forrest and Gulliver

F_ and Bell were outside again. I'orrest

thought it. very inadvisable for him

to remain behind a closed door—at

this stage—with Gulliver and Bell TI'ar

better to walk about openly. I'or the ratu:
had stopped a good time ago.

And so “Perecy Woodhouse ¥ was being
shown round St, Frank's by his study-mates,
Thev did it with great ostentation. They
carried him round the Triangle, into West
Square, and then round the buildings, and
so to Fast Square. They went into Inner
Court, and they explored the chapel and tho
gvm., and had a look at the playing fields.

This little picce of theatrical bluff hood-
winked the majority of the fellows, It waa
quite obvious to them that **Woodhouse ™
was a newcomer., The suspicious attitude of
Handforth was forgotten. Yt was true that
this new boy looked very muc’l:’{lil-:e Forrest,
but what of that? ILots of coudins were very
much alike.

Handforth was quiet now.  Nipper, n
fact, had a word with him. And, althourl
Handforth didn't like it, he was keeping

himself quict about Forrest. e was wait-
ing for I'orrest to give himself away,

In Study B Claude Gore-Pearce was stan:-
ing by the fireplaco, recklessly smoking.
There was a scowl on his face. Arthur Hul,.
bard and Teddy Long were busying them
selves at the table, preparing tea. Thev
wore going to have a special spread to-night.
Gore-Pearce had provided the cash, and
Hubbard and Long were in high good
humour.

“What's up, @ore-Pearce?” asked Teddy
Long. “We're jolly glad vou've come into
this study, you know., We'll make vou ab
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home here. No neced for you to be so
worried.”
“Let me think,” grunted Gore-Pearce.

went on
salimon,
custard

“ Look what we’w got for tea,”
Teddy ecestatically. “A whole tin of
potted ham and tongue, doughnuts,
tmrs "

“Oh, shut up about the grub!” interrupted
Gore-Pearce. - % You can wolf the lot, for all
I care. I’m not hurgry. I'm thmiunh about
that new kid—Woodhouse. I believe there's
something in. what Handforth has been say-
ing.”

“You mean he may be Forrest?”

“YNes, 1 du',” said  Gore Pearce  darkly.
“I'm pretty sure he is Tlorvest. TIsn't 1t
significant? 1 mean, the way Gulliver and
Bel) picked a quarrel with me this
noon? There wasn’t any recason for it—I
didn’t give them any cause. Dut I remember
they got « letier this morning, and they
were pretty excited 1bnut it, :l]fhﬂuﬂ'h they
pretonded not to be.”

“It’s ' just your faney,” said IIubbard
sceptically. .

“All right, I'll bet it isn't,” replied Gore-
Pearée. ““You weren't there, Hubbard, and

you dan’t know I tell you, they deliberately
picked a quarrel, and then they set on me
and chucked me out. It was two to one,
and T hadn’t a ckance. They got rid of me
so that they could have Torrest back with
them. I tell vou it’s obvious, Why, they’'ve
got this new fellow in their study already.
New fellow, be hanged! He is Forrest!”

house 7 was the eentre of attention. Tt

wa: characteristic of Bernard Forrest to

~go boldly into the Clommon-room, and
to 'rnt into conversation with varions juniors.
He knew them all, but he prefended to be
ignorant of their names  There was some-
thing rather novel in the whole proceedings,
and he guite enjoved himself,

Strangely enough, he did not scem to care
whether his I!l..LHqHIJlH.dI‘ succeeded or not.
Yet he was careful to make no ships. He
appeared to be supremely confident that he
was above detection,

I'\T the Common-room, after tea, *“Wood-

And he took a delight, too, in talking
abont himself,
“I den't wonder that vou St. Frank's

fellows gnt sick of my Cousin Bernard,” he
satd. ‘‘He’s the black sheep of the family.
A wernlar outsider. My pater won’t even
bave him in our house.”

“Where i1s he now?” asked HHandforth
bluntly.

“Who? My Cousin Bernard ?”

13 Y',:s‘ 1"

“1 weally don’t know,"' replied [Forrest
coollv. “I wather think my uncle—his pater,

vou knuw—sent him to a tin-pot hittle school
im the west somewhere. None of the big
schools will have him now., Quite wight, too.
The ckap is an utter blackguard.”

“You ounght to know,” .said Handforth
pointedly. st ied 5 %

after-
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during the holidays,
went on Forrest. 1 happened to meet him
by accident, He was just coming out of a
saloon bar with a lot of wacing men., Dis-
gusting. It’s fwightfully hard lines on me,
yvou know, particdarly as lots of other
people have mistaken moe for my Cousin
Bernard. It's wough on a chap.”

“When did yvou leave Monkhuest?”
Handforth sudden'y.

“Oh, abont three wecks ago.”

IForrest did not hike this turn
versation.

“1 saw him once,

ashed

1 the con-
Tt was just a pilece of bad luck
ihat he had mentioned Monkhurst - as his
former school. He hadn’t had the faintest
idea that Handforth had onee been at that,
school. Tt was an unfortunate numphmtmﬁ”
which he could net have foreseen,

“Took here,” said Handforth, -tndmg
forward. “Just a few questions, Wood-
house.”

‘He thrust his hands deeply into his tronsers
pockets, set his legs apart, and stood in
fmnt of Forrest with a judicial air,

“What’s the nearest innn to Monkhurst ?
he demanded.

“T'he neawest town?” replied  Forrest,
“Sevenoaks, isn't it ?”

*“ Sevenoaks I gasped Handforth.  “ Monk-
hurst isn’t in Surrey! T've trapped vyon
again !

“Sovenoaks  isn’t in Suwway, either,’

replied Iorrest coolly, “What's the matter

with vour geogwaphy, dear boy? T always

thought. that Sevenoaks was in Kent,” 3
Handforth turned red.

“Neversmind where Sevenoaks is,” he
grunted.  “The ncarest town fo Monkhurst
College 1s Sudbury, in Suffolk.”

2

th‘rcst’s quick  brain  scized upon - his
chance i
“Oh, that explains it, then!” he said, nod-

ding.
“ Explains what??

“This litile bit of confusion about my old
school,” said Ttorrest. “There must be two
Monkhursts,”

“What1”

“The place I came fwom is called Monk-
harst School—riot Monkhurst College,”” said
Forrest glibly. “It's in Koent. Hardly any
wonder that we got a bit mixed, 1s 1t?” ;-

It was a bold move, and most of tho
fellows were satisfied. The only risk was if
somebody took the trouble to laok up a book
of reference. If he should do that, only one
Monkhurst would ba discovered, and it
would certainly not be near Suunmlkq, in
Kent.

After a while, even Handforth began to
have a vague, uneasy smpwmn that he m:p:ht
bave made a blnnder Trv as he would, he
could not trap the fellow lie believed to be
Forrest.  And 1t was undemiable that this
new boy had paessed the close scrnriny of
AMr. Nelson Lee.

It was: unsetthng, and Handforth bvgdn to
‘LT‘D[I’? ¢ ki L i
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Parcy Woodhouse eame into Study A and grinned at Gulliver and Bell, who regarded him, neverthe=

[ess, with awe.

“ Well, my sons, I'm here,”’ he said coolly.

““Bygad | What a nerve ! ** breathed/

Gulliver, *‘ How the dickens did you do it, Forrest 2"’ This new boy was Forrest, who had been'
expelled from St, Frank’s ! '

N Study B, Claude Gore-Pearce was look-
I ing flushed and breathless.
“We'll soon know the truth,” he was
saving to Hubbard and Long. “I'm
cortain that this new chap is Forrest, and
if I can expose him I.shall get one back on
(sulliver and DBell! They think they've

v b

dished me, but I'in going to dish them!

His feelings towards his former study-mates
were still as homicidal as ever. He loathed
them with a whole-hearted feroecity which
rather scared Hubbard and Long. And his
present activities were not direcled so much
against Bernard Forrest as against Gulliver
au<d Bell. He wanted to confound them.

“Do vou think it'll work ?”* Hubbard asked,
i a doubtful voice.

“Work? It can’t help working,” replied
Ciore-Pearce.  *“You keep near that door,
Long. Don't move away from it,”

“All right,” said Teddy.

He had the door slightly open, and his ear
was glued to the slit. Teddy Long was a
past-master in the art of listening.

“Somebody coming now,” he whispered, a
moment later.

“Ts it them ?” breathed Gore-Pearce.

“Don't know vet; I can only hear foot-
steps,” replied Teddy, *“Yes, by Jinga! 1
can hiear Gulliver’s voice—and Bell's, Thev'ro

.Gulliver,

. - N | I:
coming, That new chap is with them, too."”;
“Now for it!"” said Claude tensely,

OTALLY unconscious of what was going,
on in Study B, Gulliver and Bell went
into Study A, next door. Torrest
was not with them, as Long had sup-

posed. Torrest had staved behind in thae
Common-room for a bit, for it would havo
looked rather too conspicuous if hoe had
shown himself to be on too friendly termy
with Gulliver and DBell,

“Shut the door,” said Bell, in a low voico.

Gulliver shut the door, and then they both
chiuckled,

“Ie's marvellous!” said CGulliver gloat-
ingly. “By gad! The same cool merchant
as of old! You can't get away from it, Bell,
he's a caution!”

“Haven't I always said so?" replied Bell.
“T've never known a chap wilh such nervo!
This new fellow, Waldo, 13 a bit of a marvel,
but it needs I'orrest to show the fellows how
to do a thing really properly.”

“And they haven't a suapicion!” grinned
“Tven Handforth is beginning to
look doubtful. Didn't vou notico his ta~«
just before we came away? Handfarzh can'i
keep anything to himself— he shows every-
thing on his face.”
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Bell chuckled.

“And there's Forrest, in the Common-
room, talking to everybody,” he exclaimeod,
“He's so jolly eool that he makes me go all
hot. And the rummy part about it is, he
does 1t all so Ld.wl?}"

“Torrest was always a corker at that sort
of game,” sard Gulliver.

Little did they know that next door, in
Study B, Claude Gore-Pearce was standing
near the curtained window, his ear pressed
hard to a miniature tvh*phmm recelver |

Gore-Pearec’s cyes were gleaming, and
there was an expression of exultant trinmph
in his eyes.

“Well 77 asked Hubbard breathlessly.

“That fellow 15 TForrest I sawd Gore-earee.

“Great Scott!” .

“Oh, I say. you can’t mean it, Gore-
Pearce !”

Both Hubbard and Long were dumb-
founded.

“Tasten to this, Hubbard,” said Claude,

ks ."AC
oAF andd

handing the telephone reeeiver over.
for you, ' Long, vou’d better dash
bring Nipper here.”

“Bring Nipper?” ejaculated Teddy, siar-
ing. ,“What for?”

“Never mind what for—go and fotch huw !
ordered Gore-Pearce. “And yvou might as
well 'Bting one or two of the other fel'ous,
too. Only warn them to be quict. Tel! thein
to creep here without letting IFForrest know ™

“Jorrest! DBut are you sure—-"

“(Clear off, and do as 1 tell you!”
Gore-Pearce.  “There’s not
lost1”

12

e ted
a minute to !

rakt

satd Teddy.
He went, and Hubbard, .Lt tha telephone,

“0Oh, all right!”

was soon convinced., He could hear the
voices of Gulliver and Bell quite plainly—he
could understand their words. And they were
talking about Bernard Forrest. There in the
supposed privacy of their study they only
took the precaution of lowering their voices a
trifle.  They felt that they could speak quite
freelv behind their closed deor.

They knew nothing of that little private
telephone which Gore-Pearce had rigged up
during their absence,

It was only a kind of toy—just a cheap
telephone apparatns.  Gore-Pearee had run
the wires out of one window and into another,
By daylight the wheezs could not have been
worked, but now, in the evening, it was casily
possible,  Behind the curtains in Study A

It was a

there was the transmitter—not even disguised,
It was just ndden in a fold of the curtains,
hanging there ready to transmit all the words
that were spoken within those four walls!

And these same words passed over L:y,ﬁ;rjmlt
wires, and so mto lha, next study,

“My only hat!” breathed lillbL;‘LH]" “Yt's
true, then! I just heard Bell saying’ that
life is going to be worth living now that
I'orrest has como back. And Gulliver “wis
chuckling because the fullmua haven’t tw ngap(f:
i‘ﬂ!"t(ﬁt s unpersonation.” ,

“Didn’t I tell you?” said Gore-P van
savagely,  “Gulliver and Bell only chueked
me out so that they could have Forrest back.
plant. A frame-up. I expect
Forrest put them up to it, Well, T shall have
my own back soon!”

CHAPTER 6.
The Exposure!

N IPPER glanced round as he felt a tug

at his slecve.
“You're wanted,” whlapmcd Teddy
Long eagerly.

“Who by?”

“(rore-Pearce.”

“Kindly present my compliments to Gore-
’carce, and tell him that he can go and cat
coke,” sald Nrpper politely,

“But—but 1t’s nuportant!”

“Not so Important as football,”

urged Teddy.
retorted

Nipper. *1'm just in the middle of a keen
discussion on next Wednesday’s game.  So
you can clear off.} L

Nipper was in-#c Common-room, and” he
was :im'tmg with Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey
and Castleton, who had all come over from
the West 1Touse. They hadn’t really come to
talk football, but to have a look at thae
astonishing new boy. Kverybody, of course,
in all the Llouses, was talking about Forrest's
cousin, =

Forrest himself was over by the fireplace,
cool and calm. He was talking with Jimmy
Potts and Harry Gresham and Alee Duncan,
and they were all more or less satisfied that

the earlier suspicions regavding this new
fellow weroe unjustified.

Teddy Long pulled at Nipper’s sleeve
again, :

“You've got to come!” he panted. “T tell
you, it's important t”

“If you're asking for a black eye, my
lad—="

“I'm not!"” gasped Long. ‘" But—but
Gore-Pearco says it's urgent. It's about

Forrest.”

“What’s that?”
over.

“It's about forrest,” repeated Teddy Long.
“Gore-Pearce has discovered that this new
chap is Forrest. IIe ecan prove it.”

“Oh, well, that's different,” said Nipper,
struck by Teddy Long’s frantic tone.

“He wants you to go to Stndy B at once,”
continued Teddy. “And you’ve got to go
casy, too. You mustn’t let Forrest know

put in Handforth, bending
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that there's any thiﬂg on.
get suspicious.’

If you do, he might |

Nipper turned to Handforth and Reggie
Pict and Travers,

“We'd better go, I suppose,” Le mur-!
raured.  ““There might be nothing i it, md'
vet, on the other hand, vou never know.™

“Core-Pearce isn't a reliable chap,” satd
Pitt,

“Not usually, but just now he's got Iiis!|
kaife itto Gulliver and Bell, *Lud if he can|
m':,ke them LDOL sick he'll do i it,” sai id Nipper. |

“Uome on! Let's stroll out.’

Bernard Forrest did not fail to sce them |
going, and Forrest, being thoroughly astute, |
Q'LILE.:ELI that there was anmothmﬁ special 1,
tio wind., He was only a little wayv behind
the party when Study B was reached.

“You've been long enough bringing them
said Gore-Yearce, frowning at Teddy.

“They wouldn't come!"” protested Long.
“I tried my best ke

“Well, never mind,” said Claude. *“ Loak
Lera, Nippﬂr I can prove to you thiat this
new fellow 1s Bernard Yorrest

! fixing up this telephone,

“How can you prove it ?"”

“Shut the door first,” said Core-Pearco..
“And for goodness’ sake, Haudforth, don't
start shouting.”

“Why, vou silly idiot—

“Come here, Nipper, and put your car to
thiis receiver, " murmure »d Gore-Pearce. ““It'y

| a little prnafu telephone, and 1 rigged it up

half an hour ago. There's a transmitter in

Study A, and the wires run from window to
[ winaow."” :
By George!” said IHandlorth, staring.’
“That's a pretty low-down ¢{rick, isn't it?
I‘Ll‘n'i‘.ﬂh'ﬂ[\plng ]11;(? tlmt,*."

“Lavesdropping, be hanged!” snapped

| Gore-Pearce, who had no seruples, “I wanted
to prove the thing, and so I was justified in

Come and listen

RE {

Iwrp, Nipper!

In this particular instance Nipper had nho
seruples cither. It would be just as well to
have this matter settled once and for all,

He put the reeciver Yo his ear and listened.

| And just at that moment DBerpard Torrest
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went into Study A.  Nipper even heard the
door close.

“There seems to be something on next
door,” came Forrest’'s voice. **A whole erowd
of fellows Lauve just gone in.”

“You mean they've twigged you?” asked
Gulliver 1u an alarmed voice.

“No, I don’t think it's that,” rephied
Forrest. “1 don’t sez how they could have
twigged e But I believe they're
suspicious,”

“Buspicions are no good without any
proof,” said Gulliver. * By gad, Forrest,
you're marvellous! I don't know how the
dickens you keep up that lisp.”

“Tasy enough,” came Forrest’s voice. ‘'l
practised it a bit before 1 came down. I'm

beginning to think that this wheeze will
work., Iven IHandforth has simmered down
now, I've got him muddled.”

" You're safe enough,” declared Bell
“You're Percy Woodhouse now. and we've
got you wn our study. I say, what ripping
times we'll have! It's just like it used to
bo in the old days. Thank goodness we were
able to get rid of Gore-Pearce!”

- Nipper-took thae veceiver from his ear and
nodded,

“Yes,” he said grimly. ““Good man, Gore-
Pearce! This was a smart wheeze of yours.”

“Don’t kid yourself,” said Claude sourly.
“1 only did it because 1 wanted to get my
own back on Gulliver and Bell. Well, are
‘you Satisfied 7V

" “Thoroughly I" said Nipper.
next .door.”

“Wait a minute!” said Handforth.
‘want. to have a listen at that receiver

“Why waste time?” said Nipper. "“The
fellow in there is Bernard Forrest,
school authorities have been tricked.”

Nipper opened the door before Handforth
could say anything further, and he strode
out, knocked on the door of Study A, and
walked in. lle was followed by Handforth
and all the others,

“Visitors, dear boys,” said IForrest calinly,

“Unwelcome visitors, . I expect,” nodded
Nipper. * Forrest, the game’s up !”

“Weally " drawled Bernard., A joke is a
joke, dear boy, but don’t you think that this
ims gone far enough? 1've alweady told you
that my cousin &

“1 repeat—the game’s up interrupted
Nipper. *Your namne is no more Woodhouse
than mine i1s. You're Forrest. On principle,
the Remove objects lo your presence at St.
Frank's. And the Remove, equally: on
principle, is going to see that you clear out.”

“And clear out quickly!” said IHandforth
grimly,

“You're all mad!”™ burst out Gulliver hotly.
“How many more tunes do you want telling
that this chap 1s Forrest’s cousin? Just be-
cavse there’s a bit of a hkeness——"

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Nipper. *1
want to show you something, Gulliver.”

“We'll go
(11 ]I:‘

In
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[Ie strode across to the window, pulled the
curtaing aside, and jerked the little telephone
transmitter into view, "

“By gad!” ejaculated Forrest, startled.

“IKnow what it is?"” asked Nipper, " -

“I fancy I do, dear boy,” nodded Bernard,
recovering his composure with all his old
insolence,

“What is 1t?” demanded Gulliver, look-
ing pale. “What have you fellows becn
up to?”

“It was I who did it!” gloated Clande
Gore-P’earce, pushing forward. *““Youn cads!
I'll teach you to chuck me out of this study
and to give 1py place to one of your old pals
—a rotter who was sacked In disgrace!
That’s a telephone, and the other end of it
1s in Study B.” '

“Wha-a-a-at!” gurgled Gulliver and Bell.

“They’ve apparently been listening to our
chat,” said IForrest steadily.

“You—you mecan—-"

Gulliver paused, his jaw dropping.

“I mean that they’ve been spying on us,”
saldd Bernard TForrest, his lip curling.
“They couldn’t find out in any other way,
so they adopted these tactics.- Gad! And
they call me unscrupulous!”

“It was Gore-Pearce’s idea, but I'll admit
that I did not hesitate to listen at that tele-
phone,” said Nipper easily. ‘It was neecs-
.-T;*;f to bowl you out, Forrest, and we've done
1

“Do you admit that yon are Forrest?”
demanded Handforth.

Bernard shrugged his shoulders.

“What’s the good of denying it now 7 he
asked imdifferently. “Do you think T eare?
I knew you’d find out sooner or later. Tt

was only a spoof. But I did it rather well,
didn’t 17"

“What was your object 7’ asked Nipper.
Forrest looked serious. His expression
changed. .

“I did it because I want to have another
chanece—or, at lcast, I wanted to have ond,”
he said carnestly. “My pater wanted me to
have one, too. I told him it was pretty
hopeless, but he urged me to try it. The
school authorities wouldn’t allow me to
come back in my own personality. Once a
fellow has been expelled, he car’t return.
You know that as well as I do. So I came
back as somebody else.”

“So that you could have another chance ?”
asked Nipper curiously.

“Sounds incredible, eh 77
“But. strangely enough,
true.”

“ Another chance to get up to your old
tricks, I suppose?” asked Handforth
truculently.

“No; I’'m different now,” said Forrest.

“Different 2 repeated Handlorth. *““And
you're in the very school by a trick? A
leopard doesn’t change his spots |7

Forrest flushed. :

“When I was sacked from St, Frank’s I
had a lesson that hit me pretty hard,” he

_ said Forrest.
it happens to be
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Here are twe
1!s members.

ST. FRANK’S QUE STIONNAIRE

ve testers for vou, chums—qitestions which refer to St. Frank’s aﬂd
Give them the * once-over,” jot down the answers to fhose which

vou know, and then compare them with the correcl list which will be given, together
with another set of questions, next week.

1.—What is the name of the Weast House
pageboy.

2.—Who is the village bully?

3.—Who are the occupants of Study H,
the Ancient House?

4.—What is the East House Junior Common-
room telephone number?

in

5.—Who is the Housemaster of the East
House?
6.—What is the name of Archie Glen-

thorne's valet?
7.—Who is the rhymster of the Remove?

8.—What is the name of the Chinese boy
in the Remove?

9.—Which Moor View School girl is Ralph
Leslie Fullwood’'s particular chum? '

10.—Who is the ventriloquist of the Remove?

11.—Which junior is famous for his acrobatic
prowess?

12.—Who lives at Bellton Chase, the old-
fashioned house on the Caistowe road?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S 'l;IUES'I'I(lI'IS.F

1. Mr. Horace Pyeraft. 2. Clarence
Auwgustus Jerome Marchant, 3. Mrz, Carr.
4, Mr. Jeremiah Holt. 5, Ceeil De Valerie
and the Duke of Somcerton. 6. Bannington
8. 7. Mpr. Nelson Lee, B. Doris Berkelcy.
0. Sessue Yakama., 10. Wiggina., 11, Bell-
ton Woeod. 12, Pine Hill Reservotr,

-

satd quiefly, “I didn't appreciate a good
thing until I. found I had lost it. Since
lraving tho old school I've been miserable—
and I've told myself what a fool and a cad
I was to act as I had done. Given another
opportunity, I would be different. DMy
pater knew this, and that was one reason
why he wanted to get me back.”

Some of the juniors were silent. Forrest's
tone was sincere enough. But Handforth
uttered a loud snort.

“You're not taking any mnotice of this
rotter's dpoof, are you!" he demanded, look-
ing round. **You know what a snake he 13!
The sooner we kick him out the better !

Iorrest sighed.

“Well, I suppose I shall have to go,” he
said, in a low voice. “Well, I'll go. 1
dare say I was wrong te come back; but
I wish vou fellows would believe that I'm
mangod now, I was hoping that 1 could
remain here as Percy Woodhouse, so that I
could prove to you by my very actions that
I'm not the same. Bnt 1t seems that I
snan't have the chance.’

“My hat! I believe he means it!” mus-
mured Gresham., :

Handforth heard the words, and ha snorted
Liarder than ever.

“He means them to fool vou—that’s all !V
he said tartly., “Forrest's a rotter. Always
lhas been a rotter, and always will be a
rotter! I wouldn't trust him an inch!
Didu't I spot him as soon as he first came?

I was laughed at. But I knew! So did
Nipper!"”
“We didn’t exaetly know, Handy—but

we suspected,” said Nipper. “Aand it isn't
roally neccessary to discuss whether Forrest
15 in carnest or not. Ie can't stav at St
Frank’s now.  The truth's out. and he'll
have to go.” '

s

A tall figuro was suddenly noticed at tho
recar of the excited crowd, and the juniors
fell away as though by magic. Nelson Leo
strocde up.

“You had better come with me, Torrest,
he said quietly.

Bernard turned.

“You know, then, sir?” he asked.

“I knew vou, Forrest as soon a3 Vou
came 1nto my study,” rcpln:-d Lee, his voica
cold and grim. “But I said nothing to you
then because I wanted to make a few in-
quiries. I have made then. And now, 1t
seems, the boys themselves have detected
vour masquerade. I shall have to take you
to the headmaster.”

Torrest hung his head.

“I'm very sorry, sir, 1f I have caused vou
anyv trouble,” he said penitently, “Now
that I am here, I realise how wrong it was
of me to adopt the trick.”

“Yet i1t 1s strange, Forrest, that this
recalisation should not ecome to vou until
after vou had been exposed,” said Lee dryly.
“Come. We must go to Dr. Nicholls.”

And they walked off together, leaving tho

lemovites scething with excitoment over’
this little sensation.
CHAPTER 7.
The Schemers!
R. MORRISON NICHOLLS, thae
D headmaster* of St. Frank's, was «a
comparative newcomer to the old

school. e had never secn Bernard
Forrest until the latter had been brouglib
before him as ““Perecy Woodhouse.” Iorrest
had been sacked from St. Frank’s before
Dr. Nicholls’ regime. '
And the Head listened gravely as Nelson
Ioe explained the facts,
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atime to see Bernard Forrest dive headlong into the river,

For a

fair head in the water, and then it vanished beneath the surface !

Dr. Nicholls arrived through the gap in the hedge just
brief instant,the startled headmaster cayght a glimpse
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“Thanlk you, Mr. Lee, for bringing the
boy to me so promptly,” said the Head.
“Your name, then, 1s IForrest 7 he went on,
looking at the boy.

“Yes, sir.”

“What explanation have you to offer for
this impudent masquerade 77

“It was my father’s idea, sir.”

“I can believe that—sinece it was vour
father who introduced you to me as Perey
Woodhouse,” said Dr. Nicholls, nodding.
“lle gave his own name as Woodhouse, too.
I strongly resent this trick which has been
played upon me. I think your father is
more to blame than you are, Forrest—and
yet at the same time, your own part
in this affair has been quite bad .
enough,”

“I'here was no rcal harm in it,
Eir——""

“No harm?” said Dr. Nicholls
tharply., “You entered this school
under a false name; vyou deliber-
ately conspired with your father
lo practise this deception. That
is harm enough.”

“T am sorry, sir.”

“You are a boy, IForrest, who
was expelled from this school in

particularly  disgraceful eircum-
stances,” continued the Head
curtly. “I am compelled to re-

mind you of this in order that you
should now realise the full enor-
mity of your offence. Once a boy
has been expelled from this school
he can never come back.”

“Things weren’t so bad as the
scemed, sir,” urged Forrest. “I'fl
admit that I was at fault. But I
was led astray, and since then I've
been  doing  everything 1n my
power to redeem myself.”

“I am glad to hear this, Forrest, and it
does you credit,” said the llead quietly.
“But you must realise =

“Dr. Stufford was the Head then, sir,”
went on Lorrest quickly. ‘le wasn’t such
a good headmaster as you; he was too apt
to judge fellows by oulward appearances
only., That old affair was bad, but not as
bad as Dr. Stafford thought.”

The Head held up his hand.

“Knough, Forrest,” he said coldly. “I
will not have vou saying such things about
Dr. Malcolhin Stafford. Not another word,
sir 1"

"I didn’t mean to talk against hun, sir,”
muttered Forrest. * But it's hard on a chap
to be sacked from a big school like this.
He's not allowed in any other e

“We must all sulfer for our sins, Forrest,”
interrupted the Ilead. “1 regard this
musquerade  of yours as thoroughly un-
scrupulous. Indeed, it indicates very elearly
to mo that Dr. Stafford was wise in sending
you away from the school. You are not the
type of boy we want in St. Ifrank’s. You
must go, Forrest.”

1HI NELSON LiEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“Now, sir? This evening?”

“I shall communicate with
at once,” replied Dr. Nicholls, *His con-
duct has been very reprehensible, e has
practised a deception which can only be
charactertised as dishonest. You must tell
me how I can get into communication with
your father.”

“He’s in London at present, sir.”

“Not, I imagine, staying at an hotel ?”
asked the Head tartly.

““No, sir; we've got a big house in the

your father

West End.”
“And your father led me to understand
in the North,”

that he resided somewhere

Dr. Nicholls arrived through the gap in the hed
brief instant,the startled headmaster napght agl

said Dr. Nicholls angrily. *“Is your father
on the telephone

“Yes, sir.™

“Give me the numbep.”

Forrest did so, and the
down on his blotting-pad.

“Please don’t think that we
anything dishonourable, sir,”
earnestly. “I wanted to
chance

Head jotted 1t
moeant to do
saud Farrost
have anather

-
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“Knough, Forrest!” broke in the head.
“1 shall not discuss this subjeet any further
with you. Mr. Lee, will you kindly take
this boy away, and see that he does not
communicate with any of the other boys?
It will be as well, T think, if you have him
placed in one of my spare bed-rooms. The
housekeeper will know what to do.”

! FTER Nelson Lee had gone, taking

the crestfallen Bernard Forrest with

him, Dr. Nicholls got busy with the

telephone.  Luckily, Mr. Forrest
was in, and he was soon at the ’phone.

“You are Mr. Forrest, I think?” asked
the Ilead 1cily.

“Yes,” came the reply. “My sccretary
has told me that you are Dr. Nicholls of
St. TFrank's College. Let me apologise at
once, sir, for having practised this harmless
deception "

“Harmless 1”
sharply.

interrupted  the Head
“You are mistaken, Mr. Forrest.

see¢ Bernard Forrest dive headlong into the river.
\d in the water, and then it vanished beneath the surface !

It was a thoroughly dishenest dcception.
You led me to understand that your name
was Woodhouse, and "

“It was for my son’s sake,”” said Mn.
Forrest earnostly. “I have always held
the view that he was unfairly expelled from
your school, and 1 took advantage of the
fact that you are a new headmaster. I was
doping that my son might be able to prove,
by his own conduct, that he 1s worthy of

completing his ecducation at your establi-h-
ment.”

“If your son has repented of his former
misdeeds, so much the better, Mr. Forrest,”
said the Head. *“But that is neither here
nor there. He has been expelled from this
school, and he cannot be readmitied. Never
for one moment would I vonsider such a
proposal, When ean you come here and take
him away ?”

“Don’t be so hasty, Dr. Nicholls,” came
the urgent voice over the wires. “Can't wo
come to some agrecment on this point?
Won't you allow Bernard !o remain, now that
he is there?”

“TIt 15 quite impossible.”

“Could he be on probation, say, for a
month?” asked Mr. Forrest. “If hoe behaves

himself, he can then stay on. Jut if he
gives you the slightest cause——"

“It 13 absolutely idle to discuss this
matter, Mpr., Forrest,” broke in the Head

curtly. “Your son must leave at the carliest

possible moment. My decision is
final. Unless you make arranze-
ments to fetch him awav, I shall
appoint one of my under-masters to
escort. him to London.”

“Really, Dr. Nicholls, I
you will reconsider »

"I have just said, sir, that my
decision is final !” interrupted tha
Head sternly.

A sigh came over the "phone.

“Very well, I will feteh my seon
away,” said Mr. Forrest reluct-
antly. *“I hope you can keep lLimn
there over night? 1 have au iin-
portant engagement this evening,
and 1 cannot possibly come un:il
to-nmorrow.”

“Y will keep the boy here uuntii
to-morrow, but 1 sheuld like you
to take him away as early as
possible,” said the Head., *“When
can I expect you, Mr, Forrest ?”
“I will arrive by car during the
torenoon,” saild Bernard’s father.
“Thank you,” said the Head.
And he placed the receiver cn
the hook before Mr, Forrest couil
say anything further. Dr, Nicholis
was looking angry and impatient.

“Unscerupulous—both of them!”
he muttered. ‘“Do they think
that I am a weakling, to be :o
duped 77

hope

For a

Handforth and a crowd of otheis
had arranged to zive Forrest a pretiy
hot reception when he got back [rein

the Head. But Forrest d:dn’t get back. Ho
was packed off to bed. Dr. Nicholls wa
determined that he should not mix with any
of the boys. He wculd remain in that bed-
room until the morrow, and he would he
taken away from the school by his [ather,

"I‘ HIE Remove was very disappointed.
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So the Remove went to bed with a
gricvance. It was too bad of the Head to
deprive them of their rightful sport. Bernard
I'orrest deserved a ragging, and now, it
scemed, hie was to escape it.

I'orrest himself seemed 1n
turbed by what had happened.

Ho lay in bed quite comfortable, and there
was a glint of amusement in his eyes. A
grreat change had come over him. No longer
did he look penitent or crestfallen., No
longer was there a droop in his shoulders,

“Well, I've fooled 'em!” he told himself
complacently. “The Head doesnu't mean to
let me stay, but I've kidded him that I'm
now quite a good little bov, anxious to
redeem myself, what? Gad, what a game!”

It was evident that Bernard Forrest was
in no way changed. He was the same cool,
sardonic, scheming rascal,

He was different from Claude Core-
Pcarce. The mullionaire’s son was several
kinds of a rotter, but he did not possess
Bernard Forrest's eool brain, He was not so
capable, neither was he as clever. ‘When
Forrest put his mind to a thing, he could
achieve surprisingly successful results. And
row he was determined upon a course of
action which, if it came to anxthing, woula
he something of a triumph.

Apparently he was not alone in this ven-
ture, either,

For after St. Frank’s had settled down and
kad gone to sleep, Forrest was still awake.
He waited until the sehool clock chimed out
the hour of midnight. This scemed to be a
kind of signal, for Forrest immediately
jumped out of bed and rapidly dressed him-
sclf, He did not switch on the light, how-
ever., That would have been too risky.

Having dressed, he went to the window,
softly opened it, and took a look outside,
The night was very black. Thero was no
moon, and heavy clouds were drifting across
the sky. Ocecasionally a star would twinkle,
A high wind was sweeping through the
trees 1in the Head's garden,

“Safe as houses,” murmured Forrest.

He proceeded to lower himself to the
ground. This was easy enough, for he had
knotted his sheets together in the time-
lionoured fashion, and they served as an ex-
cellent rope. Not that he really needed the
sheets, for there was plenty of ivy clinging
to that wall, and the distance to the ground
was comparatively slight, this bed-room being
-~ on the first floor,

no way dis
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I'orrezt stole thirougl: the Head's garden,
climbed the wall, and within five minutes
he was out in the lane. He walked briskly
now, having little or no fear of meeting
anybody at this hour of the night.

Half-way to Bellton, cloze against the old
stile which led into Bellton Wood, he found
a big saloon car. It was waiting by (he
roadside, with only the wing lamps alight,

“Hallo, pater!” said YForrest, as he opened
onc of the doors. )

“Come 1in, Bernard,” said .a. voice,
“Nobody saw you getting out, I supposa’”

“Trust me, pater,” replied Forrest, as Lo
entered the car and closed the door. “ Beeu
waiting long ?”

“* About fifteen Mr,
IForrest,

He was a big man, clean-shaven, and grey-

haired. ‘
“Well, pater, evervthing's going all
“They spotted me like

right,” said Bernard.
a shot, vou know. Didn’'t I tell you that
the game wouldn't work I"

“We didn't intend it to work,” replied Mr,
Forrest. ““There was just a chance that you
might have kept up the deception for a day
or two, but we were ready, in any case.
Well, perhaps it's just as well that things
have turned out like this. You're at the
school now, and I'm going to make certain
that vou remain,”

“The Head's an awfully determined man,
pater,” said Bernard.

“I1 am a determined rnan, too,” retorted
Mr. Forrest grimly, “and this headmaster of
vours is not going to beat m2! No, Ber-
nard! He may be stronger than Dr. Stafford,
but the very. fact that he is comparatively
new to the school makes our task casier.”

“You'd better not kid yourself, pater,”
said Forrest, “Dr. Nicholls is as hard as
nails, Not that vou won't beat him,” he
added confidently., “You've always won
through, haven't vou, pateri?”

Mr. Forrest grunted,

“No man has ever got the better of ma
vet!"” he said in a hard voice, “And I'm

minutes,” replied

| cortain that this infernal schoolmaster won't

be the first! We're going to score, Bernard,
and it's up to vou to play your part,”

“You can trust me, pater, can't you?”

“I think I can,” said Nr. Forrest, patting
his son on the shoulder. “JMe'll show them,
Bernard—we’ll show them!:!”

Mr. Forrest obviously was every bit as
unserupulous as this worthless son of his.
He had been absolutely furious when Bernard
had been expelled in disgrace from 8t
Frank’s, and cver since then he had becen
striving to get his son back. He regarded
the whole thing as a defeat, and he was not
going to allow these school governors or tho
headmaster to triumph,

Mr, Forrest was a man who boasted that
he always won. And he was going to a
great real of trouble to score over the St
Frank’s authorities, It wasn't that he did
not want to send Pernard to any other
school. It was simply that he had been
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Edward Oswald Handforth undertakes to answer, in bis own unique fashion, any

question ** N.L.” readers care to submit to bim.

Bul, although of a cerlainty

the resulls will be amusing and entertaining, the Editor takes no responsibilily

for their veracily.

7777 1%7 (Chiswick). — Many thanks)

to the kind person who sent me a letter
which contained no letter, if you get what
I mean.. I have much pleasure in acknowledg-
ing it herewith.
© A. 0. W. (Wolverhampton).—lIrene is quite
well, thank you, although she’s none the
better for your asking. 'There’s something
wrong with your thinking apparatus. My
minor couldn’t beat me at anything—except,
perhaps cheek. My hair is not red. What
made you think such a potty thing? I don’t
want to be like that Fourth Form fathead,
Boots |

“WINCHMORE HILL?"” (Winchmore
Hill).—It's very kind of you to inform ine
that there’s such a place as Winchmore Hill,
- ’m sure. What do you think 1 am—a duffer?
My great-aunt’s cousin’s nephew’s mother’s
sister-in-law’s brother was born there, so I
ought to know. When am I going to get
my hair cut? Well, T don’t intend to ask
you when, so I shouldn’t worry your chunk
of sawdust about the matter,

ETHEL BROMLEY (Egham.)—Charmed
‘to receive your letter. Of course, I don't
mind you being a girl, I'd arrange to meet
you only that sneaking rotter, Teddy Long,
might tell Irene. And I don’t want to cause
trouble.

RONALD M. P, BARNET (London).—
‘What’s the idea of the “*M. P.”” part in your
name, my lad? Are you tryving to kid me
you're a Member of Parliament? T asked
my pater, who is an M.P., and he says he's
never heard of you. Of course I can answer
that riddle of yours. * My first is a circle, my

Wrile lo Handforth, cjo the Nelson Lee Library, lo-day.

second a cross; if you meet my whole look
for a toss.”” Why, the second line gives. you
away. You're not an M.P. at all, but a
nanny-goat. Baal DBaa! (Wrong again,
Handy. The answer to that riddle i1s an ox,—
Ep.) Yes, send me another riddle, Ronald,
and make it a riddle next time! .

FRANCES DOWLING (London).—>orry
to hear that this is the first time you’ve
written to me. Glad to hear you’re writing
again, 1 shall keep my peepers open for
your next letter, Hope you had d good
holiday in Ireland. Iallo, you're another of
them making inquiries about my hair. 1
you're a good girl I'll send you a strand of it
one of these fine days when I'm moulting,
Don’t you think that s kind of me?

DICK DOYLE (Horsham Road, Sussex).
Look here, young feller-me-lad, you're asking
for two thick ears, two black eves, a swollen
nose and various other trifles if you agam
call my Austin Seven a ‘‘erank pot old
thing.”” Does it go, indeed! Just ask
Churchy and Maec when we get back from
our next spin, They’ll soon tell you—if
they’re still in the car and haven’t bheen
blown overboard owing to the terrific rush
of air while travelling,

W. B. (Kensington).—‘What is the differ-
ence between a raspberry and a loganberry 7’
Well, a raspberry tastes like a raspberry, and
a loganberry tastes like a raspberry and a
loganberry.  Therefore, a raspberry 1s a
thoroughbred, while a loganberry is a hall-
breed,.

EDWARD OSWALD.
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thwarted, and he felt that his record woull
be ruined unless he gained a victory now,
His son should go back to St. Frank’s as a
gcholar, No matter what the rules of the
school were, they should be changed!
Bernard Forrest was to re-enter the Remiove,
openly and brazenly. The first move in the

game had alrcady been played.

“You'll be ready in the morning, Ber-
nard ?" asked Alr. Forrest,

“Ready for anything, pater.”

“Well, listen to myv final instructions,”
salid Iforrest semior. “You'll need to work
fast—and work cleverly, too,”

Half an hour later Bernard Forrest erept
back into his bed-room, and not a soil
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tlie school knew that he had been out. He
remado his bed, slipped between the 5I1E£-t3
and went to sleep contentedly,

CHAPTER 8.
What the Head Saw!
DR. NICHOLLS iooked at I'orrest with

a stern eye.
“You may, if you wish, take a
walk in Inner Court, or in my
garden, I'orrest,” he said, “but you must not
venture into the Triangle, or into any part
of the grmmds where the other boys con-
gregate.”

“Yes, sir.’

“Do yeu tlmraugh]y understand ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“1 will not have vou talking with any of
the boys,” said Dr. Nicholls, “You do not
belong to this school, Forrest, and I shall
ot allow you to have any communication
with the boys. Indeed, it is better for vour
own safety that you should stay within the
restricted arcas I have mentioned.”

_“Yes, sir,” sald Forrest. “Thank you,
sir.

He spoke very meckly—in a very subdued
voice. He had breakfasted with the Head,
and very little had been said during the
meal. Torrest was acting his part well, He
looked for all the world like a boy wlio had
received a stunning blow. There was
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nothing of the arrogant, inzolent dandy
about him., _
“You must remain close at hand, so that

you will be ready to leave when your fathec
arrives,” added the headmaster, “That will
do, I'orrest. You may go now.”

Forrest went, humble., And he made no
attempt whatever to leave the precinets of
Inner Court or the Head's garden. He was
soon spotted by ITandforth and Nipper and
Travers and lots of other juniors; but they
could not get at him. Ie took care not to
venture too close,

It was just time for morning lessons, any.
how, so the juniors, to their keen disappoint-
ment, were. obliged to go into the School
I-Imlac. Forrest was left alone,

Dr. Nicholls was a little worried. He had
formed the impression that Forrest was quite
an average sort of schoolboy. There seemed
to be nothing vicious about lum. But never
for a moment did the Head hesitate.
Forrest had been expelled, and therefore he
was abzolutely barred from this school for
all time.

At about ten o'clock the
rang. Placing the receiver to lus ear,
Head recognised Mr, I'orrest’s voiec,

“I am in Bannington,” said Bernard's
father over the wires. “I am in a private
room at the Grapes Hotel.”

““Are vou not coming to St. Frank’s, Me,
Forrestt" asked the Head.
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“I would prefer not to.”

"Really, si——"

“In the ecircumstances T am sure you will
appreciate my feebings,” continued Mr.
Forrest earnestly, “I shall take 1t as a
ereat favour if you will eome to me here—
where, I hope, we ecan discuss this matter

Mr,

- *“There is nothing to discuss,
FFordest,” interrupted the Head coldly.
"It veally depends upon your attitude——-

"My attitude is the only onc possible,”
saick Dr. Nicholls, “Your son cannot re-
main, in this school. He obtained admission
by a trick. It was a piece of
outrageous cffroutery. It 18
your duitty, Mr. Forrest, to come

to this school and take your son
] 3

¥

wET A wE

VY ay .

“1 am afraid vou are a hard
man, Dr. Nicholls.”

“1am not a mun to be fooled
with, if that is what you mean.”

“¥You thoroughly misunder-
stand my son,” came the voilce.
“His expulsion was a tragedy--

|
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“Very good, siv,” said DPhipps.
He went off, gave the neeessary instruc-

'tions for the car, and then went out to find

Forrest. Phipps was the Ilead’s butler--
and, incidentally, he filled in some of his
time by valeiimg for Archic Glenthorne,

[le found Torrest mooching about in a
disconsolate way in Inner Court, near to the
gateway which led into the private road.

“You

are  wanted indeors, Master
[Forrest,” said Thipps.
"My pater hasn't turned up, has he?”
asked Forrest.
“I think not,” replied Phipps. “Tho

both for him and for me,
have felt all along that Dr.
Stafford acted harshly, without taking into
account the fact that my son had been led
away by evil companions. He 1s a difierent
boy now, and if only he could have another
chance——"

“You arc wasting your time, Mr. I'orrest,
and mine, by prolonging this discussion,”
broke in the lead. “Perhaps it will be the
best way out if I send your son by car
to Bannington. I really thing there is no
need for me to come personally.”

“Oh, but I want to see you, Dr. Nicholls,”
came Mr. Forrest’s urgent tones. “ Pleasc
do me the favour of coming yourself.”

There was almost a note of alarm in his
vOICe NOw.

“Even if we cannot discuss this matter in
the way I wish, I nevertheless want to sco
you,” continued Mr. Forrest. “I am sure
you will realize my reluctance to come to the
scheol. It has many associations for me. 1
begr of you, sir, to grant me this request.”

“T will come at onee,” said Dr. Nicholls
briefly.

He did not care for the idea, but it would
be better, perhaps, if Mr. Forrest did not
come to St. Frank’s. The interview at the
Grapes Hotel would be briefer. The IHead
would simply hand Bernard over into his
father's keeping, and he would take his
departure.

Dr. Nicholls rang a bell, and a moment
later Phipps appeared. _

“TI want you to order my car at once,
Phipps,” said the IHead briskly. “Have ¥
at the front door within five minutes.”

“Yes, sir.”

“After yon have given those instructions
please find the boy. Forrest, and have him
in the hall ready,” continued the Head.
“You had better remain -with him, Phipps,
until I come.” -

headmaster, however, has requested that you
shall be 1n the ha.‘ll, ready, within five
minutes, You are to leave with Dr. Nicholls
by car.”

“Oh!” said Torrest, nodding.
Phipps. Thanks. I'll be there.”

“1 have been instructed, Master Forrest,
‘0 ”m,lfe certain  that  vou accompany
me——

“I shan't be a minute,’
"Tell the Ilead not to
time."”

He walked off briskly, going down the
private road in the direction of the biecyele,
<ned,  Phipps proceeded to follow,

Forrest noticed this, and he broke into a

“All right,

> broke in TForrest,

worry. 1'll be on

rumn. A minute later he dived into the
bieyele house, where he found his motor-
cyele just inside the door—ready. In a

flash he was 1n the saddle, he gave the
machine a push with his foot, and the engine
started. .

“One moment, Master IForrest!” ejacu-
lated Phipps, running up.

“So long, Phipps, old bird!” sang out
Bernard, waving a hand.

He was gone before Phipps ecould realise
his intention. The valet stared after him in-
dignantly., Then he turned, and went back
to the Ilecad’s house.

The big car was already standing outside
the door, and Dr. Nicholls himself was in
the hall, pulling on his gloves.

“Cannot vou find the boy?” he azked
sharply, when he saw that Phipps was alone. .

“I regret to say, sir, that Master Forrest
broke away, and escaped on his motor-cyele,

“The young rascal ! said the Head angiily,

“I might have expected somecthing of the
sort. Do you know which way h~ went,
Phippst”

"

“Towards the village, sir.
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“II'm! No doubt he has gone to meet his
father,” said the Head. *“Well, at all

cvents, he has left tho school.”

He went out, entered his car, and he was
soon being driven along the quiet country
road towards Bannington. He was annoyed
by I'orrest’s sudden departure. Ile had for-
gotten about the boy's motor-cyele, and had
taken it for granted that Bernard would be
willing to accompany him. :

He did not worry. He did not think that
tihho boy had deliberately bolted. It was
merely that he preferred to go to Banning-
ton on his motor-cycle than to travel in the
Head's car. But it was undoubtedly a picce
of impudence on his part to go off without
permission.

“I wonder how the boy knew that his
father was in Bannington*” mused the
Head, frowning. “A small point, but a
curious onc. Perhaps Mr, Forrest telephoned
to’ his son before he got through to me.
That, I dare say, is the explanation. I
shall have to inquire when I get back.”

He rather resented this journevr, He re-
garded it as a waste of time, Mr. Torrest,
no doubt, would plead with him, but it
would be quite useless. Dr. Nicholls" mind
was made up. His predecessor, Dr. Malecolm
Stafford, had ecxpelled Bernard Forrest
from the school, and there could be no re-
entry for him.

The Head was just visualizing lus coming
interview with Mr. Forrest when he noticed
a motor-cycle travelling along the road some
distance ahead, and going towards Ban-
nington. The car was gradually overtaking
1t.

“I wonder if it is Iorrest 7 murmured
the Head, bending forward.

Just then the motor-cyclist béhaved rather
strangely.  He suddenly swerved towards
the side of the road, and he evidently ap-
plied his brakes harshly. The machine
skidded somewhat, and the rider literally
frll off. He allowed the motor-evele to crash
over on its side, and without waiting a
sccond he dashed off across the grass border
nf the road, broke through -a hedge, and
vanished,

“Strange |”
ing.

His chauffeur was interested, too, and he
allowed the car to slow down as it ap-
proachied the spot. The Head could now sce
a figure running madly across a meadow
next to the road, The River Stowe was in
full sight, not much more than a hundred
vards away. The motor-cyclist—who. in-
deed, was Bernard Forrest—was running at
full speed towards the river bank.

“What on earth is the boy doing!"” asked
the Head., “You had better pull up,” he
added to the chauffeur,

“Yes, sir,” said the man.

As the car camo to a standstill, the Head
apened the door, and he distinetly heard

muttered Dr. Nicholls, frown-

|
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anguished eries coming from the direction
of the river, :

“Help! Help!” |

And the cries were uftered in a shreill,
despairing ferminine voica!

“Good gracious !" cjaculated the ¥ead,
running towards the gap in the hedge.

e arrived just in time to sce Bernavd
Forrest diving headlong into the river, . For
a brief instant the startled headmister
caught a glimpse of a fair head in the water,
and then it vanished beneath the surface.
Forrest, by this time, was striking out vigor-
ously for the spot.

“We'd better go, hadn’t we, sir?” asked
the chauffeur quickly. g
“"Yos—ves, by all means!” said Dr.

Nicholls, amitated.

The incident was so unexpected and so
startling that he was just a little bewildered.
But one fact stood out clear, Forrest, the
worthless scamp who had been sacked, had
bravely dived to the rescue of the stranger
in the river,

It was clear enough that Forrest, motor-
cycling along the road, had heard the cries
for help. Without hesitation he had thrown
himself from his machine, The Head hud
actually seen him, so there could be no doubt
of it. In the same plucky way he had rushed
to the river and plunged in. Unquestionably.
TForrest’s behaviour was splendid. And it
appealed to the Head all the more becausn
lie knew it to be spontancous. Never for =
second had Bernard hesitated. He must hava
known that the car was coming up close
behind him, but in spite of this he had dasheda
for the river and plunged in without first
enlisting possible aid from the occupants of
tho car.

““Perhaps we can be of some help, Tomson,”
panted the Head as he ran.

“Yes, sir, I suppose so,” said the chauffeur,

Thev arrived at the river-bank, and wera
just in time to sce a girl clutching at the
turf, Sho was mnearly wunconscious with
exhaustion, and her grip was despairing.
Bernard Forrest, behind her, was doing his
best to keep her there. She seemed to be
in imminent danger of falling back. And
the water, at this point, was evidently very
deep.

“Can—can you pull her out, sir?"” gasped
Forrest.

“Yes, yes!” exclaimed Dr, Nicholls
“Quickly, Tomson!”

They scized the girl, raised her gently up,
and pulled her on to the turf just bevond
the bank., She lay there exhausted—
unconscious,

“The boy, sir!” ejaculated Tomson in a
startled voice. ““Where's the boy?”

“Good heavens!” shouted the
staring round.

They saw a swirl in the river. For a fleet-

ing second they caught sight of a dark head,
and then it vanished.

Head,
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into Study A.
next door,”” came
receiver,

Nipper put the receiver to his ear and listened.
And just at that moment Bernard Forrest went
““ There seems to be something on
Forrest’s voice through the~
““ You mean they’ve twigged you are
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Forrest?' said Gulliver's voice. ‘“No; but
they’re suspicibus.”
CHAPTER 9, | that Tomson was still swimming about, still

The Unexpected!

s ORREST!” shouted Dr, Nicholls,
F “Can you sce him, Tomson?”

“I saw something half a sccond

ago, sir,” panted the chauffeur.

“There, look! There’s still a sort of eddy 1in

the water. The poor kid must bhave been
dragged under by the current.”

The Head was quite pale. Clearly Bernard
Yorrest, having succeeded in getting the girl
io the bank, had fallen back into the deep
water. 'The thing was horrifying. The boy
had given his life for the sake of this girl!

“He's gone !” muttered the Iead hoarsely.

e commenced to peel off his overcoat. but
tho chaufleur leapt to the bank.

“*Not you, sir!” he said urgently. “1I ean
swim—I'll gzo in. No need for two of us, sir—
and the young lady neceds attention,”

And with that Tomsgn jumped into the
river, He splashed in violently, swam round
for a moment or two, and then dived. He
came to the surface spluttering and gasping,
and dived again,

Dr. Nicholls, after a few moments, turneca
to the girl. She looked pitiable as she lay
there on the grass. Her shingled haiy was
lying in matted masses over her fair fore-
head. Iler eyes were closed, and she was
breathing heavily. The Head had never seen
her before; she was a girl of perhaps twenty-
two or twenty-three,

Dr, Nicholls bent ‘down; and then knelt by
her side. He was conscious at the same times

diving,

“Oh, T can’t do it—1 ecan’t reach the
bank !” came a murmur from the girl. "It’s
too far away 3

“Hush!” said the Head gently.
18 no danger now, my dear young lady.
are safe.” :

She opened her cyes, looked round wildly
for a moment, and then recovered with seme
rapidity,

“The boy?” she asked, her voice full of
anguish. “Is he safe? A boy dived in and
saved me—just as I was going under——"

She broke off, looking round in
agitation.

“Where is he?"” she cried.
me that "

“I am hoping that the boy will be safe,”
Hil.!i;] th?, Head., ““You must not excite your-
so '

“He's gone!” murmured the girl hysteri-
cally. “Oh, he’s gone! He saved my life,
and 1 am to blame for what has happened!”

“Nobody is to blame,” said the Head
quietly, “These things happen unexpectedly

“There

Yon

great

“Oh, don’t tell.

“It was so sudden, too,” breathed the girl,
looking at Dr. Nicholls with wild, horrified
eves. 1 didn’t know—I didn't dream of
what would happen, I just reached over the
bank to look at some water plants, And then
—then T fell in, I remember crying out just
before I went under. And—and then that
boy came. Oh, he was wonderfull He divea
in, and—and P
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“You really must contro! yourself,” said
the Ilead sternly, *“‘It was brave of the boy
to dive in as he did. An act of splendid
courage,”’

Ile turned aside, for just then Tomson
clutclied at the bank, and half-pulled himself
out.

“It's no good, sir!” he panted. “Can't
find Lim anywhere,”

“Heaven help the poor Loy!” said Dr.
Nicholls soberly.

“Must have been dragged under, sir—the
current’s pretty strong,” said Tomson *‘I've
dived and dived until I ecan't do it anv
more. No sign of him at all. sir. No good
vow, anyhow., He must be drowned by this
time.,”

“Poor boy—poor boy!" said Dr. Nicholls,
shocked,

He helped Tomson out, and the man sank
down feebly. Ile had beeu diving untl he
was well-nigh exhausted.

NYTHING wrong over there?”
The voice came froma the opposite

bank, and Dr. Nicholls, glaucing
round, saw & man rununing along
the towing-path.

“It’s too late!"” called the IIead, “There
l.as been an accident. A boy hLas just been
urowned, I fear. He went under, and we
Lhave seen no further sign of himn.”

“I thought I saw something as I came
along,” shouted the man excitedly., * But it
wasn't here—it was lower down, near those
recds. I thought it was a dog drilting

“The reeds?” shouted the Ilead, staring,

“These reeds here,” replied thie man, run.
uing back a few yards.

“Impossible!” groaned the Head. “The
poor boy disappeared here in this deep water,
We shall huve to have the river dragged for
thie—the body.

He was uppnllod Suddenly he remembered
BMr, Forrest, waiting at the Grapes Hotel.
What a tragic duty it would be to impart this
areadful news to the waiting father!

The Head stood there, rather stunned.
. Tomson had pulled himself to lis feet by
now, and he was standing close by, the water
deipping from his saturated clothing., The
man on the other bank had plunged into the
skallow water, and was forcing his way
through a great mass of coarse reeds,

“There’s something hLere!” he sliouted
siddenly,

The Head’s heart gave a leap,

“What is it?” he called, his voice huskr

with emotion. **You must be miztaken! It
15 impossible that
“It's him!"” came a yell. “He's here—

catight in these reeds!”
“I never thought he eould drift all that
wav down,” muttered the chauffeur, staring.
“How are you, Tomson?" demanded the
Iead. ““Do you think vou can look afrer this
voung ladv? Carry her to the car, and wrap

the ru&zs round her.”
“I think so, sir,” said the chauffeur, with.
a t'ffﬁl‘t.

l
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“I must get to the other side of the river,”
went on the Head, * How can I cross?’

“No need to hurry, siv!"” called the man
on the opposite bank, “Too late, I'm afraid.
‘I'he poor youngster's dead !

Dr. Nicholls watched in agony. He saw tha
man dragging something through the reeds.
Then he recognised the still, limp figure o
Bernard Forrest. With considerable difficulty
the man managed to pull that limp thing up
the bank, and to lay it on the grass. Ile wa:
kneeling beside it now.

The chauffeur was atiending to the giv!
who, now that the danzer wasz over, was
covering pluckily,

COMING NEXT WEEK ANARANANAN
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Suddenly the man on the other bank turn2d
his head.
“He's alive!” he velled hoarsely. *He's

breathing !”
“Thank Heaven!” panted Dr, Nicholls,

“I need help!” went on the man acros-

the river. *“Can you come across, sir? Il
do all I can, but it's a two-man job.”
“There's a little bridge farther up,” pi

in the girl, “It's not very far. Don't try to
swim—you ‘.\ml't do it., The current's
torrlbh strong 1"

The headmaster did not waste any mora
time in words. He sct off at a run toward-
the bridge. And as Le did so0 he cauglht o
rlimpse of the man ou the other side turn-
ing I'orrest over and commeneing artificial
respiration,



THE NELSON LLEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES 31

The bridge was farther off than Dr.
Nicholls bad believed. 1t scemed an age to
him before ho got on the other side of the
streami. And then he went running back
along the towing-path. In his carlier days
Dr. Nicholls had been an athlete, but this
run was beginning to tell on him now, He
fmally arrived nearly speechless, Ilis breath
wag, coming and going 1n short, sharp jerks,

“Wiell 2 he asked breathlessly,

“He's ecoming round—sale now, I think,”
said the man, who was still hard at work.
“Can you lend a hand, sir? I'm nearly done
for.”

Dr. Nicholls, in spite of his condition, did
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‘not hesitate. He dropped on to his knees
and he gave all the assistance he could. The
other man was perspiring freely from his
strenuous excriions.

“Splendid 17 jerked  the Iead. © “Well
done, sir!  Undoubtedly you have saved
the boy's hfe.” )

“No good hesitating over a
this,” said the man. “And once you start
you've got to keep on. If vou stop for only
twenty seconds, 1t might mean the finish of

thing like

the boy. He's all right now, though. Fairly
over the worst.™
Forrest moved convualsivey, and for =

momoent he scemed to choke. Then he half
struggled round, feebly attempting to Dbeat
off the two men,

“Stop 117 he muttered.

“You're hurting
me |

Why can’t you let me sleep? P'm all

right, I tell you. There’s nothing wrong s
“CGood sign, sir,” said the man, glanang at
the Head. * He's safe enough now., Let’s
take him-to a doctor, eh?”
“We must carry him to my car,” replied

Dr. Nicholls,  *“T shall take him straight
to the school sanatorium., Dr. Breto 1s there
now.,”

ERNARD FORREST had fallen back

B into a kind of stupor. His heart was

beating regularly, and his breathing

was even. Undoubtedly the worst was

over, and Dr. Stafford and the stranger,

carrving the boy between them, managed to
get him to the waiting car,

The chauffeur, shivering, was there.

““I wanted to drive the young lady back to
the village—to the doctor’s, but she wouldn’t
let me go,” he explained, “She’s anxious
about the young gent——"

“Is he all right?” put in the girl, her
voice full of concern,

“He is safe,” said the Head simply. “This
gentleman, by his prempt action, brought the
boy round.”

“Why, it's Mr. Miller!” said the girl.

“I've got my car here, Miss Wilton—just
along the road, round the bend,” said the
man. Perhaps you'd rather come with me
imto Bannimgton?”

“Oh, if it wouldn't be troubling vou too
much,” said the giil gratefully. “I could
go straight home, then.”

“Tll get the car,” said Mr, Miller, hurry-
ing off.

Meanwhile Dr. Nicholls and the chaunffeur
made IForrest comfortable on the rear scat.
By this time Mr. Miller had backed his car
up, and the girl was transferred.

“Please let me know how the boy is,”
she said carnestly. “I'm staying at the
Wheatsheaf Hotel—I'm here on  holiday.
This gentleman is also a guest at the hotel.”

“I will communicate with you as soon as
possible,” interrupted the Head. * Tomson,
you must lose no time in getting back to
the school,”

And a minute later the Head’s ear was
speeding back towards St. Frank’s., The man
and the girl, at the same time. drove off to
Bannington, The Head was rather glad
about this; it was far better that the girl
should return to her own quarters, She
would be more comfortable there, and there
was really no accommoadation for ladies in
the St.: Frank’s sanatorium.

The Head superintended Forrest’s removal
from the car. He even helped to ecarry him
upstairs to the sanatorium. and saw him

| safely into Dr. Brett’s capable hands.

Then the Head, feeling rather exhausted
after all this excitement, went indoors to
change. e was better after & complete
change of clothing, and he had had time to
recover, :

“A splendid boy!” he kept telling himself.
“Upon my word! One of the noblest deeds
I have ever witnessed. T ecannot think that
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this boy is as black as he has been painted.
He is a hero!”

Dr, Nicholls, indeed, was full of enthusiasm
for Bernard Forrest’'s act of bravery, and
all his former antagonism had gone. :

That incident in the River Stowe had made
all the difference!

¥ CHAPTER 19.
Victory!
R. MILLYR grinned.
M - “Well, Bessie, 1 think we did it
ye pretty well, eh?” he chuckied. * An
infernally  wet job. but we've
been well paid for it.”

“All in the day's work, old dear,” said
Miss Wilton lightly,

They were in a private room at the Wheat-
sheaf Hotel, in Bannington. They had both
just changed. and were looking none the
worse for their recent adventure. The girl,
in faci, had made an extraordinarily fine
recovery.,

“In these hard times we can't sneeze
at any sort of job,” went on Mr, Miller,
“It's a pity the camcras weren't shooting
that seene, though. Hanged if I can under-
5tan*d what old man Iorrest wanted it done
for.”

“Why worry ?” asked the girl, *“It’s not
our business, Jim. He's paid us for it, and
we've earned an honest paenny.”

There was something very sophisticated
about this young lady now, Mo be exact, she
was Mrs. Miller, *‘Bessie Wilton” was
merely her professional name. She and her
husband had played quiic a number of minor
parts 1n certain obscure motion pictures, In
brief, they were cinema artistes.

Mpr, Torrest had engaged them for this
stunt, and it was not their business to inquire
into his reasons for what he had done. It
was a perfeetly honest job, from their point
of view.

“The boy was pretty _good, too,” said Mrs,
Miller admiringly. *“To tell you the truth,
Jim, I was half scared for a bit. I thought
he had really been dragged under. That
s-::hnnhp‘nster fellow was scared stiff.” 1

““And properly fooled, too,” chuckled Mr.
NMillew, -

There was a tap at the door, and one of
the hotel maids announced that a visitor
Lad come.

“Show him up,” said Mr, Miller brisklr.

And a minute later Mr. Forrest walked
in, his face full of inquiry.

“It's all right, Mr. Forrest—everything
went off beautifully,” said the girl, with a
broad smile. “The headmaster johnny
nearly had a couple of fits, and he was as
pleased as Punch when he saw that the boy
was alive. Took him off to the school.”

“Good!"” said Mr. Iorrest. “I've already
had a telephone mussage from Dr, Nicholls to
say that he is coming over to sce me. I've

come here to see that you people carry out |
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your part of the contract. You've got to
leave this town by the noxt train.”

“Anpybody might think we'd done some-
thing crooked,” grumbled Mr, DMiller.
“Hang 1t, this stunt is no different from any
we've done for the pictures, Mr. Forrest.,”

““No different at all,” agreed Mr, Forrest.
“But I have a_ particular rcason for want-
ing you to leave. This hecadmaster is a
pretty keen man, and he might make spmo
inquiries, All 1 need to tell you is-that I
want my son to be admitted into St. Frank's
College., That stunt was purposely staged
so that Dr. Nicholls would be favourably im-
pressed. Quite harmless—quite innocent.
But I don't want Dr. Nicholls to suspect that
it was a trick. You understand? I'll givo
vou another ten pounds if wvou leave this
hotel within fifteen minutes,”

“Done!” said Mr, Miller promptly.

R. MORRISON NICHOLLS, without

D the slightest suspicion that he had

been deceived, motored into Banning-

ton with his heart full of kindliness
towards Bernard I'orrest.

His feelings would have been very different
if he had known that I'orrest had deliberately
dived under the water, had swum beneath
the surface to those reeds, and had then
crouched there, out of sight, awaiting the
arrival of the paid Mr. Miller,

Bernard was an excellent swimmer, and
that little performance had been easy cnough
for him.

It had been a cunning idea of Mr. Forrest’s
to have the Loy dragged ashore on the
opposite bank, ITor the Head had been
unable to know, in these circumstances, that
the artificial respiration had been artificial
in more scnses than one, By the time Dr.
Nichols had arrived Forrest had * recovered.”
But for that long detour, the Head must
have guessed that there had been really no
need for the treatment,

HEN the Head arrived at the Grapes

W Hotel, M. Iorrest was pacing up

and down 1n the big foyer., He rau

out as soon as the big car stopped

outside, He looked like a man who was full
of tense anxiety,

“Well,” he ejaculated, as he grasped Dr.
Nicholls’ arm, . “how i3 the bov? I could
not gather much from your miessage over
the 'phone——"

“I am thankful to sar, Mr. Forrest, that
vour son is safe,” said the Head. “Not only
safe, buterecovering rapidly. T am assured
tlmf”he will be quite well within a day cv
two,

“Thank Heaven
Forrest fervently.,

They went into the hotel and proceeded
straight to Mr. Torrest’s private room.

““After what has happened, Mr. Yorrest,
I must tell you frankly that my opinion of
vour son has changed.” said the Ilead
quicily. “I have had evidence that he is a

(Continued on page 42.)

for that!" said N\ir.
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Things Heard

and Seen By

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

UR photograph this week is of K.
McMahon, Melbourne. TIt's only a
snapshot, and 1if My, McMahon's
friends are unable to recognise him,

I shan’t be surprised. Snaps of this kind are
rcally a triflc too small for good repro-
duction. Myr. McMaheon tells me that he sent
fifty forms with readers’ signatures, urging
that the St. Frank’s Magazine should be

all. Years afterwards, the College llouse
was built—now called the Modern Honce,
And for a verv long period the Ancient

House and the College House were the only
two buildings of the school. St. Frank's has
only attained its great eminence in com-
paratively récent years., Of ceurse, the site
was once occupied by a monastery—this was
somewhere in the Middle Ages—and some

brought back into the Old Paper. Well, by | of the ruins are still standing within the
this time he will find that we have been | school grounds., The governors of St
publishing extracts from the St, Frank’s| Frank’s are nnt over-seniimental—and in
Junior School Magazine for quite a period. | this they show their common sense—and
Ilhﬂpe that he and his fifty friends are|they did mff. F‘:mitatr to order the most
leased with them, " drastic  alterations when the
] OUR READERS schocl needed enlargement.
" ' . PORTRAIT GALLERY DBut as the monastery ruins
do mnot interfere with any of
VDNEY SMITII, St the main  buildings, they aro
S Scarthoe, has” sent me allowed to remain. I cannot
ars  ilustration of an help adding that T am x‘ﬂtl'y
ignition lock for metor- g;];_td of this, for those old
cars, designed by Mr. B, G, ruins . come in awfully bhandy
Brooks, and he is rather to give an ecrie note 1n some
curious to know if I am the of the adventures I am called
inventor,  Although I am a uporr to  record | at t-lmf;'-:‘.
bit mechanical, and am cer- I tl'”_’k the ruins will always be
tainly  interested in cars, I there :
cannot  claim  to  have 1n-
vented amything  but  story “ "
plots.  The Mr. K. 8. DBrooks K. McMahon
our reader refers to s quils
another genileman. ALPH LESLIE FULLWOOD is one
i . ” R of the hest of «¢haps, but at ene
time he was necavly as bad e
HAD o little  discussion  with Do, Forrest. e was turned from his
I Nicholls some {ime ago which will}¢rooked ath meinly throngh the influcnee
probably be of interest to B. W.|of Winnie Pitt and Clive Russell, during «
Burchell, of Malvern, Victorie, Aus- (rip to the South Sca Islands. These adven-
traila. The Head, being & comparatively | tures were reeorded in Nos. 528 to 536, ()id

neweomer, is  tremendously  interested in
St. I'rank’s hiztory. We were discussing
the origin of the famous old school, and
Dr. Nicholls was interested to know that
the very first Luilding at St. Frank’s—the
original school, m faci—was the Ancient
House. In the o'd days, hundreds of years
ago, the Ancient House was quite a small
place, and there were no other buildings at

Series.  ‘I'his information is mainly for the
bonehfit of William Kitehen, of Buxten, but

lots of other readers mayv welcome i, too.
In the series of wvarns that mmediately
followed the Souih Sea adventure—Noe.

537 to 541, Old Series—Fullwood was really
tested. It was in these stories, mainly, that
he had the great fight with himself—aiul
won.
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THINK I shall have to ask the Editor
I to print a huge notice, in whacking
great type, telling all you readers that
I am not the Chief Officer of the St.
Frank's League, and that it is a waste of
time for vou to write to me on League sub-
jects, And I shall suggest that he prints it
everv week until you get fed up with 1t.
- This” week, for example, here's M. Koj:
Mohamed, of Singapore, an Organising
Officer of the League, writing to me and ask-
ing me to say that he wants to hear from
readers in the Straits Settlements and
Federated Malay States. He ought to have
sent his request to the Chief Officer, who
lwould have dealt with it i1n the right way.
‘No doubt, when he sees this, he will repair

liis error and communicate with the C.0.
L

* »

Birmingham, and William Rowe, of

Brisbane, and Frederick T. Hill, of

Portsmouth, to mention only three—
who write to me on League matters.
Probably they have been calling me all sorts
of names for not answering, But it 1s really
their own fault. And here’'s Noel G,
Strachan, of Catford, another old reader,
asking my advice about his job. The Chief
Officer is the man to go to for advice of
that sort, since the St. Frank’s League is an
organisation which sets itself out to be help-
ful. These columns are purely and simply
about St. Frank’s—as the very title implies.
I do wish that all readers would bear this
fact in mind when writing to me. I was
only joking, of course, about asking the
Tditor to print a big notice; but, all the
same, I hope that any other Leagueites who
are thinking of writing to me on League
matters will address their letters to the
C.0. instead of to me. But if they’re going to
ask any questions about St. Frank’s, or my
stories, I shall be delighted to receive their

letters,
I after having perused the Old Paper for
only a fow weeks. I've had a letter
from L. I'. Rogerson, of Chingford, and he
asks me (I can only assume that this reader
15 & ‘““he,” since I have nothing to go by
but initials) who is the leader of the School
House Remove and the Head's Mouse Re-
move. Well, of course, ““old timers” Lknow
well enough that the School House at St.
I'rank’'s is purcly a place for work, without
any boarders at all, And the Head's house
15 Dr. Nicholls’ private residence, The
Remove boards about an eyual number of
boys in the Ancient House and the West
House; and the Fourth an equal number in
the Modern House and the FEast House.
Nipper is the Remove eaptain and the
leader of the Ancient House section, Reggie
P’itt is the leader of the West House juniors.

THERE are others too—dJ. Doody, of

* L |

T is a bit diffienlt, I suppose, for a new
reader to get the hang of St. Frank's

L

L
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This reader also wants to know wlat country
Guy Pepys hails from. Well, with an old
Inglish name like that I should think that
Guy’s nationality 1s obvious. As a matter
of fact, he hails from Ipswich, in Suffolk.
and wien I spoke to huu about it the other
day he assured me with the utmost earnest-
ness that his familv 1z one of the oldest in
East Anglia, and that he i1s a descendant of
the famous Samuel Pepys, the Iinglish
diarist and Admiralty official, who lived in
the seventeenth century, and who was him-
self a member of an old Iast. Anglian
family. Guy is €o proud of this that he even
keeps a diary of his own. and he attempts
to immitate his celebrated ancestor’s quaint
style. Personally, I'm rnot quite so sure of

this alleged descent.
L3 - *

i :‘ marked on the fact that in some
schools it is a rule that no man can
be a Housemaster unless he is married, Reg.
T. Staples, of Walworth, raises this point 1n
one of his letters. At St. Frank’s it is not
obligatory for a Housemaster to be married.
Nelson Lee, for example, is a confirmed
bachelor. The very thought of him being
married 1s incongruous, I don’t exactly
know why, but I simply cannot picture =
Mrs. Nelson Lee, Neither Mr., Stockdale, of
the Modern House, nor Mr. Goole, of the
East House, are married—or, if they have
been, they must be widowers, because 1've
never heard of their wives. Mr. Beverley
Stokes, of the West House, is the only Housc-
master at St. Frank’s who is married. Mre.
Stokes i1s quite a popular figure at the old
school, although, mnaturally, she doesn't
appear in the stories much, Reggie Pitt will
tell anybody that her little tea parties in
the West House are justly celebrated
“Barry " Stokes himself is as jolly as any
schoolboy—in fact, when he first came to St.
Frank's, he actually pretended to be one--
and he loves nothing Eetter than to help his
wife to entertain schoolboy guests in their
own private apartments of the West House.

»

HILE I was having a chat with
Nelson Lee some days ago, he re-

* -

EING stout has its compensationa.
B When I looked into the big swimming
bath one day last week, I found Fattv

Little floating at the deep end with

all the buoyancy of a cork., He hardly ever
takes the trouble to swim. He just plunges
in—and the water rises perceptibly—and
there he floats about looking like a human
punch-ball, I don’t think Iimve mentioned
the swimming-bath in the stories, for Ray-
mond Wiltshire, of Dorchester. has asked meo
about it, Imagine a great school like St.
Frank's without & swimming-bath! I'd like
to assure Raymond that the swimming-bath
at St. Frank’s is one of the finest in the
country. Quite a large slice of the ground
floor of the School House is occupied by it.

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
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THERE'S THRILLS GALORE IN THIS SERIAL OF ADVENTURE IN SOUTHERN SEAS

e iSLAN D CASTAWAYS/

uAn:rHun S. HARDY

A Narrow Escapel

> ITH a hoarse cry, Dave set the
' \;\{ tiller over and brought the nose of
the sailing boat round.

Tom was thirty yards away;
twenty—fifteen—ten—the boat yawning to
meet him. .
~ Dave sereamed to the girl to take the tiller
and hold it firmly.

'Tom looked up, saw the boat, paused, then
thrust out more vigorously than ever. He

reached his hand for her side, and as he did |
so Dave brought the
oar down with all his
strength at the dark,
- awful thing that turned
%apmg mouth and
ashing teeth upward
as 1t rolled.

The oar was torn
away and vanished be-
neath the sca as Dave,
gripping Tom by the
arms, hauled him dripping into the boat, and
bawled to Eva to put the tiller over.

A moment later thﬂ littie boat was racing
with id helping wind in the direction of their
: slam

Uninbabited is

" The three companions partook of their
evening meal within the shelter of the hut,
whilst outside the brilliaut beauties of the
glade were drenched in a shimmer of molten

which Eva Hanway and Towm
Perry have been forced lo live—
bul the coming of savages makes il
all loo stirring for the castaways !

gold.

(Introduction on pugc:z '3'3'}

Davo bhad been moody ever since they had
landed and beached the boat, not on the
shore of the lagoon as was their custom, but
high above the tide mark on the coral I‘E’Cf
not a mile away from the point,

Scllwood was uneasy in his mind, and Tom
was anxious to know why,

“I should have thought you would have
been the first to board that ship, Dave,” ho
said. *Why didn't you come with ug?”

“I didn't like the looks of her, not from
the first,” the cld sea captain growled. "1
wish I'd never let yoi
light that signal fire.
Nothing would have in-
duced me to go on
board that sailer. And
see what came of it—
missy here frightened,
and you nearly taken
by that man-eater! And
there was fever aboard.
Who knows but whas
we might not have caught it ?”

1t was a possibility that had already
occurred to Tom, but the boy had put it out
of his mind.

the 1island on

" Nonsense, Dave,” he caid Evns
gloriously healthy. So am I. 8o are you.

I am glad we went. Supposing the men who

abandoned that ship were all drowned?  We
three are the only people in the world whe
know what became of the Thoga, and we'll

explain when we get back to civilisation.”
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“If we ever get back,” growled Dave,
frowning darkly.

“Pass me a bit of that baked breadfruit,
Eva,” said Tom; and as he began to eaf
he studied Dave attentively. *“If you'd come
aboard, Dave,” he went on, “you'd have
known whero to find her log and other things
we might have prized. As it is we've gained
nothing for our trouble saving this”

He !glnnglnd the revolver he had brought
away from the ship, and snapped it to find
the trigger working casily. He had carcfully
dried the weapon and had set the cartridges
out in the sun, though he did not believe
the seawater could bhave damped them.

“This revolver would be a mighty useful
thing if we bad enemics here, Dave,” Tom
went on, ‘““but sinece we are all friends,
perhaps it was foolish to bring it at all.”

“There are a heap more things that would
be more usecful,” Dave agreed. “Dut I
never would have taken anything frorm that
death-ship, lad.”

After tho meal wasz over, Tom and Iiva
strolled down to the reef. The swell had
subsided, and the sva was just rippling in
on the corul strand as gently as the waters
of an inland pond.

IFrom the top of Donfire YLll smoke still
streamed, though the beacon had burnt itself
out long ago to a heap of smouldering ashes,
The smoke trailed away scaward in a long
Llack tail.

Not a single objeet could be scen on the
vast expanse of ocean,

“It's a pity we burnt it, Tom,” said the
girl, “For I am sure Dave 1z right; no
ship will come.”

“It doesn't matter,” Tom answered. “It
was fun setting light to it, and we can build
another and a bigger one. It will give us
something to do.” _

The girl was staring at him,
intensity of her gaze startled him.
liguid eyes held a glint of fear.

“What's the matter ?” he asked, as he took
lier by the arms.

Her lips trembled and her voice throbbed
with emotion when she answered him,

“I can’t forget that awful shark, Tom.”
she whispered. “It nearly caught you, and
Dave savs had it shut its teeth on you, you
would have been—been killed—"

“TForget it,” he said, with a laugh, for he,
at any rate, had dismissed the incident from
his mind long ago. “The shark didn’'t get
me, and we are %mrn together., Luckily for
me I didn't know anything about it at the
time, for had I known I'm sure I should
have turned and tried to fight the brute,
But it was lucky for me you saw it, and
warned Dave. You and Dave saved my life
between you, Eva,” _

She !noied down and toyved with the sand,
letting it run through her spread fingers.

“Do you know what I should have donc
if you had been drowned, Tom " she asked
auietly.

“You'd have behaved like the sane and
plucky girl you are,” he said.

“I'd have dived over the side of the boat,
into the sea, and gono with you, Tom.”

and the
Her big

THE NELSON LLCE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“Rot!” he said harshly. *““That would
have been silly, wouldn't 1£? I should hopo
you'd have done the right thing and stood
by Dave. Then, when the rescue came,
you'd have gone back to your father and
mother, and vou'd have told my dad and
mater what happened to me.”

The girl shook her head,

“They may be all dead. Tom,” she re-
minded him, “And I don't mind staying with
Dave as long as you are with me, i}_ut I
should hate to be withh himm alone. hat's

]

what I should have done, Towm,'

He s}arung to his feet and began to stride
restlesslv up and down, -
“Look here,” Le eried angrily, “vou'ro

getting morbid. Stop it, Eva! Tt makes
mo feel creepy, vour talking like thia, It's
seeing what I saw in the cabin of the Tioga,
I suppose.” His anger died as quickly as it
was born, and, setting his arm throungh hers,
he drew her up on to Ler bare feet. ““Let's
forget it all and go for a walk up to Bonfire
Hill,” he suggested. ‘‘See, the sun’'s drop-
ping into the sea. There will be "the light
of the moon and the stars to guide us, I
feel restless, like you., I don't feel 1 could
go to sleep just yet,”

““All right, Tom,” Fva agrced.

Standing side by side, they wailed besido
their boat and watehed the sun die. They
waited there ftill the moon shone with a
silver splendour, then made their way up
the hill. They could see as clearly as if it
were day, and when Tom laughingly sug-
gested they should visit the place where they
had found Dave Sellwood, KEva was
delighted.

“But let’'s go to the top of Bonfire Hill
first,” she said, “then we ecan wvisit the idol
and the temple on our way back.”

The ashes of the bonfire were still white-
hot in the centre when they camo upon tho
fire, and smoke was still eurling vpward from
it.

Turning, Tom and Eva looked down over
the sea. %t’s shimmering surface gleamed likao
burnished metal. Tom almost imagined ho
could see the dark smudge of the distant
island, but knew that was only fancy.
usual, not a sail was to be seen.

As they made their way down to the placo
Eva called the temple, the girl recalled how
frightened she was when she had first set
eves on the idol, and heard Dave Sellwood
moaning with pain,

“T don’t think I shall ever be as frightened
as that again,” she said. “I thought tho
idol was a ghost, and the frightful noises
were the eries of a man in agony, I awm
cured, Tom.”

And so when thexv stepped boldly through
the screening trees and bushes into the open
space  where the stone image towered
menacingly, she ran in front of Tom.

Moonlight lit up the temple so that every
object in it was clearly defined.

Silver beams touched the grinning face of
the grotesquo figure whicly seen at night,
appearced to be toppling forward. Even then
it secemed uncanny, and Tom was not sur-

| prised that Fva had been frightened.

As’

L1
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“Do you know, LEva,” whispered Tom,

the leud ring of his lowered voice startling
him, I believe the idol has moved.”

Eva did not answer him immediately.
was looking round,
his avm.

“ Look, Tom!” she criecd hoarsely, * There's
a manl”

IEva  was right. Looking where she
poimted, Tom saw a burly figure standing
m\qrfq;r,ﬂnss, with arms folded, gazing at the
idol.”  For a moment Tom was as startled
as shey then, with a laugh, he leapt towards
ihw man,

“Nerves!” he ceried. *“Eva—it’s Dave!”

It ‘was Dave Sellwood sure enough, and
ho ecyed them soberly as they came up to

Sfm
Suddenly sho gripped

him,
“Look,” Dave said, *“there's something
wrong with that old 1mage. For ycars

before you came it was my only companion,
and I got used to talking to it the same as
I would to a pal. All the time I've known
it T'vo felt that it stood between me and
disaster, calamity, illness, maybe even death.
And now it’s falling down.”

Dave raised his voice and stood with finger
pointing,

“When that old figure erashes,” he added,
“bad days will follow for all of us and—
there she goes!”

Was the figure falling? Towm believed so
as ho gazed at it.

““Oh, nonsense, Dave!” he objected. “1
can understand you [filling your head with
all kinds of crazy notions as long as you
were alone.,  But there are three of us, and
we've got the boat, We can get away from
the island any time we like, and we'll start
whenever you care to say tho word.”

The figure was falling, As Tom f{inished
speaking, the great image secmed to fling
itself off the pedestal and como tumbling
over towards them. It hit the ground with
‘such force as to break it i a dozen pieces,
the grotesque head rolling away among the
bushes, The place where it had been was
blazed with silver light.  The idol of the
island was no more!

Dave cast an eye skyward.

“The weather's set fair, lad,” he eried,
“and if you and missy don’t mind, we'll
start away from here to-morrow ”

Chased hy Savages!
Hanway, Dave?”

B HERE'S Miss
asked Ton.
Iie had just come back from

a. dip in a pool after having sun-
dried himself. EHis shirt was open at the
neck, revealing a copper skin.  Iis ounly
suit of clothes, now torn and out of shape,
and discoloured beyond recognition, hung
like rags upon his musenlar body. His
right-hand side pocket bulged with the shape
of a revolver. Iis harr was tumbled, and
his eyes as clear and @ blue as the sky.

“Reckon she's gone down to the lagoon
for a dip.”

Tem frowned.

“I wish she would’t do that, Dave,” ho
said. “T'll swear sharks swim in there, and
she likes to go out a long way. TPve told
her to stick to the small pools, where she
can sce all there i1s 1 the cerystal water.”

“She’ll be careful, boy. TP’ve talked io

{ her like a Dutch uncle, and after yesterday

she’ll be doubly carciul. She won't take any
risks, though I don'é like the i1dea of her
wanderine about on her own.”

“Not on this uninhabited island, Dave?
Rot! Still, I'll agree one ought to be with
her, When I went for my dip T believed
she was asleep. But when [ peeped in just
now she was not m her bed. And she went
to the lagoon?"”

ap™

“All right, I'll go in after her.”

Tom started to walk Dbriskly across the
vlade. Dave called after him.

“Our boat all right, f'om ?”

“AN right, Dave.  And since there was
tulk last might about our leaving the island
to-day, I pushed her as ncar the water's
edge as I could with safety, and plunged
the anchor in so's she could not drift away.”

“We'll talk it over at breakfast,” shouted

THORNTON HANWAY,

is accompanied by

forgiven him:self,

they meet David Sellwood,
fire by Kemish.

Suddenly a sghark is seen making for Tom,

THE OPENING CHAPTERS IN BRIEF.

American millionaire and business magnate, iz the owner of the yacht
Esmeralda, whicl is touring among a number of unknown islands in the Southern Pacific.

| EVA HANWAY, his pretty daughter, and heér chum,
TOM PERRY, a plucky, advenlure-loving English boy.

GEORGE PERRY, a lifelong friend of Hanway's, is also on board.
great anzxiety on the yacht owing to the pilot,

DANIEL KEMISH, having developed a sudden illness.
David Sellizood, had owned a small vessel, which traded in these parts.

- cause of Sellwood losing his life—or so he thought—and since then the former has never
Sailing these seas once more hag brought back old memories, and this
Jact, combined with the heat, has turned his head,
island, but they are caught in a tcrrible storm, and the motor-boat iz swamped. They are
plunged into the mountainous seas, and finally are cast upon an unknown islund, on which
Later, unknown to the two chums, Hanway's yacht is sel on
One day the three castaways see a windjammer drifting towards the
island. They go aboard and find the zhip to be waterlogged, abandoned, and fever-stricken,
g0 Dave and Eva put away in the boat from the death-ship.
Tom jumps into the sea and swims to where Dave and Eva are waiting in the boat,

(Now read on.)

He

Tom'’s father,
At the moment there is

In years past Dan and his partner,
Dan had been the

Tom and Eva decide to visit a nearby

Just before the Tioga sinks
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As Tom hurried along the track he called ]

aloud: “Eva, Eva, Eva!” expecting every
motnent to hear her answering call; but
there was no response. But he need not
worry, he thought to himself. Eva was care-
ful. Soon he would meet her hurrying back
to the hut. She loved the lagoon and the
paradise in which it was set, and often
slipped away from them to bathe there.
Nor could he bBlame her, for it was not only
the loveliest spot on the island, but 16 was
there they had been saved.

“Eva, Kva, Eva!” Again he called, but
still there was no answer. And then he
remembered that with the wind blowing
from the north, all sound was deadened by
the intervening cane brake and the tropical
vegetation. .

The cane brake thinned at last. He could
see the path winding a distance ahead. He
began to run, cager to get into the open
vhere he could catch sight of her. And
then, just as he was about to call again, he
came to a standstill with every nerve jarred
and held his breath.

Borne to him on the wind came a low,
deep  drumming sound  that  boomed
mounotonously—boom, boom, boom, boom,
tum, tum, tum, tum—and he knew it was
the sound of a drum.” The noise was un-
mistakable.

Deep notes and higher pitched notes, inter-
mingled in a weird medleyr of oddly
linrmonised sound, a big drum and a little
drun.

Tom held his breath as the full signifi-
cance of the noises dawned upon him.
There were strangers on the island, and the
sound came from the neighbourhood of the
lagoon. Eva had gone there. She had not
como back.

Tom literally hurled himself along the
trodden path and ran—ran until the great
wide sweep of the sanded reef lay before
Lim, almost blinding white in the morning
sunshine. The great fringe of coco-nut
palms curving inland showed the vicinity of
the lagoon.

And on the sand, side by side, rakish and
ountrigged, lay three long native canoes.
Near the coco-trees a big fire blazed, and
Tomn could sce a black-skinned savage, whose
naked bodv was oddlvy smeared and marked
with white pigment, throwing wood upon
the fire.

A group of perhaps twentr savages had
formed a ring and squatted on the sand.
In the middle of the ring two more were
beating  upon  drums shaped like
clongated cotton reel. Tom could sce the
play of their knuckles, could almost believe
he saw their hideous grins.

The paddles were laid against the eanoes
in orderly line. In the distance he saw three
more savages with barb-pointed spears slant-
ing across their shoulders,

Dut where was Fva?

Perhaps she had scen the savages, and,
taking fright, was making her way back to
the hut, Yet that was imvossible, for the

an
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nearest way home was by tiue path he had
just used.

Tom panicked. For the first time n lus
life he panicked like a child. What if thesa
black raseals had captured the girl and
killed her? ”

He caught himself wondering why it was
these natives had visited the island when
Dave Sellwood swore he had never seen even
the shadow of a savage during: all::the
yvears he had been marooned there, <%

Then he remembered the signal fire And
its trail of smoke which had stretched .for
miles and miles, The natives obvieusly had
seen the smoke, they had known how' to
read the signal, and they had come to the
lone island because they knew they would
find strangers there,

Tom began to hasten towards the ring of
chanting savages, who had broken out into
a discordant dirge, kecping as much as
possible to the fringe of palm. Suddenly he
canght sight of Iiva some distance from the
squatting savages.

She was seated on the sand, and her
hands were tied behind her, He could sco
that she was bound to a tree by a belt of
grass ropes,

The savages had their backs towards her,
and he could see the girl glancing helplessly
in the direction of home,

Throwing caution to the wind, he ran.
and., coming unnoticed behind the tree.
began feverishly to uutie the ropes of dried
grass.

“Tva, I'm here,” he whispered. “Don't
move until you are free and ready to run
for it. S'sh|”

Her strained and terrified face was turned
towards him, but as she recognised him her
terror vanished, and she smiled wanly.

“I knew you would come, Tom,” she whis-
pered,

Would the ropes never loosen? Tom
worked frantically vet patiently at the knots,
and at last got them loose. A moment later
he was kneeling beside her. and busy with
her wrists. This was ecasier worl.

As Tom finished unwinding the rope he
helped the girl to her feet,

“Quick! We must run for it!"” said Tom
simply.

Then. suddenly, the three men whom Tom
had seen coming along the reef in the dis-
tance caught sight of them, and, shouting,
began to run towards them.

In a moment the drum-beaters eeased their
plaving and the ring of savages leapt up
from the sand.

They came on screaming, snatching
weapons from the ground as thex ran.

Tom seized Fva's hand, and they both
raced desperately for the path.

Eva set the pace at a rare gait, and befora
they had been running a minute Tom, de-
spite the seriousness of the situation, was
compelled to admiration,

He had played many a game of lawn
tennis with Eva on hard court and grass

| court, and had been astonished at her speed
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had
these qualities stood her in better stead than
now.

The yelling savages came pounding after

and grace and stamina, PBut never

them with long, telling strides which
threatened soon to overtake the runaways,
“Stick 1t, Eva,” breathed Tom.

She flashed o grim smile in return.

They plunged into the winding path that
led through the cane brakes and the wood
to the clearing at top speed. Tom darced
not look back.

There would be time enough for that, he |

told himself, when he heard the savages
running close behind. It never occurred to
him that he would fail to hear them until
they were 5o close to him as to be dangerous,
and it was the girl who gave him a very
timely warning.

Glancing  behind as the path took an
abrupt turn, Eva scereamed.

“Tom, Tom! Look out!”

g 0 " i

Yo ducked instinctively.

Whiz! A wooden tomahawk, with its
striking  blade. sharpened like a

As the path teook an
abrupt turn, Eva glanced
behind. **Tom ! Tom !

Look out! " she sereamed.

Tom turned upon his
heels, ducking Instinct-
ively, and a wooden toma-
kawk flashed past his
head and buried itsell
quiveringly inches deep
in a tree,
flashed past his head and  buvied iteclf

quiveringly inches deep in a tree.

The savage who had stopped to thirow it
towered six feet three or four inches high,
his body striped with lines and bands of
vivid white.

He wore ornamental bones 1in his nose and
ears. IHis hair was done up in a weird top-
knot, adding a «devilish expression to his
grinning head. 1is stopping had barred the
way, and behind him the othors came, bawl-
ing their guttural and unmusteal gibberish.

Tom could feel the girl’s hot breath upon
his cheek as she sidled up to him. She was
crouched to spring, half-turned to face the

teatl,  Why hadu’t she run on, wondered
Tom. ller lagging would only hamper hin,

Tom saw a sccond savage push the first
astde and leap past him, helding a long,
thin spear or javelin in his vight hand, This
he Hune with deadly atun, and Tom had only
Inst a flash of time in which to pull Iiva off
the path and among the sheubs.  The weapon
whistled by them, and was swallowed up by

razor, | the foliage.
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“Run!” panted Tom, pushing the girl
oaward. ““Run!”

Again they raced alongz the nacrow tr'mL,
‘and now Tom’s more ah‘upl} attuncd ears
caught the steady, rapid pitter-pat of
pursuing fect, a whisper of the death that
threatened them.

They ran until he could see the girl sway-
ing in her stride, and hear her gasping, sob-

bing breathing, Eva was almost done. Tom
himself was conscious of the strain, Never

in any of the races he had run at school had
he worn himself right out like this, He re-
membered in some dim fashion the quarter he
had run for Yale in the inter-collegiate
games, and won when his heart seemed about
to burst, but even that was not such a strain
as this,

Suddenly Eva turned and faced him, Iler
pretty face was strained, her hair flying,

She held her hand pressed over her wildly
beating heart as she looked at him
:zppoaimg]y_

“Tom, I am keeping vou back, Leave me
behind and save }mlrwlf " she begged, “It's
no use both of us going. You can warn Dave
and save him.”

N Tom twisted a smile. Unselfish!
LVl

He saw the painted savages coming along
in line, the burly giant who had hurled the
tomahawk in the lead.,

“Not me—Dave will have to take his
chance,” he said. “We'll sce this through
together.”

The running savage was swinging a long-

That was

bladed knife in his right hand. He
flourished it threateningly, and shouted.,
“Get close behind me, s sardd Tom.

“I'll fight him for the men nud it mayv not
pan out badly if I win.’

There was just time enough for him to
stcady himself for the supreme effort, just
time to steady his jarred nerves, Then the
girl's hand tightened over his,

“Tom!” she exclaimed, az if reminding
him of something lm had folrrotteu

“Yes, what is it?” he asked impatiently,

“The revolver ”

IHis heart leapt as she spoke. What an ass
e had been! His hand songht the weapon
that bulged his pocket. He had loaded it
before he left the hut for his bathe, and
taken it with him, But in the emergeney he
had forgotten it. From the moment he had
caught sight of the savages his thoughts had
been concentrated upon Eva and her rescue.
He had never possessed such a thing as a
revolver, and this one he had found in a
drawer in a cabin aboard the Tioga,

But as his fingers closed about it now he
could have shouted for jov, He swung it to
cve-level, tried its balance. The running
savage was only twenty yards away, 8till
Tom hesitated, If he were to shoot this man
he would have a life to answer for. It
scemed to him like murder. And vet if he
didd not drop the savage the fellow would of
a certainty drive his knife deep into him—
and then there was Eva.

J
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Thought of the girl decided him. The
brutes who had captured and tied her to a
tree, who had no doubt intended to murder
her, would not spare her now. The revolver
was their only chance,

Tom dropped it to his side and tighteued
his index finger on the trigger. The burly
savage was right upon them, his mask of a
face streteched in a horrible grin. He had hi.-;
knife hand raised. Tom swung the revolver
from his hip and pulled the tllﬂ‘g’m He felt
the weapon kick, and knew “that he Liad
covered the body of the man.

The report of the exploding cartridgo
echoed deafeningly, and the savage stopped
in his running, spun upon his heels, and then
came crashing down upon his face. to lie with
his bands gripping the soil, his elbows raised
queerly, and his legs 'i]}rﬂ“illlff wide.

As he crashied to the earth, the man behind
launched his spear. It missed by iuchies only,
and the forest swallowed it.

With set teeth and eves grimly foeussed on
the man, Tom levelled the revolver :.md fired
again.

Once more his aim was deadly und the man
tumbled in a heap.

Those who came beliind ran to where their
comrades lay upon the ground, and formed

}’lbht‘rlllﬂ' ring about them, gesticulating,
'uua-,?od and terrified av this uulgi{: gbhick ™
that dealt out death.

And the fugitives made the most of that
respite,

Tom tool: the girl's arm and foreed lier on

again,
“Run, Eva!”™ he eried. *I think TI've
stopped them for a while, and we shall bo

able to join dear old Dave.”

Leaving the Island!

AVE SELLWOOD was fast growing
D peevish as he set about his selt.
imposed task of getting ready the
brealkfast. for in theze happicr later
days. when he had a girl and a boy to relieve
the deadly loneliness of his captivity, whao
talked about such things as airplanes and
music that came out of the air, and such-liko
childish nonsense, he liked to play the
martinet,

He didn’t mind the girl going down to the
lagoon to wash herself there if she felt so
inclined, though folk could have too muel
washing, he reckoned, And he had ro
obj ection to Tom taking a ramble round the
1511111] all by himself, for Tom said he could
find a greater beauty in the sconerr that
way than in any other. But for first one to
zo, and then tho other, and finally the two of
them stay awav v..hcn they ought to be back
at the hut talking to him and eating their fill,
made him angry,

Tom and IEva ought to have been back
long ago. It was unlike the girl to linger
beside the lagoon. She ought to have nict
Tom half-way, and the two come back to.
gether.,

Dave groped for a stick and started from
the hut, half-hesitating whether to go or stay,
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and as be moved, a shot rang clearly, echo-
ing from beyond the cane brake.

Dave literally jumped a foot, then strained
his ears to listen.

There was silence, a long pause, then
again a ringing shot that sturtled the birds
and sent them screaming above the trees.

“Tom, lad, is that you? Have you missy
with you?’’ bawled the old salt, every hair in
his %lra.'gglj' beard seeming to bristle,
- “Coming, Dave, coming!” rang Tom's

‘voice 1 reply, and with a joyous shout Dave
raced to meet him,
.. But it was Eva who first appeared, pant-
Cing. from . her mad race, her pretty lips
- parted, white teeth showing, and her hair
blown about her forehead.

Tom was four strides behind her, and held
. the revelver in his right hand. Dave had no
thought of asking Tom whether he had fired
those shots as a joke to try to scare him, for
the boy and the girl would never have run
such a mad race for fun,

“What's wrong, Master Tom ?” asked Sell-
wood, as he set an arm round the girl
protectingly.

“There are savages on the island, Dave.
 'They came in three canoes. I rescued Eva,
but I bad to shoot down two of them.”

C“Canmbals ! growled Dave,

“Cannibals? What on these friendly
jelands? Nonsense, Dave!”

“They are cannibals,” said Dave stub-

* bornly, as the three ran on side by side. “‘1
remember many years ago there was a whaler
" wrecked on one of the islands round these
“‘parts, and the men who got safely ashore
were all killed and eaten by the natives, It's
that darned smoke has drawn them!”
“What’s to be done, Dave?"” asked Tom,

Dave cast a erihical eye heavenward.
“We've got to get away from here, quick,”
" he said. “We'll take a bite o grub from
‘the hut and a bottle or two of water, then
" we'll race for the boat and put off.”

f
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As they turned into the clearing, Davo
waved Tom away and pointed in the divection
of the recef.

“You take the girl there and put off,” he
sald.  “I'll fetch the grub and the water.
There's a freshening brecze. If you sight
the canoes put the boat into the wind and
youw'll outrace ’em. Leave me here if it
comes to the push, lad.” '

“Not likely !” said Tom stoutly, as he fol-
lowed Dave. “I’'m standing by you, Dave.”

“It’s your duty to save the girl.”

*“He’s done that already, Dave,” said Eva
sweetly,  ““ And we are not going to leave you.
So hurry up and get the food and the water.”

“I'd like to know who's skipper,” growled
David, as he ran,

“You are,” answered the girl, “but this
time, you know, you have got te take your
orders from us.”

They finished the journey at a slower run.
Alter sceuring his precious ammunition, ''om
went outside and watched for signs of the
encmy,

The moment Kva and Dave appeared laden
with the things they nceded, they made their
start for the reef.

Overhead and round them flew their tame
parrot, scrcaming madly, as if he were
alarmed,

They found the whole stretch of shore as
far as the distant point bare save for the
seabirds. The boat lay just above the lap-
ping water. They hurried to her and threw
thewr burdens in.

Tom helped Eva aboard, then followed.

Suddenly the painted savages emerged
from the wood, and at sight of the sailing-
boat and the white people escaping in it, they
began to run towards tfu:m, brandishing their
spears.

(Wil the castaways get away in their boat
before the savages reach them? Don't fail
to read next week’s gripping instulment —
order your copy nowl)

e — e — = _
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. "Professor Puddleditch’s Lectures!
; (Continued from page 13.)

~ “¢Pescribe two ares, A B and Y 4, one
above the other, and the other below the one.
Join the ends by means of semi-cireles and
state the result.’

Y well remember,” titlered the professor
. reminiscently, ‘‘that on this question being
set for an cxamination, one of my Form-
- mates gave the answer as a ‘ banana,” when
of course, it should have been a  cucumber’
--no, I mean a ‘ sausage!” Dear, dear, dear!
Very funny!”

A shuffling of feet was the only response,

“TFor any boys who wish to pursue this|

entieing subject further, the following books
will be found to supply copious information,
and can. most likely, not be found in the
school library:

% The Modern SRausage,” by . O. T,
Murphy. (A review.) R

“‘From Saveloy to Polony,” by Grubbe,
(Travel.)

“f Do Sausage Skins Make Good Hearth-
rugs?’ by Ishu Shaysho. (The Japanese big-
game hunter.)

““The Mysterious Bag,” by Anonymous.
(Romance of Sackson Period.)

““*The Empty Skin,” by DBusted llopes.
(T'ale of a great fraud.)”

The professor then

L]

dismissed the class,
removed  his  spectacles, and  closed his
dictionary with a bang. Pulling out from
his tail pocket a large red handkerchicf, he
blew his nose pompously, and, bowing to

the company said:

“Good-morning, gentlemen!”

“Half a minute, sir,” one of the boys
shouted. -“You've dropped something out of
your handky.”

“Ah, ves! Thanks!” said the professor,
“That’s my lunch.”

It was a cold sausage!
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IN ANOTHER'S NAME!
(Continued from page 32.)

bos of heroic spirit.
that  voung lady’s
pl‘:liﬁC.”

"Can you give me the dectails of this
“" asked Mr. Forrest. *'I need hardly

Fliz action in saving
life was beyond all

affair
tell you, sir, that I am exceedingly anxious.”
“Of course—of course,” said the Head.
I{e proceeded to give Mr. Forrest a de-
tatled account of the whole affair, and
Bernard’s father histened with rapt attention,

“Splendid !” he said at length. “Not
tlaat I am surprised, D:. Nicholls,
iy son better than you do. It is just the
kind of self-sacrificing act that he would
perform, A splendid boy, sir!”

“A boy who could risk his own life for
the sake of another cannot be all bad,”
agrecd Dr. Nicholls gravely. “Whatever
misdeeds your son has been guilty of in the
past, Mr. Forrest, he has done much to
redeem himself this morning.”

“Ie had already redeemed himself before
to-day, sir,” replied Mr. Iorrest quietly.
“Iver since that unfortunate affair—since
he was expelled from your school—he has
been a changed lad. He had a lesson then
whieh will live in his memory for all his
life, And I can assure vou quite frankly
that he is no longer the reckless young
rascal he used to be.”

Dr. Nicholls sighed.

“I wish 1t were in my power to meet your
wigshes with regard to your son. DMr,
Forrest,” he said, * But, unfortunately, the
governors would not allow——-"

"The governors!” said Mr. Forrest,
““Never mind the governors, sir! Iow
about you, yourself? Fortunately my son
has been able to prove to you—quite acci-
dentally—that he 15 worthy. Are yonu
~opposed to his being given another chance?”’

Dr. Nicholls shook his hiead.

“I was strongly opposed to it earlier—but
now I have changed my mind.” he replied
quietly, “I will recommend to the school
rovernors that your son shall be reinstated.
I cannot promise, Mr. Forrest, that the
governors will consent. But I think my
vecommendation will have some weight.”

Mr. Forrest thrust out his hand.

“Thank you, Dr. Nicholls!” he said, with
some emotion. “I regard that as a cer-
taintv.  Your governors will accept your
recommendation I have no doubt.”

“I think perhaps ther will,” smiled the
Head.

“May I come back to the school with
vou now !” asked the other ecagerly., “You
don't know how anxious I am to sce my
bov."”

“Dy all means.”

ORNING school was out when the
ITead's car rolled through the Tri-
angle, And the news of the morn-

ing’s excitement had spread rapidly
throughout the Remove and the Iourth. In-

{ know }
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deed, “ the whole school was talking of the

subject.

“There must be some mistake,” said
Handforth bluntly, “What rot! Just as if
that cad, Forrest, would jump into the river

and save a girl's life!”

“It’s only a rumour, Handy,” said
Church. “I expect we shall hear the truth
SOOT. It’s far more likely that the girl

saved Forrest's life.”

“Who was she, anghow "
Watson.

“Goodness knows!” said Nipper. “They
say that Forrest is in the sanny, and that he
won't be out for two or three days.”

“That mecans that we’ve got the rotter
here, after all,” grumbled Handforth. “Not

asked Tommy

{ that he can help himself if he’s really ill.

Don't want to be too hard on the chap.”

In the meantime, BMr. Forrest was bend-
ing over his son’s bed. Bernard was lying
there, looking rathey haggard. This was not
surprising, for he had—actually—had a very
strenuous time,

“My boy,” said Mr. Forrest huskily, “I
have some wonderful news for you.  Dr.
Nicholls has promised that vou shall be re-
instated in the Remove. You are to have
another chance in this great school,”

“That’s the Dbest thing 1've heard, pater,
for years.” murmured Forrest. “The Head's
a brick !”

And Mr. Forrest, as
winked slyly.

ALI" an hour later St. Frank’s re-
ceived a shoek. ’

The school had been ealled unex-

pectedly together, and the Iead, in

Big Hall, announced that Bernard Forrest,

once expelled, was to be given another

chance. He had redeemed Liimself this

morning, and he had proved himself worthv

of once again wearing the colours of St,
I'rank’s School.

Fverybody listened in astonishment as tho
Head gave a few details of Forrest's pluck.

“T'I1 bet it was a trick!” said Handforth
decidedly, after the school had been dis-
missed, :

“Draw it mild. Handy!” protested
Church. “The Head saw the thing with his
own eyes!”

“Perhaps Le reallv 7z different now.” said
Nipper generously. ““Anyhow, time will soon
show.”

And Bernard Forrest, in his bedy gloated
exultantly, HHe was in! The school
authorities had been defeated! Onee again
he was a fully-fledged member of the St.
Frank's Remove !

IHE EXND,

he bent over his son,

(To ensure reading the second stirring
story of the “Dernard Forrest ' series order

'next week's Nelson Lee in advance.)
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