


Breezy New Series of Summer School Stories.
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. CHAPTER 1.

Randy the Hct-Head!

¢ OP 1n!” said Handforth grufy.
He had just come striding out

of the Japanese Café, in Ban-
nington High Strect, and now
he was standing in front of his Morris
Minor car, invitingly holding open the
door. The three Fourth-Formers who were
standing there looked at the Removite in
wonder,
“Is it talking to us you are?”’ asked
O’Grady.
“Of course I'm
replied Handforth.

1)

talkine to you, ass!
“You and Yakama

and Vandyke. Doua’t you want a liftr”
“It is the great and wonderful idea,”
murmured Ses:que Yakama, noedding.
“Then step in—and buck up about it 1o
<id Handforth, with a glance at the café.
“These two  fatheads, Church and
McChure, will he out in a minule. I'm
teachiing ‘em a lesson.”
“Oh!” crimned Vandyle,
there was a catch in it!”
He and the other {wo Fourth-Forme:s
hurricedly entered the little car—before
Mandforth could change hik mind.  "They

“T thougni

were nat at all averse to riding back t
St. Frank's in this way. It was a ot

better than takinge the bhus—and cheayper.



E. O. Handforth’s Crash Into A Steam-Roller Puts—
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Handforth grinned as he hopped round
to the ofiside door, opened it, and slipped
in. As he touched the clectric starter,
and the engine hummed into life, Church
and McClure, his faithful chums, emerged
from the cafd.

They stared for a moment, and then ran
across the pavement.

“I say! What’s
Church wrathfully.

this?” demanded

AS!

"EDWY SEARLES

By BROOKS

“The honourable Handforth lhas been
condescendingly gracious enough to in-
vite us to a ride home,” said Yakama,
beaming.

“Then you can be condescendingly
gracious enough to get out—all three of
you,” said McClure, with some heat.
“We're riding home with Handy—not you
silly Fourth-Formers !’

““Oh, are you?” said Handforth, glar-
ing. ‘“Whose car is this, anyway?”

“Look here, Handy——"

“I can invite whomever I like into this
car, and it’s mnonc of your business,
Arnold McClure !”” interrupted Handforth,
with a sniff. *“I'm fed up with you!
Yes, and I'm fed up with Churchy, too !”

“Why, you—yon drivelling idiot!”
roared Church. “We’ve done nothing!
We only tried to stop you making a fool

of yourself !”

“T don’t wish to discuss the matler,
Walter Church, so you can dey up,” said
Handforth coldly.

Church and McClure nearly exploded.
They were righteously indignant. They
had gone into the Japanese Café with
Handforth for some 1ce-creams; and
Handforth had promptly “made eyes”
at one of the pretty waitresses. She hap-
pened to be a new girl there, and Hand-
forth, of course, immediately singled he-
out. He had a habit of “falling ” for any
pretty face.

His chums had done nothing whatever to
incur his wrath. At least, they hadn’t
done much. Church had merely dropped
an 1cc-crcam down the open front of
Handforth’s tennis shirt, in order to cool
him off; and McClure had stamped on his.
foot under the table.  But instead cf
being grateful for these little attentions
—which certainly had the desired effect—
Handforth had stormed out of the place
after emptying the contents of a discarded
teapot over Church’s head.

There had been a cricket match at the
Bannington Grammer School that after-
noon, and the Saints had won very de-
cisively. They had comfortably Dbeaten
the Grammarians by seven wickets after
an unexpected and totally inexplicalle
collapse of the home batsmen.,
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_“Well, aren’t we golng to start?” asked
Vandyke politely. :

f. “ Yes—when I'm ready,”
forth. “Youre not in a
yon p” S g

The Fourth-Formers were not quite surc
of their position. Handforth was quite
capable of changi g his mind at a
moment’s notice, ordering them to
hop out. He was not as a rule, partial
to Fourth-Formers He was quite friendly
with them in & general sort of way, but
if it came to a matter of choice he would
rather punch their heads than invite them
to a ride.
# The Fourth-Formers now in the little
Minor were a curiously assorted trio.
Terence O’Grady was Irish, and Herbert
Vandyke was South African; they shared
Study No. 8 in the Modern House. And
Yakama, of course, was Japanese.
Yakama was the sole oecupant of Study
No. 4, but of late he had grown tired of
his loneliness, and he was mow in the
habit of spending about a quarter of his
time in his own study, and the other
three-quarters in Study No. 8.

replied Hand-
urry, are

V-ur"

~ “Sure, and it's a swindle entirely,”
whispered O’Grady. ‘“He’s giving us a
nde home instead of his chums, and, faith,

',,

we’re still at the place we started from !

/ *“Dry up ” murmured Vandyke. “He’s
gettmo a move-on now.’

Handforth was engaging his gears, and
he gave a last look at the discomfited
Chulch and McClure, on the pavementft.

+ “Well, so-long. you chaps,” he said.
“Let this be a lesson to you. You can
come home by bus.”

“Well, it’ll be safer,”” said Church bit-
terly. “You don’t think we like riding
in_your silly car, do you?”

Handforth was not in a position to
reply. Standing immediately in front of
him was ar enormous, luxurious limou-
sine, and he had to swing the steering-
wheel to its fullest extent in order to get
out. Even then the tip of his front
bumper just touched against the rear off-
sidec mudguard of the limousine, and
there was a momentary shock.

“My only hat!” said Handforth, in
alarm. “'That’s your fault, Churchy,
you rotter!”

He stopped his car, got out, and ran
round to the front. To his great relief,
the bumper was in no way bent or dam-
aged. As an afterthought he glanced at
the glittering enamel of the wing of the
limousine, but he failed to dctect any
scratch.

However, a big, florid gentleman was
climbing hastlly out of the hmousmc, and

driving licence?

a8 soon as he reached the ground he
turned upon Handforth in a fury.

“You careless young idiot !I”’ he shouted.
“ Wghat do you mean by bumping into my
car?”

Handforth always knew when he was in
the wrong; and it was one of his good

qualities to acknowledge his faults,
frecely and handsomely,

“I'm really awfully sorry, sir,” he
apologised. “I only just touched you—
no damage at all. But it was my fault
entirely. Sorry, sir!”

That frank ackunowl ent of his
“guilt ”’ should have settled the matter
then and there. But the big, florid man
was by no means satisfied.

“I’ve a good mind to call a
he said threatemngly here’s your
A boy of your age has
no right to be driving a car. You're not
capable of driving a car, anyhow !”

liceman !'”

“Dash it, sir, I haven’t done any
damage, protested Handforth, his blood
rising. |

“Yes, you have!”’ retorted the other.

“Look at this scratch !”

“Which scratch?”

“You’re not blind, are you?” stormed
the owner of the limousine. “There’s a
distinct scratch here—where your bumper
struck. I've a good mind to give you a
thrashing !I”’

Handforth controlled himself, went
nearer, and cxamined the alleged scratch.

It was the tiniest possible mark on the

edge of the wing. It was so small that
it was not even mnoticeablc until one’s at-
tention was directly attracted to 1it.

“Well, it’s not much, sir,” said Hand-
forth. “I’'ve told you I'm sorry. I
didn’t quite judgérthe distance. I thought
I was clear, but——"

“You shouldn’t think—you should
know !” interrupted the florid man
angrily. “If you can’t judge distances

you shouldn’t drive a car. A car!’ he
added contemptuously. “I suppose you
do call this thing a car!” :

He waved a wa,lkmo'-stlck in the direc-
tion of the Morris Mmor, and his expres-
sion was even more contemptuous than
his voice, :

“I’'m only a schoolboy, sir, and I can’t
afford limousines like you!” said Hand-
forth warmly. “I don’t see any reason
why you should sneer at my httle
Morris.”

Vandyke and O'Grady and Yakama had
scrambled out by now, and they wcre
standing by with Church and McClure.
A few people had gathered round, too, in-
terestedly llstenmo' to the discussion.
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The whole thing was absurd.  There
had been no damage done and there was
no call for the limousinz owner to make
such a fuss. Clearly, he was an 1ll-
tempered, pompous, unpleasant man.

“Don’t you dare to argue with me,
boy!” snapped the limousine owner.
“You know who I am, don’t you? I'm
Mr. Whittle !”

“That's not my fault, sir,”” said Hand-
forth warmly. “I can’t help your name,
can I?”

“You—you impertinent young puppy !’
roared Mr. Whittle, growing red in the
face. ‘““I shall report you to your head-
master! I can see that you are a St.
Frank’s boy—and a very impertinent one
at that!”

“I1f you call 1t impertinent to apoloo'lse,
gir, you've got a funny idea of things,”
said Handforth indignantly. “Didn’t I
apologise, you fellows ?”

“You have voiced the
apology,”” agreed Yakama,
“My dear gir, it was the unfortunate and
unavoidable accident. Handforth, as he
has shown, is ful. of the preposterous
regret.”

-Mr. Whittle turned on him.

“I did not ask you to interfere, you
yellow-faced little cub!” he said rudely.
“Hold your tongue !”

“You are the unmitlgated and insuffer-
able boor !”” said Yakama coldly.

“Faith, and so he is entirely,” agreed
O'Grady. “’Tis I who'll be acrreelno'
with you, Jappy !”

“Oh, let’s be going,”
turning back to his car.

“You’ll not go until I give you permis-
gion to go!”’ said Mr. Whittle curtly.
“You have the audacity to bump into the
back of my car, and then you——"

“My dear sir, may I interrupt?” asked
a small, elderly, gentlemanly stranger, as
he stepped off the pavement.

“You certainly may not!” rctorted Mr.

magnificent

sald Handforth,

Whittle, glaring. “Oh, it is you, Bar-
field !’
“Really, Mr. Whittle, you are quite

wrong in this matter,” said the stranger
gently “I witnessed the whole thmo'
and although th2 boy made a slight error
of Judoment the damage he caused was
g8o trivial

‘“I shall be obliged, sir, if you will mind
your own business I” shouted Mr. Whittle
angrily. “You lawyers are too pre-
sumptuous !’

““Really, sir!” said Mr. Barfield.

“I know what this boy did, and I’'m
going to give Lim a lecture, sir!” went
on the owner of the limousine. ‘“He

nodding. -

needn’t think that he can run riot with
his miserable little apology for a car!”

Handforth, who had kept his temper
well in the circumstances, now lost it.

“You leave my car ‘alone ! he re-
torted. “I'm about fed up with your
sneers.”

‘““Silence!” thundered Mr. Whittle.
‘“How dare you talk to me like that? My
own car was stationary, and you had ab-
solutely no right to bump into it.”

‘“Haven't I told you I'm sorry?”’ de-
manded Handforth. “What else do you
want me to do? Go on my knees and
grovel ?”

“You’ll take this—this stupid little
thing out of the way!” snapped Mr.
Whlttle, poking at the Minor with his
walking-stick.

“ Here, stecady, sir!” yelled Handforth.
“You’re spoiling the fabric!”

“Nonsense! Take it away!” said Mr.
Whittle.
He gave another jab, and great was

Handforth’s consternation when he saw
Mr. Whittle’s stick tear completely
through the fabric of his much-prized
little car, causing a jagged hole.

“Look what you've dome!” shoutcd
Handy wrathfully. “I say, sir, you've
torn the fabric with that rotten stick of
yours. You’'ll have to pay for that!”

“Bah !’ said Mr. Whittle, turning.

He was rather startled by what he had

done. He had jabbed viciously, having no
idea that his stick would go clean
through. Having done the damage, it

was certainly up to him to voice his re-
ogrets, and to offer to make it good. But
he did no such thing. He walked back
to his own limousine—rather hurriedly

“Here, just a minute, sir!” said Hand-
forth, breathing hard.

Mr. Whittle took no notice.

“Get a spanner and dent one of kis rear
panels, kid!” advised a spectator. “I
saw something like that on the films oncc

»

“Two wrongs don’t make a right!” in-
terrupted Handforth. “I don’t go about
deliberately damaging people’s cars. 1

say, Mr. Whittle! . What are you going
to do about this? You’ve made a hole in
the fabric of my car!”

Mr. Whittle condescended to turn.

“If you address me again, you insolent
young fool, I’ll call a policeman and give
you in charge for annoying me!” he said
fiercely. ‘“Get out of my way !”

Handforth looked round wildly.

“Back up, Remove—back up, St.
Frank’s!” he yelled. “Let’s duck this
rotter in the horse trough !”
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CHAPTER 2.
A Wetting for Whittle!

¢ 00D egg!?
G “It’l]l cool him off a bit!”
‘“And he deserves 1t!”’

Fully a dozen Removites and
Fourth-Formers rallied round in answer
to Handforth’s appeal. Mr. Whittle was
startled to find himself grabbed by many
eager hands.

“What—what is this?” he roared
{rantically. “How dare you? Let me go
at once! Take your hands off me, you
young ruffians!”

““Are you going to pay for that damage,
Mr. Whittle?” asked Handforth.

“No, I am not !’

“All right, then; you’re going into the
horse trough !” roared Handforth. ‘“It’ll
teach you mnot to fly into such rotten
tempers !”?

“It is incontestibly the stuff to give
him,” murmured Yakama.

The neat, elderly Mr. Barfield, who had
been a spectator thus far, now retired.
His eyes were twinkling. Perhaps he felt
that Mr. Whittle thoroughly deserved
what was undoubtedly coming to him.
The crowd—now quite a large one—was
positively enthusiastic.

Mr. Whittle, who had thought that this
vas a mere schoolboy’s joke—and still
thought so—tried some more of his blus-
tering methods.

“Release me at once!” he panted sav-

agely. “Good heavens! You young
uppiecs! How dare you lay hands
eally! What on earth——  Help!
Help !”

At last Mr. Whittle realised, to his
horror, tha% the schoolboye were in
earnest, There was a big horse trouch

nearby, and Edward Oswald Handforth
and his helpers were enthusiastically
dragging Mr. Whittle towards it.

“Now then—all together !”
Handforth. *“We'll show him!
cool him off !”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

Quite reckless now, the juniors hauled
at Mr. Whittle, and a moment later he
was pulled down, grabbed by many eager
hands, and whirled into the air,

Splash !

He descended broadside, so to speak, in
tho very centre of the horse trough. 'The
water surged up like a miniature tidal
wave cn either side, and for a moment Mr.
Whittle vanished completely beneath the
smother of foam. The waters heaved, and
great splashes fell in all directions. Then
Mr. Whittle sut up.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

roared
We'll

The crowd enjoyed it immensely. One
man, in fact, dashed up to Handforth and
wrung the junior’s hand.

“Well done, young ’un!” he said.
“That was plucky of you! It’s high
time that Amos Whittle was ducked in
a horsc trough !”

“Amos?” repeated Handforth. “My
hat! He would have a name like that!”

“Don’t you know him ?”

““Never scen him before, sir—or, if I
have, I haven’t noticed him.”

“He’s Amos Whittle, the owner of the
big saw mills just outside the town,” said
the man. “A great pity his workpeople
aren’t here to see this! They’d enjoy it
tremendously.”

Mr. Whittle, roaring and spluttering,

hauled himself out of the trough, and
staggered across to his car, shedding cas-

cades of water in 2all directions. A
liveried chauffeur came to meet him. ,
“Take myv arm, sir,” he said. * Here,

sir ! '

“Home, you fool—home !” snarled Amos
Whittle. *“Open that door! By Heaven'!
I’ll make those schoolboys pay for this
outrage !’

“There’s a policeman coming along, sir

“Confound the policeman !” panted Mr.
Whittle. “Get away from here as quickly
as you can! Do you hear me?”

“Yes, sir.”

The chauffeur opened the rear door of
the limousine, and he assisted his em-
ployer in. Mr. Whittle turned after the
door had been closed, and lhe shook a wet,
dripping hand at the St. Frank’s fellows.

“You will pay for this!” he said
thickily. “You ehall pay dearly, you-—
you young hooligans! I shall be your
neighbour very shortly, and then you will
have reason to remember this day!”

He sank back into the car, and the
chauffcur drove off. The neat Mr. Bar-
field, some little distance away, thought-
fully purscd his lips as he walked down
the street and entered a shop. He had
heard Amos Whittle’s final words, and
they scemed to impress him somehow.

“What's going on here?”’ demanded a
heavy, official voice.

A police-constable, arriving after
everything was over, strode amongst the
schoolboys. @ Many of the spectators
quietly vanished, not desiring to Dbe
drawn into any scene.

“It’s all richt—mow !” said Handforth
coolly. * Nothing to worry about, in-
spector.” )

“I’m not an inspector, and you know
it !I” said the constable.

1»
]
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The St. Frank’s juniors grabbed hold of Mr. Amos Whittle and threw him into the
horse trough to cool off.

“But you will be one day—and soon,”
replied Handforth. ‘“A smart, sensible
policeman like you won't be tramping a
beat for long.”

““None of your kidding. my lad,” said
the constable. “I want to know what's
been going on here Who was it you
ducked in that horsc trough? I suppose
you know you’re obstructing the traffic?”

“That’s all right; we'rc going now,”
said Handforth. ‘“In any case, that
rotter, Whittle, jolly well deserved

“Mr. Whittle !” interrupted the police-
man. ‘“Do you mean to say you ducked
Mr. Amos Whittle ?”

“Well, look what he did to my car!”’
said Handforth defensively, as he
pointed.

“Hm! You'd hetter be getting along,”

said the policeman, putting his notebook
away. ‘“So you ducked Mr. Whittle, did
you? And Mr. Whittle didn’t stop to

make any charge against you? All right,
then !

He looked round, saw that there was
no further obstruction, and he went on
his way.

“A mod is as good as a wink to a blind
horse,” sald Nipper, who had come up
with Travers and several other Removites.

joyed the scene

“It scems to me that e\erybody is jolly
pleased with you, Handy! Ducking old

Whittle has made you the hero of the
hour.”

The way in which the crowd had en-

without making the
slightest attempt to go to Mr. Whittle’s
assistance, proved that the man was ex-
ceedingly unpopular in the town. Every-
body seemed to know him,

“You did the right thing, young gent !”
said tne driver of a ]aundry van, which
was nearby. “A blustering, swanking
blighter—that’s Whittle. Thinks he'’s
everybody.”

“Well, he’ll think he’s a drowned rat
now !” said Handforth.

“Always comin’ in and out of the town
in that car of his, and when he drives
it himself he’s nothing but a road hog,”
sald the laundry man. “I’ve wanted to
see him ducked in the horse trough for
years !V

He grinned, nodded, and drove off. The
remainder of the crowd dispersed. Hand-
forth and Church and McClure went back
to the Morris Minor.

“Well, are we going to start now?”
asked Vandvke nohtely
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He and O’Grady and Yakama were
standing by, ready. Handforth looked at
them in some surprise,

“I’ve got room for one of you,” he said.
“Churchy and Mac had better go behind

[

““Oh, bad they?” interrupted O’Grady,
with some warmth. ‘‘Faith, and didn’t
you invite the three of us to ride with
you? Would you be leaving us to walk?”

“By George! I'd forgotten!” said
Handforth, with a start. “I've had a row
with Churchy and Mac, haven’t 1?7 Hop
in! You two can go and eat coke!”’ he
added, glaring at his chums.

“Now, be sensible, Handy »?
MecClure.

“What am I going to do about this
hole?” said Handlorth, ignoring his out-
raged study mates. “My only sainted
aunt! What a mess! It’s a pity there
wasn't a muddy ditch instead of a horse
trough !”

He was justified in being angry. Mr.
Whittle’s walking-stick had made a nasty
tear in the Minor fabric. Handforth had
touchad thét limousine wing by accident;
but Mr. Whittle had damaged the Morris
Minor maliciously, in a fit of unwarrant-
able temper.

“Yon can’t do anything with it now,”
gsaid Church. “Let’s get back to St.
Frank’s.”

“Yes, I suppose we’d better,” said
Handforth. “Jump in, you chaps.”

“We can’t—those silly Fourth-Formers
are in the car.”

“Fourth-Formers?” repeated Hand-
forth, turning round and staring.
“Well, I’m jiggered! Of all the nerve!
Hop out of it, you fatheads !”

“Oh, my lrat!” groaned Vandyke.
“We could have walked home by this
time! Have you forgottea what Church
and McClure did to you 1n the café?
Have you forgiven them?” |

“By George! Of course!” said Hand-
forth, with a start. “I eaid I'd teach
them a lesson, didn’t 1?7

He i1gnored them completely, got into
the car, and started the engine again.
Church and McClure, thoroughly dis-
gusted, strode off —to wait for the mnext
bus.

“Iverything seems to be ridiculously
magnificent now,” murmured Yakama
contentedly. “ We have really started off
on the preposterous journey.”

The Fourth-Formers thought they were
lucky—but they weren’t.

began

Handforth soon had the little car in
top gear, and she hummed along sturdily.
A heavy steam-roller was trundling along
the High Street, coming towards Hand-
forth on the other side of the road. A
mail van was parked on the near side, but
there was plenty of room for the Minor to
get through, and Handforth did not even
slacken speed.

At that second, however, he was called
upon to make an instantaneous decision.
Curiously enough, the man who ran ouf
in front of it. To make matters worse,
Barfield who had championed the boys a
little earlier.

Mr. Barfield acted rashly. He saw a
man cn the other side of the road to whom
he wished to specak. He thought the road
was clear, except for that steam-roller,
and he had plenty of time to run across
in front of 1t. To make matters worse,
two little boys followed Mr. Barfield at
once, bent upon the same object. They
evidently thought that if it was safe for
Mr. Barficld to ecross, it was safe for
them.

Handforth was practically level with
the mail van when Mr. Barficld ran right
out in front of him,

“Hi!” gasped Edward Oswald.
His first instinct was to swerve to the

near side, and he was horrified to sce
those children. Impossible to swerve that
way.

The whole thing was over in a flash.
There was no time for Handforth to stop.
He couldn’t swerve to the mnear eide
because of the children, and if he went
straicht on he -would knock down Mr.
Barfield. @ The only alternative was to
swerve to the off side. And Handforth,
realising full well what that swerve en-
tailed, swerved magnificently.

He missed Mr. Barfield by about half an
inch, and the Morris Minor crashed hcad
on into the steam-roller.

Cra-a-a-sh !

Fortunately, Handforth had by this
time applied his brakes, so the collision
was not so disastrous as it might have
been. But evenr as it was the 1mpact
sounded with a sickening smash, accom-
panied by the tearing and screaming of
metal and the burst of a tyre.

“Ugh!” grunted Handforth, as the
steering-wheel caught him in the stomach.

The front of tho hitle Morris was a
tangled, twisted wreck. The car had
swerved round and had come to a halt
broadside cn, listing heavily, one wheel
completely crumpled and smashed,
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CHAPTER 3.
Handforth in the Limelight!

]l ]l ANDFORTH’S first thought was
for his passengers.
) “You chaps hurt?” he asked,
looking Tround.

“N-no, I don’t think so!”” gasped Van-
dyke. “What’s happened ?”

“I think we tried the homourable con-
clusions wifh the ridiculous steam-roller,”
sald Yakama.

‘““Sure, and it’s a fine ride we’ve had,”
grumbled O’Grady. “It’s lucky we arc
to be alive !”’

They all scrambled out, none the worse
except for a bruise here and there. Crowds
were colleeting, and the driver of the
stcam-roller, an eclderly man in greasy
blue overalls, had got down from his own
perch.

“Ye gods and little fishes!” cjaculated
HHandforth, as he surveyed the front of
his car.

It was an even worse wreck than he
had feared. One wheel was twisted into
scrap-iron, the front axle was bent anil
battered; the wings were twisted into all
shapes; the radiator was a hopeless ruin.

“My boy—my boy !” panted an agitated
voice. “Let me take you by the hand !”

Handforth turned in some surprise, and
he found his hand gripped in a trembling
grasp. The guict, elderly little man was
as pale as a sheet.

“My name is Howard Barfield,” he said
breathlessly.  ‘“The fault was entirely
mine. Oh, yes, entirely! You un-
doubtedly caved my life by your splendid
presence of mind. I owe you a debt I
can never repay, my decar boy !”

“That’s all right, sir,” growlied Hand-
forth. “Afraid I've made a bit of a hash
of the car, though.”

A J)oliceman forced his way through the
rapidly-growing crowd.

“Hallo! You again?” he asked, his
voice now thoroughly unfriendly.  “It
secms to me, young man 7

“One moment!” interrupted Mr. Bar-
field. ‘“The boy is in no way to blame,
constable. He deserves nothing but the
highest praise. He saved my life.”

“Yes, and that’s a fact, mister I’ agreed
the driver of the steam-roller. ‘The
young gent hadn’t no time to swerve—
except into me. If h: had gone the other
way he would have killed a couple of
children. And if he had kept straight on
he would have run over you.”

“f know—I know!” said Mr. Barfield.
“T was a fool to run out as I did! It
was entirely my fault, officer.”

“Well, that’s as it may be, sir,” said
the policeman. *‘ But I shall have to take
al particulars. Let’s have a look at your
licence, young ’‘un.”

“The boy acted wonderfully,” put in
another disinterested spectator. “His
presence of mind was superb. Rather than
run these people down, he deliberately
charged into the steam-roller. Well
done, my boy !”

““No need to make a fuss about if, sir,”
said Handforth uncomfortably.

“You risked vour own life in order to
save mine,” said Mr, Barfield warmly.
““That is what it recally amounts to. I
think your name 1s Handforth, is it not?”

“Yes, sir.”

“T am very proud to know you, Hand-
forth,” said Mr. Barfield. “I shall never
forgive myself for heing so absurdly
rash. It will be a very long time before
I run across a road again. You must, of
course, allow me to meet the bill for the
damage, and also to recompense you for
the inconvenience you will suffer.”

“I say, that’s awfully good of you,
SIr ??
“Not at all,” insisted Mr. Barfield. “I
am a solicitor, and I know the rights and
wrongs of these things. And I know that
I was entirely in the wrong. You'll have
to let me hire a Morris Minor car for you
so that you will not be deprived of a car
during the repairs.” -

“That’s jolly sporting of you, sir, but
you won’t have to pay the repair bill,”
sald Handforth. “My car’s insured. It
was an unavoidable accident, and the in-
surance people will do cverything that’s
necessary.”

“Sorry to interrupt you, but I shall
have to have those particulars,” said the
constable, mnotehook 1in hand. ¢ What
about your licence, young man?”’

And the formalities commenced. The
crowd dispersed when it was known that
nobody had been hurt, and when Hand-
forth looked round again he found that
Mr. Barfield had vanished. He was rather
glad; that gentleman’s expressions of
gratitude had begun to get embarrassing.

But Mr. Barficld was back by the time
the police constable had taken all the
necessary particulars. It scemed that hce
had only been to a neighbouring garage,
and he had instructed a breakdown gany
to take the Morris Minor away.
Furthermore, Mr. Barfield had fetched his
own car, a big saloon, and it was near at
hand.

“The least I can do is to drive you home
to your schcol,” he said firmly. ‘““No, I
won’'t listen tu any protests. I want to
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sce your Houscmaster, and I want to tell
him of my appreciation.”

“I hope you won’t say too much to Old
Wilkey, sir—I mean, Mr. Wilkes, our
Housemaster,”” said Handforth dubiously.
‘“He might think that I'm not capable of
driving, or something like that.”

“He won’t think it after I have told him
what occurred,” replied Mr. Barfield. “A
driver of twenty years experience could
not have acted with greater presence of
mind than you did. I have never actually
been to St. Frank’s College, and I welcome
this opportunity. By the way,” he added,
a twinkle entering his eyes, “I want you
to know that I thoroughly approve of your
methods of dealing with Mr. Amos
Whittle.”

Handforth could not help grinning.

“As 1t happens, sir, it doesn’t matter
about that damage he did to my car,”
he replied. “The old bus couldn’t be
jiggered up much worse. Still, I'm glad
you saw what happened, sir.”

“Mr. Whittle has been asking people to
throw him into a horse trough for many
years,” sald the solicitor grimly. *School-
boys are about the only people who would
pluck up enough courage to do it. All I
can say is—well done !”

“I hope you won’t men:ion that incident
to our Housemaster, sir,”” said Hand-
forth.

“If I did, it wouldn’t matter,” replied
the other. “You had right entirely on
your side, my Loy.”

Church and McClure wecre lucky, after
all. There was plenty of room in Mr. Bar-
field's saloon for them in addition to
Handforth and O’Grady and Vandyke and
Yakama. So they all drove back to St.
Frank’s iIn fine style.

Handforth was rather depressed over
the accident to his little car;  but his
chums assured him that it would be in a
better condition than ever when i1t came
back. In the meantime, he would hardly
miss it.

“The garage people are delivering a
Morris Minor, identical with your own,
to-morrow,’”’ said Mr. Barfield, on the way.
“I have arrar.ged that, Handforth.”

“lI say, sir, you shouldn’t
troubled !”

“It is only right that you should have
the car,”’ said Mr. Barfield. “Insurance
1s all very well, but it does not provide
an unfortunate owner with a substituto
car while his own is under repair. The
fault of this accident was mine, so it is
my privilege to hear this trifling ex-
pense,”

There was no doubt aboat it; Mr.
Howard Barfield was wholeheartedly

4
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frank. He knew what a mnarrow escape
he had bhad—but, unlike most people, he
was grateful, and he was anxious to show
his gratitude in a concrete way.

“It is a curious fact,” he commented,
as they drove through the quaint littie
village of Bellton, “that people who live
in a certain district rarely see much of
that district. For example, I am a resi-
dent of Bannington, with an extensive
law practice, and yet I have never visited
your school. I could give you intimate
details of Venice, Rome, Madrid Paris,
and Berlin, and yet I don’t even know
whether St Frank’s is situated on the
right-hand side of this road, or on the
left.” "

“That’s nothing. sir,” said Handforth.
“A born Londoner will probably have tra-
velled to every corner of the earth, and
vet he’ll never have seen ths Tower of
London or the British Museum or the
National Gallery !”

‘“Exactly !’ agreed Mr. Barfield. “By
the way, do you boys happen to know of
a certain ficld called the Half Mile
Meadow ?”

“Why, of course, sir!” chorused the
juniors.

“Which is it?” asked Mr.
“Can we see it from this road?”

He slowed down, and all the jumniors
grinned.

“Why, we’re passing it now, sir,” said
Handforth, pointing. “This is the Half
Mile Megdow. 1It’s a very big onc, ad-
joining the St. Frank’s paddock at oneo
cnd and reaching to Bellton Wood at the
other. Then there’s the river forming the
third border, and this lane the fourth.
But I thought you didn’t know anything
about St. Frank’s, sir?”

“Really, I know practically nothing,”
sald Mr. Barfield, bringing the car to a
complete stop, and half standing up in his
seat so that he could see over the top of
the low hedge.

For some minutes he looked at
scene, nodding to himself.

“A fine piece of :pastureland,” he re-
marked. “And quite close to the school,
too, as I can see. You are certainly very
quiet here.  Everything is delightfully
rural and picturesque.

“Oh, rather, sir!” said Handforth.
“We pride ourselves on the unspoilt
nature of the countryside about here.”

‘YT wonder,”” said Mr. Barfield, *“if it
will remain unspoilt for long?”

“Why, what do you mean, sir?”

“Oh, nothing—nothing at all,”’ said
the solicitor hastily. *So this is the Half
Mile Mecadow? You say that the river
runs alongside the further border?”

Barfield.

)

the
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Handlorth valiantly swerved to avoid Mr, Barfleld—and his Morris Minor erashed
into the steam-roller.

“Yes, sir—right along the straight
stretch,” said Church, pointing. “The
river’s at its widest just opposite this
meadow.”’

“It would be,” nodded Mr. Barfield.
“I beg your pardon, sir?”

“One day, perhaps, you will under-
stand,”’ said Mr. Barfield enigmatically.

N the Triangle of St. Frank’s, a shout
went up as the saloon appeared. And
when Handforth stepped out he was
immediately surrounded by an ex-

cited crowd of Removites and Fourth-
Formers.

“Here, what’s the idea?” asked
forth.

“We hear you've had a smash-up, old
man,” said Buster Boots, of the Tourth.
“I% just shows you how much you can
believe rumours!”

“Well, this time the rumour happens to
be right,” said Handforth. ‘I did have
a smash-up.”

“But we neard that you were hall-
killed I’” said Boots indigrantly.

Jand-

“Oh?” asked Handforth, in a cold
voice. ‘“You sound disappointed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’

“We’re not disappointed, old man,”
grinncd Buster. “At the same time, we
did expect you to arrive with bandages
all over you.”

Biggleswade of the Sixth, accompanied
by William Napoleon Browne of the Fifth,
paused before the crowd.

“That’s funny,” said Biggleswade. “I
heard you were in hospital, Handforth.”

“Oh, did you?” retorted Handforth.
“Boots thought I was half killed, and you
thought I was 1n hospital! I suppose the
next chap who comes along will have
heard that I was taken to the mortuary!”

“I venture to sugcest, Brother Hand-
forth, that it will take more than a motor
accident to kill you,” said Browne.
“Rumours have been floating about very
persistently during this last half-hour.
The version I heard was that you had
fallen under a steam-roller, and that the

"steam-roller was very badly buckled.”
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‘“Ha, ha, hal!”

“I will add at once,”’ continued Browne,
““that I entirely discredited the story. I
know you are tough, Brother Handforth,
and I believe that a motor-car cculd run
over you and come poff second best; but a
steam-roller, no !*

Before Handforth could make any com-
ment, Mr. Alington Wiles appeared; and
the Housemaster of the Ancient House was
looking unusually grave.

“Ah Handforth,” he said, approaching.
“I am glad to see you lookmo 80—er
whole I”’

“Oh, my only hat!” said Handforth.
“Then you’ve heard, too, sir?”

“Whatever you have heard, my dear
sir, I want to assure you that this boy
is deserving only of praise,” said Mr.
Barfield. “You are, I beljeve, a master: 7’

“This is Old Wllkey sir—I—] mean,
Mr. Wilkes, sir !” said Handforth hastily.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“I am delighted to meet you,
Wilkes,” said the other. “My
is Howard Barfield, and I owe my life {o
young Handforth. But for his remark-
able driving skill I should undoubtedly
have been Kkilled.”

And Mr. Barfield, with much enthusi-
asm, proceeded to give a full and accurate
account of the acmdent—kﬂlmv in one
blow, all the rumours, and laclno' Hand-
forth on a pedestal which he in no way
desired to occupy.

Mr.

own name

CHAPTER 4,
~ Alarming News!

ANDFORTH was thoroughly re-
lieved when Mr. Wilkes took the
visitor off into his private
quarters—to introduce him to his

wife and daughter.
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Furthermore, Myp. Barfield had ex-
pressed a desire to see over the school; he
was tremendously interested in  St.
Frank’s now.

“Well done, Handy !’ said Reggie Pitt,
of the West House, as he approached
Edward Oswald witi a crowd of other
Removites.

“Shut up!”
asperated.

“Eh. ?”

“I'm sick and tired of hearing it!”
snorted the leader of Study D. “Can’t
you fellows leave me alone?”

“I,Iang it, we were only praising you

“I don’t want to be praised "’ howled
Handforth. “Anybody might think I'd
done something marvellous. For goodness
sake, give it a rest! All I did was to
swerve because somebody got in my way.
I either had to run into some children,
knock a man down, or charge a steam-
roller.”

“And -you charged the steam-roller,”
nodded Reggie Pitt. “And you don’t
think you did anything marvellous?
Running those people down wouldn’t have
hurt you, but charging a steam-roller was
asking for trouble. Good old Handy!”

The West House juniors chuckled. It
was quite characteristic of Handforth to
be modest about an affair of this kind.
Hoe would boast and brag over his
precious ‘‘Handforth’s Weekly ”—which
wasn’'t anything to brag about at all—
but when he had a genuine excuse for
getting a swelled head, he remained singu-
larly calm.

“Of course, if you don't want to talk
about it, all well and good,” said Jack
Grey. ‘“Yon know best, Handy.”

“I do—so kindly chuck it!”
Handforth grufily.

Fatty Little suddenly appeared, run-
ning hard. He had dashed out of West
square, and he was looking excited and
eager.

“Where’s the fire, Fatty?” asked Reggie
Pitt politely.

Fatty halted.

“Haven’t you. heard?”’ he
*There’s free tuck at the shop !”

“What !”

“Free ice-creams—free ginger-pop—free
doughnuts and pastries!” panted Fatty
Little. “I’ve only just heard it—and I'm
on my way there !”

“My poor chaps, somebody’s been pull-
ing your leg,” said\ Pitt kindly.

“No; Larry Scott told me!” gasped
Fatty. “I want to get there before
everything’s gone !” '

roared Handforth, ex-

said

puffed.
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He puffed off, and the other West House
Removites pgazed at one another :in
wonder. Larry Scott, who shared Study V
with Doyle and Yung Ching, was quite an
ordinary fellow in every way—cxcept for
the fact that he always told the truth.
Of course, all the decent fellows were more
or less truthful; but Scott just couldn’t
help it. He always told the literal truth,
and sometimes it was most embarrassing.

“We’d better look into this,” said Pitt
briskly.

Handforth went with them, and they
found the school shop besieged. Mrs. Hake
and .her assistants were being run off
their feet.

“What’s the idea?’’ asked Handforth,
charging in. “Who’s the millionaire?
Is it true that it’s free tuck for every-
body ?”

“Everybody in the Remove, anyhow,”

sald Castleton, another West House
junior, “And the Fourth, too, I be-
lieve.”

“Somebody’s birthday?” asked Pitt
politely.

“Rats! Don’t you know?” said Vivian
Travers. “That new friend of Handy’'s—

Mr. Barfield—came in here not long ago
and told Mrs. Hake to supply everybody
in the Fourth and Remove with free tuck.
He’s going to foot the bill.,” -

“Well, I'm jiggered !” said Handforth,
startled.

It was a concrete proof of Mr. Barfield’s
appreciation. nThe Remove and Fourth
came to the conclusion, without reserva-
tion, that Mr. Barfieid was a sportsman
to his fingertips.

EANWHILE, Mr. Barfield himself
was delighted with the school. As
he had said, he had heard a great
deal about St. Frank’s, but

although he had lived in Bannington for
many years he had never visited the great
school.

“I hope that you will do me the honour
of remaining to dinner,” said Old Wilkey,
a little later in the eveming. “Mrs.
Wilkes is making the necessary arrange-
ments, I may add.”

““Oh, but this is really too good of you,
gir!” saild Mr. Barfield protestingly.
“Naturally, I shall be delighted to accept.
I am all the mmore anxious because there
is a little matter I wish to discuss with
you. In fact, a big matter—and onc
which concerns the school very closely.”

But Mr. Barfield would eay nothing
further on the subiect. His close contact
with St. Frank’s had made him very
friendly towards the school and its in-
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habitants. He insisted upon saying, too,
that he owed his life to Handforth. This
was not strictly the case. as Mr. Barfield
might not have been seriously injured if
he had been knocked down. However, it
pleased him to think thus, and Mr. Wilkes

did not arzue the point.
It was during dinner that the visitor
became strangely thoughtful.

“I am wondering, Mr. Wilkes, if you
know of the danger to the Half Mile
Mecadow ?”” he asked unexpectediy.

“I beg your pardon?” said tho House-

master. ‘“Did you say the danger?”
. “Exactly,” replicd the solicitor.
“Perhaps you do not quite realise what
I am mmplying? The Half Mile Meadow
practically adjoins the St. Frank’s
property »

*“ O,
Wilkes.
gond the paddock.
of grazing land.”

“Perhaps you did not. know that that
piece of land was cwned by old Mr.
Jeremy Whittle?” asked Mr. Barfield.
“0Old Whittle died some months ago. He
was one of the quaintest characters in and
around Bannington. An eccentric—and
very rich.”

“Why, ves,” said Mrs. Wilkes. “I was
reading something about him in the local
paper. Wasn’t he a fresh air fiend, or
something like that?”

“Very much s0,” emiled Mr. Barfield.
“I was not old Whittle’s solicitor, and 1
have never acted for him in any way—or
for anybody connected with him. But,
being in the profession, I naturally know
all these details. And, as I consider
myself under an obligation to St. Frank’s,
the very least I can do is to give you a
word of warning, Mr. Wilkes.”

“Warning ?” repeated the
Housemaster.

“0Old Whittle, as Mrs. Wilkes has said,
was a fresh air fiecnd,” went on the
solicitor.  “He had all sorts of cranky
idcas. His bed-room window, for example,
had no frame in 1t whatever. On the
coldest winter’s night the wind. and the
rain would rush in, and he would declare
that his health was all the better for it.
Personally, I believe he would have lived
ten years longer if he had not been quite
so cxtreme in his views. However, that is
neither here nor there. What I wish to
talk about is the Half Mile Meadow.”

Mr. Wilkes was looking very thought-
ful now, as though trying to remember
something.

“I seem to have a vagre impression that
the Half Mile Meadow was recently dis-
cussed somewhere, in some ccnnection,”

ycs, I know,” iuterrupted Mr.
“It is tlie big meadow just be-
An excellent stretch

mystified

If you like Wild West stories read ** THE OUTLAW RANCHER !

he said. “I believe there was eome talk
of the governors purchasing the property.”

“No; you are not quite right there,”
sald Mr. Barfield. ‘““Here arc the actual
facts : When o¢ld Whittle’s will was
read, it was found that he had bequeathed
the absolute frcehold of the Half Mile
Meadow to the St. Frank’s trustees.”

“Ah, yes, that was it.”

“But there was a proviso—a snag, as i
were,” continued the solicitor. “The
Half Mile Meadow only Dbecomes the
property of the school under a certain
condition. And that condition is that the
whole school lives the open-air life on
that meadow for the period of one
calendar month.”

“IExactly,” nodded Mr. Wilkes, smiling.
“I remember quite clearly now. ~ Mr.
Stockdale was talking about it three or
four weeks ago. Quite an absurd clause.”

“But old Whittle was very much in
love with the open-air life,” continued
Mr. Barfield. ‘“He always considered that
the St. Frank’s boys did not spend enough
time in camp. And he hoped, no doubt,
that by making that proviso, he would
more or less compel the school to take to
the open. He no doubt considered that
the experiment would be a great success,
and that camping would become a regular
feature of St. Frank’s school life.”

“I believe the governors discussed the
matter some months ago,” eaid Mr.
Wilkes. “Of course, they were obliged to
let the whole thing drop. It is quite im-
practicable for the entire school to go

under canvas. Far better to let the
meadow go.”
“That 18 the view ¢f the school

gov«;fnors P” asked Mr. Barfield curiously.
€6 es.” -

“They have dccided to abandon the
freehold of this property?”

“Well, since that freehold can only ke
securcd by the compliance of a fantastic
clause in a cranky old man’s will ?

“Quite so—quite so0,” interrupted Mr.
Barfield. * Perhaps you know that the
property reverts, at the expiration of a
certain time-limit, to Mr. Amos Whittle
—the old man’s nephew?”

“I didn’t know it, but I am not at all
surprised.”

“Well, here is the crux of the matter;”
said Mr. Barfield, leaning forward. “I
should have mentioned nothing about this
—because, until to-day, I was not in the
least interested in St. Frank’s. But,
curiously enough, young Handforth not
only saved my life this afternoon, but he
also had a remarkabls encounter with this
man, Amos Whittle. To put it quite
bluntly, Handforth and his friends threw
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Mr. Whittle into the Bannington High
Street horse trough.”
“How terrible!”

rather shocked.

“Not at all,” smiled the guest.
admire the boys for their action.”

He briefly related the circumstances,
and old Wilkey chuckled heartily.

“I fancy that we’ll keep this to our-
selves, Mr. Barfield,” he murmured, his
eyes twinkling. “The less said about it,
the better. Officially, I know nothing.”

“But it will show you what kind of a
man this Whittle is,” said the solicitor.
“He is hated throughout Bannington.
And we can be quite certain that his feel-
ings for St. Frank’s are now definitely
antagonistic. Indeed, as hec cntered his
car this afternoon, after that incident, he
uttered a thinly-veiled threat. The boys
did not understand it, but I did.”

“I must confess,”” said Mr. Wilkes,
“that I cannot sce how Mr. Whittle’s ani-
mosity can effect the school.”

“But you will see in a moment,” re-
plied the other. “I happen to know that
the time-limit regarding the Half Mile
Meadow will be up in just over four
wecks from now. That is to say, unless
the St. Frank’s governors comply with old
Whittle’'s will instructions, the freehold
of the property will automatically revert
to rephew Amos. That meadow will be
his—absolutely.”

“And will that be such a terrible loss
to the schoc¢l?”

“Supposing I tell you, Mr. Wilkes, that
Amos Whittle does not intend to use that
meadow for grazing?” asked Mr. Barfield
earnestly. “Supposing I tell you that he
does not require it for the hay?  And
what will you say if I state, as an abso-
lute fact, that Amos Whittle is planning
to crect an extensive saw-mill upon it?”’

“A saw-mill!” ejaculated old Wilkey,

sald Mrs. Wilkes,

“I

startled. ‘““A saw-mill—on the Half Mile
Mcadow !”

“That I am afraid, is Whittle’s inten-
tion.”

“But—Dbut this is incredible !” said the
Housemaster, with an alarmed look at his
wife. “A saw-mill, in such close
proximity to St. Frank’s, will be an 1in-
tolerable nuisance.”

“Yet it is within the school’s power to
sccure the meadow for itself—and thus
frustrate Whittle’s scheme,”” said the
solicitor. “ After all, the old man’s first
desire was for the school to own that
property.”

“But the governors have already de-
cided against it,” said Mr. Wilkes. “Of
course, they had not the faintest idea
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that there was any danger of a saw-mili
being crected.” |

“You sce, it is an ideal spot,” explained
Mr. Barfield. “It is parallel with the
river, and the river, at that point, is at
its widest for miles. Whittle already
owns many power-driven barges, and
these vessels will come up and down the
river carrying the raw maferials and the
finished products. Bellton, in fact, from
being a rural village will become an in-
dustrial centre.”

CHAPTER 5.
Nelson Lee’s Way!

R. WILKES was thoroughly aroused
by now.

“I take it, Mr. Barficld, that this
is—olfficial, shall we say?’” ho asked.

““Well, hardly official, since I am not act-
ing for any Earty in particular,” replied the
solicitor, with professional caution. ‘' How-
ever, you may take it as an absolute fact -
that what I am telling you is the truth.
Needless to say, I am only interested in the
matter now because of my mecting to-da
with some of your boys. My whole outloo
regarding St. Frank’s has changed. Pre-
viously, I was indifferent; now I am closely
interested.”

‘““ Bellton—an industrial centre!” said old
Wilkey, pulling at his scraggy moustache.
“Hm! S))ear, dear! I don’s like the sound
of 1t at all.”

““You will like the sound of the screaming
saws still less, I fancy,” remarked Mr. Bar-
field dryvly.

‘““Screaming saws?’’ repeated the House-
master, staring.

¢ Most assuredly,’”’ said the other. “Early
in the morning, you will have the hooters,
calling the people to work; then, all day.
thero will be the continuous commotion of
the mills. Whittle 1s particularly anxious to
secure that meadow, gecause 1t 18 an ideal
spot for his purpose. His business is greatly
increasing, and his present mill 1s totally in-
adequate. But 1t 1s difficult to find a suit-
able site.”

‘““And he must needs select onc next door
to lSt. Frank’s!” said the Housemaster bat-
terly.

“That is hardly the right way to put it,”
protested Mr. Barfield. ‘“It was Whittle’s
uncle who selected it—and Whittle's uncle,
yvou must remember, bequeathed the meadow
to the school. Really, it 1s up to the school
to awaken from its doze.”

“How do you mean?” asked Mrs. Wilkes.

“I am referring, of course, to the gover.
nors,” replied Mr. Barfield. “1I have not be-
trayed any secrets by telling you what I have
done. Your governors know all the facts—
just as I do. But they seem to have shelved
the matter completely. Of course, 1t is quite
possible that they don’t know of Whittle’s
intentions; but they could have known if
they had made the most cursory inquiries.’”
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Old Wilkey grunted.
“When you say that the governors are
asleep, I agree with you,” he said. ‘““They’d

sce this thing happen under their very eyes,

and take no action. Then, when it 1s too
late, they’d start wailing. Just like them'!
I am very grateful to you, sir, for giving
me this—er—tip. 1 sgall act upon 1t at
once.”’

“I was hoping you would,” said Mr. Bar-
field. “I don’t mind telling you that I shall
be delighted to see Amos \%hittle frustrated.
I still remember his words when he parted
with some of your boys to-day—*‘I shall be
vour neighbour shortly, and then you will
have reason to remember this day!’ That
1s what he said.” |

‘““Ho was, of course—er—annoycd, at the

time,” murmured Mr. Wilkes.
"Certainly,” agreed the other. ‘DBut
Whittle 1s a very vindictive man. He will

be just as revengeful after he has cooled
down. And that mcans that he will be more
keen than ever to secure that meadow. It
will be his particular delight to anney St.
Frank’s In every possible way.”

“With a saw-mill at his command, he will
have plenty of scope for annoying us,”
agreed Mr. Wilkes. ‘‘But quite apart from
this personal aspect of the matter, the situa-
tion 1s serious enough. Even a friendly saw-

mill, Mr. Barfield, would be an undesirable

neighbour.”
A master. He deemed that the circum-
stances warranted the step, and Mr,

Barfield was willing enough to repeat his
story to the Head.

And Mr. Nelson Lec—as old Wilkey well

knew—was a man of action.

Lee was back after several weeks’ absence,
but he had frankly informed the governors
that he was only willing to accept the head-
mastersmp a@s a temporary measure. The
recent unfortunate incident of Dr. Inigo
Scattlebury had put the governors into a
flutter, and they were anxious to get the old
school running normal again. Under Nelson
Lee’s guidance, St. Frank’s was now ‘‘all
serene.”’

The femous schoolmaster-detective listened
at;lentively while Mr. Barfield gave the de-
taile,

‘““Well, gentlemen, I am disturbed to hear
this,” said Lee, at length. “I may tell you
that 1t 1s news to me. I have been away
for some weeks., and so I have been rather
out of touch. In any case, I doubt if the
governors would have consulted me on the
subject.”’

‘““They don’t seem to have consulted them-
selves much,” commented Mr. Wilkes.

““No; it is obvious that they dismissed the
matter as one of little or no importance.”
agrced Nelson Lee. ‘‘Deeming the condi
tions of the will too fantastic to be put into
effect, they apparently decided to let the
whole matter drop. But we shall have to
see if we cannot revive it.”

S soon as dinner was over, Mr. Wilkes
took his visitor straight to the head-
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Lee’s first act was to put a long-distance
telephone call through to Sir John Brent,
the chairman of the governors. Within five
minutes Sir John was on the line,

‘“The Half Mile Meadow?” repeated Sir
John, after Lee had questioned him. *‘VYes,
I know all about it, Mr. Lee. Naturally,
we would like to have the property, as it
is so close to the school; but the eonditions
of the will are so absurd that we decided, at
the last governors’ meeting, to let the matter
drop.”

““Thus allowing the property to fall into
the hands of old Whittle’s nephew ?”’

“Yes,” came Sir John’s voice. ‘ But, after
all, it 1s only a meadow.”

“Yes, at present,” agreed Nelson ILece.
“Do you know when the time-limit cxpires,
Sir John?” |

‘“At the end of July.”

““That’s alarmingly close,” said Lee. ‘“We
are nearly into July already. If the school
is to secure that meadow, the boys must gd
into camp without any delay.”

‘“SBurely you are not suggesting that we
should obey the instructions of the will?”
asked Sir John, 1n surprise. “The meadew
isn’t worth it, Mr. Lee!”

““You may think that the meadow is worth
it when I tell you that Amos Whittle is plan-
ning to erect an extensive saw-mill and wood-
yard on that property,’’ replied Lee briskly.
““With a chance of securing this meadow for
ourselves, Sir John, 1t does scem a pity to
let this man——"

“But wait!’’ came Sir John’'s agitated
voice. ‘‘Did I understand you to say, MTr.
Lee, that he 1s planning to erect a saw-
mill ?”

“Yes—and 1t will transform the country-
side into a noisy industrial centre,”’ replied
Lee. “Whittle’s barges will be constantly
coming and going. The river will be com-
pletely changed.”

“* But why did we know nothing of this?”
came Sir John’s angry inquiry. ‘We under-
stood, all along, that that meadow was for
pasture only.”

‘“There 1s no doubt that Mr. Whittlo has
been keeping it dark,”” answered Nelson Lee.
“Naturally, he does not want to lose the
property—therefore he was lying low. It
was a case of letting sleeping dogs lie, Sir
John. Within a few more days 1t will be
impossible for the school authorities to com-
ply with the conditions of the will. And
then, no doubt, Whittle will come out boldly
in his true colours.”

“But cannot something be done?” asked
the chairman of the governors. *“ Good
heavens! We can’t allow this, Mr. Lee!
Isn’t it possible to bring an action against
thiz man?”

* Quite out of the question—he 1s not guilty
of any offence. We are indebted to a gen-
tleman who happens to be ‘ in tha know,’ and
who has given us the information. It is for
us to act upon 1t.”

How 1

*But how, Mr. Lee?
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Gloomily Nipper & Co. surveyed the pelting rain. Camping out wasn’t such
great fun, after all.

“By complying with old Whittle's will, of
course,’’ replied iee. “That 1s the only pos-
sible way. If the school goes into camp for
onc month, and remains in camp during that
period, the property will be safe.”

‘“‘But such a thing is quito impossible!”

“Not at alll”

“Think, Mr. Lece!
ties——”

“I have alrcady thought of them.”

“And you say that this thing is not impos-
sible ?”’ asked Sir John, in amazement.
*Tho ecntire school, don’t forget, must go
under canvas! Juniors, seniors, masters—
everybody! Yourself included! And what
about lessons?”

Nelson Lee laughed.

“If you will give me a free hand, Sir
John, I will undertake to have tho entire
school under canvas within a couple of days,”
he replied smoothly. ““ We will comply with
the 1nstructions of old Jeremy Whittle's will,

Think of the difficul-

and we will sccure the Half Milo Meadow
for oursclves.”

“Really, Mr. Lee, you take my breath
away!”’

“The difficulties are more imaginary than
rcal,” continued Lee. ‘It is a pity, of course,
that the matter has been allowed to slide in
this way. It 1s almost too late—but not
quite, Given plenty of time for preparation,
the school could quite easily have gonc into
camp on this meadow.”

“But, my dear Lee, wo had no idea that
old Whittle's nephew was proposing to crect
a saw-mill!”’ protested Sir John. *‘I regard
tho man as a rascal! It 1s a perfectly scan-
dalous proposition!”

“Yet he 1s within his rights,” said Lee.
“If that meadow becomes his, he can do
what he likes with it. Naturally, he has not
been broadcasting his intentions, for that
would have put you on your guard.”
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‘“Well. Mr. Lee, I am very weorried about
all this,” came Sir John’s voice. * Qf course,
I give you an entirely free band. You may
do exactly as you please in the matter.”

““That’s all I wanted to hear, Sir John,”
said Lee crisply. "Very well, then! Don't
worry any more—the Half Mile Meadow will
beccome the freehold property of the school
by the end of July.”

A moment later, he rang off and turned
to Mr. Barfield and old Wilkey.

“ Well, gentlemen, that’s that,” he said,
smiling,  “Everything is arranged—St.
Frank’s 1s going under canvas!”

ATER, after Mr. Wilkes had surren-
dered Mr. Barfield to the boys, he
went back to the Head’s study.

Nelson Lee was just hanging up the
telephone recerver.

‘““Without doubti our friend Barfield’s
word in any way, 1 have just been corro-
borating his information, Mr. Wilkes,” said
Lee, sitting back in his chair. ‘I have
becn talking with the hecad of the firm of
solicitors which handles the school’s affairs.
Ho tells me just the same as Sir John—
namely, that it had been decided to let the
whole matter shde.
a. clear month, so I think everything will
be all right.”

“Well, I wish I could believe the same,”
sald Mr. Wilkes. *‘ But getting the entire

“PALS OF THE RANGES!”

But we have just over -

Peaturing Jimmy Silver & Co.

school under canvas, Mr., Lee, will be some-
thing of a proposition, won’t 1t? I can't
understand why the old man should have
made such a condition 1n his will.”

‘““That 1s meither here nor there,” repliced
Lee. “The condition exists, and 1f we are
to have that property wc¢ must comply with
it. I may say that I am cntering 1nto this
thing quite enthusiastically. 1 don’t con-
stder that Mr. Amos Whittle has been play-
ing quite fair with us. He should, at least,
have told us of his intentions, thus giving the
school an opportunity of taking its chance.”

““YWhtttle 1s not that kind of man, I under-
stand,” replied old Wilkey. “He seems to
be acting in a somewhat underhand manncr—
although, of course, he 1s absolutely in the

right. I blame the governors far more than
I blame Mr. Whiattle.”

“Qute so,” agreed Lee, nodding. * It was
foolish of them to abandon all idea of secur-
ing the meadow without making sure of
the full facts. It’s rather lucky for us, Mr.
Wilkes, that young Handforth smashed up
his ear this afternoon.”

“*Yes, so 1t seems,” said Mr. Wilkes dryly.
‘““ And equally lucky that the boys had an
encounter with Mr. Whittle. The combined
circumstances induced Barfield to give us
the friendly tip. ”

“We shall have to call the school to-
gether,”” sald Lee, rising to his feet. “A
thing like this cannot be kept secret. Tho
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ideal story.,

Ships that
vanish into
thin air!

Ship after ship disappears—vanishes
off the surface of the ocean without
leaving a trace behind to tell the world
of its fate.
this that suddenly dawns upon Civil-
isation—terrorising trade routes, slowly
but surely gaining the upper hand? In
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school must know exactly why it is going fortunate Dr. Scattlebury. Surely: Mr. Lee
under canvas, and I have no doubt that the is not going to emulate that gentleman?”

boys will do everything in their power to
help. We must all be enthusiastic, Mr.
Wilkes. It is going to be a difficult month
~—and we must win!”’

L ]

CHAPTER 6.
Whittle Gets the Wind Up!
MR. HOWARD BARFIELD took his

departure from St. Frank’s 1n a very
genial frame of mind.
He was escorted to the gates by
a grcat throng of Removites and Fourth-
Formers, who had been heartily thanking
him for his gcnerosity in giving them the
freecdom of the tuckshop.

Mr. Barfield had cxpected to settle a
largish bill with Mrs. Hake, but that bill
hzu.iZ certainly given him a bit of a shock
when the good lady had presented it. Not
that Mr. Barficld recally minded. He was
in a gencrous mood this evening.

‘““Don’t worry about your car, Handforth,”
he said, as he shook hands with the lcader
of Study D. *“You’ll have a Morris Minor
here to-morrow—and later, when your own
car 18 rcady for the road, you can make
the change.”

“It’s jolly decent of you, sir!’”’ said Hand-
forth heartily. “You’re a brick!”

‘“ Hear, hear!”

‘“‘Rather!”

“Let’'s give Mr.
chaps!”

And the friendly solicitor was sent on his
way home with an even greater hking for
St. Frank'’s. He felt, indeed, as he grove
home, that he had fully squared his account,

It was up to St. Frank's now.

The school cume in for a surprise when
it was called together in Big Hall, and when
Nelson Lee made a speech from the plat-
form.

There was a scensation, in fact, when the
headmaster announced that a big open-air
camp was to be cstablished in the Half Mile
Meadow mmmediately. A great many boys
were to go under canvas the very next day.

‘““There are certain boys who already pos-
sess the necessary equipment,” said Nelson
Lee. ‘1 am referring, of course, to those
of you who arec Boy Scouts. You have your
uniforms, your tents, your camp beds—every-
thing, in fact. Other tents will be sccured
as quickly as possible, and ultimately the
whole school will be under canvas—even in-
cluding the masters.”

There were many murmurs of surprise—
particularly from the Senior School.

“Good gracious!” murmured Mr. Pycraft,
of the I'ourth, into the ear of Mr. Pagett, of
the Fifth. ‘‘Surely he cannot mean that,
Mr. Pagett? The whole school under can-
vas ! Even 1including the masters!
Absurd!” S

“I shall refuse to leave my quarters!”
declared Mr. Pagett firmly. “What on earth
is coming over St. Frank’s lately? We
had enough mad escapades with the un-

Barfield a cheer, you

Nelson Lee, in a friendly way, was explain-
ing a few details to the interested school..
He went into the facts concerning the Half
Mile Meadow—how it would become the
property of the school .if old Jeremy
Whittle’s will was obeyed.

‘““Now, we must all work together,” went
on Lee. ‘I want the school to back me up
in this—everybody. You juniors, I know,
will be only too eager to get under canvas
at this time of the ycar. But I want you
other fellows—you seniors—to be just as
hearty and as enthusiastic in the project. I
Lvalnt"evory master to fall into line, and to

elp.

“May I ask, sir, exactly why we masters
are required to indulge in this—er—enter-
prise?”’ asked Mr. Pagett abruptly.

““It 1s a condition >f thoe will, Mr. Pagett,
that the entire school shall spend onc month
under canvas,” rceplied Nelson Lee. ‘“There
must be no exceptions. In no ecircum-
stances must we allow the slightest loophole
for Mr. Amos Whittle to step 1n and claim
the property.”

“We're with you, sir!”
from the Remove.

‘“Hecar, hear!”

‘‘Rather, sir!”

“Down with Whittle!”
“We know him, sir—and

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘““Now, don’'t misunderstand me,” said
Nelson Lee, when quietness was restored. ‘1
don’t want you to get the impression that
we are at -loggerheads with Mr. Amos
Whittle. We may dismiss him entirely. We
are merely attempting to comply with the
clause in a certain will. If we ail, the Half
Mile Mecadow goes to Mr. Amos Whittle.”

“Why not let 1t go, sir?” asked Mr. Barn-
aby Goole, the }fousomaster of the East
House. “Is the meadow worth all this up
heaval ?”

‘““The meadow itsclf may not be worth it,>
rcplied Nelson Lee. ‘“But when I tell you
that Mr. Amos Whittle intends to erect a
saw-mill on that property, you will under-
stand why the school authorities are so
anxi(g)lllls'to securc 1t for themselves.”

é¢ ',,

“A saw-mill1”

““My only sainted aunt!”

“I need not tell you how much we desire
to avert this catastrophe,” continued Lece.
“I call 1t a catastrophe deliberately. The
peace of. St. Frank’s will be gone if a saw-
mill 1s erected next door to us. It is in our
hands to prevent this.”

“We’re with yvou, sir!”

‘““St. Frank’'s for ever!”

“Down with Whittle!”

Even the seniors were waxing enthusiastic
now, and the spirit which Nelson Lec so
desired was manifesting itself. It was highly
necessary, too, that there should be a wholo-
hearted enthusiasm.

“I heard some of you shouting ‘ Down
with Whittle!’ just now,” continued Lec.
“That 18 hardly the spirit I desire. I must

went up a shout

elled Handforth.
e’s a rotter!”
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tell you frankly that Mr. Whittle will have
a perfect right to erect a saw-mill if he comes
into posscssion of the Half Mile Meadow,
owing to the failure of St. Frank’s to secure
it. There must be no 1ill-fecling against Mr,
Whittle. I advise you, in fact, to forget him
altogether.”

‘““But we can’t forget him, sir,” sang out
Handforth excitedly. *‘He’s the man who
jabbed his walking-stick through my car this
afternoon! Yes, and he threatened that he
would get his own back later! He was think-
ine of the Half Mile Meadow—and the rot-
ten saw-mill he means to build! He’'s up
against us already, sir!”

‘“T'hat incident, Handforth, has nothing
whatever to do with the matter on which
I have bcen speaking,” replied Nelson Lce
gravely. ‘“I am sorry if you have a private
quarrel with Mr. Whittle. I must warn you
—and I mean all of you—that there must bo
no organised animosity against Mr. Whittle.
1f he becomes the aggressor—if he decides
to regard this as a pcrsonal quarrel—it will
be most unfortunate. But at all costs the
school must keep its head ,and 1t must avoid
any conflict. I shall rely upon you all to
keep this in mind.”

Not that Nelson Lee’s warning was heeded.
In the Junior School, at least, the fellows
were thoroughly excited, and just as tho-
roughly determined to prepare a ‘““rod in
pickle ¥ for Mr. Amos Whittle, should that
gentleman beccome nasty.

“The man’s a rotter!’ said Handforth
hotly. “Didn’t we prove that this after-
noon? And when he knows that we’re going
to oppose him we can look out for squalls,
too.”

“Handy’s right, you chaps,” agreed Nip-
per. ‘‘But talking won’t do any good. Let's
buzz round and sce about our equipment.”’

In fact, all the St. Frank’s Boy Scouts got
busy without any loss of time. Handforth,
as leader of the Tiger Patrol, was in his
clement.

And not only the juniors became infccted
with this enthusiasm. The seniors, almost
without exception, entered into the spirit of
the fight—for a fight it actually was. -

St. Frank’s had prided itself for centuries
on its charming surroundings. This district
was one of the beauty spots of Susssex.
Was that beauty to be marred by a noisy,
blatant saw-mill? Not while it was within
the power of St. Frank’s to avert it!

EXT day St. Frank’s was all a-bustle.

The Scouts, to their joy, were re-

lcased from lessons. There were

three troops at St. Frank’s—the 1st

being composed of Removites, the 2nd of
IFourth-Formers, and the 3rd of fags.

With great enthusiasm the Scouts set up
their tents in the Half Mile Meadow. They
were the first on the spot—the first to open
the campaign, as it were.

Meanwhile, great lorries were arriving at
tho school—bringing scores of new tents and
other equipment. There were even mar-
quees, which could be used as class-rooms and
Common-rooms. The masters were provided
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with special tents of their own. Nelson Leo
himself, on the Half Mile Meadow, mapped
out the entire formation of the camp. As
near as possible, it was to coincide with the
order of things at the school itself.

That 1s to say, a rough replica of the
school was marked out. A Triangle was left
in thé centre of the meadow, and round this
the tents wero pitched—so many tents on one
side, representing the Ancient House and the
West House—so many on the other, repre-
scnting the Modern House and the llast
House. Under Nelson Lce’s able guidancoe
the confusion soon gave place to orderliness,

Meanwhile, in Bannington, Mr. Amos
Whittle learned of what was in the wind. At
first he could hardly believe it. He had been
going ahead with his plans for so long—they
were, in fact, all cut and dried—that he had
come to regard his ultimate possession of the
Half Mile Meadow as a certainty.

Quite by chance, he heard that there was
a lot of unusual activity at St. Frank’s—that
the school was apparently going into camp.
Camp! The very word gave Amos Whittle
a start. For he was very well acquainted, of
cqlltlrse, with the conditions of his uncle’s
will.

Without a minute’s delay he sent his works
manager, a man namecd Mansell, to have a
laok for himself. Mansell returned within
thec hour. Whittle was 1n his office, and he
looked up confidently as the works manager
entered.

“Well, Mansell, it’s all a scare, I sup-
pose?” he asked. ‘I dare say the boys are
nl)letr’c;ly cstablishing a small Scouts’ camp,
e .

““No, sir,” replied Mansell. “The entire
school 1s going under canvas—in the Half
Milo Meadow.”

Whittle leapt to his fcet, his expression
charged with alarmn,

“The entire school!” he ejaculated.
‘““ Then the authorities have decided to make
a bid for that mcadow!”

l‘l‘ That’s what it looks like,”” nodded Man-
sell.

“But how did they know?” demanded
the other furiously, “Who warned them?
My lawyers positively informed me that the
St. Frank’s governors had abandoned all
thought of complying with my uncle’s will.
You know all the facts, Manscll—you know
them just as well as I do.”

““Yes, sir—but there’s no doubt that the
St. Frank’s authorities have changed their
minds,’”’ replied Mansell dryly. “There’s
well over a clear month before the expira-
tion of the time limit. They mean to secure
that meadow for themselves.” ’

“If they do, all my plans are wrecked!”
shouted Whittle. ‘I regarded it as a cer-
tainty that I should have that property!”

““Therc’s nothing certaln in this world,
sir,”” remarked Mansell.

“Don’t talk platitudes to me, man!”
snapped his employer. *‘Why have the St.
Frank’s pecople so suddenly sprung to life?

t»

Somebody must have given them the tip {™
(Continued on page 24.)
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LINE UP HERE FOR A GOOD LAUGH, LADS!

No. 10. Vol. 1.

EDITOR'’S
JAWBONE SOLO.

By the Chief Editor
(E. O. Handforth)

assisted by the sub-editor
(E. O. Handforth).

EGGIE PITT thinks he's awfully
funny. This morning I asked him
his ] of my wonderful

Editor

opinion
WEEKLY.

““My dear man,” he said, “I prophesy that
it will circulate for a week, and then die of
a weak circulation.”

Well, he’s been proved wrong, hasn’t he?
By George, I'll make him eat his words. Here
we are at No. 10, and still going strong.

The fact 1s, you don’t often see a paper
like this on the market (“Three checrs!”’—
IEd. N. L.). The public appreciates good
stuff, and alrcady this WEEKLY is being
sold like hot cakes all over the world. In
the snowy ice-bound wastes of Africa; in the
blazing tropical heat of Greenland; among
the Chinks 1in China, and the Red Indians of
India. My WEERLY is read by Dutchmen,
Frenchmen, Americans, Russians, and cven
Scotsmen. (At least, I know one Scotsman
who reads it. That’s old Mac; and if he
jibs—as he sometimes does—he promptly getls
a thick ear.)

That's why I am so particular about filling
up these columns with nothing but the very
best. Only the best writers at St. Frank’s
aro allowed to shove their spoke in—and the
best writers at St. Frank’s are willing to do
s0. Thero are only two of them, and I'm
both of them. :

Unfortunately, however the other chumps
insist on being allowed to write for this
paper, and as I have been howled down, I
have had to agree. Bother them! I appeal
to my rcaders all over the world to put up
with the nuisance. I would like to write the
whole journal on my own, but they won’t let
me. In the cires, I am sure you’ll overlook
the awful tripe which these silly asses turn
out. After all, you can always read my
masterly efforts if you want a pick-me-up.

Another bumper issue coming next week.

Ii. 0. HANDFORTH.

ANDFORTHS

EDITORIAL STAFF.

Editor-in-Chiet
E, 0. Handforth -
_ E. 0. Handforth
Chiel Sub-Editor

. E, 0. Handlorth
Literary Editor

. E. 0. Handforth

"Art Editor E. O. Handforth
Rest of Staft E, O. Handforth

June 27th, 1931.

PLAY THE GAME'!

A Fine Poem by a Fine
Poet—viz, :

E. O. Handforth,

(NOTE.—The dramatic and musical rights
of this poewm are strictly reserved, and copy-
right 7s in all languages, tncluding the Scan-
dinavian.—E. 0. H.).

Play up, St. Frank's!
Plav some pranks!
Ye jokers and japers!
Cut somo capers !
Ancient and West
Givo of your best!
Modern and Kast,
Don’'t be a beast!
I must not talk during
I must not talk. during
I must not talk during
I must not talk during
Come on, you fellows!
With laughter and bellows!
Sing hip-pip-pip
Hip-pip-pip
Hooray! Hooray!
Hooray! To-day!
I must not talk during
I must not talk during
I must not talk during
We'll play the game
All the same!
No school ranks
So jolly high as St, Frank’s.
Chaps of all sorts
‘All of them sports;
'And whose who are not
Deserve to be shot.
I must not talk during lessons.
I must not talk during lcssons.

lessons,
lessons.
lessons.
lessons.

lessons.
lessons.
lessons.

(Note.—DBy George! I see what's hap
pened. I mizxed up some lines I was doing
for old Crowell in this poem, and I must
have sent it to the printer by mistake. Fancy
the silly ass printing it. I suppose old Crows-
feet has got part of this poem tn with my
lines. What a life/—E. 0. H.\
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BE GOOD!

By William Napoleon Browne

ROTHER HAND-
FORTH is a great
man. Only a fellow
with a true and in-
stinctive appreciation of
literary worth would have
asked me to write an article
for his paper. He wants me
to give my gentle readers (if
any) an idea of what I con-
sider a really decent chap.

“Very good,” said I. “ And
what, Brother Handforth, do
you consider a really decent
chap?”

“Any fcllow like me,” he
replied, with h.s usual coy
and blushing modesty.

True! Brother Handy is a
good model. For rotters,
knaves and fools who wish to
turn over a new leaf and be-
come decent fellows, Hand-
forth is the great ideal. He
is everything that he ought
to be and nothing that he
oughtn’t.  Courageous, kind,
strong-minded and  polite.
Suaviter in modo, fortiter in
rec. (For the benefit of
pecople like DBrother Hand-
forth, who do not know Latin
from shorthand, I will con-
strue: ‘‘Suave 1n manner,
strong in deed.”)

This being the case, there is
little need for me to give
you my idea of a really
decent fellow. But I will do
so in a few words.

Decent fcllows, 1n my
humble opinion, never use
their strength to knock their
pals about. Now this, as you
all know, i8 quite foreign to
Brother Handforth’s
character.  Church and Me-
Clure, his two study-mates,
will testify to this. They
have an ideal time. Handy
has never been known to
raise his fist in anger against
them; and as for the clipping
of ears and the blacking of
eyes—this 18 an art unknown
to him. |

Secondly, decent fellows aro
always modest. @ They never
prctend to be able to do any-
thing  better than  their
friends. And it is here that
Handy really shines. He is
so modest that he pretends in
class not to be able to con-
struec a simple Latin phrase,
and pretends recmarkable well,

Thirdly, a decent fellow
does not insist upon having
his own way on every subject,
but gracefully permits other
people to know best. Hand-
forth’s most remarkable
feature, this. He continually
permits Churth and McClure
to order him about as they
please.

Lastly, a decent fellow 1is
silent and reserved. He does
not unceasingly wag his chin
upon topics aﬁout which he
knows rather less than
nothing, and his voice, when
he does speak, 1s gentle and

soft. In this, of coursc,
Brother Handy 1is wunsur-
passed.

So my advice to the gentle
blackguard who desires to re-
form 1s: Model yourself on
Brother Handforth. If, how-
ever, you desire to become
even better, my advice 1s:
Don’t model yourself on
Brother Handforth.

St. FRANK'’S
LIMERICKS

By Tommy Watson.

named

and

A curious
Church
Climbed a pear-tree
started to search,
To the Head he
‘“ Please,
I am studying
(He  studied
birch.)

. L e

The Remove have a rattling
good skipper,

Whom everyone thinks is a
ripper;
He plays

game ;
If you ask me his name,
I will tell you at once, tt 18
“Hamilton.”

L) J | )

fellow

said,

trees.”’
another—the

the straight

Ralph Fullwood one morning
at cricket,
Drote a ball from the field to
a thicket;
It should have been six;
But the umpire said, “Nix,
Youre out, old bean! Leg
before wicket!”

A Sizzling Short Story Whic

(‘“ Handforth 1s, 1indeed, the
greatest discovery of the age.  Hus
stories are without rival in the history

of this country.”’—The FKEditor of
HANDFORTH’S WEEKLY )
INKLE! Tinkle!

The brazen tones of the fire
alarm rang out in the still
night air. Instantly every man

in the fire-station was on the alert.
Some dived under the bed-clothes.
Others jumped into their clothes and
ran down the road, shrieking ‘““Fire !”
with all their might. One or two
climbed on the roof with buckets of
water, and spread the water all over
the firce-station In order that it should
not be set alight with stray sparks.

Such is the wonderful efficiency of
our fircmen.

‘Jimmy Jimson, a
young fair-haired fire-
man, sat up in bed and
stretched himself. He
had enlisted only that
week, and this was his
first fire. He was very
keen, therefore, to show
his mettle.

Teddy Tedson, his pal,
came 1nto the room,

““There’s the alarm
going I’ Jimmy yawned,
undoing his  dressing-

OQur hero to

gowi. ladder to
Yes !’ gasped Teddy.
‘ Better get up, old bean. The chief

sent me along to ask if you would
mind turning out, as he’s afraid we
ought to gut in an appcarance.”

“Right-hol Is my bath ready?”

“Waiting, old son! Don’t be
%onggr than you can help. It’s a big

re.’

“Good! TI'll be right down. Tell
the chief to oil up the enginc and put
a spot of brass-polish on my helmet.”

6 Ay, ay &

Teddy tiptoed out of the room and
closed the door seoftly. Jimmy wasted
no time., Within half an hour he had
finished bathing, and was starting to
dress. He wanted to look at his best
for the big fire, so he put on his best
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EDWARD OSWALD
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in his

sit, and pinned a rosebud
‘buttonhole.

In an hour or so he.was fully
dressed, and he went downstairs and
jined the other firemen who were all
.standing about with fire-buckets 1in

their hands.
‘“Are we all ready?” yawned
Jimmy, after tho chief had com-

plimented him on the
which he had dressed.

“I think so,” said the chicf. “Now,
gentlemen, let us get out the engine.
Don’t hurry. There’s no immediate
danger for awhile. Let us walk
gravely and decently through the
town, and show the people how
dignified we are.”

Such was the efficiency of the men
that, hardly two hours after the alarm
had first sounded, tho
engine was run out, the
buckets placed aboard,
the men all mounted
and they were off, with
a shrill clanging of their
bell.

Clang, clang, clang!

The dreadful din
echocd through the quiet
strcets, and the people
all said to each other:
“The muffin man’s ecarly
this morning, isn’t he?”
At the corner old
Tommy Tomson, who
was driving the engine,
stopped and called to a small boy.

'+ *“Say, sonny, can you tell us the
way to a fire?”

- “Sure !” said the boy. He pointed
his finger.  “You see that big red
aze over there?”

“"Yes.”

" 4a‘Well, it’s auite close to that.”
¥ Thanks! Here’s a penny.”
- With a dreadful rattle and clang
tlre firc-engine drove up to the scene

the fire. Huge flames were roar-
iY@ up into the sky from the roof of
& tall building, and sparks wero
shooting out in billions. The village
constable was watching 1t in per-
plexaty.,

“Blamed if it don’t lock like a

speed with

idlbd up the
thed rescue.

HANDFORTH’S WEEKLY

‘ouse on fire,” he said to
Jimmy, as the firemen came
up.

Jimmy looked at the build-
ing closely.

*“1 believe you’ve hit 1it,”
he said enthusiastically.
“Dash 1t all, 1t is a house
on fire! I must tell the
chief.”

He went up to the chief.

‘““I believe this is the fire,
sir,” he said, indicating the
blazing building.

The firemen all gaped at
him, amazed by his wonder-
ful instinct and observation.

“Forward !”” roared the
chief. ‘‘Let every man take
his bucket and throw water
on the biulding. Ah! I see
a beautiful maiden at the top
window. Hold my bucket
while I rescue her.”

“Pardon me, chief,” said
Jimmy, lifting his helmet
politely, “I  should
obliged 1f you would allow
me to rescue the maiden.”

‘“By all means, my dear
fellow,” agreed 1ihe chief.
“Please do so. Jimmy 1is
going to rescuc tho maiden,
men !”

‘“Hooray !”
men.

They gathered round breath-
lessly as Jimmy mounted a
steep and perilous ladder. As
he went up rung after rung—
with nothing to cling to except
the ladder 1tself—there were
hysterical gasps from the men,
and some of them fainted.
They dared not look up. Sup-
pose Jimmy turned giddy and
fell! The top window was
fully twenty feet above the
pavement. The situation was
awful.

But presently Jimmy
helped the maiden through

roarcd the

the window. He clambered
down the ladder. The
maiden followed him. She

was rescued !

“"A wonderful deed!”
blubbed the chief. “I resign
from my position. You shall
be chief in my stead.”

‘““Hooray !”’ roared the men,

“T recognise this house
now,” said the chief. “It 13
mine. And this 13 my
daughter. You have saved
her life.”

And, amid checers from the
fircmen, the house slowly
burnt to bits.

THE END.

be

NEWS IN BRIEF
By Ralph Leslie Fullwood

WO woodpeckers were
seen this week 1n the
trees by the playing-
fields. Handforth 1s

careful to keep his cap on
when he goes near them.

Mrs. Hake informs us that,
years ago, she used to keep a
fish-shop in Bannington. I
am the only fellow M the
school who has not yet mado
a pun on her name.

Mr. Crowell gave Teddy
Long a lecture in Form this
morning for dressing care-
lessly. He said Teddy looked
like a scarecrow. A schre-
crow to scare Crowell!

I found a book in the Tri-
angle a week ago. It proved
to belong to Fenton of the
Sixth, and was a volume of
plays by a merchant named
Euripides. When I took it
back this morning Fenton
satd: “You've Dbeen long
enough 1In  returning it,
voung ’un. What’s  the
matter? Been reading it to
improve your mind?” 1
answered: ‘““No fear! I
tried to recad it, but i1t was all
Greek to me.” Fenton gave
me a smile for my ready wit
and 100 lines for not giving
it back sooner.

Fatty Little 1s feeling un-
well.  The school doctor has
diagnosed his casc as an at-
tack of stufling-doughnuts-
and-wolfing-pastries-1tis,

There is great confusion in
the Modern House.  Charlie
Talinadge appeared in public
recently without a single 1nk-
stain on his collar, and with
his hair nicely brushed. Boots
13 angry about it. IHe feels
that 1t 1s lowering the
prestige of the House. :

In the EKast House, of
course, this could not happcen.
No East House man has ever
possessed a collar without an
inkstain on it.
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ST. FRANK’S UNDER CANVAS!

(Continued from page 20.)

‘“I understand that that fellow, Barfield,
was at St. Frank’s last night.”
‘“Barfield !”” shouted Whittle.
the solicitor? By heaven, Mansell, this looks
bad! My plans for the new saw-mills are
completed to the last detail; every inch of
that property bhas been mapped out. I'm
going to crect walls along the river front,
and a canal 1s to be cut right through the
centre of that meadow to the spot where the
mills will be erected. An extensive wood-
yard. will adjoin the road. There will be
complete docks for my barges, too. The
river is at its widest just there—an 1deal spot.

We are handicapped at present.”

“Well, I'm afraid things are going wrong,
sir,”” said Mansell, shaking his head. *“I
don't think that we can do anything. If St.
Frank’s occupies that mecadow for the month,
it becomes theirs.”

Whittle was furious. ’

“But I must have that property!” he
raved. ¢ There’s not another spot for twenty
miles up and down the river that I can se-
cure! These present mills are obsolete—
they're inadequate, Mansell. We’'ve got to
have a new site! And that meadow is ideal
from every possible point of view.”

He paced up and down, filled with agita-
tion. He remembered the events of the pre-
vious day: That encounter with Handforth
—that ducking in the horse trough, and then
immediately afterwards, the altercation with
Mr. Howard Barfield!

It all fitted together. Whittle was aghast
when he realised, at length, that this devas-
tating blow to his aims was the outcome of
his own folly. Merely by thrusting his walk-
ing-stick through the fabric of Handforth's
Morris Minor, he had brought this catas-
trophe upon himself |

It was an example of a small thing leading
to a big one. Until now, it had been simply
a case of ‘‘letting sleeping dogs lie,” but
thosi s:eeping dogs were now very, very wide
awake!

‘“You mean

CHAPTER 7!
St. Frank’s Under Canvas!

"6 NCREDIBLE !” muttered Amos Whittle,
as he sat down again. “I can’t be-
lieve it, Mansell! All my plans—all
my hopes—everything crashed! I

took it absolutely for granted that there

would be no opposition.’
““Yet the possibility was always present,
sir,” sald Mansell. “I reminded you, only

a weck or two ago, that you were being

rash.”

“Oh!"” said Whittle, glaring. ‘““And how
was I rash?”

““ By making any plans at all, sir, for the
erection of the new saw-mill,” replied the
manager. ‘‘You can’'t keep people from
talking—and it is quite clear that people

have been talking now, otherwise Barficld
could never have known of vour plans. If

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

the St. Frank’s people had continued to
think that you were to use that meadow as
grazing land, they would bave taken na
action.”

Whittle only raved. It was not pleasant
to realise that this present situation was
the result of his own folly. It was quite true
that Mansell had warned him. How much
better it would have been if he had waited—
if he had kept his plans to himself until that
meadow had actually become his own pro-
perty. By making his preliminary prepara-
tions prematurely he had allowed the cat
to escape from the bag.

““The trouble, sir, I think, could be traced
to the architects,” said Mansell.

“What do you mcan—the architects?”

““Well, you instructed them to get out
complete plans for the new buildings—even
including the walls and docks for the %arges,"
replied Mansell. ¢ The architect is a per-
sonal friend of Barfield's, and it is clear that
they must have been talking. Nothing is
known outside—but you can’'t prevent these
professional people from difcussing such
affairs. And the very fact that you have
arranged to build a saw-mill on the Half
Mile Meadow——" | | |

“I know—I know!” snapped Whittle
savagely. ‘What's the good of telling me
that now? Perhaps I ought to have waited
until the end of July. But think of the time
that would have been wasted, Mansell! 1
wanted to get things moving the very instant
the property became definitely mine. What
are we going to do about this?”

‘There’s nothing we can do, sir,” replied
the manager, shrugging. “It seems to me
you’ll have to find another site—" —

“Don’t be a fool!” interrupted Whittle.
““You know perfectly well that there is na
other site.”

‘“‘In that case, there'll be no new plant,”
rcplied Mansell, who was becoming rather
short-tempered. ‘‘What’s the good of talk-
ing like that, Mr. Whittle? The school has
gone Into camp, and it remains in camp
for a full month—"’

‘““ Ah, there you have 1it!” interrupted
Whittle quickly. “I know that clause in my
crazy uncle’s will by heart. The school must
remain in camp for a full month.”

“IT don’t see—""

“If that meadow is left deserted, even for
onec moment, I can legally claim the pro-
perty,” interrupted Whittle tensely. “If I
can prove such a thing, the St. Frank’s
authorities won’t have a ?eg to stand on.”

Mansell smiled.

“I'm beginning to get the idea, sir,” he
nodded. “The goy-s are at liberty to leave
the camp as they desire, but they mustn’t all
leave at once, eh? If, by any chance, they
did all leave at once, you would be able to
step in?”

“Exactly,” said Whittle, nodding.

“The trouble is, how could such a thin
be arranged?” mused Mansell. “I'm wit
you, sir—right along the line. Of course, we
shall have to be careful. If the school people
get a breath of suspicion that we are up
to any trickery—"
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¢é“What on earth do ou
‘trickery ’1” demanded Whiitle
“Don’t be a fool, Mansell |”

““I am not -a fool, sir,” replied Mansell
coolly. “That’s just where you've got me
wrong. I'm willing to help you in this thing
—but it’ll mean trickery, and you know it,
too. We may not be doing anything against
the law, but if Bannington learned that you
had got hold of that property by tricking
the boys out of their camp—well, Bannington
wouldn’t feel any too well disposed towards

mean—
angrily.

you. It's just as well that we should have
a thorough understanding at once, Mr.
Whittle. I’'ll help vou—but you'll havo to

make it worth my while.”

“Why, you confounded blackmailer!”
roargd Whattle, “If you think I'll stand

“1 should advise you, sir, to choose your
words with greater care,” interrupted Man-
sell dangerously. “I’'m not attempting to
blackmail you, so don’t say that I am. But
this business is going to be—well, just a
trifle underhand. We're only dealing with a
parcel of schoolboys, I know—but we mustn’t
forget that the St. Irank’s masters are
there, too. Getting that camp deserted won't
be an casy task-—and it will involve some
pretty funny business, one way or the other.”

Amos Whittle growled and grunted, but he
cooled down.

‘““Well, forget what I just said, Mansell,”
he rcmarked at last. ‘I dare say you’re
right. It won’t be so easy. Now that the
boys are in camp, they have all the advan-
tage. But get them out of that meadow
we must—by hook or by crook.”

“Now you’re talking, sir,” said Mansell
smoothly. *‘ Well, to begin with, we might

try something straight away.”
They talkeg.

ANDFORTH, standing outside the
H Little tent he shared with Church and
McClure, opened his mouth and
uttered an astonmishingly alarminﬁ
cry. It was a cross between an agonise
how!l and a tragic groan.
Biggleswade of the Sixth, who happened
to be passing, halted in his tracks. He stared
at Handforth in astonishment.

Handforth threw back his head and re-
peated the performance.

“I say, some of you kids!” yelled Biggles-
wade. ‘“Come herc—quick! Handforth’s
having a fit!”

Vivian Travers strolled up.

“That’s all right, Biggy,” he
$ Handy’s been doing that for hours.”

““Then he ought to see a doctor.” replied
the prefect, staring. ‘ What on carth’s the
matter with him?”

Handforth gulped, turned red, and snorted.

“It’s a pity if you can’t recognise a Scout
call when you hear it!” he said coldly.
““Don’t you know that I'm the patrol leader
of the Tigers? That was the Tigers’ call!”

Biggleswade was relieved,

sald.
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‘““Well, I'm glad you’ve told me,” he re-

plied. ‘I thought you were on the verge
of apoplexy !”

“Fathead!”

“Eh? What did you call me?”

)

‘“Well, you are a fathead, Biggy,” insisted
Handforth. ‘““But I can’t altogether blame
you. You're not a Scout—and you don’t
understand these things.”

““1 understand that if you make any more
of these noises, I'll fetch out my cane,” said
Biggleswade. ‘We're only in camp here to
save ourselves from a saw-mill—and you're
worse than the noisiest saw-mill that was ever
crected! Cut it out, my lad! And don’t
forget that this is not a Boy Scouts’ camp!”

“But I'm a Boy Scout,” retorted Hand-
forth.

‘““That’s necither here nor there,” said the
grcfcct. ““You kids only came here as Scouts
ecause you had the equipment ready. You
can play at Scouts if you like—but cut out
that caterwauling.”

He passed on,
whilst an amused
chuckled.

It was cvening now, and the St. Frank’s
camp was an cstablished fact. It was really
a miracle of organisation—and it was Nelson
Lee’s brain which had made it all possible.

The Half Mile Meadow was transformed.
From end to end, it was a hive of activity.
Tents were erected by the score, and every-
thing was in apple-pie order. Even the mas-
ters—many of whom had been grumbling—
were feoling more satisfied. This camp lhife,
apparently, was not going to be so bad, after

all.

Each Form had its own field kitchen—for
all cooking was done in the open. The
masters had a special ‘“mess tent > of their
own—with a kitchen attached. Some of the

and Handforth fumed—
crowd of Removites

ordinary St. Frank’s servants—that 1s, the
menscervants—had been requisitioned for
service. |

At the present moment a number of camp
fires were merrily blazing, and frying-pans
were sizzling appetisingly, giving forth won-
drous odours. Coffce-pots were simmering
and many fellows were busy with cups and
saucers and plates and similar trifles.

It was nearly the time for the evening
mcal, and St. Frank’s was revelling in it.
This month in the open air would be more
{ilt"‘e a holiday, 1t seemed, than actual school
ife.

‘““You can’t get away from it—old Jeremy
Whittle knew what he was doing,” said
Buster Boots, of the Fourth, as he sniffed
the appetising aroma from the nearest fire.
‘““There’s nothing to beat camp life at this
time of the year!”

. ““We're going to have a whole month of
it, too,” said Bob Christine glecfully.

A tall, thin junior, with a dreamy look
on his face, was gazing abstractedly across
the river, and some of the other fellows
grinned as they spotted him.
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$0ld Clarence looks really poetical this
evening,” murmured Nipper. *I think ho
must be affected by the rustic beauties of the
scenery.’’ |

The tall, thin junior—who was Clarence
Fellowe, of the West House Remove—sprecad
¢ lcan hand skyward.

““The peace and calm of a summer's eve,”
he murmured. ‘ Such sweetness onc could
scarce bclieve. The fields, the sky, all
merged in one; the mists that hint that day

is done.”

““Oh, my hat!” said Handforth, pained.

‘‘ Leave him alone, you ass!” grinned Full-
wood. ‘‘He’s doing fine!”

““He kinda has fits this way, hasn’t he?”
asked Skeets—otherwise the young Viscount
Bellton.

“You haven’t scon much of him, old man
—he’'s” a  West  House chap,” murmured
Jimmmy Potts. ‘“He’ll go on like this for
hours, if -we let hum.”

Clarence spread both his hands aloft in a
dramatic gesture.

““Come eve, come shades of night!” he ex-
claimed. ‘Come moon, with all your stars so
bright! Let peace descend upon this scene;
let grey prevail where now is green!”

‘“Poor chap, he’s getting worse!”
Handforth.
Wake up!”

Clarence Fellowe started.

“You gave me quite a fright, you dolt—
in fact, a most decided jolt!” he said
severely.

‘““ And you deserve a jolt!” retorted Hand-
forth. “What'’s the idea of standing there,
throwing your hands to the sky, and utter-
ing all that drivel?”

Clarenco was hurt.

“0Of poetry your soul knows naught,” he
replied coldly. “ But in the spell of evening
I was caught. Alas, you are but common
clay; a clod, indeed, who can but bray!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

““That’s one for you, Handy!”

““Old Clarence knows what he's talking
about.”

““Ohn, docs he?” roared Handforth. “ Look
here, Fellowe, you rotter, did you just call
me a clod?”

“I’'m 1n no mood to argue, friend—my
thoughts turn in another trend,” replied
Clarence stiffly. ‘‘Behold the sky so clear
and,blue; not that it means anything to
you.”

He walked off, and Handforth grunted.

“He can’t help it, poor chap!” he said.
““Tne sky so clear and blue, eh? It might
be in the direction he was looking: but what
about this other side? I'm not frightfully
gone on those clouds.”.

“Ii’ll rain before morning, I expect,” said
Church, with a grin.

“That’s what I was thinking,” agreed

said
‘““Hi, Clarence, you chump!

Handforth. *‘1It’s bound to rain to-night—
our first night in camp. You know how
things go.”

“Bother the weather,” said McClure.

““Supper’s just about rea_ciy, 50 let’s give our
full attention to something important.”

‘‘ THE BLACK RAIDERS ! ”’

An exciting story of piracy in the air.

CHAPTER 8.
Open Air “ Joys”|

‘¢ ALLO! Rain!” said Mr. Wilkes,
holding out a palm. . |
He was squatting beside one of
the camp-fires, and all round him
were crowds of juniors.” Old Wilkey was
always popular—but never more popular
than on an occasion like this. Somebody had
provided him with an old banjo, and the
Scouts had been having a merry sing-song.

It was a jolly scene, with the flickering
light from the camp-fires playing on the
youthful faces. The shadows had deepened
over the Half Mile Meadow, and the many
tents were standing out like ghosts in the
gloom.

‘““‘Only a spot or two, sir,” sald Skeets.
“Say, how about one more song?”

“Well, I don’t know,” replied old Wilkey.
‘“It’s time for you boys to turn in—"

‘“Just one more, sir!’” shouted a dozen
volces.

But the rain was coming down fairly fast
now ; big spots were falling, and i1t looked
like developing into a downpour.

“I knew 1t!” grunted Handforth, as he
got to his feet. ‘' Didn’t I tell you it was
going to rain? My only hat! Look at the
sl;y! !’1’\5 black as ink! We’re in for a nighi
of it . |

“That’s right—be checerful!” said Mr.
Wilkes. ‘By Jove, though, 1t is coming
down now! DBetter dodge into your tents,
you chaps!”

““Right-o, sir! Good-night [’ chorused the
juniors, as they ran,

Reaching the cover of their tents, they
stood 1n the doorways, watching the pelting
rain. It was coming down heavily, and the
beating of it on the canvas drummed noisily.
In less than a couple of minutes the pre-
viously dry sccne was very effectually
dampened. KEven thc camp fires were begin
ning to look decidedly sicﬁ.

It 1s really surprising how rain, in an
open-air camp, can transform light-hearted
galety into depression. Within a very short
spaco of time the majority of the boys were
feceling thoroughly gloomy. The rain was
coming down Earder than ever.

““So this 1s camp life!” said Wilson, of
the Sixth, in a disgusted voice. “Yo gods
a?d.tl'i’gt-le fishes! And we're in for a month
oI 1t

““Checrful, isn’t 1t?” asked Fenton, the
school captain. *‘ Well, personally, I'm glad
to see 1t.”

(44 lad?”

“Of course,” replied Fenton. ‘We shall
appreciate the fine weather all the more when
it returns, A little dose of rain now and then
won’'t do us any harm.”

“I'm not so kecen on this stunt, if you want
to know,” said Wilson. ‘It’s so—so crazy!
With St. IFrank’s practically next door to us,
we've got to sleep i1n these rotten tents!
Where’s the sense of 1t ?”

“Would you rather have a saw-mill ov
the meadow ?” asked Biggleswade.
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Handforth peered out and
was just in time to see two

slinking figures vanish into
the blackness,

‘““Saw-mills aren’t so bad,” replied Wilson,
as he looked out at the rain. “‘Other big
schools have factories ncar them—some of
the best schools, too. It’s a lot of silly fuss
over nothing, if you ask me.”

Other fellows, in other IForms, were saying
very much the same thing.

“I don’t see why we should stick it!”
growled Grayson, of the Fifth. *“We're not
obliged to sleep out here if we don’t want
to. It’s not an order. I vote we go back to
the school.”

“Rats!” said Stevens. *‘Didn’t Mr. Leeo
ask us all to pull together? We’re doing 1t
for the sake of the school—and it’s a lot
better to do it without grumbling.”

‘* Bravely spoken, Brother Horace,” ob-
served Willilam Napoleon Browne, the Fifth
Form skipper. ‘ Brother Grayson, be good
enough to talk sensibly—if such a thing 1s
possible, which I doubt. 1 have heard it

said, on the best authority, that rain on the
first night of camp is an excellent omen.”

“Well, if there’s much more of this, I
shan’t stick it,”” said Grayson sourly.

““On the contrary, Brother Grayson, you
will stick 1t with tho rest of us,” said
Browne. ‘“The Fifth will stand together,
solid. Rather than talk of retreat, let us
take up the battle-cry of the Remove and
tho Tourth, Down with Whittle! Never
shall Brother Whittle besmirch the land-
scape with his saw-mills|”

ITHIN an hour the St. Frank’s camp

was thoroughly wet.
The rain had apparently settled
in for the might; the sky was still
black, and the rain was coming down in
torrents. The air was filled with a drum-
ming sound as it beat upon the canvas;

rivulets were forming round every tent.



28

“Gee! I've got to hand it to you guys
that this country can break all the records
when 1t comes to weather,” grumbled
Adams, the American junior, who shared
Study J with Harry Gresham and Alec Dun-
can. ‘“When a fcllow starts camp life in
England he sure starts in for trouble!”

“Rats!” said Gresham. ‘‘Better to have
the rain at night than in the day-time. It'll
probably be a glorious day to-morrow.”

“You spilled a spoonful, boy friend,” re-
torted Adams. ‘‘But what’s the good of a
climate that’s full of ¢ probables.” Why,
over in the States a guy can make his plans
weeks 1n advance, and I guess he can be sure
of fine weather, too.”

“Yeos:; and he can be sure of tornadoes that
ruin cities and kill hundreds of people,”
nodded Gresham promptly.

¢“ Aw, forget 1t!”’ said Adams. ‘““We don’t
get tornadoes in the Eastern States.”

“No; you get weather very much hLke
ours,” grinned Gresham. “In New York it
can be ninety degrecs in the morning, with
a blazing sun, and in the afternoon 1t can
be pouring with rain and a temperature
down to sixty. Don’t you talk to me about
our weather, you American chump!”

“If you want really good weather, you've
got to come to my country—New Zealand,”
remarked Duncan. ‘' Now, in New Zealand
you do get real weather!”

“With an earthquake thrown in now and
again, free and for pgratis,” pgrinned
Gresham., “No, thanks! You can keep

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature.

best joke ;
books are also offered as prizes.

London, E.C.4.
NOT A WATER BABY.

Billy (to father) . ‘“ Will you buy

me a pair of rubber gloves 7’

Father : ** Why, my son ?”’

Billy : ‘‘ It will save getting my hands
wet when I want to wash them.”’

(M. Matthews, The Choir School, Newland,
Malvern, has been awarded a handsome watch.)

HAIR-RAISING.

Gent: * My wife has been and used that
hair-restorer for cleaning the furniture.”

Barber : * Then you want another bottle ? *

Gent: ‘“No, I don’t. I want you to come
and shave the hall-stand.”

(R. Curnow, Junr., 29, Virgin Street, St. Ives,
Cormwall, has been awarded a pocket wallel.)

It you
know a good rib-tickler, send it along now. A handsome
watch will be awarded each week to the sender of the

pocket wallets, penknives and bumper
Address your jokes
to ‘‘ Smilers,’’ Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite House,
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your earthquakes—and your tornadoes. I'd
rather have the good old English weather—
including the rain! Well, who’s ready for
turning 1 ?”

“Gee! We might as well be taking a
bath,” said Adams, as a trickle of water
ran down the back of his neck. “I guess
we're going to have a peach of a night!”

The prefects were not at all happy. Even
in camp the ordinary school routine was in
vogue, and it was the duty of the prefects
to go round the tents, secing lights out—
just as they went round the St. Frank’s dor-
mitories. But it was a different proposition
out here, 1n the open.

Clad in big boots and mackintoshes, they
ploughed their way over the sodden turf,
streaming with watcr, looking in at the tents,
and giving their orders.

‘““ And therc are some
camp lifo is pleasant,” growled Biggleswade,
as he went on his rounds. ¢ Lights out here,
you young sweeps!” he added, as he poked

people who say that

his head into a tent. “Didn’t you hear
the whistle? We’re using whistles instead
of bells.”

‘“Wrong tent, Biggy, old man,” grinned
Nicodemus Trotwood. ‘‘This i1s the West,
House scction. First turning to your right,
and you can’t be wrong.”

“I'm blessed if I can tell the difference
between the Ancient House tents and the
West House tents!” growled Biggy.

““There’s not much difference here—this
ig the first line of West House junior tents,"”

L B o an o o o b o o . o o o ol

TOO LATE.

Park-keeper : ** Would you mind getting
off this seat a minute ? **

Gent : ‘““ Why? "

Park-keeper : ‘‘I just want to put this
‘ Wet Paint * notice on it.”’ -

(D. Parish, 179, Harringay Road,
Tottenham, N. 15, has been awarded
a penknife.)

NOT VERY HELPFUL,

The motorist was lost, Noticing an ap-
proaching villager, he pulled up and ques.
tioned the man.

* Can you tell me where these roads lead
to 1 he asked.

“ Aye,” said the villager. ‘ That road
goes to my ’ouse, one goes to Farmer Brown'’s,
and t’other goes straight on.”

(@. Grant, * The Close,”” Norwick, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)

A WHALE OF A CRY.

Teacher : ‘ People say that Eskimaux never
weep.”’

Bright Boy : *‘‘ Please, sir, I thought they
always had their daily blubber.”

(B. Mitchell, 35, Pinderfield Road, Waulke-
Reld, has been awwarded a pocket wallet.)

HUNGRY.

Tramp: “ Am I hungry ? Believe me, lady,
the only bite I've had this week was from a
mosquito.”’

(R. Waugh, 38, Ann Street, Arncliffe, Sydney,
Australia, has been awarded a book.)
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said Trotwood. ‘“We know that well enough
—because Handforth & Co. have got the
next tent to us, and we can’t forget it.

You're an Ancient House prefect, so why

gon’t you go along there and stop that
in?”’

Morrow, the head prefect of the West
House, joined Biggleswade at the tent en-
trance.

“Out with that light, you kids!” said
Morrow. ‘“Do you want to keep us prefects
out here in the rain all night? What on
earth are you doing, Little?”

‘“Feeding his face, as usual,” replied Nick
Trotwood. “He says he didn’t get enough
supper—so he’s wolfing half a dozen dough-
nuts.”’

‘“Well he can wolf them in the dark—
and get undressed in the dark, too,” said
Morrow. ‘“‘Out with that lantern. I shan’t
come round agaimn”’

The juniors were left in the dark, and the
prefect went on his wet round.

“It’s all very well being a Boy Scout, but
these camp beds are no good to me,” said
Fatty, after he had undressed. ‘' Great pan-
cakes! There’s no room at all! How the
dickens can I slecp in this thing?”

He had felt his way across to his bed in
the dark, and it was quite true that there
was insufficient room for him. But this was
undoubtedly because he was attempting to
get 1nto the camp bed which was already
occupied by Cornelius Trotwood—Nick’s twin
brother.
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‘I knew there was going to be trouble ovee
this bed,” moaned Fatty, as he forced him-
self in with a sudden lurch. “Hallo! That's
better! More room than I thought! What
was that I pushed just now? ‘I believe there
was something on my bed.”

‘““Really, this 1s too bad!” came a feecble
protest from somewhere necar by. ‘‘Good
gracious mec! I believe I am sitting on the
grass!”

“You silly chump, Fatty came Nick's
voice. ‘“‘You've got into Corny’s bed—and
you’ve pitched him out!”

¢80 that’s why the bed seemed so small!”
said Fatty, as he calmly spread himself out,
and pulled the bedclothes over him. *“ Any-
how, you're wrong. This i1s my bed. Can
I help it if that ass, Corny, gets into it?”

The unfortunate Cornelius, ver{ damp,
staggered to his feet, and felt blindly in
front of him. His fingers encountered a
miniature mountain. |

“Recally, can somebody tell me what is
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happening here?” he asked mildly. * What
18 this 1n my bed?” . .
‘“Take your hands away, idiot!” said

Fatty Little. ‘“It’s me!”

‘“Somecbody has apparently placed a great
bale of something on my bed,” said Corny,.
in alarm. “Nick! Where are you, my dear
brother? Nick! There is an enormous ob-
struction on my bed!”’

“It’s me, you howling fathead!’ roared.
Fatty Little. “What the dickens do you
mean by calling me a bale?”

FORCE OF HABIT.
First Barber : *‘ What makes you so late ? *’
Second Ditto : ‘I was shaving mysell, and
before I realised it I talked mysell into a hair-
eut and a shampoo.”’
(E. Wainwright, 1184, Atwater Avenue,
Montreal,Canada ias been awarded a book.)

INSULTED.

Very Fat Man (to 'bus inspector): “ I have
been grossly insulted.”

Inspector: ‘‘ How, sir 17 ”

Very Fat Man: ‘ The conductor was telling
people that the 'bus was full up, and when I
got off he said : ‘ Room inside for three.’ ”’

(E. Peters, 39, Roden Street, Holloway, N.1,
has been awarded a penknife.)

WHAT A JOKE.

Vietim (struggling in water) : ‘“ Don’t stand
there grinning. Throw me a lifebuoy.”’

Scot : ‘“Weel, I’ve heard it said that Scots hae
nae sense o’ humour, but I’ve a gran® joke for
ye. The lifebuoy’s awa' for
repairs.”’’

(R. Truloch,42, Heath Road,
St. Alban’s, has been awarded
a penknife.)

ALMOST THE SAME.

Bill: * Say, Pat, is that the
same car you had last spring ?

Pat : *“The same, bedad, all
except tho engine, the body, and
three new wheels..’

(F. Bryant, 42, Aylmer Road,

Shepherd’s Bush, W.12, has been awarded a

pcoket wallet.)
HENPECKED.

Tommy : *‘ My father is a journalist. What’s
your father’s occupation ? *’

Johnny : ‘¢ My father does what my mother
tells him.”’

(P. Webber, 2, Psaila Sitreet, B’cara,
Malta, has been awcarded a bool:.)

STUCK,
‘“ Did this bottle contain hair oil, mother ? 2!
“ Good gracious, no! That’s gum.” |
“ Then I suppose that’s why I can’t get my
cap off.” ‘
(H. Ewen, 36, William Street, Norwich, has
been awarded a pocket wallet.)

A BIG DEMAND.

Boy (in newsagent’s shop) : ‘‘ Do you keep the
‘ NELSON LEE’? »

Newsagent: ‘“No, we sell it; we never get a
chance to keep it.”’

(G. Waugh, 53, Lowson
Strecet, Darlington has been
awarded a perknife.)

| BOTH 0.K.

New Recruit: ‘‘Is this—er—
horse eafe ? I've never been on
one before.”

Sergeant : ‘ Then you're just
the man. This horse ain’t never
had anyone ride her before.”

(J, Chtld, 15, Ashley Street,
Bumingham, has been awarded o
pock et wallet.)
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“I’'m not surprised to hear that it is blow-
ing a gale,” said Cornelius. *‘‘ Really, the
weather 1s quite wretched. But, about my
bed—— Great Scott! This great obstruction
1s moving! I believe it’s human!”

“You'ro wrong there,” said Nicodemus.
“Fatty probably thinks he’s human, but
that’s only his conceit. You’d better get
into this other bed, over here. This way,
old son!”

Corny was decaf, and he naturally mis-
understood.

““I quite believe 1t,” he said. ‘The ob-
struction in my bed must certainly weigh a
ton.”

‘“Clear off!” yelled Fatty, hitting out.
‘“How can I slcep with you messing about
here? Oh, crumbs! Why did we ever come
into camp ?”’

“I object to being called a tramp,” pro-
tested Cornelius, with dignity. *‘‘Really,
Nick, I believe it is IFFatty, after all, and he
has actually called me a tramp——"

“I didn’t!” howled Fatty. ‘I asked why
we ever came Into camp! Can’t you get into
bed, and give us some peace? How do you
think we’re going to sleep?”

“Certainly, it’s steep!’” said Corny hotly.
“I'n glad you admit it, Fatty! You roughfy
push me out of bed, and then you say that
such behaviour 1s steep!”

““I said let’s get to sleep!” bellowed Fatty.
¢“Oh, help! ou talk to him, Nick! He
makes me feel weak!”

“A week?” said Corny. “But I thought
we were in camp for a month? I must con-
fess that gpe night will be sufficient for me!”

“This way, old son,” said Nick, g:mpin
forward and grasping his brother. * You’
better get into this bed. It's really Fatty’s,
but i1t’s just as good.”

““Oh, yes, of course,” said Cornelius. “1
quite agree that Ifatty’s head is just made
of wood. I have never known a more block-
geaded ”fellow! I mean, getting into my

od— .

“Gag him!” groaned Fatty. ‘““He’s so
deaf that he can’t even hear a stcak when
it's sizzling 1n the frying-pan! Great
bloaters! ancy being unable to hear a
sound like that! What a life!”

“I desired no strife,” said Corny coldly.
It was you who started it—"

‘““Here we are, my lad,” interrupted Nico-
demus soothingly. *“This is your bed! In
you get!”

Cornelius climbed in, much to thoe relief
of Fatty and Nick, and they settled down
for the night—with the sound of the rain
beating mercilessly upon the canvas.

’

CHAPTER 9.
Figures of Mystery!

STIFF wind had sprung up with the

rain, and 1t was neccessary for the

campers to lace the !i::ps of their tents

securely 1n order kecep out the
clements. |

“It’s not so bad, you chaps,” said Nipper,

as lLe lay in his cosy camp bed. “We're

““ AZAR THE MIGHTY ! Thrills in a lost city in Africa.

perfectly snug in here, and the tent's as
tight as a drum.”

*Everything’s all serene,” came Tommy
Watson’s voice, accompanied by a yawn. “I
can't understand why some of the chaps
are grumbling.”

“The wind is like a gale at times, dear
old boys,” said Sir Montic Tregellis-West.
‘“Begad! Have you noticed how it some-
times assumes a fog-horn-like note?”

““That’s not the gale,” grinned Nipper.
‘“ Handforth’s tent is next to ours, and Handy
is still awake! He's worse than the gale!”

‘“If he doesn’t dry up pretty soon, we’ll
go along and squash %im,” sald Watson
threateningly.

In the next tent, Handforth was sitting up
in his bed, groping into the darkness, The
canvas of the tent was quite near by, and
it was billowing and flapping ominousf{y. To
make things worse, drops of water were occa-
sionally striking Handforth’s head, and some
were trickling down his back.

“This 1s what comes of trusting you chaps
to help me with the tent!” he said gruflly.
“It’s so slack that it’'ll topple over on us
before long !”

““I can’t understand 1it,”” said Church.
““The tent was beautifully taut just before
we came to bed. Don’t be an ass, Handy'!
Do you think Mac and I don’t know how
to fix a tent?”

“You ought to—you’re Scouts!” replied
Handforth. ‘‘At least, you call yourselves
Scouts. You'd better both go out and tighten
up the ropes.”

“Do you know any more jokes?” asked
McClure tartly.

“I’'m serious, blow you!” roared Hand-
forth. “This tent 13 a disgrace to the Tiger
Patrol! Instead of being tight and secure,
it’s loose and floppy. And who’s to blame?”

“You arc!” said Church and McClure, in
one voice,

¢é Eh?”

““You’re the leader of the Tiger Patrol,
and it’s your job to sce that the patrol’s tents
arc properly erected,” said Church coolly.

“Why, vou—you——"

““Oh, checse 1t!” said Mae. ¢ The tent was
all right half an hour ago, and I can't
understand why it’s got %oose. But why
bother? It’s a filthy night, raining in tor-
rents, and blowing a gale, and ‘I gon’t seo
why we should go out and get soaked
through. Let’s go to sleep.”

“I'm getting soaked through as i1t is!”
howled Handforth.

‘“‘Blame the weather—not wus!” said
Church. ‘“My only hat! Camp life! I'm
sick of it already! This rain 1s enough to
make anybody weep!”

A gust of wind came along, the tent
heaved, and a section of the loose canvas
billowed in and slapped Handforth forcibly
on the back.

“We shall have to do sometiing!” he

roared. ‘““We can’t leave things like this
until the morning! And not so many
grumbles about the ran, my lads! Rain

won’t hurt yvou. In camp you've got to take
the rough with the smooth.”



xeaa this splendid yarn in BOYS’ FIREND 4d. LIBRARY No. 292,

““All right—let it rain!” said Church.
* Anything for a quiet life!l”

‘“ As far as I’m concerncd, I like the rain,”
gaid McClure. *The sound of it beating on
the tents is soothing.” |

“Oh, is it?”’ yelled Handforth. ‘' Well, T
don’t think so! You’re both dotty! You
know jolly well that it’s a beastly awful night,
ancll( this rain is enough to make a chap
sick |”’

Church sighed.

‘““What’s the good?” he asked plaintively.
‘““We grumble at the rain, and he doesn’t like
it. Then we say that the rain is nice, and
he doe:zn’t like that, either. Go to eleep,

Handy, for goodness’ sake!”

But Handforth was getting out of bed, and
he made a bee-line for the tent-flap. He
wanted to investigate things. The tent was
certainly becoming more and more unstable.

Unfortunately, he stumbled headlong over
McClure’s bed, and the next moment -Mac
was pitched out, with Handforth on the top
of him. They crashed against the canvas,
and it was rather a wonder that the whole
tent did not descend upon them in a heap.

‘*You clumsy idiot!” roared Handforth, as
they sorted themselves out. ‘“What do you
mean by sticking yourself in my way like
that ?”’

“Are you blaming me?” gasped McClure.
“Don’'t you know any better than to go
charging about in the darkness? My bed’s
@llapsed! Where’s the lantern? Oh, my
hat! Why did we ever come into camp? Let
'em build their beastly saw-mills!”

“Traitor!” said Handforth coldly. ‘“‘Have
you forgotten how that beast, Whittle, drove
his cane through my car?”

He reached the tent-flap at last, and Eeered
out. He was rather surprised to find that he
could see across the camp fairly distinctly.
After the intense blackness of the tent in-
terior, the outdoor scene was quite a contrast.
It was still raining hard, but the sky was
showing signs of clearing, for the moon was
shining through a rift in the clouds. It was
a weak, watery moon, but its very appear-
ance was promising,

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth,
staring. ‘‘Two or three of our pegs are righat
out of the ground, and the ropes are ail
lying loose! That’s funny! We ramme:d
those pegs home so hard—— Hallo! Who's
that ?”’ .

It seemed to him that two dark, mysterious
figures had just dodged from behind a tent
some distance away; they only showed for a
brief second or two, and then, crouching low,
they vanished behind another tent.

Handforth blinked. He wasen’t sure
whether he had seeen those figures, or
whether they had been imaginary. He couid
hardly credit that any of the boys would be
moving about the camp in this rainstorm, so
long after lights-out. |

“Hi!” roared Handforth. ‘Who’s that
over there?”’

A chorus of sleepy voices answered him;
they came from various tents in the imme-
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diate vicinity, and they all advised Handforth
either to drown himself, emother himself, or
otherwise to put an end to his worthless
existence.

“You can all go and eat coke!” retorted
Handforth, as he withdrew his wet face nto
the tent.

In moving back he barged against the
central pole, and the next second there was
a catastrophe. The tent, billowing in a sudden
gust of wind, fell in a heavy, all-enveloping
mass. Handforth and Church and McClure
were more or less obliterated.

There was no sleep for the .occupants of
the tents in the immediate vicinity after that.
The roars and yells which arose were far
worse than the gale. Juniors appeared at
their tent entrances, and many came charging
out, determined to take drastic action.,

They were in time to see Handforth & Co.,
wet and bedraggled, crawling from beneath
the collapsed tent.

“Who did that?”
gurgling words.

“You did it yourself, you clumsy idiot
snapped Church.

“I didn’t!” roared Handforth. ‘‘The tent
was nearly on the point of collapse before I
cven touched the pole!” |

Fellows in various stages of drese and un-
dress collected round. Prefects came along,
too, and they were looking angry.

‘““What’s the matter with you kids?’’ de-
manded Wilson. ‘Don’t you think we want
some sleep In this camp? What’s all this
noise ?”’ - |

““Our tent collapsed!’’ said Church.

“Then it shouldn’t collapse!” snorted
Wilson. “You call yourselves Boy Scouts,
don’t yon? Haven’'t you learned how to put
up an ordinary bell-tent ?”

‘ Somebody has been monkeying about with
the ropes!” said Handforth excitedly. “By
George! That’s it!”’

“‘I believe he’s right!” exclaimed Singleton,
of the West House Remove, as he ran up and
joined the crowd. ‘“Our tent’s just the same.
It looks like toppling over at any moment.
Half the ropes are loosened!”’

“It must be the gale!” saild Wilson im-
patiently.

“But I saw some lurking figures
Handforth breathlessly.

“What?”

“Lurking figures,” repeated Handforth.
“I happened to look out of my tent five
minutes ago, and 1 spotted a couple of
mysterious figures dodging behind some of
the other tents.”’ |

“Rot! Who'd be fool enough to play
jokes like that in this rain?” said Grayson
of the Fifth. “I’'m sick of the whole busi-
ness! I vote we go back to the school!™

‘““Hear, hear!’ eaid Shaw, shivering.
‘“I’ve had enough of this camp!”

Yells went up as two more tents, in
different parts of the camp, suddenly -col.
lapsed. A gust of wind, stronger than the
previous gusts, had brought about this fresh

were Handforth’e first
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disaster. Smothered yells arose, and the rest
of the camp was soon awake.

To make matters worse, three more tenis
went down in the confusion. And the rain,
as though fiendishly enjoying the whole affair,
beat down with greater intensity than ever.

“l say, let’s clear out—now!’ shouted
Grayson excitedly. “Come on, you fellows!
We’'ll make a run for it! Back to our own
dormitories !”

*“Hear, hear!”

““They can keep their rotten old camp!”’
gaid Bernard Forrest, of the Remove. ‘“ We're
not obliged to stay here. I'm with you,
Grayson!”

““So am I!” shouted Gulliver.

‘““Same here!’’ agreed Bell.

Teddy ILong, Hubbard, Doyle, Owen
~major, and several other Removites, joined
the miniature revolt.

“Just a minute!” said Nipper, as he strode
amongst them,

*“This is none of your business——'’ began
Forrest.

“I think it i@’ interrupted Nipper. “‘I'm
the captain of ™his Form.”

“I don't see—"’

‘““The Remove stands solid by this camp!”
continued Nipper evenly. ‘““There aren’t
going to bo any backsliders. Understand ?”’

““Chuck it, Nipper!”’ shouted Hubbard.
“We're all with Forrest in this—"

‘““And who are you all?’"’ demanded Nipper
scornfully. ‘A half-dozen—or a dozen at the
moet! A crowd of miserable weaklings.
Afraid of a wet night! Anyhow, the first
fellow who attempts to leave this camp will
have to account to me!”

“QOh!” sneered Forrest. ‘‘You can’t stop
us, confound you! I'm going—and I’m going
now "’

He attempted to move away, but Nippper
swung him round.

“Just before you go, Forrest, I want to
ask you a question,’” said the Form captain.
“I’'m putting it to you plainly, Would you
prefor to stay here, and stick it with the
rest of the Remove—or shall I knock you
down?”

“And I'll knock down anybody else who
a.tte]mpts to go!’ roared Handforth aggres-
sively.

They all stood glaring at one another, and
there were plenty of fellows who stood
?hotlllxlder to shoulder with Nipper and Hand-
orth.

Meanwhile, confusion was  spreading
throughout the camp. Tent after tent was
collapsing in the wind, No sooner had one
sot of fellows been rescued than another set
was smothered. Prefects were dashing about
helplessly, and masters were appearing now,

Old Wilkey himself came into the Ancient
Houso scction of the camp, and even Forrest
coased his rebellious talk.

“Come, come, you fellows!” said Mr.
Wilkes gently. e’e mustn’t allow ourselves
to bo upset on tho very first night in camp.
This rain is unfortunate, I'll admit-—but the
rain, alone, would not have inconvenienced
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us much. I'm afraid that some foolish prao-
tical jokers have been at work.”.

‘‘The Remove’s all right, sir,”” said Nipper.
“Nobody in this Form is thinking of desert-
ing tho camp.” He placed his clenched fist
close to Forrest’s chin. ‘‘That’s right, For-
rest, isn't 1t?”’ he added softly.

- *“Yes, I—1I supposc so,” muttered Forrest,
in a savage undertone.

‘ And the Fifth, Brother Wilkey, is equally
staunch !” said Browne, who had linked his
arm affectionately into Grayson’s. ‘‘A cer-
tain amount of bustling activity, and the
tents will soon be as firinly erccted as ever.
Up, brothers! Let us conquer this tin-pot
revolt! Never shall it be said that St.
Frank’s allowed a saw-mill to be erected
next door to it for lack of a little spirit!

Down with Whittle!”

The rotters were squashed, and they were
grutllclbhngly compelled to hefp in the general
work.

It was very much the same with the fellows
of other Houses. Plenty of them wero read
enough to desert the camp; but the staunc
spirits prevailed. Within half an hour the
collapscd tents were re-erected, and the whole
camp was in apple-pie order again,

Nelson Lee, who was fully aware of the
disturbance, had not intervened. But he
was glad that the brief trouble had been
overcome. He had been ready to step in
if necessary; but the boys themselves had
weathered the little storm—which was all te
tho good.

eu—  eesseestll)

CHAPTER 10.
Handy the Cook!

AWN broke brilliantly.

Nipper, happening to awake at
about 4.30, was struck by the peace
of the camp.

It was full daylight, and, unfastening the
flap, he gazed out. The sun was shining
dazzlingly across the wet meadows. The sky
was a clear, crystal blue, and not a cloud
was in sight. The wind had dropped to a
mere zephyr brecze, and hundreds of birds
were joining in a joyous chorus,

“By Jove! This i1s better!” murmured
Nipper, taking in a deep lungful of the fresh
morning air.

He was reluctant to get back into bed; it
scemed a shame to neglect the glories of this
typical English summer morning. Yawning,
he toyed with the thought of getting into his
bathing costume and having a plunge 1n
the river. Another yawn decided him—and
he got back into bed.

It was just as well, for he had two hours
sound, dreamless sleep, and when the whole
camp turned out there were many cheery
comments.

“Now what have yon got to say about our
English weather, vou Yankee lunatic?”’ asked
Harry Gresham, as he grinned at Ulysses
Spencer Adams.

‘“Gee! You've sure

got one on me this
time!” chuckled the New York boy.

€¢ I’m
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““I—I thought it was

a pot of boot cream for breakfast,

handing it to you guys that this is a peach
of a morning. Yes, sir!”

“You unhooked a basketful!” nodded
Gresham with a laugh,

*“I guess New York couldn’t show a much
finer morning than this,” said Adams.

“You’d better guess again!” retorted
Gresham. ‘““Where in New York could you
show me the green of these meadows, and
the tints of those trees in Bellton Wood?
l.ook at the sun glintine on that line of
willows down by the river——”

“I give in!”’ grinned Adams. “An English
sumnmier morning, when it’s good and fine
like this, 1s surc swelll”

“You unloaded a
Gresham coolly.

“Day, are you trying to kid me?” de-
manded Adams. * Listen, boy friend, I'm
telling you——""

“Your mistake, old man—I'm doing the
telling,” interrupted Gresham.  * People
grumble at our English weather—but its

barrowful | said

mayonnaise,’’
stuttered Handforth, and uttered a hollow
groan as he realised that he had eaten
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very uncertainty is its beauty. During the
night wo were all pretty miscrable because
of the rain. But think of the joy now—when
we sce the sky so blue, and the sun shining
so brightly. Pcople who live in California—
where the weather’s fine for months on end—
never get that thrill. They take the blue
sky and the sunshine for granted. But herz
wo appreciate 1t.”

“Yeuh, I guess so,” nodded Adams, mov-
ing off. “VYou sce so darned little of the
bluc ¢ky and the sun that you've sure got
to make the best of it while it lasts.”

Gresham chuckled. He and Adams were
gencrally *kidding ” onec another in that
way; but really they were the best of friends.

The first gencral move, of course, was to-
wards the river. Everybedy wanted to bathe,
and after a glorious dip the campers were
feeling in high spirits. The disasters of the
night were a mere memory,

The seniors were able to linger over their
bathe; but the juniors had less time at their

b

b b
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disposal. The Fifth and Sixth had special
kitchen®* and the fellows thcemseives had
nothing to do with the preparation of meals,
But 1t was very different with the Remove,
Fourth and Third. All the juniors were Doy
Scouts, and each patrol attended to its own
feeding. |

In some patrols, of course, everything went
smoothly. Nipper, as leader of the Lions,
superintended the preparation of breakfast
with a master hand.

Nick Trotwood, the patrol-leader of the
Curlews, had very little to do, sinco Fattly
Little was in that patrol, and he, of course,
was the cook-in-chief.

Amongst the Tigers, naturally, There were
ructions, for Handforth had appointed him-
sclf cook.

Armed with a large frying-pan, in which
sizzled a string of sausages, he sat beside the
camp-fire. A dclightful aroma filled the air.
The trouble started when Handforth tried
to toss the contents of the pan into the arr.
Apparently he thought 1t was the correct
thing to toss sausages like omne tosses pan-
cakes.

Unfortunately he jerked the frying-pan too
much—and the string of sausages sailed out
of the pan and curled round the neck of Mr.
Suncliffe, who was taking a morning consti-
tutional.

Of course, there was a spot of bother, then.

Mr. Suncliffie liked sausages, but he didn't

like having them chucked round his neck.
Ho gave Handforth a severe lecture,

Handforth felt thoroughly downhearted be-
cause his efforts at cooking had met with such
a disaster, and the other Tigers were even
more downhearted because their breakfast
had ‘““gone west ’’ into a puddle.

However, Handforth was not beaten. e
promptly announced his intention of cooking
a really ripping and original breakfast.

Church and McClure and the other Tigers
did their best to dissuade him, but Haundy
was adamant. They were ravenously hun-
gry, and they shuddered when they saw
the extraordinary mixture which Handforth
was now preparing in the frying-pan. It
certainly looked original!

“Look here, Handy, you ought to leave
this to ws,” said Church diplomatically.
f‘\\’?h’_}' should you be bothered with cook-
ing?

““That’s all right—it’s no bother,” replied
Handforth. ‘“‘I cnjoy it.”

“But shall we?” asked Mac, eyeing the
frying-pan.

“Shall you what?”

“,E"J'OY_ your cooking,” sald McClure.
““What’s in that pan, anyhow 1"
‘“ Breakfast.”

“You're our patrol-leader, and you
oughtn’t to be messing about with cocking,”
saild Church firmly., “Hang it, Handy, a
patrol-lcader is an important fellow. \hy
not take a little stroll while the rest of us
are getting brekker.”

“Not likely!” retorted Handforth. * You

You can help mo if you

leave this to me.
like., Shove some more sticks on the -fire.”
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““What about those mysterious figures who
were roaming round the camp last night?”
asked Mac. ‘I reckon those practical jokers
ought to be identified. You're pretty good
as a detective, Handy; why not make an in-
vestigation 7

Handforth started.

“By Georgo! That's a
said eagerly. I will!”

““Good egg! TI'll take the frying-pan

“T will—after breakfast!” went on Hand-

good ideca!” he

forth. ‘“What are you trying to do, you fat-
heads? Do you think I can’t preparc a
meal? Gi'me some cggs.”

“But you can’'t put cggs in that frying-

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY'!

“You’ve
bacon mixed up with a lot of other stull.

pan!” protested Church. got the
What is it, anyway? What are those little
black things all over the pan?”

““Currants,” repliecd Handforth
¢Currants and sultanas.”

“Why, you silly ass

“I've tricd 'em before—and they’re great!”
went on Handforth., ‘‘Raisins are better, but
wo haven't got any at the moment. That
other stuff you can see 18 cucumber. I'm
afraid it’s a bit burnt, but I expect it'll
taste all right.”

By the time Handforth had broken half a
dozen eggs into the pan, the mixture looked
too awful for words. The other Tigers, dis-
maved, busied themselves with cutting piles
of bread-and-butter.,

coolly.
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““We shall have to make do with bread-and-
butter and coffee,” said Church grumpily.
“ By the way, where’s the condensed milk?"’

“I’'ve used it,” said Handforth, glancing
round from the frying-pan.
“Used it? What for?”

““There’s a canful in this frying-pan,’’ re-
lied Handforth. “Condensed milk helps a
ot, you know. A pity we haven’t some
tomf;‘toes—-they’d just add the finishing
touch.”

“By the time you've added all the in-
gredients, and cooked the whole conglomera-
tion, I suppose you’ll throw it away and open

*

“THE OPEN AIR HEROES!”

By E. 8. BROOKS.

The St. Frank’s ecamp flooded under three
feet of water. |

Here’s a nasty mess for Nipper & Co.—but
they’re equal to it. Old Amos Whittle is at
the bottom of the trouble, you can bet—and
the St. Frank’s fellows aren’t going to be
beaten by a rotter like him! Amos gets
the surprise of his life when——

But just wait until you read next week’s
topnoteh yarn in this corking new series of
summer school stories. It’s a winner !

S The Phantom Foe!l"’
By John Brearley.

This enthralling series gets more exciting
each week, and the next smashing instal-
ment teems with thrills.

—

‘“ Handforth’'s Weekly!”

“OUR. ROUND TABLE TALK.”
wAAAORDER IN ADVANCE!

a“tin of sardines?”’ asked McClure sarcastic-
ally.

'The Tigers were very reluctant to taste
Handforth’s extraordinary mixture; but whein
they saw him ‘““wolfing’’ his own ehare witn
extreme gusto, they plucked up their courage.
They were hungry.

Surprisingly enough, they found the
mixture not only palatable, gut appetisiig.
Handforth had concluded the finiehing touch
by pouring a lot of tomato chutney and
Worcester sauce into the pan. The general
result was a kind of omelette—and it went
down famously.

‘““Well, that’s what I call a breakfast,”” said
Handforth heartily, as he pushed his plate
away from him. ‘“By George! I'm fit for
a big morning’s work now!”
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“It wasn’t so bad,” admitted Church.
‘““Even now I can’t understand it.”

“We must regard it as one of the minor
mysteries of life, dear old fellows!”’ chuck!eil
Vivian Travers. ‘‘The only complaint I can
make is that I occasionally get a vague
flavour of turpentine.”

“Say, I noticed that,
Skeets.

‘““Oh, well, we've finished breakfast now, so
we might as well clear up,”’” said Church.
“Being Boy Scouts is all very well, bui
there’s a lot of work attached to it.”

Jimmy Potts was the sixth member of ihe
Tiger Patrol, and he had enjoyed his break-
fast as heartily as the others. Handfoiih,
of course, was mightily pleased.

““This morning we’ll get busy on that in-
vestigation,”” he said briskly. *‘‘Some funny
fatheads were having a game last night—
and they ought to be exposed. I’'m going
round on a tour of inspection, and beforc
the morning’s over TI'll bet I’ll have my
hands on the culprits!”

“What about old Crowell?” asked Jimmy
Potts.

“What about him?”’

“He might want to know what you're
doing, that’s all,” said Jimmy. *‘“‘You
haven’t forgotten that we’re taking lessons
this morning, as usual?”’

Handforth’s jaw sagged.

‘“Great Scott!”’” he ejaculated. ‘‘Lessons!
But—but I thought we were in camp!”’

““This isn’t an ordinary camp, my poor
fellow,”” said Travers sadly. ‘We’re mereiy
living in this meadow so that we can save' it
for St. IFrank’s. But school work must go on
as usual. You know what these masters are—
most unreasonable blighters. If we suggested
missing lessons, they’d turn a deaf ear.”

“Weil, 1it’s a swindle!” said Handforth in-
dignantly. “I’'d forgotten all about lessons!”
«Church put his head out of the ncarest
tent.

“Any of you chaps seen my brown boot
cream?”’ he asked.

‘It was knocking about this morning, some-
where,”” replicd Mac. ‘“‘It’s in a glass pot,
isn’t 1t? Creamy, yellowish stuff 2’

“That’s 1t,”” said Church. ‘A full pot,
too.”

Travers kicked something with his foot.

‘“Here’s the pot,” he said. ‘‘But 1t can’t
be yours, Churchy—it’s empty,”

Church pounced upon 1it.

“But it 1s mine!’”” he protested. “Whdo’s
been messing about with my boot cream?
A new pot, too! 1 say, Handy—"

He paused, startled by the blank, horrified
expression on Edward Oswald Handforth’s
face. 'T'he leader of the Tiger Patrol, in fact,
was holding his stomach as though he lLad
been afflicted by a sudden pain. He gulped
strangely.

“Was—was that pot full of brown boot
cream ?”’ he gurgled.

““Of course it was, you ass!”’

“My hat!” breathed Handforth faintily.
$I—1 thopght it was mayonnaise!’

too,” remaried
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‘““Wha-a-a-at !

“Well, it looked like mayonnaise!” said
Handforth decfensively, “All creamy and
ellow and smooth. I never thought of smel-
ing it—"’

‘‘Here, wait a minute, dear old fellows,”
sald Travers, passing a tongue round s
mouth., ‘‘You thought Churchy’s boot cream
wds mayonnaise, Handy ?"’

“Ye-e-cs!”’

‘““And what did you do with it?”

“I—I put it in the omelette!”” groaned
Handforth. “It’'s a funny thing we didn’t

taste it——" |
poisoned!” yelled McClure.

‘“We're all
“Great Scott! No wonder you chaps tasted
asked Mr.

turpentine !”’
‘“What's the trouble here?”
‘“‘YWhat’s the matter

Wilkes, strolling up.
with you fellows?”

“Nun-nothing, sir!”’ said Skecets feebly.
“I guess we're all right.”

“lI made an omelette for breakfast, sir—
and I put a pot of brown boot cream in it
without knowing it!”’ moaned Handforth.
‘“‘I—I suppose we shall all be ill!”

Old Wilkey looked grave.

‘““Do you feel any pains?’’ he asked, look-
ing round at the six Tigers.

“Not yet, sir,”’ said Potts.

“Well, I shouldn’t worry,” said the House-
master. ‘‘A little brown boot cream won’t
burt you. I expect it was thoroughly dis-
guised, so you’ve only had a small propor-
tion cach. We'll see how things develop.”

He smiled and passed on, thus dismissing
the thing lightly. The Tigers, somewhat
relieved, felt better. It was certainly true
that, as yet, they had felt no harmful effects.
But they decided then and there that ail
future meals should be prepared under their
strict supervision.

CHAPTER 11.
Footprints!
was examining the ground

IPPER
keenly,
‘““These footprints weren’t made by

any of our fellows,”” he said. **Look
at ’em, Tommy. Size nine, at least.”
¢““Some of our masters wear nines, I ex-
pect,’”’ said Tommy Watson.

‘““That’s quite likely—but what master
would crawl through a gap in the hedge?”
retorted Nipper. ‘ Look here! The hedge
is all broken about—proving, clearly cnough,
that at least two men broke through. And
here are their footprints, on this bare patch
of ground, which they didn’t notice in the
darkness.”

“Begad! I think you’re taking a great
deal for granted, dear old boy,”’ said Sir
Montie Tregellis-West.  ‘‘Anybody mighs
have made these footprints—a couple of
tramps, perhaps.”

Nipper shook his head. The footprints
were very clearly impressed upon the damp
earth. One set. in particular, was most dis-
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tinctive. There were marks of numerous

studs.

Handforth came along, having mysteriously
got wind of the fact that Nipper had fouad
some footprints—and Handy was like a hound
on the trail.

“By George!” he said excitedly, as he
examined them. “This is a find! We ouglit
to be able to get on the track!”’

They found other footprints out in the
lane, and the story was fairly clear. Two
men had crept through that gap, and had
penetrated the St. Frank’s camp during the
night. But i1t was really difficult to carry
the investigaion any further without resort-
ing to guesswork.

‘““We can only form a rough idea of these
men,’”’ said Nipper thoughtfully, ‘‘and even
that won’t carry us far. Then, again, we
mustn’t take it for granted that the men
who made these footprints are the people who
moukeyed about with our tents. ¥ can’t sco
any earthly reason why anybody should play
such a trick!”’

‘“Just malicious foolery,”
Watson.

Nipper shook his head.

““It would have to be a stronger motive
than that,” he replied. “Don’'t forget how
heavily it was raining. These men mnust have
been soaked through—and they wouldn’t
creep about the camp, loosening ropes, un-
less they had a pretty strong reason. Think
of the risk, too. They might casily have
been spotted and caught.

‘ Another extraordinary point,”” went on
Nipper, ‘‘is that these footprints are to be
found all round the camp—but only on the
outskirts. And it was those tents on the out-
skirts of the camp which were interfered with
last night. Now,it’s too thick to believe that
any St. Frank’s master would prowl about the
camp like that. No; these footprints were
made by an intruder, and he had a companion
with him.”

Handforth wanted to go round looking at
those footprints himself. But as soon as the
young investigators were back in the camp,
Fullwood came running up to them.

“I say!” he sang out. ‘Do you chaps
know who’s here? Old Whittle!”’

‘““Rats!” said Handforth. ‘‘Old Whittle's
decad!”’

‘“Well, vou know whom I mean, you ass!”
said Fullwood. “Amos Whittle, the owner
of the Bannington Saw Mills! I'm jiggered
if he hasn’t had the nerve to come along hcre
this morning!”

““What’s he here for?’’ asked Nipper.

““Goodness knows!  He’s with Mr. Lee
now, and they're going round the camp.”

The juniors drifted towards the big central
triangle, where large crowds of other Fourth-
Formers and Removites had congregated.
Iverybody was surprised to hear that Amos
Whittle had come to the Half Mile Meadow.
It had been thought by all that he would
avoid it like the plague.

But there he was, with Nelson Lee and

said Tominy
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Old Wilkey, and they were taking him round
the camp.

“That’s the -old blighter !’ said Handforth
grufly, By George! I'll bet he’ll wipe
that smile off his face when he spote me! I
suppose he’s telling the Head how we ducked
him in the horse trough!” .

‘T don’t think so0,” chuckled Nipper. ‘He
secms to be remarkably friendly—suspiciously
friendly, in fact. I don’t trust the man.”

It was a fact that Mr. Amos Whittle was
chatting very amiably with the headmaster
and My, Wilkes.

‘* Splendid—splendid!” he was saying, as
he came into the triangular space with the
two masters. “I am delighted to see all this,
Mr. Lee!” . -

“I am glad you are taking it in the right
spirit, Mr. Whittle,”” replied Nelson Lee
dryly. ‘1 was rather afraid that you might
be upeet at the idea of losing the property
for yourself.”

Amos Whittle laughed.

“On the*contrary, I am more delighted
than I can say,”” he replied. *“Well, well!
A splendid camp! You have performed some-
thing like a miracle within the last forty-
eight hours. St. Frank’s under canvas, eh?
Just a8 my uncle pictured. The only pity
1s that he cannot see this for himself.”

They had come well amongst the boys now,
and Mr. Whittle looked round, beaming.
Even when his glance fell upon Handforth he
did not alter his expression. Yet he must
have noted Handforth’s uncompromizingly
aggressive glare. |

‘““Well, you boys, you're lucky!” said Mr.
Whittle, addressing the crowd. ‘‘I have just
been talking with your headmaster, and he
has told me of the plan. YLucky youngsters!
When I was at echool I never had any such
treat as this.”

“It wasn’t much of a treat last night, sir,’>
said Nipper pointedly.

“0Oh, you mean the rain?”’ asked Whittle.
“Yes, I suppose it was trying—but this morn-
ing’s sunshine makes up for it, eh? Well, I
am very pleased that the St. Frank’s authori-
ties have decided to obey the instructions of
my uncle’s will. But, of course, it rests with
you boys to put the whole thing through.
If you fail, the school will lose the property.
But you mustn’t fail,”” he added, wagging a
fat finger at them. ‘‘You must go right
through and win. I am sure 1 wish you the
very best of luck.”

¢4 ELL, dash it, he’s not such a bad
VV old scout!’’ =aid Reggie Pitt, after
Mr. Whittle had been escorted
away by Nelson Lee and Old
Wilkey. “I understood that he was several
kinds of a rotter!”
‘““He’s a sportsman about this meadow, any-
how,”” saild De Valerie.

“ Rather!”’ said Dick Goodwin. ‘‘He wished
us luck, and he was as friendly as any man
cpulc!l possibly be. By gum! He’s cham-
pion |
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But Nipper, with Tommy Watson, Tregellis-
West, Handforth, Church, McClure Travers
and one or two other Remeovites stood apart
from all the others. And Nipper was looking
unusually alert.

“I’ve cailed you fellows aside, because 1
want to show you something,’’ he said. ‘Ot
course, you heard Whittle, didn’t you?”

‘““We did,” said Travers. ‘““And if he really
wanta this meadow for himself, he’s acting
pretty queerly in advising us to stick to it.”

“It’s his policy to appear friendly,” replied
Nipper. ‘‘The camp is a fact now—and he
can’t prevent it. There’d be no sense in
coming here and raving. Far better for him
to be in favour of the whole business.”” -

“That’s true,”” admitted Travers, I
badn’t thought of it that way.” .
‘“ And look here,’”’ went on Nipper. ‘‘Five

minutes ago Mr. Amos Whittle walked over
this patch of damp earth. His footprints are
quite clear. Just have a look at them, you
chaps.”

They looked—and Handforth gulped.

“Why, they’re—they’re the same as those
other footprints we saw near that gapl!” he
ejaculated.

‘“ Exactly,”’ said Nipper grimly.

‘“ But—but »?

‘“The whole thing’s perfectly clear,” con-
tinued Nipper. ‘ Whittle and another man
broke into this camp during the night—in the
middle of that rainstorm,”

“My only hat!” .

‘“They loosened a lot of ropes, and they did
everything in their power to cause discontent
in the camp,” continued Nipper. ‘' Don’t
you see the cunning of the whecze? VWWhittle
thought, peprhaps, that the discontent would
spread, and that the whole camp would aban-
don the meadow. He wants this land, and
he means to get it. But his i1dea 1s to get
it by trickery—by working unseen—whilst ali
the time appearing in the open as a friend.”

“By George! You’ve hit the nail on the
head, old man!” said Handforth breathlessly.,

“The awful rotter!”

‘““He’s a fraud !”

‘““And we can be quite sure that his plotting
will become more desperate when he finds
that the school is determined to carry on for
the whole month,’”’ said Nipper. ‘ We’ll keep
this to ourselves for the present, you chaps,
but sooner or later the rest of the school may
have to be brought into it. We must be
careful—we must watch. If we don’t, Whittle
will win. He’s cunning, he’s rich, and he’s
determined.”

The Removites were thoroughly aroused.
This discovery was proof of Amos Whittle’s
unscrupulousness. ‘The gauntlet had becn
flung down—and the battle was on

THE END.

(Amos Whittle tries some more of his
trickery to outwit the St. Frank’s campers
in next week’s extra-long and extra-good
school! yayn. Entitled: ¢ The Open Air
Heroes!” Order your copy row.)
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Gather Round, Boys.

/ A breezy chats on topics in general,
conducted by the Editor and Edwy
Searles Brooks. |

ing letters: Ernest S. Holman*®

(E.10)—two letters, G. Dodd (Bir-

mingham), C. Cook* (E.12), Stanley
Jonson (Port Elizabeth), W. A. Marlin (N.16),
Wilfred Manard (Guildford}, Arthur T.
Moore (Saxmundham), Reginald T. Staples
(Shanklin), Jeffrey Peters (E.16), John
Howard (Taunton), Arthur J. Miles (Croy-
don), Alfred S. Newman ((JChe.pstow),
Dorothy Napper (Victoria, B.C.), Laura
Lambeth (Birmingham), Charles W. Mepham
{Pembury).

MR. BROOKS acknowledges the follow-

#* * %*

Laura Lambeth finishes her letter by say-
Ing: “Writing for the first time is rather a
strain, as one always has misgivings as to
‘whether the same 1s approved of by the
receiver.”” Well, the recciver, in this in-
stance, is always delighted to got letters from
readers—particularly readers who have never
written before. The best remedy 1s to write
again, and thus the strain will be completely
removed.

- * *

Tho full name of St. Frank’s 1s St. IFrancis’
College. Alfred S. Newman has brought up
this subject, and 1t 13 quite possible that
other readers will be interested. In the
XI Century a I‘ranciscan monastery was
erected cn the site of the old school—
founded, of course, by St. Francis of Assisi,
or members of his Order. Hundreds of
years later, after the monastery was no more,
ghe school was founded, and, quite naturally,
it became St. I'rancis’ College. Just as
maturally, in these modern days of brevity,

the name has been universally contracted to
Bt. Frank’s.

% %* %

The Blue Crusaders Footbhall Club has cer-
tainly not ceased to exist, Ralph Leadbeater.
Of course, there’s nothing doing at the
Btronghold, the club’s famous ground in Ban-
nington, at the moment. But the Blues,
under the management of Mr. Ulysses Pie-
combe, will be as active as ever in the

autumn. As most readers know, Lionel Cor-
coran, of the Fourth, is the proud owner of
this cclebrated club. You might also like
to know, Ralph, that Bannington Town, the
old club, has shifted to Helmford, thus neces-
sitating a change of name. The club is now
known as Helmford Town.

* o *

Here are the answers to some of your ques-
tions, John Marshall: Castleton’s first name
1s Alan. The other boys you mention—Bon-
ner, Langley, Haddock, Jepson and Fiske,
have all left St. Franks, so their first names
are of no interest to anybody. The other first
names you ask for are as follows. Conroy
minimus (Thonias), Fullerton (George),
Kerrigan (Stanley), Simms minor (Ralph),
Button (Edgar).

® - » *

It 1s quite possible that Lord Dorrimore’s
famous yacht, the Wandcrer, will appear in
some of the forthcoming stories, Raymond R.
Radmore. The vessel 1s a luxurious private
yacht with one funnel. You are quite right
in having looked upon her as a super-ship,
for she 1s one of the most wonderful yachts
ever built.

* * %

Mr. Beverley Stokes, otherwise known as
“Barry,” 1s just as much ““one of the boys”
as ever, Arthur Ii. Angus. Old Wilkey, of
course, rivals him 1in popularity. But the
West House boys are very friendly with their
Housemaster, and quite often he forgets his
dignity and drops in to a junior study for a
chin-wag and a dive into the swect-bag.

* * *

Readers are cordially invited to join in
“*Our Round Table Talk.” Letters should be
addressed to: The KEditor, ‘Nelson Lee
Library,” Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4. All queries for DMr.
Brooks' attention will be forwarded to him,
and the replies, if of general interest, will
be given on this page.



Attack on The Night HawkR!

The PHANTOM FOE!
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A thrilling mystery and
adventure serial by

JOHN BREARLEY

(Opening chapters re-told in brief on page 41.)

Those finger-prints belonged to the
Phantom’s gangster whom Kyle’s Kittens
—-the mysterious ‘hi-jackers” of the
previous night---had eaptured alive. He
was, at present, a prisoncr in the cellar
below Scrapper’'s gymnasium 1n W hite-
chapel.

To Kyle’s disappointment, however, the
captive had proved useless. Scrapper, who
knew nearly every crook in the under-
world, had failed completely to recognise
this one; and thc rest of the Kittens who
had been called in
did not know him,
cither. Efforts to
vring  Information
from the man—and
the stern Night
Hawk had tried
everything short of
torture — had also
failed. Because the

prisoner knew
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The Phantom’s Warning!
GETTIN(} into his car, after leaving

Scotland Yard, Thurston Xyle
drove quictly home. A ’phone
message came from the Yard

two hours later, and, as he had expected,
the Records Department had been unable
to check the prints he had left. Hang-
ing up the recciver, he lit a cigarette and
fell into a long reverie,

nothing.

Just that. Beyond
a dazed repetition of
his orders concern-
ing the armoured
car raid, and 1nco-
herent mutters
about the * Chief”
and the ‘‘airship,”
he had not added a
single thing te
Kyle’s  knowledge.
The scientist knew
all about the Phan-
tom’s airship and
something about the
‘““Chief,” too. What
he wanted was the names of the gangsters.
And most of all, how the Phantom
managed to cheat the police records of his
men !

“For cheat them he certainly does!”
mused Thurston lyle. *“Thosc men are
disguised sgomehow—that I am sure.
Many of his men, we kuow, are well-
known crooks, and some of them, at least,
must be among thosc the police have
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found. Yet thcy cannot be identified.
As far as the Phantom 1is concerned,
Scotland Yard’s Record Department may
as well be scrapped. And the Phantom
can replace his fallen gangsters any time
from any gaol—without ever leaving a
trail if they are recaptured later. I wish
I could—"

Suddenly, as though galvanised by a
sudden thought, he leapt to his feet, eyes
gleaming deeply, and paced the room in
long, excited strides.

“By gad—by gad, why didn’t I think
of it before? ¥ool that I am! I wonder
—I wonder if that can be the answer?”

Leaving the room, he strode into his
laboratory and crossed to a huge case of
reference books; took one out and rifled
the pages till he found what he sought.
Triumph was mingled with sardonic
amusement in his eyes when Jje replaced
the book and laughed

“Yes; just sc. Clever—a stroke of
genius, in fact. If only I could get in-
side the airship, or even find its head-
quarters, just to make sure! I——" He
shrugged and turned away. “Well, it
will keep—it will keep !”

From his pocket-book he took a letter
that had arrived by the first post that
morning. It was written in block capitals
on cheap paper, and had been posted in
the Strand. And he had not produced it
at Scotland Yard. )

“Thurston KXyle,—You should have
minded your own business. I warned you
once. Now I intend clipping your

‘wings '’ for good.
“Tae  PaANTOM IOR.”

The Night Hawk merely smiled.

The Phantom Comes Abroad!

IGHT had fallen. Across the dark
N spaces of Banstead Downs rolled
the faint tolling of a bell as a
distant clock-tower struck ten.

All else was silent.

And, when the last note died away on
the wind, the man who had been pati-
ently lurking beneath a clump of trees
for the last half-hour, stole out into the
open,

Taking a flash lamp from his pocket,
he pressed the switch, and a single bright
blue light darted towards the sky. Only
for a moment; the darkness was as close
as ever next instant. But something like
a star twinkled on high as if in brief
reply, and the man grunted, stcaling a
cautious glance all round him.

No one was about. He opeaed the bag
he carried and took out a hideous yellow
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mask, which he fitted tightly over his
head and face. Hardly had he done so
than, slowly and noiseclessly, a blurred,
black object dropped towards him from
the sky, settling upon the grass a few
yards away with the faintest of thuds.

There 1t resolved itself into a small cage
of thin duralumin—a fragile, precarious-
looking affair. But the lurker on the
downs opened the bars and ducked inside
without hesitation. IIe pressed a small
switch, heard the tiny hiss of compressed
alr in answer; and in a second was swing-
ing high above the trees, up and up into
the air.

The welrd journey occupied less than
a minute. Again came the sibilant
whisper of air and the soft purr of a
sliding trapdoor above the cage; where-
upon, with a swift movement, the man in-
side donned a pair of thick purple goggles.
The cage moved on again, stopped; the
trap closed behind it. Instantly the veil
of darkness dropped away, revealing the
strange-glowing interior of the great
airship hovering above the downs.

Down either side of the narrow main
deck, men stood at their stations, con-
trolling the instruments which, in turn,
controlled the powerful almost-silent
engines and the ultra-violet Ilighting
apparatus that made the monster 1n-
visible. Others, off duty, were lounging
aimlessly, and all wore the same purple
goggles as the man who had just come
aboard. None, however, dared to look
towards the cage save one, a tall figure
in shapeless yellow robe, who came for-
ward quickly bearing a similar garment
on his arm. .

Without a word the newcomer donned
it, and stood surveying the airship and
all it contained with an air of pride and
ownership, strangely mixed. At last,
smiling bleakly. he turnmed; and, at his
nod, the second man saluted and led the
way aft into the private cabin there.
As soon as the door was closed, however,
he dropped his formal stiffness and thrust
out an eager hand.

“Welcome aboard once more—Chief

The Phantom Foe, the erstwhile lurker
on the downs, smiled again and read-
justed his grim mask.

“Thanks, lieutenant. Well, my friend,
things went badly for us last night—ch?
After all our trouble, we were cheated
of our prize—again!”

His lieutenant muttered violently.

“That devil with the wings caught us
again, Chief; came straight for us and
hammered the ship badly before we could
beat him off, besides downing three of
the crew. And, of course, our men on

"’
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the ground were fimished, too. That’s
five more of the figchting force gone.”
The Phantom shrugged.
“Yes; the police found them, all save
one. Not that it matters—there’s plenty
more 1n the gaols. We’ll have to make

another raid in a couple of days. Is that
all ?”
“All?” protested the other. “I tell

you, Chief, it’s maddening losing men
like this after we’ve trained and—pre-
pared them. The other fools don’t like
it, either, and »

“Bah! To the devil with what they
like I’ snarled the Phantom suddenly.
“We shan’t lose any more after to-night.
It’s that clever hound, Thurston Kyle,
we're up against. His men settled ours
last night and captured Smith-—much
good may that do them. As for Kyle—
he finishes to-night! And in a way that
will terrify others from following in his
footsteps !”

*“You sure about him, Chief?” |

“Quite sure. He actually gave himself
away to-day by producing Smith’s new
prints at Scotland Yard. Clever did I
say? The fool! I wonder what he’d say
if he knew I held the secrets of the Yard
Iike—this I”” He clenched a lcan fist tri-
umphantly, and his licsutenant chuckled
in admiration.

“You’re great, Chief!
fogged ?”

“Worse than ever now, friend. The
net’s out for Lucius Pelton. And Captain
Arthurs, who’s in charge of the hunt,
swears he’ll find him wherever he is. Do
you—er—think he will, licutenant?”

Both men looked at each other and
laughed derisively. @ But suddenly the
Phantom’s humour changed.

“Now then—to businese.  Everything
ready—our ncew batch of little pets pre-
pared? Good! I’'ll inspect them and
we’ll start® I’lIl take charge to-night,
licutenant, and you can drop me again
to-morrow at dawn.”

“Ah! You’re going down again, Chief?
Be carcful, won’t you?”

The Phantom laid a firm hand on his
confederate’s shoulder.

Still got ’em

4]

“You’re a good comrade, my friend.
Yes, I'll be carcful; have no fear of me.
Soon I’ll be ready to ecome aboard for
good, for tho Peclton hunt is on and wc
must give the Yard credit for some brains.
I’'ll take mo risks!” He flang up his
head and turncd to the door.

“But to-night we stamp put our greatest
danger—Thurston Kyle. Come.”

The Terrible Six!

OGETHER the leaders of the mighty

u criminal entcrprise strode the

length of thc main deck, watched

with furtive respect by the silent,

ycllow-masked crew, wuntil they disap-
peared through a small door forward,
And there they met pandemonium.

The door opened into a small, narrow
chamber, with bunks against the dura-
lumin walls, and a bare surgeon’s table
in the centre, hordered by a long gtass
case of wickedly-shining instruments. A
man in white overalls sat there, tco, head
bowed wretchedly. The atmosphere, de-
spite an airshaft, was heavy with the
stale, sickening tang of ether., And
chained securely, each in a bunk, were
six other men.

Or, rather, the¢ wrecks of men. [Pale,
wolfish faces, loose-lipped: and  thin,
turned mechanically as the Phantom en-
tered; yells and babbled curses from six
throats greeted him. Madness glittered
in cvery pair of eyes; for. omly a short
time ago, thesz men had been inmates in
a Government prison. the most dangerous
captives there; guarded day and night
“during his Majesty’s pleasure.” They
had escaped now—drawn into the clutches
of the Phantom Foe; poor but terrible
tools in his campaign'! |

Norma] men, standing ther¢ and watch-
ing that grim scene, would have gone
crazy themselves. But the Phantom and
his lieutenant studied the six with expert,
dispassionate eyes, as breeders study a
herd of promising cattle. The Phantom
rubbed his hands with satisfaction at last,
and, stepping forward, clapped the man in
the surgeon’s overalls roughly on the
shoulder.

kidnapping, looting.

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

THE NIGHT HAWK, known to the world as Thurston Kyle, scientist, declares war on

THE PHANTOM FOE, a ruthless criminal, who has commenced a reign o] terror, killing,
Always he attacks amid a cloud of yellow gas, which stupefies his
victims; then disappears literally into air, for he directs operations from an invisible airship.
The Night Hawk discovers this, but in his first clash with the Phantom is dejeated. Scotiand
Yard calls in Kyle, and he promises to assist them to bring the criminal to book. e oullines a
plan to Caplain Frank Arthurs, but, owing to a leakage of information, the Phantom outwits
them. Then comes the sensalional news that Lucius Pellon, of the Treasury, has tanished,
and Arfthurs immediately suspects that he {s in league with the Phantom Foe.

(Now read on.)
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+ “Well, friend Lawrence, how goes it?”
he mocked.

Professor Lawrence lifted his weary
head and glowered in sullen silence. Kid-
napped from the Blackheath dinner-party
‘at the outset of the Phantom’s terrific
career, few would have recognised in the
‘haggard, frightened man the most famous
facial and manipulative surgeon " in
America. His eyes behind their thick
goggles burned with helpless fury at his
captor. But there was fear in them, too,
stark terror at this tall, unknown man
who stood before him. ;

- He waved a limp hand at last towards
the men.
'+ “They are ready—all except Number
Four. His facial muscles would not yield
to manipulation. I had to operate, You
cannot use him to-night.”
" “Can’t I? We shall see!” replied the
Phanton contemptuously. “Why 1is he
not ready? They call you the Miracle
Man in America, don’t they? You have
had plenty of time !”
. “Hang you!”’  Stung to frenzy, the
famous surgeon leapt ‘to his feet with a
snarl. “You devil; this is my last job
for you! Haven’t I altered the faces and
grafted the finger-ends of all your foul
gang for you? Their hands, too? And
now—madmen; fiends you intend to set
loose on innocent men! You—you——"

The Phantom laughed harshly.

“You—you—" he jeered; and suddenly
flung the little surgeon across the room
with brutal force. “Be careful, my little
beauty doctor; you become impertinent, I
think. Do you require a little more—
discipline?””

Professor Lawrence’s frantic dcfiance
broke down at that in a terrified gasp,
and he held up his hands.

“No. No; not that. I cannot stand it
again! I will cbey—I will obey !”

“See that you do then i” was the grim
retort. ‘I shall have more patients for
you to alter in a couple of days. Bah!”
He swung on his lieutenant again and
rapped out a short order.

At once the lieutenant became busy.
Taking a sheaf of cards and an ink-pad,
hie strode to the “patients,” inked their
fingers despite their futile struggles, and
tcok the impressions. That done, he took
another sheaf of cards and some photo-
graphs, compared them placidly, and
handed them to his leader.

“Fine! O.K.! Lawrence has done well,
Chief; everything different as chalk from
cheese !”

The Phantom, too, studied them closely
and nodded. The Miracle Man of America
had certainly donme well. The photo-

'
1
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graphe and second sheaf of cards were
copies of Scotland Yard records of each
of the men in the bunks. But now those
records would be useless if ever the six
men fell into the hands of the police—
thanks to Professor Lawrence’s unique
skill. The Phantom tossed the cards
aside and drew a deep breath. Then, by
sheer force of personality, he awed the
captives to something like silence.
And when that was done, he bggan to
speak to them, in a crisp, masterful voice
that penetrated cven their wild brains.
. Profcssor Lawrence moaned and fainted.

An hour later, silent and unseen as a
wraith, the great airship slid across the
lights of London, heading north. Below,
in a little cage, swung a keen-cyed ob-
server with night-glasses glued to the
ground.

Suddenly he pressed the signal switch
inside ; the great ship slowed down, turned

gracefully on its course as the signals

were repeated, and at last stopped in mid-
air, held up by its whirling helicopters.
The observer’s cage was drawn up.

But presently another cage dropped
down from the invisible craft; a larger
one jholding a terrible crew. Straight
and true it sank until i1t came solidly to
rest.

And when the door of the cage opened,
eager as schoolboys on a treat, six men
aglided out—six maniacs, dangerous as
ravening wolves, cunning as madmen'!
Without a sound they stole forward to
their attack on the sleeping louse of
Thurston Kyle. ‘

Overhead, their master, the Phantom
Ifoc, rubbed his hands again and smiled.

Warned in Time.

ITH deadly efficiency, the Phan-

\ tom’s attack on Thurston Kyle’s

house began.

Softly the cage containing his
six terrible raiders scttled on the almost-
flat roof of the old Georgian mansion;
just as quietly the door slid back, the only
sound a faint hiss of air that was lost
in the rustle of breezeshaken trees. The
madmen crept out.

They were not a combined party—the
kink in their minds prevented them from
acting together under one leader. The
only thing that held them was the impulse
to kill, and their fiendishly-clever chief
had banked on that, ruthlessly impressing
instructions on them for entering the
house—leaving what followed to their
cunning instincts. He had set loose six
devils; one at least fighting with whirl-
wind frenzy, must succeed.
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Treading soft as prowling Redskins, the
mad six scouted forth en their errand,
until one, bent almost double, came across
the trapdoor to the roof. Not a word
was spoken; each moved like grim auto-
matons, one after the other dropping down
into the little attie landing below. There

they paused, drawing weapons that ranged
from blue automaties to short rubber
clubs.

Thurston Kyle and Snub, sleeping
soundly in their respective rooms, were 1n
the direst peril of their lives.

But the Phantom, in his desire to wreak
terrifying vengeance on his most danger-
cus opponent, had made two serious mis-
takes. First he had neglected to clear
the way for his weird raiders by swaip-
ing the house and its inmates with the
Yellow Gas—perhaps not wishing to at-
tract attention Ly the attendant glave
against the nichtsky. And more scrious
still, he had underestimated Thurstou
Kyle. |

Living the adventurous life as he did,
the far-sighted Night Hawk had long since
raised defences to his -house agalnst foes
other than thc Phantom; defences that
had been installed during his long ail.-
ance with Nelson Lee, the famous school-
master-detective. Those precautions were
gtill active.

Hud the madmen launclhed thelr attack
from the grounds below, they wouid never
have gone three yards., As it was, the
roof was = weak spot, allowing them tc
cain a footing. But once they werce
actually inside the housc, the tables weve
swiftly turned.

J— —
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Scarcely had the foremost raider set
foot on the marrow staircase lcading from
the attic-landing than, one floor below
in Thurston Kyle’s room,. a tiny bulb
sprang 1nto crimson life beside the door;
an clectric buzzer snarled fierce, insistent
warning above the scientist’s head. He
was awake 1n an instant, cool with the
inborn alertiness of the man of action.
Another instant and he was out of bed,
eycs mnarrowed ominously, while e
snatehed up a dressing-gown and a gun
froin the table-draw beside his bed.

Gently, too, a communicating door
opened, and the sturdy figure ¢f Snub
Hawkins appeared, similarly earbed.
Neither spoke They prepared to meet
their foes.

Noiselessly Thurston Kyle opened lhis
door, Snub following close, and both
listened intently along the dark corridor
outside. Jaws hardened, hands took a
firser grip on the butts of deadly aute-
maticz. For the passage was full of faint
sounds, sly, furtive creepings, eager, pent-
up signs as though hungry animals werc
roaming the gloom. Thurston Kyle slid

an oarm along the wall; turned on an
electric switeh. Brilliant light flooded

the corridor immediately.

And revealed the terribie six clustered
in a pack, not six yards away. There
and tlien the savage fight iecan.

(Six against two—will the Phantom's
LKillers triumph against the Night Hawlh: ?
Lool: out for a thrilling instalment ncexl
week.)
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