


Free fights galore in St. Frank’s feud with Banningion riyq(g
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LEADS TO A
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CHAPTER 1.
Handforth Puts His Foot in (¢t
¢ Y only sainted aunti” said Hand-
forth blankly.
The celebrated leader of

Study D at St. Frank’s was
Ieaning over a rickety fence, and he was
surveylirg the open space of ground

Also leaning on that fenee wer®

heyond, ,
Nipper, the St. Frack’s, Junior skippch

Tommy Watson, Sir Montie Trogelhf‘:'
West, Church, MecClure, Vivian Travers
Regoie Pitt, Jack Grey, and Jimmy Izofts"
[n a word, wmost of the stalwarts ol the
Junior XI. "

“This can’t be it said Regyie Pitt,
shakine his head.
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“Well, that errand-boy at the green-
grocer’s told ws it was,” said Nipper. “So

U must be. But don’t be in too much of
2 ?}ll}‘l‘y. Sam Beckle will be here soon.”
B Yes, that kid said he would fetch
oeckle, didn’t he?” asked Jimmy Potts.

Phew ! It looks as though we’re in for
3 lively time on Saturday !”

t was only mid-week now, and the
Jaemowtos had chanced to meet in the
Stpanese Cafe in the Bannington High
or&et Somebody had suggested a trip
oth ‘e Hotspurs’ football ground, and the
theels had thought it a sound ideca. So

T)I had gone off in a body.

1y had had difficulty in locating the
magd, Various people of whom they had

€ Inquiries had never even heard of

the Bannington Hotspurs’ Club. Others
secemed tc have a vague ideca that such a
club did exist. But at last a grubby boy
had directed them; they had made their
way by devious lanes to the lower quarter
of the town; thcy had skirted the gas-
works; and, finally, at a little corner
grecngrocery shop, an errand-boy had
given them final directions.

Passing a number of allotments, the
St. Frank’s juniors had at length found
themselves walking along a rutty road
with dreary waste ground on ecither side.
Then Handforth -had spotted a notice
board on some ramshackle gates. And
on the noticc board were the crudely
daubed words: “Bannington Hotspurs.
Private. Sam Beckle, Captain.”
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The space beyond was little better than
the rest of the waste ground; of turf
there was practically no sign. Some
rough patches of coarse grass could be
scen, but mostly the ground was lumpy
and barrcn. The touch-lines were hardly
visible; the goalposts were leaning
crazily, and there were no nets. In lieu
-of a pavilion, there was a dilapidated-
looking old railway carriage, with a
crudely constructed veranda jutting out
in front of it. B

Nipper could not help grinning.

“Well, my sons, there’s one thing about
this League,” he said cheerfully. *“We do
mix with all sorts, don’t we? And that’s
to the good.
'Spurs ought to be novel.”

At the beginning-of the footer season
Lord Dorrimore, the famous sporting peer,
had inaugurated a St. Frank’s Football
League, and it was run on very much the
same lines as the big Leagues. St.
I'rani’s had done well, and it was stand-

ing at the top of the League table. On
the previous Saturday the Saints had
entertained Redcliffe College, and Red-

cliffe, incidentally, had been handsomely
beaten by two goals to one.

The next match, Nipper found on con-
sulting his fixture list, was against Ban-
nington Hotspurs—away. Lord Dorri-
more himself had invited the various
schools and local clubs to enter the compe-
tition. The one and only Dorrie was a
great sportsman. He had cheerfully in-
cluded Council School elevens, working
lads’ clubs, and so forth. And the scheme
had been working exceedingly well. There
was a fine spirit of goodfellowsliip amongst
these variously assorted football teams.

But it must be admitted that the St.
I'rank’s jumiore received rather a shock as
they surveyed the Hotspurs’ ground.
They had played on one or two rough
grounds in these League matches; but
this one was the limit.

Accustomed as they were to their own
well-equipped playing fields, they were
somewhat dismayed at the spectacle now
in frent of their eyes. This ground was
all hills and dales; there were muddy
hollows, there were ugly hummocks,
Football cn such a ground secmed im-
possible.

“If you ask me, dear old fellows,”
drawled Travers, “we ought to hand it to
Sam Beck’e and his tecam! Upon my
Samson!  They play regularly on this
dump, and the Hotspurs are well up in
the League table. These chaps deserve
our praise. They are heroes !”

This match against the ¥

“Well, here’s the chief hero now,” saiq
Nipper brightly.

The others glanced round. Coming
towards them, still some distance away,
was a hulking youth in the shabbiest of
clothing. There was an apron.round his
waist, but it was rolled up. He was hat.
less, and his mop of dark hair was far
more untidy than Handforth’s. His
features, like his frame, were large.

This youth was Sam Beckle, captain of
the Hotspurs. Nipper eyed him with par-
ticular interest. Beckle had the reputa-
tion of being a bully—and he looked 1it.

‘“Hallo, mates !” he said awkwardly, as
he came up. “From St. Frank’s, ain't
ou? Having a look at our ground, eh?
"T'ain’t much, 1s it?”

“Ahem! 1I’'ve seen worse,” replied
Nipper politely. “G@lad to know you,
Beckle,” he added, extending his hand.
“I’'m Hamilton, Junior captain of St.
IF'rank’s. Better known as Nipper.”

They shook bands, and Sam Beckle's
face was flushed with pleasure. The
others solemnly shook hands, too, and the
introductions were soon over.

“We ain’t sc well off as you St. Frank’s
chaps,” said Beckle, almost apologetically.
“I dessay this ground looks funny to you?
Still, 1t ain’t so bad. We play on it
regular—and we win, too.”

“Well, we’ll do our best to give you a
good gamec on Saturday,” said Nipper
cheerily. “I understand that the Hotspurs
arc—er—hot ?”

“As hot as T can mako
Beckle, nodding.

Sam Beckle, on closer acquaintanceship,
proved to be a pleasant enough fellow. He
was rough, but that wasn’t lns fault.

“I suppose you'll clear up your ground
a bit before Saturday?” asked Handforth
incautiously

“Clear it up?” rcpcated Sam.
do you mean?” |

“Well, look at it ” said Handforth, with
an cloquent wave of his hand. |

The Hotspurs’ skipper looked.

““Anything wrong with it?” he de-
manded, a truculent note in his voice.

“Well, dash it, look at the tin-cans and
brickbats,” said Handforth. ‘“ You're not
going to leave them on the ground, are
you? It looks like a dust heap.”

Church and  McClure were nudging
their leader, but he took no notice. They
suspected that Sam Beckle was sensitive
on the subject of the Hotspurs’ ground;
and they were right.

‘““Looks like a dust heap, does it?” le
said loudly. “Not good enough for youl
tloomin’ lordship, hey?  Weil, you

’ )

cem,”’  eald
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necdn’t play unless you want to! Do you
think I care?” _ .

" He had flushed, his eyes were blazing.
1t was a revelation to the St. Frank’s
fellows. A minute carlier Sam Beckle k_lad
been polite and calm. They were finding
out that Sam’s weakness was his hot,
unick temper.

“You mustn’t take any notice of
Handy,” said Nipper, with an easy laugh.
« He means well. He’s called our own
ground a dust heap more than once.”

‘“Oh, well,” growled Sam, cooling down.
« That's different. Sorry, mate,” he
added, looking at Handforth. *‘But I get
fair mad when people point out the condi-
tion of this ground. It’s the kids,” he
added confidentially. ‘“Reg’lar tough lot
round here, you know, and the more we
try to keep ‘em off our playing pitch, the
more they come on.”

“Hard luck,” said Nipper sympathetic-
aliy. -

“We've got plenty of supporters,” went
on Beckle, “and we’ve got plenty of the
other sort, too.” He grinned ruefully.
“Yoiu're right about it being a dust heap,”
I:2 added frankly. “Still, don’t $ou worry;
we'll have all these tin-cans and brick-
Lkats cleared off by Saturday.”

He was cheerful again, and Handforth
s:apped him heartily on the back.

“Good cnough'!” said that cheerful
idiot. ‘““As long as you admit that the
place is a dust heap, we’ll say no more
atout 1t !” ‘

“Sece here——" began Sam, bridling.

“Let’s go and have a closer look at the
ground,” interrupted Nipper hastily.
“It’1l help us for Saturday.”

L o T

CHAPTER 2.
A Fruity Affair!

ERNARD FORREST, of Study A,
bestowed a sour look upon his two
breathless chums.

“Well, you’ve  been

eaough !” lie commented unpleasantly.

Considering that Gulliver and Bell had
Leen pedalling their hardest against a
strong lhcad-wind for the last fifteen
minutes, Forrest’s remark was unkind. He
had come into Bannington on lis motor-
¢yele, and, naturally, he had arrived long
before the others.
"Dash it, give us a
Gru.lliver, with a glare.
Quickly as we could.”

‘O, all right, don’t make a fuss,”

\gvrowled Forrest. “You’re here now, any-
\ ay.”

long

chance,” said
“We came as
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“How does the jigger go?” asked Bell.

“Rotten !” said Forrest disgustedly.

He had recently come a cropper on his
motor-cycle—the result of reckless riding.
The engine had been badly damaged in the
accident, and Forrest had spent all his
available pocket-monecy on repairs. But
his bus was still very much off colour;
and Forrest, in consequence, was extremely
irritable.

“These rotten garages are no good,”
he grumbled. “I could have done the job
better myself !”’

“You can’t expect them to do miracles,”
remarked Bell. ‘“Before that machine’s
right again, it’ll nced new pistons and—
and things.”

“We won’t talk about it,” said Forrest
curtly.

None of them noticed a red-headed boy
with a fruit barrow, who was slowly
trundling his wares past. It was a well-
stocked barrow; there were loads of
cranges, piles of apples, grape-fruit, and
so forth.

Toot-toot !

A big motor-coach was approaching, and
the red-headed boy moved his barrow
rearer to the kerb. By sheer accident the
corner of it touched against the handle-
bar of Forrest’s motor-bike.

“Whoa! Look out——" began the boy
with the barrow. .
Crash'!

Bernard Forrest jumped as his machince
crashied over on its side. It was as much
his fault as the other boys; for he had
left his machine precariously perched, and
the slightest touch was -sufficient to over-
balance it.

“What the——
Forrest furiously.

“That your motor-bike, young gent?”
asked the red-headed boy, as he set down
his barrow.

“Yes, it 1s!” shouted Forrest.

The boy ran round, and was in the act
of picking up the machine, when Forrest
elbowed him roughly aside.

“Keep your hands off it!” he snapped.
“You’ve donc enough damage.”

“All right, all right,” said the other,
rather hurt. ‘“Keep your hair on, young
gent! I didn’t mean to do no harm; that
coach came along, and it didn’t give me
much room. Sorry I knocked you
machine over.”

It was a genuine expression of regret,
and even Forrest, had he been in his
normal humour, would have accepted it.
But to-day he was particularly irritable;
and when he saw that one of the handle-
bar grips was badly grazed, he lost his
temper completely.

Confound it !” roarcd
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‘“You fool I he said insultingly. “ Why
can’t you kcep your filthy barrow away?
The police ought to prohibit you people
from coming into the High Street at all !”

“Qh?” said the rcd-headed boy, glar-
ing. “And how do you suppose I could
carn my living? I ain’t a swell young
gent like you, am I? You're one o’ them
St. Frank’s boys. And let me tell you
that my barrow is one of the smartest in
the town.”

“Oh, let’s come away,” said Gulliver
hurriedly. ~

“Rot ! retorted Forrest. “Do you
think I'm going away because of this—
this clodhopper 2”

Ho was behaving in a way which was
quite characleristic of him. The red-
Lheaded Dboy had apologised, and he had
done so sincerely. Bernard Forrest did
not realisec that he was iguniting a fuse
which might very easily rcsult in a dan-
gerous explosion,

For tlus boy with the barrow was
Grigson, the Bannington Hotspurs’® out-
side-right ! Grigson was a decent enough
fellow, but he had never come 1n contact
with any of the St. Frank’s boys before;
and, not unnaturally, he judged them all
by the behaviour of Forrest.

“Look here, you!” he said, losing his
politecness. “I knocked your bike over by
accident, and I said I was sorry. Ain’t
that enough? What do you expect me to
do—lic on the ground and gravel?
Because, if so, 1 ain’t doing 1t! See?
And ,you’d best not call my barrow filthy

“I'll call it what I iike,” interrupted
I'orrest furiously.

“Oh, will you? This is the best-looking
barrow——-" '

“Perhaps this will make it look better
than cver,” broke in Forrcst, acting on a
sudden impulse.

He gave the barrow a mighty heave, and
before the startled Grigson could avert the
catastrophe, the barrow hecled over.

Cra-a-a-sh !

So great was the force of Forrest’'s shove
that the barrow turned completcly upside
down, and the fruit was hurtled in all
directions. In a moment the road became
littered with apples, oranges, grape-fruit,
and other choice varicties. Even Forrest
was startled at the result. of his action.

“By gad !” he ejaculated. “I—I didn't
mean »

“Let’s bolt !” panted Bell nervously.

“Jolly good 1dea,” said Gulliver, grab-
bing his bicycle.

Grigson appeared stunned.

“My fruit!” hé muttered dully.
“Crumbs! My old man won’t half lam

eesaieabs s 4 smashing yarn of railway adventuype

me for this!”’ He turned upon F

“You—you rotten cad!” hI:s wegir%t‘
fiercely. “Look what you’ve done! Looﬁ
at all my fruit! Most of it smothergd
in mud and ruined! And I thought Vo
was a gent,” he added contemptuously u

His tone, just as much as his “’Ol:ds
stung Forrest. ’

“‘That’s what you get for being cheeky »
said the cad of Stud{ A, with a shrug, <y,
serves you jolly well right.”

He prepared to depart—not hurriedly, ;4
Gulliver and Bell desired, but leisupe)
and with dignity. At the same momen{
Grigson placed two fingers in his mout,

~and, us:ng them as a whistle, gave a pecy.

liarly shrill blast, which he repeated threg
times.

g

CHAPTER 3.

A Fright for Forrest & Co.!
TMMOTHY GRIGSON, with  lig

barrow, was a well-known ficure in

the High Strcet. As though by

magic, a number of boys appeared
in answer to that shrill whistle. They
came up apparently from nowhere, eager
and excited.

“Lummy! Look at Timmy’s barrow !”

“What’s happened ?”

“I'll bet them swell school kids did
this !”

Forrest had halted, startled. Various
other people—passers-by, mostly-—had col-
lected round, watching the ‘scene either
with amusement or sympathy, according
to their temperament.

It was a critical moment.

If Forrest had run forward, then,
assuring Grigson that he had not meant to
tip the barrow completely over, the clash
might have been averted. But it wasn'é
Forrest’s way. Having started something
which looked like developing into a vulgar
brawl, his one desire was to make himself
scarce. But his very lordliness prev.cnt.cd
him from bolting; and his vindictive
nature could not be denied.

“Well, we’re quits now !” he said jecr
ingly, as he looked at Grigson. “Yot
knocked my motor-bike over—and 1€
knocked your stall over. That squares the
account, doesn’t it?”

Grig:on, hot with indignation
anger, ran up to him. . r

“I said I was sorry for knocking yolli.
Like over !” he panted. ‘It was an 3¢~
dent. What you did wasn’t no accnden:»ii .
and you ain’t said you’re sorry! You
it a-purpose! All my fruit!”

“That’s your trougle,” sncered Forre
with a shrug.

and

Stg



Now ©

n sale in BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY, No. 309. 1

In his rage, Forrest grabbed hold of Grigson’s barrow and turned_it over completely.
Fruit hurtled in all directions. °‘* You rotten cad ! >’ said Grigson fiercely.

red-

3

“My trouble, is 1it?” said the
headed boy angrily. “You—you——

Plop !

A squashed orange, liberally coated with
mud, whizzed through the air—flung by
one of Grigson's town pals. The fellow
ha_d a remmarkable aim, for that unpleasant
;nlssﬂe struck Bernard Forrest fairly and
q‘l}arcly’m the centre of the face.

Utllerlt em ‘have it !” yelled one of the
wor boys. “Come on, mates! Pelt ’em !”
Yal ! Stuck-up St. Frank’s swells!”
his C}rrest, reeling back, attempted to wipe
18 face,

6
You 2 1 ! {3
—YO ans '’ 1
zadl 7 you hooligans !” he shouted. “ By

>

\ 11 hav - |
this. have .the police on you for

Whizz !
ll « ’ Y o . .
wn';l’ll'lt. sang past his ecar as he dodged.
ean b OWL eame from Gulliver, in  the
apple had struck him just below
car, bursting spectacularly.
; nind what you’re doin’ with my
¢ G’"irno'm O,d Timmy Grioson.

N . Tas ’ * v e

I'ain’t o good now, Tim,”

Yelleg
oso o0 of the others.  “Let’s pelt
8 g ])112]1t‘ers !*)

Whizz! Whizz! Thwop! Squelch'!

“By gad!” snarled Iorrest, recaching
down and grabbing a couple of muddy
oranges. “I'wo can play at that game.”

Hec hurled the fruit with all his strength
—and his aim was good, too. The unfortu-
nate Grigson, opening his mouth to say
something, received an orange right on the
teeth. The affalr was developing rapidly
—alarmingly. A few clderly ladies were
screaming, and all sorts of good folk wero
hurrying away from the danger zone.

More boys had arrived on the scene--
some of them Hotspurs’ supporters, and all
of them naturally on the side of Grigson.
Forrest & Co., 1n fact, were overwhelm-
1ngly outnumbered.

Gulliver and Bell would have fled preei-
pitately, for they were not made of very
stern stuff. DBut Forrest, with all his
faults, was no coward. He set his teeth,
yelled to his spincless study chums, and
sailed into the thick of the battle,

Excited shouts sounded across the Hioh
Street. Buster Boots & Co., of the Fourth,
had spotted the fracas. There were nearly
a dozen of them—John Busterficld Baots
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bimself, Bray, Corcoran, Bob Christine,
Talmadge, Yorke, and others.

‘““Come on, my sons!” yeclled Boots, who
was something of a fireprand. *‘Rally
round !” <

“Here,
Christine.
llp »

“You’re mnot blind, are you?r” inter-
rupted Buster. “Look at those three
chaps! Ancient House caps! We can’t
lcave 'em to their fate, can we?”

Loyalty to their school compelled them
to forget all else. Helter-skelter, they ran
across the road.

At closer quarters they recognised
Forrest & Co.—and they had their doubts
as to the wisdom of joining in the scrap.
In all probability, the Study A cads were
responsible for the trouble. But this
matter had reached such a stage now that
it was tuo late to ask any questions. It
merely resolved itself into one issue. St.
Frank’s was being attacked ! So it was up
to any St. Frank’s fellows on the spot to
dash to thc rescue.

“Carry on, you chaps!” bellowed Boots.
“Here comes the Fourth!” | |

“Hurrah !”

And the Fourth-Formers, wildly excited,
casting all scruples to the winds, hurled
themselves into the fray.

“Yah! More of them kids from the
swell school !”

“Pelt 'em !”

“Come on, the Hotspurs !”

Lionel Corcoran recled.

“The ’Spurs !” he gasped. “Great Scott!
I say, you chaps——"

“Come on !” urged Armstrong.

wait a minute,” urged Bob
“We don’t want to get mixed

‘“But these kids belong to the Hot-
ejaculated Corky. ‘“Have you for-
gotten? We're playing the Hotspurs on

22

Spurs,

Saturday !”

But nobody was listening to him. The
ficltt was the only thing that mattered
NOW.

Within a few minutes it looked very
much as though traffic would be held up.
The combatants were spreading into the
road, some fichting a hand-to-hand battle,
others pelting one another with the muddy
fruit. Various passers-by within the
danger zomne received pulpy apples or
squashed oranges. 'They fled, shouting
with anger and indignation. Scveral men
had rushed up, attempting to stop the
miniature riot; but they had soon backed
away. The boys—both factions—had com-
pletely lost all restraint now. They were
hurling themselves into the fight with
ferocity and abandon.

And, as luck would have it, at that par-
{icular moment Nipper & Co. arrived back
from the Hotspurs’ ground !

you’ll be playing on your own ground-.

CHAPTER 4.
The Battle of Bannington!

6 ELL, I hope we have g 200
game, Sam,” Nipper wag bsad
ing. ‘““Naturally the advantag;

will be with your team, sinze

but,

that’ll work itself right when you visit

Anyhow, we're going to do our best ¢,
lick you.”

“Same here,” grinned Sam Beckl,
“And if we can’t lick you on our groyyg’
we can’t lick you nowhere! That groypg
of ours helps us a lot,” he added chegy.

fully. “We know all the hills gapg
valleys.”
“1o say nothing of the obstructions»

remarked Handforth.

“Them tin-cans?” asked Sam, with 4
laugh., “All right—we won't quarre)
about them no more, mate. I’'ll sce that
the ground’s nicely cleared for Saturday
afternoon. Leave 1t to me.”

Duaring their walk from the ’Spury’
ground to the High Street, a number of
other members of the Hotspurs’ crowd haq
joined them—two or three of the players,
and quite a few supporters. These sup-
porters were, in the main, a tough-looking
lot.,

“What’s going
suddenly, as he stared.
looks like a frce fight to me

“Where?” asked Handforth eagerly.

“We’d better keep out of it, old man,”
warned Nipper. “There’s some trouble,
anyhow Hallo! What the—— Look!
Half ‘thosc chaps are wearing St. Frank's
caps I”

RMy only sainted aunt,” gurgled Hand-
forth breathlessly.

“Lumme!” gasped Beckle.  “Them
others is some of our crowd !”

“Come on !” roared Handforth excitedly.

They all caught the fever, and 1n 3
moment they were running at full speed
towards the centre of the scrap. The re-
inforcements arrived at an interesting
moment,

As matters now stood the two forces weré
about equal. With Buster Boots and th%
other Fourth-Formers in support, Forres
& Co. were able to maintain their ground.

on?” asked Nipper-
“My only hat! It

12

“Rally round, Remove !” b
It was a desperate shcut from Bo 3
Christine. He had seen the Removite
approaching. “h

“We’re here !” bellowed Handforth W
enthusiasm. )

“I say, wait a minute
Church, tugging at his leader’s sleeve,

“Don’t be a chump,” snorted Handf -
pulling himself free. “It’s a fight, 13
1t ?”

» began

rth’
orth
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«Well, we cal t stand by and look on!
jaimed Handforth indignantly. “ What
¢XC 5;011 trying to do?
af‘?v o a scrap with the town boys! Come
3T Ttrs up to us i” ,
o0 Back up, the school—back up !’

It was a cry which was echoed again and

¢ Comce on,
ring roar.
ng‘éiikey 1” said Sam Beckle helplessly.
At close quarters he saw that.most of
those fichters—on the town side—were
‘ther I?fotspurs or HOtSPllI‘S’ Supporters.
ind gam was dumbfounded. This wasn’t
a good augury for Saturday’s match !

«Here, chuck it, boys!” he yelled, an
areent note in his voice. “Don’t forget
<here you are! We’ll have the cops here
in two minutes—" .

wYes !” shouted Nipper, in full support.
«gave you all gone mad? There’ll be the

dickens of a row over this! Chuck it!”

But they might as well have addressed
their remarks to the moon. The fight was
on now with a vengeance. Handforth had
hurled himself into the fray—a fight, to
him, was the spice of life. He had been
spoiling for a fight for wecks, and now he
thoroughly let himself go—as several of
the town boys found to their cost.

Nipper, as the responsible Junior
skipper, was aghast. Anything that inter-

r”
.

the town went up an

fered with football was to be deplored ; and
this affair looked like interfering
seriously !

Town versus School !

It was an almost unprecedented situa-
tion. In the past, perhaps, there had been
lninor scraps between groups of schoolboys
and town boys; but generally they had
been pood-natured affairs. A pitched
battle 1ilke this—practically in the middle
of the town—was so scrious as to be dis-
graceful,

Exclting scraps between Saints and
asri;n.Imarians were commonplace ; and just
wit Iequently the St. Frank’s boys clashed

h Hal Brewster and his River House

The townspeople were accustomed
diversions., |

tota“is latest affair, however, was of a
igh J .d§ﬂ’orent character. This was no
E18pirited “rag,” but a desperate fight;

g hot}y . .
te‘}}pers,h sides had long since lost their

It’s a . . 9 I .
Wi Pity this started !” said Nipper,
th 5 qQuick look at Sam Beckle.
practically left alone—the

This fight had been none of

L le} ;
1t,  aklng—and neither of them wanted

These chaps are-
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““I expect some of your chaps started it,”

sald Sam, without intending to be provo-
cative.

“I don’t sce that,” retorted Nipper, with
a glare. “It’s far morc likely that some
of your pals kicked off !”

““Oh, 1s 1t ?” snapped Sam.
you Ouch !”

What he was going to tell Nipper,
Nipper never discovered. Fgr at that
moment a squashed orange, hurtling at
random through the air, iit Sam Becklec
over the ear. With a bellow he dashed
into the fray. After that Nipper, every
bit as excited, joined in. Hammer and
tongs they went at it.

Bannington was destined to talk about
this fight for weeks to come. A number
of people wrote to the papers about it.
The mayor called a special meeting of the
town council. The chamber of commerce
plaintively complained that such orgies
would drive business out of the town.

Oblivious of all else, the combatants
had now spread right across the High
Street. All traffic was held up. Shop-
keepers, shop assistants, customers and
other worthy townspeople, were comin
out into the open {o watch. The goo
folk of Bannington could hardly believe
their eyes.

““Come on, the town—wipe ’cm up !”

“Hooray !”

“Up, St. Frank’s!
town !”’

Yelling at the top of their voices, the
boys hurled themselves into the fray.
The policeman on point duty, attracted
to the spot, had long since gone.

He had taken omne look, and he had
decided, then and there, that he would
nced support. Blowing his whistle, he
ran agitatedly towards the police station.
Other constables joined him. Inspector
Jameson himsclf put in an appearance.

‘““Disgraceful !” exclaimed the worthy
and portly inspector. “Good hcavens!
This 1s outrageous. We shall have to put
a stop to it!”

‘“ Let me tell

Down with the

CHAPTER 5.
Nipper’s Promisel

“][ OOK out!”
“The COPS IJ)
“Hop 1t, mates!”

A dramatic change came over
the battle as soon as the local constabulary
got to work. Stalwart policcmen were
charging into the fight from all quarters,
and quite a few indignant townsmcn were
assisting. -
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“Come on, St. Frank’s!” yclled Hand-
forth, brushing mud out of his eye with
one bhand, and dabbing his blecding nose
with the other. ‘'Never mind the giddy
police! Why can’t they mind their own
silly business? Back up, Remove!”

“On the ball, the Fourth!”

tecklessly the St. Frank’s juniors
liurled themselves into the fray with
rcuewed vigour, and the battle became
more furious than ever.

“Stop 1it, you young scamps!” shouted
one of the police officers. ‘“Do you want
to be taken in charge?”

“Try and do it!” jeered somebody.

But there was a panic-stricken rush
when the police got really going. Many
of the town youths were well-known
characters—recognised toughs.
no desire to get into the hands of the
police, and they bolted helter-skelter in
all directions.

The St. Frank’s boys, equally startled,
ran for it, too. Muddy, dishcvelled, bat-
tcred and bruised, they scattered. With
the town boys on the rumn, there was no
further opportunity of fighting. Thus,
just as dramatically as it had started, the
riot finished. A few men in blue had
done the trick.

Nipper, his fists tingling, had not re-
trecated far, and suddenly he noticed Sam
Beckle close by. |

In a moment, Nipper’'s excitement died
away. He was angry with himself. He
had condemned the others for parti¢ipat-
ing in the scrap, but he had done exactly
the same thing! Nipper had not cscaped
undamaged His left eye was puffy, a
trickle of blood ran down from a corner
of his mouth, and his collar had become
partially detached.

“Here, Sam !” shouted Nipper urgently.

Sam Beckle turned and glared at him.

“What’s the matter with you?” de-
manded the Hotspurs’ skipper. ‘“Want
some more ?”

Sam himself was a sight. Smothered
with mud from hcad to foot—he had been
rolled in the gutter by a crowd of Re-
movites—he was in no mood for pcace.
He had a black eye, his nose was much
larger thar it should have been, and at
least three of his front teeth were
loosened. Sam Beckle had no rcason to
fecl affectionate towards St. Frank’s.

Nipper came up to him.

“Pax|” said the Junior skipper.
“Don’t take it like that, cld man. Don’t
let us carry this madness any further,
We’ve been fools.”

“Speak for yourself,” retorted Sam, his
eyes blazing.

They had 9

‘“That’s what I am doing,”

v : & ’ > ? re 1.
Nipper quietly. “Don’t be an idjor &.1ed
Get hold of that temper of yoatr’s Sam y

grab it! Where’s the sense of oy; ). 20
ing up this ill-feeling? We havep’y iep-
any personal quarrel.” ad
“Your fellers were fighting agajpgt
fellers—— * My
“That’s their own look-out,” 8a:
Nipper. “You’re as much their leadera:g

I’'m the leader of the St. Frank’s lot,
our job, Sam, to put things right,
wustn’t neglect our responsibilities »
The hulking Sam looked at Nj
suspiciously. Pper

It’

“If you're tryin’ to kid me—u»
began. 8
“I'm not,” said Nipper quickly., «p,

uite serious.”

“Now then—move on!” said a ¢y
voice. ‘‘Best make yourselves scarce_
and be quick about it.”

One of the policcmen frowned wupey
them, and they moved off. The traffic wag
on the go again, and Bannington High
Street was resuming its normal appear.
ance. In some mysterious way the fighters
had more or less vanished. And the fight
itsclf was definitely over.

“I'm thinking of Saturday’s game,”
said Nipper quetly.

“Lumme !”

“It’s a League fixture.”

“YLook ’ere, we can’t let nothin’ inter-
fere with that mateb,” said Sam Beckle,
in dismay.

“That’s what I think,” agreed Nipper.
“But unless we take a firm stand, Sam,
our men will leai us—instead of our lcad-
ing them. And that won’t do. Quarrel
or no quarrel, that fixture must be kept
on Saturday.” -

Beckle took a deep breath, and he wiped
his face with an enormous red handker
chief. .

“Seems to me we’ve been darned sillys
he grunted. .

“Of course we have,” laughed.NlPPe,‘l'i
“And those other chaps were sillier. I "
have a talk to my crowd when I get ba:'s
to the school—and I’ll make the feughi ;i
understand, quite definitely, t d 10
ridiculous squabble mustn’t be allow
continue.” , ”

“I'll do the same—at least, I'll trJ’
said Sam dubiously.

“You don’t sound very hopeful.

“I ain’t hopeful—and that’s the
said the other. “Lumme!  You
know my crowd, mate! Tough aill
word !”

L2

truﬂl "t
don
’ t the

”
’

“But if you talk to them properiy
“Talk to ’em?” interrupted Sg’n' nate!

derision. “Talkin’ ain’t no goo
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playing against Bannington Hot-
s—cross my name oft the list,”’ said

¢¢ You traitor !°’ bellowed Hand-
forth indignantly.

But look ’ere.
a promisc, ain’t it?

“0Of course.”

“Yow'll bring your team over so’s we
cag}gtart the game at the proper time?”

es.”

‘That’s a promise ?”

. My dear chap, it’s a fixture,” smiled
Nipper. ““Of course it’s a promise. The
°nly thing that will stop the game so far
9 1am concerned, is fog, or a flood. You
‘a1 count upon me to bring my team.”
ai qul_l take vour hand on that, mate,”
Corruljm’ as t'iley.claSPed. “Good cnoug’h!
afraivd - was a bit nasty just now. I'm
Stang I lost my temper. But we under-

one another, don’t we?”

§ipP€r liked the honest Sam’s frankness.
talk ?W» you talk to your men, and I’ll
O mine,” he said cheerily. ‘“And I

pro[)orlg,t;_sf}m- If you talk to them
((Itbs tl
dons: 1is

About Saturday.

That’s
The fixture stands?”

y, mate,” said Sam confi-
“Mecbbe I can manage the
Ry fellers listen to me. But what
T the o others? The supporters? Some
bit of Pcople round my way think I'm a
didypy “:.bully. P'r’aps I am. But if I
g0y LL¢ Some of our chaps up now and

© Hltre wouldn't be no Hotspurs !

11

=~

] .

{
l

1

———

SRR,

——

An’ I'm tellin’ you straight out, young
gent, that lots of our supporters arc
tough. I’'m givin’ you fair warning that
there’s likely to be trouble on Saturday.”

“It takes two to make a quarrel,”
replied Nipper. “We shall come openly
—and in a friendly spirit. Really, Sam,
I don’t think there’ll be any serious
trouble. I'm sorry this silly fight hap-
pened. Well, we shall have to make the
best of it—and patch it up.”

“Lumme, you're the sort I like,” said
Sam Beckle, his eyes sparkling. “You
ain’t afraid to fight—but you’ve got tons
of horse-sense. Good man! We’re pals,
anyway, ain’t we?”

“You bet we are,”

replied  Nipper
heartily.

CHAPTER 6.
The Storm!

¢ HATE to mention the matter, dear
old fellows, but there’ll be trouble
over this,” said Vivian Travers,
with a sigh.
“Trouble?” 1rcpeated Jimmy Potts.
“What do you call that mix-up in the
Hich Street. then?”
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“Compared with what’s coming, that
was a mere tea-party,” replied Travers
gadly “Well, well! What’s the good of
crossing our bridges before we come to
them ?”’

They were preparing to go home, and
they were painfully aware of the fact that
they looked decidedly wrecked.

“Yes, I guess you're about right,
Travers,” said Skeets Rossiter. ‘' Next
time we come into town we shall nced to
watch our step.”

“l wasn't thinking of that form of
trouble,” said Travers, shaking his head.

“Eh? What other form 2

“It is rumoured,” said Travers, ‘“that
there sits, somewhere at St. Frank’s, a
Icadmaster. I am willing to admit that
the aforementioned r hcadmaster misses a
lot that goes on around him—at least, he
turns a blind eye to it—but he’s not likely
to miss this. Frankly, I'm anticipating
the worst.”

“Rats,” said Jimmy Potts. “The Head
may hear mnothing about it. It was
quickly over, and nobody was particularly
hurt. Schoolmasters, as a rule, prefer to
ignore rags.”

“But was it quite a rag, dear old
fellow?” murmured Travers. ‘““That’s
the point.”

There were others who were uneasy.
And a great many of these others were
angry, too. Fortunately, there were no
masters or prefects about when the Re-
movites and Fourth-Formers arrived back
. at the school. They hurriedly invaded
the bath-rooms, and they washed them-
selves and generally tidied up.

After that crowds of Removites collected
in the Ancient House Common-room, ex-
citedly discussing the adventure. Those
who had not taken part in the fight
wanted to hear all about it, and those who
had taken part were only too glad to
hold forth.

While this Common-room was crowded,

so were the Junior Common-rooms of the
West House, the Modern House, and the
East House. And the verdict, in every
House, was the same.

“Of course, we can’t play thosc rotten
Hotspurs on Saturday,” said Gresham.

“We’ll fight ’em if you like—but we
won’t play ’‘em !” agreed Handforth, with
a nod. “The blighters!”

“If that’s a sample of the ’Spurs, we’ve
had enough,” said one of the other
fellows. “Dash it, they oughtn’t to be
allowed in the League!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Hooligans—that’s all they are!”

“Just a minute,” said Nipper loudly.

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

All the others in the crowded .
room looked at him in some 23T$9n~
They took it for granted that the Iaaltse,
against Bannington Hotspurs on Saturdch
would be cancelled. Yet there wag gop Y
thing about Nipper’s tone which arre;‘?e'
attention. A complete silence fell. &

“It’s all very easy to talk aboyt hooj;
gans,” said Nipper deliberately. “pel'
sonally, I can’t see any difference ip the?.
behaviour and ours.” 'r

“Eh? What the—"

“Chuck it, Nipper!”

“The whole affair was disgraceful\and
we were just as much to blame ag the
town boys,” continued Nipper. “In fact
I believe we were more to blame. [y,
Lheard rumours that Forrest started ty,
whole thing. Not that it really matteyg
how 1t started. The free fight was the bje
mistake.” >

“Mistake?”” echoed Handforth,
Lorror. “You call a fight a mistake?”

“Therc are fights and fights, old man»
said Nipper quietly. “This one has only
succeeded in bringing St. Frank’s into
disgrace !”

There was another silence.

“Yes, into disgrace,” emphasised Nipper.
“It wasn’t a particularly noble business,
was 1t? Chucking things at one auother
in the High Street, stopping all the traffic,
fighting like Hottentots! We shall be
jolly lucky if we don’t hear more about it

from the Powers that Be.”

“You're wrong,” said De Valerie coldly.
“Those town cads forced the fight. They
started throwing things first.”

“That may be true—"

“Well, then, they're to blame,” declared
Val. “What happened afterwards was all
their fault. And that chap, Grigson, the
owner of the stall, is a member of the
Hotspurs’ team. The other chaps who
started the fighting were ’Spurs, too.”

“ And there’s only one thing to be done,’
added Fullwood. “That match against the
’Spurs must be cancelled.” -

“Hear, hear !”

“Down with the town rotters !”

“Cancel the match !”

“Good egg !”

There was a wave of excitement, and 2
good deal of noise.

“You’ll cancel it, of course, Nl'PPC”c
asked Fullwcod. “We can’t play th‘?j
blighters now. It would be infra d‘a;
You’re the Junior skipper, and it’s uP
you N ' the
“If you don’t mind, old chap, I'll do ay
talking,” said Nipper politely. ‘It 1’1’:“9
interest you all to know that

b )

in
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What !” . . .
There was an immediate uproar.

« That fixture will be kept,” said Nipper .

ly.
ﬁr‘I‘n B{u; you're mad—"

«Wait a minute, before you all start
speaking at once,” said Ni_pper, leaping
upon a chair. “I haven’t finished yet——"

«Rats! We're not going to listen to

ou——
’ «1 gaid I haven’t finished,” roared
Nipper, glaring round. ““What’s the
matter with you 1idiots? Haven't you
cense enough to see that if we cancel the
match it will add to the bitterness? Can’t
you understand that the enmity will be
all the greater?”

«“What of 1t?” demanded Fullwood.
«Who wanfs to be friends with those
hooligans ?”

““ That’s not the right spirit, Fully,” said
-Nipper. ‘“Of course we want to be friends
with the Bannington boys. But that’s not
the point at the moment. Bannington Hot-
epurs are in the St. Frank’s Football
League, and we’re booked to play the
!Spurs on Saturday afternoon. I'm Junior
skipper, and I'm going to have my way.
We're keeping that fixture. I hope that's
finally and definitely understood.”

His tonc was so aggressive that many of
the Removites stared in wonder. Nipper
was usually se cheerful and calm. It was
a novelty to see him worked up like this.
But the Junior skipper was thoroughly

exasperated ; he hated to see this spirit of
l-will.

“That fight this afternoon was a
mistake,* he went on. “We don’t want to
begin a warfare between the school and the
town. And by going over to keep that
fixturc we shall show the town that we’re
willing to let bygomnes be bygones. It’ll
be a riendly gesture.” -

“If we go we shall be attacked, dear old
fellow,” said Travers, shaking his hecad.
" That Bannington crowd is hot. It’ll wipe
-'18 Up—and then there’ll be another riot.

d the next one will be twice as bad.”

_ Of course it will |”

_Good old Travers!”

‘ Cancel th> fixture, Nipper !”

\cch’ yes 1"

. ’After that dust-up this afternoon I had
ﬁr“ord with Sam Beckle,” said Nipper
b - “I promised him that I would

‘g the Junior eleven over for the game
Sa'cur(!ay afternoon. I gave him my
d on it. Are you suggesting that I
d break my word ?”
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“Can’t you write to him and cancel the
match?” demanded somebody.

*That would be breaking my word.”

“You shouldn’t have given your word,”
sald Hubbard hotly. “You're no good as a
captain! Why should we play against
such rotters?” -

“Why should you put ycur spoke in at
all?’’ demanded Nipper angrily. “You're
not in the tecam, Hubbard—and you didn't
even take part in that fight this afternoon.
So the sooner “you shut up, the better !”

“Yes, but, dash it, I’'m in the Remove,”
protested Hubbard, turning red.

“Yes, and he's got just as much right to
give his opinion as we have,” sang out
somcbody else. “ You’re too jolly high and
mighty, Nipper! Come off your perch!”

“Or be shoved off !” yelled another voice.

Nipper, thoroughly angry, looked round
at the excited crowd. Scldom had he met
with such opposition. But, if anything, it
added to his determination. Nipper—as
the Remove well knew—could be very
strong when he liked. And he liked now.

“Well, I’'m not playing against Ban-
nington Hotspurs on bSaturday,” said
Gresham, in a determined voice. “You
can take a team over if you like, Nipper -
{)ut you'd better cross my name off tho
ist.”

“Same hcre,” said Fullwood.

Handforth gave a sudiden bellow.

“You—you traitors!” he burst out.
“You rotters! Mecmbers of the tcam—and
you threaten not to play! By George!
If I were skipper, I'd cut your names off
the list allogether—and I wouldn’t let you
play again all the season !”

“But—but, Handy !” gasped Church.
thought you were in favour of—"

“I’ve been listening to Nipper—and
although I don’t usually agree with him, I
think he’s right,” snorted Handforth.
‘“Football is football! We can fight the
town chaps all we like afterwards. But to
cancel a fixture because of a silly scrap—
well, that’s crazy. Whatever happens,
that match ought to be played.”

“And it’s going to be played, Handy,”
said Nipper, nodding. ¢Thanks for your

{ 4

“I

support.”
“Rats! If these other chaps don’t
support you, I’'ll punch their heads,”

growled Handforth, glaring round.

While this scene was taking place in the
Ancient House Junior Common-room,
similar decisions were being taken in the
other Common-rooms. The West House
Removites and all the Fourth-Formers took
it for granted that Nipper would scratch
the match. Thercfore, they were very
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surprised when the rumour spread to them
that Nipper had made up his mind to kecp
the fixture.

“Well, I'm not playmo', anyhow,” said
Buster Boots hotly. “Nipper can find
somcbody eclse !”

‘““The same with me,”
the West House. “By gum!
limit !

T\Ilpper said very little The juniors were
excited, and he wisely refrained from
rrmdmo' them. Betwcen now and Satur-
day, no doubt, they would cool down—and
on Saturday morning they would be in a
different mood.

That cvening Nipper was definitely un-
pcpular. His firm stand was against
the general opinion. But he didn’ t care.
e was strong, and he felt that he could

casily weather this storm.
But could he?

sald Goodwin, of
There's a
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CHAPTER 7.
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HERE was a certain tcnsion dullno-

u the remainder of the evening,

Various scniors, of courac haq
heard about tho trouble in Bjp.
nington, and many juniors were ClOley
qlththDQd But these worthies appeareq
to have cnly vague i1deas of what hgq
really taken placo The prefeets, forty.
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whole trouble.

Nipper met with black lcoks everywlhere
e went. Fully half the Junior ‘.chool wag
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s0 wavered, whilst the lemalnder stead-
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The worrics of a football skipper ara

many; and Nipper had Fis full share this

f!
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He resented the attitude of thosc

cvening. .
1avers who lad refused to turn out. 1t
'Yk defiance. And without them the

was b . :
tc‘nm would be comnsiderably reduced 1in

ctrength. That would almost certainly
mean a defeat—and Nipper had hopes of
taking a strong team to Bannington and

iving the Hotspurs a good licking on
their owl ground. Then, perhaps, they
would respeet St. Frank’s. A good, clean,
nonest game of football would put a
different spirit into them.

Prep was very much neglected that
evening. 'The fellows hurried through
their work, and then they collected 1in
studies, in groups in the passages, in the
Common-room—engaged in endless dis-
cussions. Many of them had suffcred
soeverely at tho hands of the town boys,
and they were 1n no mood to listen to
Nipper's peace talk.

“You guys make me {tired,” rcmarked
Clysses Spencer Adams, the American boy.
“If a thing like this happened over in the
States, those town mutts would have soine-
thing coming to them—and I don’t mean
mavbe! Shucksi If youn go over for that
ball game on Saturday there’ll be another
riot.”

“You said a volume, U.S.A.!” ncdded
Fullwood.

“Listen !” went on Adams, his lean facc
finshed, and his eves alight. “ What’s the
big idca in keeping this Nipper guy on the
pedestal? I'm telling -you, boys, he’s all
washed up. Yes, sir! What you nced is
a live wire—and I guess I can lay my hand
on his richt now.”

“Meaning yourself, I suppose, dear old
fellow £ asked Travers mildly. |

“You said it !” shouted Adams. “Make
me captain of the Remove, and I’ll show
Jou some rcal peppy American ideas. I
guess I know my onions! I'd make those
%?]Nl} dumb-bells feel like a canful of dead

1.

“ “OL, dry up,” growled Handforth.
“There’s Plenty of talk about you, Adams
“E}llt precious little else.”
ce!l Can you beat that?” asked the
w:)mincan boy, looking rouud. “I guess it
Etoll d be a lucky break for the Remove if I
cregpod- Into Nipper's shoes. It would he
cam in the can !”

o Teday Long came bursting in, wild with
XCitement.
n IOSS.){, you fellows ” he gasped.
H?‘n dfortll,sa'y any more, 1nterrupted
Te d%“*-l)llt it’s important,” panted
g()n.,.y - I've just seen Inspector Jame-
“What 1» '
Eve t!

shoyg  Handforth joined in the general
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“Fact !” said Teddy, pleased with the
. [ £
scnsation he had made. “ Fat old Jamesou,
you know! Coming from the Head's
heuse ! The miserable old rotter must have
been complaining, or something.” |
“That’s done it,” said Travers, with a

sigh “Trouble, with a capital T, in the
oftina 17

Strangely enough, however, nothiug
further happenced that evening. In fact,

before bed-time the fellows came to the
conclusion that Teddy Long had scen
double—or that he had been lying. Any-
how, the school went to bed without any
storm breaking. .

But the storm broke in the morning !

Naturally, the “riot ” of the previous
day was the sole topic of conversation
before breakfast—during breakfast—and
after breakfast. The seniors were suit-
ably shocked, and they had many caustic
remarks to make to the juniors.

Then, after prayers, when the whole
school was assembled in the Big Hall, cam
the announcement that the hecadmaster
had something to say. -

When Nelson Lee appeared upon the
platform therc was a tense 11118{1. The
famous schoolmaster-detective was lookine
unusually grave. Characteristically
cnough, he went straight to the point.

“It has comc to my notice that there was
a disgraccful sccne in Bannington High
Strcet yesterday afternoon, in which «a
large number of St. Frank’s junior boys
were 1nvolved,” he said, his voice grim.
“So grave is this complaint—a complaint
from the police, I may add—that I shall
immediately set up an inquiry.”

The Senior School beamed its approval.
The Junior School was dismayed.

“Old Jameson!” muttered Handforth
hoarsely. ‘Teddy Long was right, then'!
The old blighter did come here last mght
and complain !”

“I understand that therc was a serious
clash between St. Frank’s junior boys and
town boys,” continued Nelson Lee gravely.
“Now, any incident of that kind is to be
greatly deplored—and, certainly, another
such incident must on no acccunt take
place. I am informed that traffic in the
High Street was completely disorganised
for a considerable period. I shall say no
more on the subject at present, but pend-
ing the inquiry the Junior School will
understand that Bannington is definitely
out ‘of bounds.” |

“Oh!”

This time it was a vocal sign of the
Junior School’s dismay.

Nipper was not a slow thinker; and at
this crucial moment his thoughts were like
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lightning. He stepped forward and held
up his hand.

“Yes?” said the Head inquiringly.

“May I speak, sir?”

“Yes.”

“As captain of the Junior School, sir,
may I ask how long this inquiry will
take?” |

‘““ Several days, perhaps, Hamilton.”

“Will it be over before Saturday, sir?”

“The day after to-morrow? No,
Hamilton, it will not.”

“Well, sir, I would like to point out
that the Junior cleven has o League fixture
with Bannington Ilotspurs on Saturday,”
sald Nipper steadily. “1 take it that I
shall be permitted to take my team over
for the fixture?”

*“1 am very much afraid, Hamilton, that
the game must be cancelled--or, at least,
postponed,” replied - the headmaster
quictly.

There were murmurs of satisfaction from
{le Senior School—and from most ranks of
the Junior School, too.

“But. sir ” began Nipper.

“You will realise, Hamilton, that 1
>annot engage in an argument with you in
front of the whole school,” said Nelson Lee
curtly., “I am informed that the boys--
the town boys—who tovk part in yester-
day’s disgraccful scene were cither mem-
bers of the Hotspurs’ team or supporters
of that team. For obvious reasons, there-
fore, this match cannot take place. Ban-
nington is definitely out of bounds until
further notice. The school will disiniss.”

CHAPTER 8.
Trouble for Nipper!

‘4 OQOR old Nipper!”
“He got it in the neck that
time !”
“Good gad'!

“Rather !”

The juniors, crowding out 1nto the
Triangle, were jabbering sixtcen to tha
dozen; and the gencral trend of conversa-
tion was indicative of satisfaction.

“Well, anyway, that’'s settled the point
—finally,” eaid Ralph Leslie Fullwood,
grinning. ‘No match against the Hot-
spurs on Saturday afternoon !”

“If Nipper had had any scnse he would
have abandoned the match of his own
accord.”

“Of course be would '

“He’s off his rocker'”

Nipper, listening to tucse remarks, was
in no way upset Opposition always
strengthened him. There was a deter-
mined set to his jaw, a hard light in his

Absolutely !”
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cyes, as he faced a hostile crowd
Removites and Fo]urtlpFormcrs. ¢

“Well, you've had your way!” Lo ca:
ficrcely ‘yBut you ngedn't loy;;k SOL j“:ﬁ;d
rleased with yourselves! The Head h—,)t
come down with the chopper, but i ‘iz
hadn’t been for that complaint from ty,
police—-"

“What's the good of talking like {hat s
interrupted iboots, of the Fourth. By,
rington’s out f bounds—and the game jg3
off. That's good enough !”

“It’s not half good enougl,” rctorteq
Nipper. * You don’t think I'm going to gj¢
down under this, do you?”

“Thinking of defying the Head ?” askeq
Corcoran dryly.

“It's not fair—that’s what I'm think.
ing,” shcuted Nipper, flushing with jp.
dignation.

“This 1s one footer fixture we can easily
miss " said somehody.

“Yes, and supposing we miss it ?” roared
Nipper, exasperated “What's going to
happen? Those Bannington fellows will
be more bitter than ever What will they
say? They'll say that we're too stuck up
—that we're too snobbish! They'll even
say that we're scared ot them ! Is that tle
sort of spirit we want? I tell you, the
only way to put things right between the
school and the town is for us to play that
match in a friendly spirit, showing the
town boys that we bear them no ill-will.”

“Rats !” said Fullwood, tenderly finger-
ing a puffy eye. ‘“Do you think I'm g .ing
to forget this black eye? If I come within
arm’s length of any of those beggars,
they’ll feel the weight of my fists!”

“Same here,” snid Buster Boots aggres-
sively “I don"t want to he friendly !”

“Aw, gce!” chimed in Ulysses Spencer
Adams. *“I guess this guy is all washed
up! Now, if you elected me as skipper,
I'd show you some recal nifty——"

“Dry up, Adams!” o

“We don’t want any of your hLot air!™

“Say! I’'m telling you—"

“You're telling us’ nothing,” roarcd
Handforth. “Go and eat coke! Go an(%
eat flap-jacks — or corn - on - the - cob:
Nipper’s right.”

“Well, well " exclaimed Travers,
wonder. ‘“Are you preaching peace, t00:

“I’'m not preaching at all,” bellowe
Handforth. "“And I don’t want peacS
eitber! War on these town blig 1terS) :
That’s what I say! But as for this fOOt"r1
match, it ought to be played. FOCt"ft’
after all, is footer, and you can’t ,d(-‘l‘yf o
Let’s have the game—and if there's 2, !
fight after the game, all the better <~

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

““Good old Handy !

in

”
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‘“ Go and eat coke ! > blazed Nipper angrily to Nolson Lee, and then walked out of the
: room, slamming the door after him.

“Well, there’s no sense in arguing,”
sald De Valerie. “We did enough of that
last night. The Head has now come down
with this ban, and that scttles the whole
question. Bannington is out of bounds,
and we can talk oursclves hoarse without
making any difference to the situation.”

This was sensible enough, and most of
the fellows realised it.

But during the morning the feeling of
fatisfaction underwent a change. The
0¥s began to realise that there was some-
thlllgr more in this than a mere football
Match. Their plans were being seriously
ierfered with. Lots of them wanted to
80 over to Bannington to do shopping;
‘thers Lad arranged to visit the talkies.
feeling  of resentment affected the
maJOI'ity of the juniors. And, unrcason-
Ably cuough, they directed their rescnt-
it towards Nipper.
Scht was grossly unfair; but excited
imo]onboys are not., as a rule, very par-
Gv(s; ar.  Nipper had had nothing what-
0 to do with the beginning of that
arrel; he had not joined in until the

l3 ~
S »
Y minute. He was in no way re-

"onsipe

But the rank and file did not look at it
in this way. Nipper, they declared, was
championing the town boys. He wanted
to be friendly with them. He wanted to
take his tcam over for that football match.
Thercfore, Nipper was to blame!

His unpopularity increased. The lot of
a Junior captain, at a big school, is not
a happy one. He has but to make one
unpopufar move, and he comes hurthng
down from his perch. )

Nipper was very worried, not because
of the growing feeling against him-—he
itad suflicient confidence in himself to feel
that lhe could weather that storm—but
because hie would be compelled to break
faith with Sam Beckle. He had given his
promisec, and Sam, who was as kecn on
peace as Nipper, would be let down.

Directly after morning lessons Nipper
came to a decision.

Without saying anything to the other
boys—without even telling Tommy Watson
or Tregellis-West, his own study chums—
he went off to the. headmaster’s house.
He considered that this was no time for
formalitiecs. He did not cven request an
interview with the Hcad. He marched
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traight in, walked to the Hcad’s
knocked, and entcred.

“l want a word with you, guv’nor,”
said Nipper.

Nelson Lee was sitting at his desk;
fortunately, he was alone. He looked up
in some surprise.

“Did I invite you to enter—Hamilton?”
be asked, and there was an ominous note
in his voice, -

“I'm sorry, sir,” said Nipper grufily.
“But I thought you’d be alone, and ?

“There was no reason why you should
take it for granted that I would be
alone,” interrupted Nelson Lee curtly. “It
scems to me, young man, that you are
grossly impertinent towards your head-
master.”

Nipper looked at him hard. Lee was
uncompromisingly stern. There was not
even a twinkle in his eye.

“It’s—it’'s about Saturday’s match,
sir,” sald Nipper eagerly. ‘“Can’t you
reseind that decision of yours?”

The headmaster shook his head.

” he began.

study,

“I am afraid
“But it’s not fair, sir,” burst out
Nipper. “It’s a Leacue fixture—an im-
portant match! I'm not suggesting that

vou should abandon the inquiry, or any-
thing like that,

Although I'm jiggered

“ THE FLYING FISH.” An astounding story of the future,

if T can understand why an inquiry is
neccessary,” he added. ‘' Still, that’s youpr
affair. Can’t you lft the ban just fq,
Saturday afternoon? You ncedn’t make
it general. If you'll grant me special pey.
mission to take my team over—-»

““No, certainly not,” interrupted I,ce
“I see no reason why eleven boys shoylq
be specially favoured. If I lifted the Lap
it would be general. But I shall not it
the ban. After what took place yester.
day I am justified in placing the towp
out of bounds. Indeed, I have no otlep
course. So you can get all these ideag
out of your head.”

“And football doesn’t count for any.
thing with you?” asked Nipper bitterly,

“On the contrary, I am grieved that
my position as headmaster of this schoo]
compels me to interfere with one of the
Junior League fixtures,” replied Nelson
Lee quietly. ‘“But you must understand,
Hamilton, that I am looking further than
& mere football match. I have the good
name of this great school to think of,
Yesterday’s fight was disgraceful enough;
if another took place, and a second one
would be much more violent, St. Frank’s
would be in utter disgrace. You must
write to the Hotspurs’ captain and ar-
range for the match to be postponed—

“l

You Fellows!”

“1 say, you fellows!” says Billy Bunter,
the fattest, funniest schoolboy in the world.
“1 say—if you want to know more about
me, if you'd like to know how hard | have
to work to get a good square meal, you can
read about me in the HOLIDAY AN
Don™ miss this big budget of school and
adventure yarns, lads!
Bunter
like all the other famous schoolboy pals of
Greyfriars. St. Jim'’s, and Rookwoocil g

who are featured in many of the stories, too!
Get this topping book to-day.,
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yntil this unpleasantness has completely
plown over. That is my final decision,
Hamilton.t’
“But, sir
«1 have said all I intend to say. You
0.))
.m %yipger walked to the door calmly
enough, but inwardly he was burning with
fierce resentment. Suddenly, as he
reached the door, he spun round.
«“Well, I'm not going !” he said thickly.
« And now, guv’nor, you’re going to listen
to me!” .

CHAPTER 9.
Nipper Loses His Temper!

ELSON LEL did not move a muscle.
He mecrely looked Nipper straight
in the cye, but tiiec boy returned
look for look.

“Until now, guv’nor, you’ve been the
Head, and I've been the Junior skipper,”
said Nipper, with deadly calmness. *But
we’ll wash that all out.”

“T must remind you, Hamilton

“Don’t ¢ Hamilton' me, for goodness
sake, guv’nor !” begged Ninper. “Hang it,
we're alone! I'm ° Nipper’ to you, aren’t
I? Forget that you're the Head for
once !’

“If you wish to speak to e on a purely
personal and private matter, all well and
good,” said Lee. “But I was under the
impression that you had come to me in
your capacity of Junior skipper—that, in
fact, vou were regarding me as your head-
master, and that you wanted me to rescind
a certain decision——"

“Why must you talk
guv'nor ?” asked Nipper. “Forget you're
Head, and forget I'm the Junior captain !”
He wens over and sat on the side of
Nelson Lee’s chair. “Be a sport, sir,” he
flﬁt:dcd. ‘Do let’s have a hcart-to-heart
a -.)J

A twinkle came into Nelson Lee’s eyes.

v Go ahead, young ‘un,” he said kindly.
ut I'd better warn you that any form of
Wheedling will be unsuccessful.”

“When I start wheedling, you can tell
e so0,” retorted Nipper. “All I want,
g‘uv lor, 1s that you should thoroughly
Wnderstand the position.
aOt of exaggerated reports, and you’ve got
JaWI‘Ong 1dea of the whole affair. Trust old
. Meson to come Lere with a wild aund

Oolly story.”
the pgili are not denyill:g, ':c[ SllPPOSGé thitlt

ce werc com -
the fightingp» °d to put a stop fo
'Y were, sir,” admitted Nipper
““As far as I can understand,

like that,

You'’ve heard a .
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the whole trouble happened by a sort of
fluke. You know how these things arve,
guv’nor ; two or three of our chaps fell foul
of two or threc of the others. A bit of a
scrap started—which, if it had been left
to itself, would have been next to nothing.”

“Yes, I can sec that: but that initial
scrap was not left to itself. And that’s the
point you are dcliberately overlooking.”

“Some more of our chaps came up, and
the town boys pelted them with oranges
and apples and things,” continued Nipper.
“Then more town boys arrived, and in next
to no time the whole beastly thing had
devecloped into a frec fieht. But that’s all,
sir—nothing clse. It was just an unfortu-
nate incident.”

“Such incidents are apt to lecad to far
graver incidents,” said the Head, pursing
his lips. “That’s why I must be very
careful, Nipper. It’s no good beating
about the bush. You're doing the best you
can, but I am quite sure that the fecling
in the Junior School is against you. The
majority of the boys arc definitely hostile
towards the town.”

“And the more you ban the town, the
greater will become their hostility,” said
Nipper quickly. “Dash it, I had a chat
with Beckle directly after this scrap.
Beckle i1s the Hotspurs’ captain, and a
decent chap. We shook hands, and I pro-
mised him that the match would be O.K.,
and he said he would do his utmost to calin
his own men. Don’t you see, guv'nor, if
we go over on Saturday we shall take a big
step towards restoring complete harmony.
If we can fight down the 1ll-feeling——"

“That is a very big ‘if,” Nipper,”
Nelson Lee pointed out. *“ You have placed
your finger upon the vital spot. If this
and 1if that! I quite agree that it would
be far better to restore peaceful relations.
But we must look at the other side, too.
Supposing you take your team over? You
know the kind of feeling that can develop
at a football match. We may take it for
oranted that the Hotspurs’ supporters arc
extremely partisan. If one of your players
happens to foul a Hotspur, there can be no
guessing at the result. The spark has
already been fired, and a seccond clash
would be like an explosion. St. Frank's
would find itsclf in absolute disgrace.”

“But you're ° if-ing ’ now, sir,” protested
Nipper.

“With very good justification,” replied
Lee. ‘‘Frankly, young ’un, I can’t allow
you to take the risk. No; I sympathise
with you, and I am sorry for you. But I'm
not going to alter my decision.”

Nipper arose from the arm of the chair,
and his eyes were gleaming.
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“Do you mecan that, guv’'nor?” he asked
ficreely. -

“1I do.”

‘“But, for my sake—-

“For your sake, Nipper, I would do a
lot,” said Lee quietly. “Now, don’t let’s
have any misunderstanding over this. I
am in a responsible position, and I must
think of the school-—”

“Yes, you can think of the school, but
vou don't care twopence about me,” said
Nippcr bitterly. “Here I'm asking you a

’

personal favour and you turn it down
flat !”

“I should advisec you to control your
temper ?

“I’'m blowed if I will,” roared Nipper.
“You’re mean, guv'nor! I nmever
thought—"

“Now you are becoming impertinent,”
said Nelson Lee curtly. “I think you had
better forget that I am your guardian, and
regard me again as your headmaster.”

“I won't,” panted Nipper. “I'm sur-
prised at you, guv'nor! I always thought
you were a sportsman! And now, when it
comes to the point, you're just as obstinate
and stubborn as any other schoolmaster !

“T think I shall have to make you write
five hundred lines ?

“Oh, do you?” snapped Nipper.
and get me to do them!”

Nelson Lee rose to his feet.

“Making all allowances for our relation-
ship, Nipper, you mustn’t think that I will
stand that sort of talk,” he said grimly.
“Nor will I permit you to lose your
temper. I've a good mind to cane you.”

Nipper laughed mirthlessly.

“Cane me, eh?” he retorted. “I’'d like
to sce you try! Blow you! Do you think
I’'m afraid of you? Go and eat coke!”

And Nipper stormed to the door, lung it
opcn, and marched out. He was in a
blazing temper. He expected to hear Lee
commandine him to return; and he re-
sclved to do no such thine. He had
slammed the door hard, and now it was
closed. But no voice came through.

Nelson Lee, as a matter of fact, was
standing quite still, and his eyes were
gleaming with a hard light. He even
opened his mouth to shout a command, but
he checked it. He went back to his chair,
sat down, and became thoughtful.

He was worried. He was unhappy. It
was so unusual for Nipper to “go off the
deep end ” that Lee came to the conclusion
that there must be some justification for
Lis attitude. He had been grossly imperti-
nent—and for that he should suffer—but
the other matter was more important.
Nelson Lee came to a decision,

€c Try
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Y the time Nipper had crossed Ing,
Court and reached Big Arch, hr
was horrified. ¢

His temper bhad vanished
quickly as 1t had come. And as he remey,.
bered his unwarrantable insolence to his
hecadmaster he went hot and cold all ovep,

“Oh, my hat!” he muttered miserably,

He was disgusted with himself. It waq
bad enough for him to have spoken to |jq
headmaster like that; but he had begy
treating Nelson Lee as his guardian—angq
presuming upon that advantage, he hagq
openly defied him. He had been cheeky—
he had been downright insolent—to g
beloved guv’nor! He was filled with
dismay at his own guilt.

He knew he was in the wrong ; and, filleq
with remorse, his impulse now was to rus}
back and apologisc. He did rush back,
but when he reached the Head’s study,
Nelson Lee was no longer there. Nor coulg
Nipper find him. He went back to the
Ancient House pale and miserable.

Many fellows noticed the change in him;
but they did not sympathise. They
wrongly coneluded that Nipper was worry-
ing over his unaccustomed unpopularity.
Well, scrve him right ! He shouldn’t be so
jolly cocksure! It was about time he came
off his perch !

That afternoon was one of the unhappiest
Nipper had ever spent. 1t seemed endless,
and he skimped his work badly, getting
into trouble with Mr. Crowell, the Form-
master. But he didn’t care. Such things
were trifles compared with the enormity

of his offence against his good old guv’nor!

CHAPTER 10.
Nelson Lee Investigates!

T was with a troubled brow that Nelson
Lec, headmaster of St. Frank's, drove
into Bapnington that afternoon.

He was a just man, and the possl
bility that he was being unfair to the
Junior School worried him

He knew Nipper better than anybody
else on earth; he loved Nipper. A father
could have had no greater affection for h18
own child than Nelson Lee had for hl;
cheery young ward. Secldom, indced, ¥
it that Nipper lost his temper so Cge
pletely as to be grossly impertinent. .
could forgive him for that—if his justific

tion was sufficient. per

And it did strike Nelson Lee that ng 37
knew more of this quarrel than any tnive
else. So troubled was the great detec to
that he was going into I%lnnlngton
make personal inquiries.

(Continued on page 24.)
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Even the office cat’s whiskers wobbled when it saw this week’s issue of

-

HANDFORTHS
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EDITORIAL STAFF.

No. 30. Vol. 2,

Editor

EDITOR’S
CHIN-WAG

CHUM named Percival Diffell writes the
following letter of friendly criticism :

“You big fathead,—I have been a reader
of vour putrid paper since the first number
mado its regrettable appearance., You call
it three pages of laughs, do you? Well,
we're still waiting for the laughs.

Unless you inject some humour into your
magazine immediately, I propose to comeo
down to St. Frank’s by Cheap Day Ticket
and plaster you all over the school. 1 en-
close my photograph. That will show you
the kind of chap I am,

Yours i contempt,

Percivar PIrreLL.”

After reading this letter, I immediately turnod
as white as a sheet, and my knees knocked like
a Jazz drummer. By George, I'm in such a state
of fuuk that I can hardly write this column.
'S'fact !

The only thing to do, of course, is to obey the
warlike Piffell's instructions. I must getsome

umour into this paper somehow., But how ?

For hours I pondered on the problem before
the solution struck me.

But I know now. I know how to get the
1ggest laugh of the term. I know how to set
My readers all over Ingland rocking with
mirtl,.
Yes, Percival, I will provide some humour
Of my readers. And it is easily done, too.
Wl pudlish your photograph, old bean.

la that docsn’t make even a cat howl with
Ughter, I'm a Dutchman. They say Sccts-
ie" have no sense of humour, you know, hut
rectly McClure caught sight of your map in

;}f]atgxphotograph' he gavo one yell and fell out

® window,

my look out, Piffell !

One more vip from vou
la(l 3 p Y ’

blacl and your plioto will be published in
wPE_&lld white on the front page of this
110*] KLY, By George! I'll show youif I got
Umour into it.
E. O. HaxprorTm.

Editor-in-Chief
E. O. Handforth

E. 0. Handforth
Chief Sub-Editor

E. O, Handforth
Literary Editor

E. O. Handforth -
Art Editor E. O. Handforth SOLO
Rest of Staff E. O. Handiorth

Novamber 14th, 1931,

POET’S CORNER

By Teddy Long.

OU fellows say I have no pluck,
And often call me funky;
You say that I am still a sly
And cuaning little monkey;

I'll prove my courage, if you like,
At dark and desperate fighting,
And you’ll behold me brave and bold

(At any rate, in writing.)

So bid me do some fearsome feat
To win your approbation;
You’ll sce me try with courage high
To grasp the situation;
Bid me ascend Mount Everest
And photograph the summit;
Or else explore the ocean floor—
I'll dive there like a plummet.

Bid me journcy to Ceyion
Where every prospect pleases;
Or bid me crawl to far Bengal
Upon my hands and knceses;
Bid me explorc a savage land
And carelessly stroll through it;
Bid what you choose, I won't refusc
But straightway go and do it.

CHORUS.—By the Remove,

We'd like to take you at your word,
And, as you secm so keen, it

Would be a shame to spoil your game;
But tell us—do you mecan it?

If so—right-ho! We’ll bid you go
(That’s if you know the way there.)

To a little place cailed Jericho,
And when you get there—stay there.



22

HANDFORTH’S WEEELY

A thrilling story to make your hair stand on end.

A Trackett Grim master-masterpiece by E. O. HANDFORTH

OR years a daring criminal called
the Secret Spider had defied the
police and detectives of this
country. None of them could bring

the rotter to Justice—and as a last resource,
‘hey applied to Trackett Grim.

The great detective, assisted by Splinter,
s:son picked up dozens of clues. For in-
stance, in one of the banks which the rotter
burgled, Trackett Grim found a blow-pipe
and a tube of oxygen in one corner. which
had not been noticed by the police.

It would bo futile (good word) to follow
out all the reasoning of the great detective,
as he trailed clue after cluo in his relentless
search for the Secret Spider. But at last,
ono morning, he went to Scotland Yard
with Splinter, and asked to see Detective-
Inspector Fossill.

‘“What news 7 *’ asked Fossill, bursting
into the room. ‘ Have you discovered tho
Secret Spider 1 ”

““1 have,” replied Grim. And then he
gave the inspector a grim look. * The
game’s up, Fossill | " he snarled. “ 1 know
that you are the Secret Spider! Are you
going to come quiotly ? "

““You're mad ! ” laughed the inspector,
and Splinter looked on in bewilderment.
““ What bee have you in your bonnet
now ? "’

Grim jumped to his feet.

“ Como, Splinter,”’ he said harshly, and |,

he rushed out into the passage.
followed wonderingly.

Grim flung open a door on the opposite
side of the passage, and strode in. Inspce-
tor Dodder was in the room, and he nodded
genially to the great detective.

‘“ Hallo, Grim ! What’s the matter ?

““The game’s up, Dodder,” said Grim
quietly. 1 know now that you are the
Secret Spider. Put up your hands ! *

Dodder gasped.

“ You're potty ! ”* he roared. ‘ What on
carth are you talking about ? »’

Grim spun round.

‘‘ Come, Splinter,” he snapped, and tore
into the next room, where Sergeant Barmie
was examining finger-prints.

“Stop ! " cried Grim sternly. * The
game’s up, Barmie! I have discovered
that you are the Secret Spider. Put your
hands up—quick ! ”

** Is this a new game, Grim ? > asked tho
sergeant wonderingly. * Or have you gono
quite cuckoo at last ?

" Come, Splinter ! ” snapped Grim, and
rushed into Detectivo Dimwit’s room.

Splinter

“Dimwit ! ? he said harshly.
gamo i3 up at last. I have found out that
you are the Secret Spider.”

‘“ What’s the joke ! askecd Detective
Dimwit, puzzled.

“ Come, Splinter,”’ said Grim,

Outside in the passage they ran aeross
Captain Shiftey, the Chiof of the Yard.
Grim covered him with his revolver.

“ The game’s up, Shiftey ! ” he snapped,
“T know that you are the Secret Spider.
Are you coming quietly ?

Shiftey’s face went as pale as a sheet.

“How—how did you find out 1’ he
gaspod.

* No matter,” snapped Grim. “I have
my methods.”’

“Yourotter ! hissed Shiftey, as various
coppers put gyves and things on him.
And the Secret Spider—aling Captain
Sh]ilftey of the Yard—was biffed off to a
cell.

“Guv'nor | ” gasped Splinter. “ How
on earth did you guess the Secret Spider
was the Chief of the Yard ?

“I didn’t,” smiled Grim calmly. “ But
I deduced the fact that the criminal was
somebody at the Yard. I couldn’t find
which one, and the only thing to do was to
bluff the right man into a confession.
Which is what has happened.”

THE END

PRESS OPINIONS

of “Handforth’s Weekly,”

THI DAILY DREADNOUGHT. “ This
schoolboy paper is the last word in jour-
nalism.,
botter.”

THE HALFPENNY HORROR.
“ Among other school journals is a maga-
zine, edited by a certain Edward Handforth,
which has created a profound sensation.
The editor of ‘ Handforth’s Woekly * 1s
destined for a big career—unless it 13 cut
short in its prime by overwork. We do not
think that this will happen, but there 13
no harm in hoping.”

THI: BRITISH BRUISER. * We were
under the impression that St. Francis
College was a school—not a home."

THE ARCHAEOLOGICAL ARGUS
AND NEO-PLENDERTHAL NEWS:
““ Subscribers should save their copios of
this school magazine, and have thom
bound and locked up—a fato which, no
doubt, will soon overtake the Editor.”

“Thf; ;

It will go far—the farther the ]
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MAKE IT

Our Unreliable Expert tells you how to make an aeroplane.

to be remembered 1is that tho

vehicle has got to fly. Tho toy

aeroplanes which you purchase from
the shops are all right up to a certain
point. They fly, but they don’t keop it up.
After a few yards they come back to
carth, and before they will condescend to
ascend, it is necessary to put in some
encrgetic work on a small propeller and a
piece of elastic.

What every fellow wants is a toy
aoroplaye which will fly, and will keep
flying until told to stop. This may be
achieved in two ways, 1.e. :

By a petrol engine : or

By application of the rules of nature.

The first must be discarded, as a petrol
engine is too costly for the average
fellow. The sccond method, however, is
quite eagy, if you follow these expert
directions :

Procure a fairly large box, and let that
represent the ongtne of the aeroplane. Tie
or stick two wings to 1it, together with a
tail and other things, the names of which
I forget. Inside the box make a small
hatch, controlled by a sliding bottom and
a longth of string. This hatch should be
arranged in the middle of the floor of the
box, so that when one half of the sliding

panel is exposed, the other is covered by
the hatch.

Now we must instal our engine, and to

‘J[N making an aeropiane, the first thing

R0 this we must find the necessary lifting
®power required.

Our engine will be
composed of flies. A fly can lift twice its

own weight, and by weighing the aero-
plane and dividing the result by the weight
of a fly, you will find out how many flics
must be put in the box to make the aero-
plane ascend. -

Catch the number of flies necessary by
scooping them off the wall with your
hand. As {ou catch each fly, slip it into the
interior of the aeroplane until you have
sufficient flies to hft the total weight.
Your acroplane will not fly yet, however,
or the insects will merely sit on tho
floor of the box and refuse to budge.

Next catch a large spider and tie him
securely to one side of the sliding panel.
Put bim under the hatch, and drop a little
heap of honey on the other half of the
panel. Now you are all ready.

All the time the honey is exposed and the
gpider hidden away, the flies will squat on
the floor of the box, wolfing the honey. But
directly you pull the string, in goes the
honey and out comes tho spider. The
flies will immediately gail up to the roof of
your box, and your aeroplane will sail
up with them into the sky. A long length
of string is still attached to the panel,
and when you want the aeroplane to
descend, all you have to do is to pull the
string. In goes the spider, out comes the
honey, and down comes the aeroplane.
Simplicity itself. .

By fixing up a swivel to change the
direction of the spider, it is possible to
control the flight of the ’plane. If your
spider is anchored due north, the acroplane
will go due south, and so on.

(Another helpful article next week.)

ACE. A very cold, crcam-like substance
served in cornets or wafers by the
refined young lady in the Bellton Dairy.

ACRE. A hollow tooth.

g ADENOIDS. A disease which seems to
affect overy public speaker.

ADVICE. One of the few things which it
18 more blessed to give than to receive.

ADVERTISEMENT. A good excuse for
blowing one’s own trumpet,

AIR. A substance which is like ¢ nothing
on earth.”

ALGEBRA. The practice of substituting

Tag
Ot Ny :n dtWEce letters for figures in order to make
'0: :lqhey " you  arithmetic more difficult for boys.
ling t%’;;‘;, ALICE. The name of the girl whose
whereabouts are uncertain, and enquired
after by every singer.

OUR DICTIONARY By REGGIE PITT.

(Being extracts from the new dictionary which will cause
a world-wide sensation.

ALMANAC. A chart which comes In
useful for timing the length of certain
Test Matches.

AMBUSH. The scales of certain trades-
men are saild to be in ambush when
they are “ lying in weight.”

AENEAS. A famous after-dinner speaker
who bored Dido to tears with his tale of
Troy, and has bored every boy since.

ANCHOR. A slang term for a mud-hook.

ANGER. A state of mind which, in a
boy, is called a vile temper, and in a
master, proper indignation.

ANONYMOTUS. Tho name of a person
who writes interesting letters.

APPETITE. That reminds
dinner-time. Good-bye.

me—it’s
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ST. FRANK’S IN DISGRACE!

(Continued from page 20.)

He went to the police first, and Inspector
Jameson fussily repeated his complaint of
the previous night.

“ Diggraceful—that’s what it was, Mr.
Leec,” sald the inspector. “The whole
traffic of the High Strcet disorganised! A
riot, that’s what it was. And if your boys
are permitted to come into the town again
I don't dare to prophesy what will
happen.”

Nelson Lce interviewed many shop-
keepers, and their opinions were conflicting.
Some were hot and angry, accusing the
schoolboys and the town boys impartially.
Others were inclined to laugh at the whole
affair, passing it oft as nothing worse than
a high-spirited rag.

‘“After all, they were only youngsters,”
sald one man. “If the senior boys had becn
involved in such a scrap it would have been
different. But, my dear sir, mere kids:
Nobody takes any serious notice of a dust-
up between kids! Personally I beliceve
they thoroughly enjoyed themselves—and
I can assure you the dust-up was well
worth watching.”

Finally, Neclson Lee sought out Sam
Beckle. And Sam Beckle, he saw, was
certainly not a “mere kid.” Nor were
the other town boys. lee had noticed
more than one puffy eyec and swollen lLip
during the course of his inquiries. The
town boys, on the average, werec a year or
two older than the St. Frank’s juniors.

“Want to speak to me, sir?’’ asked Sam
Beckle respectfully

He nad been excused from his work; he
was employced by a market gardener, and
his horny hands were smothered with soil.
The market gardener, incidentally, had
put in a very good word for Sam, assuring
Nelson Lee that the lad was hard-working,
honest, and rcliable.

- “Yes, Beckle,” said Leec. “You don't
know me, do you? My namec is Lee. I
am the headmaster of St. Frank’s College.”
Sam hastily tugged at his cap.
“Yes, sir,” he said, in a startled voice.

‘““Now, Sam,” smiled Nelson Lee, “I
don’t want you to think that I've come
here prying, but if you can give me your
own account of what took place yesterday,
I shall be glad.”

Sam looked unhappy.

“That there ficht, you mean, sir?” .he
asked. ‘““A rare silly business, it was.
Master Nipper—he’s Junior football
captain—was as fair as fair. I ain’t
denyin’ that we had words, but we shook
hands in the end, like real friends.”
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“I must tell you, Sam, that I have for.
bidden the boys to comc over here oy
Saturday afternoon to play that match,”
said Lee quietly.

‘‘Forbidden ’em?” asked Sam, aghast,
“Gosh! You mean that the match is off,
sir ?”

“I am afraid so.”

“Lumme! There won’t be half a row,”
said Sam, scratching his head. ‘I’ve pro.
mised the chaps that everything will be a]f
richt. Young Nipper gave me his wor(

“You must not blame Nipper,” intecr.
rupted Lee. * With Bannington out of
bounds the Junior team, naturally, cannot
keep the fixture.” |

“Well, it’s real hard luck on him, sir,”
sald Sam stoutly. ‘‘As for my chaps,
they’ll be thumping wild. I can hear ’cm
now. °‘Too stuck up, I s’pose,” they'll say.
‘ Afraid to come over ag’in an’ face us,’
they’ll say. ’Tain’t for me to say, sir, but
there’ll be more trouble than ever if you
forbid the match. l.castwise, that’s what
I think. An’ it ain’t as if them St,
Frank’s boys was the cause of the trouble.
Scems mighty hard on ’em.”

“I was given to understand, Sam, that
the St. Frank’s boys did start the trouble.”

“Well, that’s as it may be, sir,” replied
Sam. “I ain’t sayin’ nothing, one way or
the other. I belicve Tim Grigson knocked
over a motor-bike, or somethin’. Quite an
accident, it was, but some of your boys
thought different. Anyway, there was a
misunderstanding, and, what with all that
fruit lyin’ on the ground, the temptation
was too great. It was our chaps who
started throwin’. That scrap wasn’t realiy
the fault of your schoolboys, sir, so it
doesn’'t seem kind of fair to punish ’'em.
I wish you’d change your mind, sir,” he
added earnestly. ‘““We're lookin’ forward
to that match on Saturday. Mighty proud,
we are, to b2 in the St. Frank’s Football
League, an’ secin’ as this is the first game
against St Frank’s, well ?

“I’ll think about it, Sam,” said Lce,
patting the burly youth on the shoulder.
“Perhaps I’ll change my mind. I cer-
tainly have a better understanding of the
position now.”

When his car arrived back at St. Frank's
an agile figure raced after it. Nippel
breathless, clutched at his arm as he
stepped out of the car.

“Guv’'nor !” exclaimed Nipper. )

“You wish to speak to me, Hamilton’
asked Nelson Lee, in his most school:
masterly manner. “Come into my study-

They went in, and Nipper looked at 1.c@
straight in the eye.




THIL NELSON LEE LIBRIRY

“Guv'nor, I've been horribly miserable
all the afternoon,” he said huskily. “I'm
_I'm ashamcd of myself for losing my
temper like that. I apologise, sir. Yoa
oughtu’t to forgive me, really, but I hope
you will.”

He was so repentant that Nclson Lee
softencd. He had intended to be very
stern, but Nipper’s obvious remorse made
him relax.

“You certainly did let fly, young ’un,”
he said dryly.

“I—1 don’t know what was the matter
with me, guv’nor,” muttered Nipper,
hanging his head. “You said something
about a caning, didn't you? Perhaps
you'd better get busy, sir. Give me a
good, sound whacking—and that’ll knock
some respect into me.”

“You have apologised, Nipper, and that
is sufficient,” said Lee quictly., “We’'ll
gay no more about it. I am move inclined
to forgive you because I feel that you were
justified in your request. I have just come
back from Bannington; I have seen Sam
Beckle.”

“Oh !I” said Nipper happily. -

“And at evening prayers I shall have
something to say to the Junior School,”
added Nelson Lee. “I won’t say any more
at the moment—but you can hope for the
best.” '

“Guv’nor!” gasped Nipper, pressing
1}?’(3‘151011 Lee’s arm. “By Jove, sir, you're a

ricx !”

FTER evening prayers Nelson Lee
made his announcement.
“What I am going to say con-
cerns only the Junior School,” he
said. “Upon due consideration I have
decided that there shall be no prolonged
Inquiry into the wnhappy incident of
yesterday afternoon.”

There was a mild sensation.

“I am satisfied that the clash was
causcd by an unfortunate misunderstand-
1ng,” continued Nelson Lee. “It is against
the best interests of the school that such
Ul-feeling should be harboured. Ban-
Nington, therefore, will remain out of

bo}}nds only until Saturday.”

~Hurrah 1” y

‘Thanks awfully, sir !”
. Nipper’s supporters were bubbling with
JOY and excitement; the others were
€xc1ted—and. indeed, dumbfounded.

w']‘ From Saturday morning the position
. 1] be ¢ as you wero '—but I feel it neces-
I\?rly to give you this warning,” went on
a:l ‘1011 Lee, his tone becoming grave. “I
pea rusting the Junior School to keep the
Wor‘:ie-' I shall not ask you to pledge your

; but I do urge you to be on your
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very best behaviour. Do nothing to incite
the town boys. Keep steady heads. Keep
your tongues well under control. A rash
word might well lead to another outbreak
—and that would be deplorable.”

He paused, and the school
pressed.

“l am lifting this ban deliberately—
which should convince you all that I am
relying upon you to behave as gentlemen,”
he continued. “If the town boys attempt
to incite you, do not be drawn. I am
giving you a chance to heal this breach
permanently. It weuld be a thousand
pities if that foolish incident of yesterday
were allowed to develop into a long and
bitter feud, These things come upon us
suddenly, unexpectedly, and we must deal
with them with common-sense. It is not
desirable that all the boys of this school
should be indefinitely barred from visiting
our local town.”

There were many murmurs of approval
and assent.

“But let me repeat that warning,” con-
cluded Nclson Lee, with a touch of grim-
ness in his voice. “If there is any rcpeti-
tion of yesterday’s disgraceful disturbance,
cvery guilty boy will be heavily punished,
and the town will again be placed out of
bounds. So it 1s up to you to prove that
my present leniency is justified. That will
be all. You may dismiss.”

And the school dismissed—thoroughly
excited.

was 1m-

)

CHAPTER 11.
Foothall Foes!

T was something of a triumph for
Nipper, and many of the fellows who
had been against him now rallied to
his banner.

Boots, Gresham, and the other members
of the XI who had refused to play, now
apologised, and requested Nipper to let
their names stand. Nipper was only too
glad to agree. He wanted to take the best
possible team to Bannington; furthermore,
h2 was not the kind of fellow to keep up a
quarrel.

There were plenty of boys, however, who
were still bitterly against him. They
grophesied all sorts of catastrophes for

aturday afternoon.

“If you're going over to Bannington
with the intention of making Yyourself
nasty, there’s bound to be trouble,”
pointed out Nipper. “The only way for us
to go is openly—and in a friendly spirit.
We’ll show the town boys that we bear
them no ill-will, A clean, honest game of
football will make all the differegce.”
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“Well, it's taking a big chance,” said
Armstrong, of the Fourth. *That's my
opinion—and I’ll stick to it. Don’t forget
what this mecans, Nipper! If there’s
another row with those town hooligans
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“There’s no need to call them hooligans.”

“Somec of them are all right, perhaps,”
growled Armstrong. “But what about the
others? You know as well as I do that
there are heaps of rotters there who will
be only. too willing to start a riot !”

This was true, and Nipper had already
considercd the point.

“They can’t start a riot unless we give
them causc,’” he replied. ‘Anyhow, it's a
chance that we shall have to take.”

“You know what it’ll mean if there’s
another fight?” asked Armstrong trucu-
lently. “You’ll jolly well be kicked out
of the captaincy! That’s a cert! If the
Junior Scliool is punished because of
Saturday’s game—because of your ob-
stinacy—you’ll have to pay the piper!”

“Hear, hear!”

“That’s right, Nipper.”

“Good cnough—I'm willing to take the
risk,” said Nipper promptly.

And he meant 1t. As Junior skipper, he
was firm, '
which had given rise to all the bitterness
in the Junior School. Even now over half
the fellows considered that the Hotspurs
match should be abandoned.

However, by the time Saturday dawned,
there was a much calmer feeling at St.
Frank’s. There was a feeline of con-
fidence, too. Naturally, cverybody was
curious, and everybody was excited.

By the afternoon, Removites, Fourth-
Formers, and Third-Formers had unani-
mously decided to go over with the team.
At any rate, the XI should have plenty of
support !

But 1t wasn’t exactly support. Many of
the juniors were against the match, and
Lthey were only going out of sheer curiosity.
They were drawn as though by a magnet.

It is to be feared that many of them
were sccretly hoping that there would be
troublc—so that Nipper would come a
cropper. This whole unfortunate business
had now settled itsclf into one definite
issue. If this match came off all right,
and if friendly relations were restored with
the town boys, Nipper would score a great
triumph. But if the opposite happened
Well, the Junior skipper would come the
biggest purler of his carcer!

Nipper himself was not cxactly comfort-
able, He had an uncasy feeling that many
of his “supporters ” were hostile; that, in
fact, they were spoiling for a fight. Yet he
hardly belicved that they would deli-

It was his f£rmness, in fact,.

Featuring Tom Merry & Co., of St. Jizn-g

berately start any trouble, for they
sclves would be the first to suffer. So, f(,
their own sakes, they would do thej,
utmost to keep the peace.

They went over by motor-cycle, by eycle,
by bus, and on foot. It was a genery)
cxodus of the Junior School.

Bannington was mildly astonished—angq
just a bit scared.

It was commonplace cnough to sce St
Frank’s boys in the town on a Saturday
afternoon; but to-day there were scoreg
and scores of them. The town seemed filleq
with the familiar caps. And they were g])
passing 1n the same direction—down to the
lower cnd of the town.

As was to be expected, the town boys
scon got to know; and, unfortunately, the
town boys got a wrong impression. Some-
body started a rumour that St. Frank’s haq
come over in force—looking fer trouble,
The town boys promptly tcok up the chal-
lenge, saying that they would provide all
the trouble that was neccssary—and plenty
that was unnecessary !

It was in this spirit, therefore, that the
Saints and the Hotspurs met.

Sam Beckle was glowing with delight
when he met Nipper.

“Good man,” he said heartily.
glad you chaps have come over.”

“Let’s hope we have a good game,”
smiled Nipper. "

“May the best tcam win,” grinned Sam.
“I ain’t sayin’ that I like the looks of
some of our chaps. Our supporters, I
mean. Rare rough crowd, you know.” He
paused awkwardly. “There scems to be an

“Jolly

adeca that you fellers have comc along to

stir up trouble.”

“Don’'t you believe it, Sam,” said
Nipper. “It’s just the opposite. We want
to show you all that we're out for peace.
You don’t think we want our libertics
restricted, do you? A fcud against the
tcwn will mean a lot of hardships for us.”

“Why, then, everything’s going to be all
right,” beamed Sam. *Crikey! We'll
have a rccord crowd to-day, and no crror'
Well, it’ll put some zip into wus, hey?
Nothin’ like playing before a good crowd,
is there? It makes a chap do his best.”

There was plenty of clectricity in the aif,
so to speak, as the onlookers gathered

round the ground. Nipper and his tcam
changed in the little railway-carriag®

pavilion. When they took the field chects
greeted them from the St. Frank’s juniors,
but quite a few hoots went up from the
locals. It was a bad sign. This extreme
partisanship was not healthy.

It was an unfortunate fact, too, that the
St. Frank’s supporters clumped togeth_@r{;
They werc all in a big bunch, occupyils



This fine varn appears in SCHOOLBOYS' OWN 4d. LIBRARY No. 160.

i1

practically one side of the eground. Oppo-

site them, and at both ends, the town boys thing was quiet.
hundreds.

were  collecting in  their
Grocers, greengrocers, and other trades-
men that afternoon were minus quite a lot
of errand boys! There was a curious
tension in the air—and Nipper deploreqd it.

He was hoping that the clean, manly
game would arouse an enthusiasm in both
factions, and thus pave the way to per-
manent peace. But a game of football,
after all, is a two-edged sword. The clean
§port of it will arouse the best insgincts in
any crowd. But woe betide if there should
be any foul play! In such circumstances,
therc.is nothing like a football match for
arousing a crowd’s worst instincts !

fhus this fateful game began.

CHAPTER 12.
The Calm Before the Storm!

¢ ]
'S going to be all right!” said Hand-
torth comfortably.

He was feeling relieved. Yet, at the
... tmo time, he was rather dis-
i‘\g{fﬁlﬂtod. A born fighter, he would nob
t'hosc\ Ctn averse to another scrap. He owed
“‘o'uillto'wn boys one or two swipes which he
ello\( 1111{0 to pay! However, like the good
in 1. @ Was, Handforth was wholehearted

"8 support of his skipper.

- T
s‘l -
.‘>
|.

e
~]

Jerry Hurst had been accidentally injured,

but sight of him lying inert on the ground

made the Bannington supporters see red.

- Waving and shouting, they surged on to
the field threateningly.

The teams had just lined up, and cvery-
There had not been an
angry word spoken. The Saints, for their
art, had kept their tongues well in check.
he town boys, having no justification for
starting trouble, remained at peace. But the
fact tﬁat everything was calm—unusually
calm—scemed ominous.

‘“Don’t you be deceived, IHandy,”
Church in a low voice.

6 Eh ?”

Church and McClure were the regular
backs of the Junmior XI, and they were close
ﬁl}ough to Handforth to have a word with

im.

‘““Tverything’s going to be all right, 1s 1t ?”
muttered Church. ‘“Don’t you believe 1t!
According to the looks of things, this maten
will be as hot as pepper.”

“You're dotty!” said Handforth, staring.
““These town chaps are as mild as milk!

said

Look at ’em! And look at our chapsl
Smiling at one another like long-lost
brothers.”

““You can’t see any further than your nose

—and that’s quite a good way, I'll admt,”
said Church tartly,
““Look here ” .
“It’s the calm before the storm,” put in

McClure. *“Churchy is right, Handy. We'd
better go easy. One false step and we’ro
sunk! I'm beginning to believe that Full-
wood and those other chaps were right in
suggesting that this match should be
scratched.” :
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“You're both crazy!” said Handforth in
amazement,

There was no further time for talking. The
referee—Sam Beckle’s uncle, in fact—was on
the point of blowing his whistle,

Pheeceep ! .
““Come on, the town!” went up a mighty
roar from the locals.

“Play up, St. Frank’s!” came an answer-
ing yell from the Saints.

Nipper and his men started off with a rush.

Nipper, receiving the ball, passed neatly and.

accurately to Reggie Pitt on the wing. In a
flash the brilliant Reggie was ofl.

Like a streak he ran along the touchline—
what there was to be seen of 1it—but before he
could make his usually neat pass to the centre
he stumbled, catching his foot against one of
the inequalitics of the ground. A burly
Hotspur back, rushing down, cleared. and his
heavy boot came perilously near to Reggie as
he was picking himself up.

Reggie Pitt knew that he was going to
have trouble with that back. Reggie knew
him by repute. He was a youth named Bill
Stringer, and he was employed at the gas-
works. He was a fairly good back, but he
used his feet rather than his brains. He was
one of those footballers who believed in play-
ing the man rather than the ball.

His clearance took the leather well down
the field, but Boots, at centre-half, trapped 1t
and passed swiftly to Gresham on the left.
wing. Gresham ran on, passed to Nipper,
and in a flash Nipper was dashing through.

““Shoot !’ went up an excited yell.
‘“Let’s have one, Nipper!”
“Go 1t I”

Bill Stringer came running across. He
jerked out one of his big feet in an attempt to
trip the St. Frank’s forward, but Nipper
lefé}l)t ligl;htly over the outstretched foot.

am

Steadying himself, he shot—a real beauty.
The goalie flung himself down, but he was
just too late. The leather was through—
beyond the posts, and rolling on into the
crowd, for there were no nets.

“Goal I”

“Hurrah!”
‘“ Booooooh 1"

Above the cheering of the Saints came hoots
and howls from the more unsportsmanlike
section of the town boys. Such an ecarly
recverse was a shock for them. In ordinar
circamstances they would not have hooted.
They would have accepted that goal in
silence. But just now there was a tension in
the air; they were all worked up.

“You’d best go easy, Bill,” muttered Sam
Beckde, as he ran up to Bill Stringer.
“Eh? What do you mean?”

_“You know what I mean,” said Sam
dangerously. “You play fair, Bill! Wae
don’t want any fouling.”

Sam was alwayvs having trouble with Bill
Stringer. The Hotspurs played a vigorous
game—some called it a rough game—but the
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team as a whole were true sportsmen. Only
Bill descended to really questionable tactics,

That early goal, however, had badly rattleq
them all, and when tho match re-started
there was a change. The roughness of the
'Spurs became moroe pronounced. And
usually, if one side adopts these tactics, the
other side, in self-defence, follows its example,
This game was no exception to the rule. Aj
soon as the Saints found that the Hotspurs
wero playing roughly, they played roughly,
too. -

So within the first ten minutes the standarq -
of play degencrated rapidly. |

It was kick and rush all the time.
dropped completely out of the game,

Round the ropes the ecrowds were yellin
themselves hoarse. That ominous calm hag
broken. Schoolboys and town boys were re.-
vealing their true feelings under the influence
of the game.

‘““Come on, the town

““Smash ’em!”

‘““Hooray !”’

Tho Hotspurs’ forwards looked as though
they would break through, but by determinced,
forceful tactics Church and MecClure broke up
the attack. Ilandforth was merely an
onlooker.

A mighty vell went up as one of the ’Spury’
forwards sprawled and fell. He had caught
his foot in a rough tuft of grass, but many of
the spectators believed that Church had
tripped him. A howl of rage went up.

‘“Foul 1” |

“Yah! Dirty school rotters!”

“Hi, ref! Where’s your whistle?”

The referee took no notice. He had secen
that there had been no foul, and he waved ,
his arms for the players to carry on. Some
of the ’Spurs had paused, expecting a decision
in their favour; and meanwhile the bhall had
swung out to Reggie Pitt once again.

‘““Go 1t, Reggie |”

Cheered by the shouts, Pitt dashed on. He
was getting accustomed to thoe ground now;
he knewgits inequalities. He ran like a hare,
swerving towards the centre of the field as
he nearcd the goal. A burly figure charged
down upon him; he side-stepped, but the
burly figure side-stepped, too.

Crash ! ’

It was a heavy charge—not with the
shoulder, but with a knee, too. Pitt crumpled
up.
““Boocoh ! Dirty. Hotspur !”
‘“ Foul—foul—foul !”

The St. Frank’s onlockers were shouting
excitedly, and the town boys were yelling 1
defiance. The referee’s whistle went, and the
referee was pointing. o was awarding &
free kick to the Saints.

The town supporters stared dumbly for &
moment, and then they burst out into 2
veritable bellow of anger. They hised and
hooted and howled. Fists were shaken in the
air.

It was obvious that matters were getting
critical |

Science

'
!
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CHAPTER 13.
Over the Topl

ORTUNATELY, Reggie Pitt was not
much hurt, and he was soon on his feet
again. Goodwin took the free kick,
and he dropped the ball well on the

other side of the field, where Tregellis-West

pot

Hx;c was charged by a Hotspur, and went

c Jing. The Hotspur, 1in turn, was
Cﬁﬁlged gbg Fullwood. Eventually the ball
l

was scranl

catca

ed away by Gresham. Yells and
lls were continuous now. The referee

Jid not blow his whistle this time, for he con-
sidered that those charges had been fair,

The crowd didn’t think so. It shouted

iself

hoarse. In one or two places, in fact

the crowd became so excited that it sur.geci
over the touchline, invading the playing-

pitch

Nipper was getting more and more worried.
If things went on like this much longer
there would soon come a definite brecach,

And

onco two punches were exchanged-—

Nipper did not like to think of -the
possibilities.

To

his relief there followed a period of

fairly good play, during which both sides
settled down. The excited crowds, too,
became calmer. Perhaps it was because the

IHotsp

urs nearly scored on two occasions.

By forceful tactics they ploughed through the
St. Frank’s defence.

Handforth saved magnificently with all his
old coolness and precision. One shot looked
like a certain goal, but Edward Oswald, run-

ning

out, met the ball with the toes of his

right foot. That kick sent the leather well

past

mid-field, and Handy was wigorously

cheered by the Saints. The town boys were
disappointed, but they could find no excuse
for hooting,

Then came another save, following a
rough-and-tumble scramble in the goalmouth.
Handforth, on the ground, managed to tip

the

ball round the upright, conceding a

corner., -
There were all sorts of cat-calls here, many

of th

e spectators believing that the ball had

already crossed the line before Handforth

had

grabbed it. The corner-kick was badly

taken, the wind carrying the leather over the
top of the bar,

fell

Handforth took the goal-kick, and the ball
Just in {front of Vivian Travers. He was

:m It smartly, just as one of the Hotspurs
ame up. Travers was off like a flash, and in

Passj

ng to Nipper the toes of his boot caught

dgainst the ankle of a local man. It was a

Pure
O‘u'er‘

accident, but the Hotspur sprawled

. Foul 1 howled the local supporters,

Y|

,}{ahl Dirty 17
urn him off the field, ref!”

ro}e lder and wilder grew the shouts. 'The

r
been
was

had 1

Rext,

€0 knew perfectly well that there had
1o foul, but he awarded a frec-kick. He
Srowing afraid of the crowd now; he
1alf an idea that they would turn on him

Nipper was so anxious that his own play
had degenerated. He was watching the
onlookers half the time instcad of the game.
He had already seen one or two scraps. A
Eroup of Fourth-Formers had been pushed

y a gang of roughs, and the Fourth-Formers
had pushed back. But for an exciting bit of
play at that moment a fight might have becn
started.

It was the same in other parts of the
ground. The tension was getting tighter and
tighter, and presently something was bound
to sna{s). The fatal moment was not long
delayed. |

It fell to Vivian Travers to be the uncon-
scious cause of the catastrophe. Intercepting
a wild pass, he trapped the ball, spun round
and dashed for goal. He saw that he wass
unmarked; even the Hotspurs’ backs were
right out of position. Only the goalkeeper
to beat! Travers dashed on.

‘““Shoot, Travers—shoot !”

The Saints yclled with enthusiasm; tho
town boys held their breath, dismayed.
Travers was taking no chances. He ran clean
thr(iugh, intending to make certain of this
goal.

Then something happened which he had not
been prepared for. Jerry Hurst, the Hot-
spurs’ goalie, ran out recklessly. 'There
scemmed no earthly chance of his saving, but
in desperation he flung himself full-length at
Travers’ fcet—just as Travers was kicking.

Crash !

Tho toe of Travers’ boot struck Hurst's
head instead of the ball, for Hurst had
bumped the ball aside. There was a wild
scramble. Nipper, running up, kicked the
ball through the empty goal—and the
referce’s whistle sounded.

“Goal I”

“Two up. St. Frank’s!”

But Jerry Hurst was still lying on the
ground, and some of the othcr Hotspurs were
shouting and dancing round the refercc.

‘“Certainly not!” the ref was saying. “I
gan’t, disallow that goal. It was perfectly
air.”

‘“But look at Jerry!” yelled one of the
players. “That bloke kicked him in  the
head |

“It was Jerry’s own fault,” said the
referce. ““The goal stands.”

And dramatically he pointed to the centre
of the field. That very gesture did the trick.
A surging crowd of ’Spurs’ supporters
swarmcd across the ground, They were in
an ugly mood.

““Look out, uncle!” yelled Sam Beckle
urgently. ‘

He rushed at the crowd, waving and
shouting.

“Hi! Clear off the field, you chaps!” he
yelled. ‘“What’s the 1dea ?”

Heo might as well have talked to a mob of
Red Indians on the war-path. They swept
past him. Fortunately the referce ran for
it, or he would have been very scverely
handled. The crowd fell upon Travers, and
that unlucky youth was 1mmediately
swamped. /
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“Hi! Ilelp!” he gasped. ‘‘Rescue, St.
TFrank's! By Samson! What the—"

Crash! Tﬁudl Iff

Travers fought desperately, but the odds
were all against him. Handforth, dashing
across the field, was eager to join in. e did
not even hear Nipper's urgent requests for
him to kecep back. But even Nipper knew
that it would be useless now. The fuse had
been lighted—the explosion had come!
Players and supporters were hurling them-
selves at one another,

‘“Stop!”  shouted
‘“ Listen, Remove!
warning | No fighting 1” .

“Don’t be an 1diot I”’ gasped Jimmy Potts.
‘““What about Travers? They’ll serag him!”

$0h, my hat!” gaid Nipper blankly.

He could sce that Travers was in urgent
need cf assistance. And, much as Nipper
wanted to kcep the peace, the hot blood
surged through him now. These town boys
were to blame! It was all their fault. The
Saints had kept their heads—and so had most
of the 'Spurs’ supporters. It was only this
““tough” eclement which had started the
troub%e. Unhappily they gave the rest a lead,
and in next to no time it was not only the
“tough ”’ element which was fighting, but the
decent element, too.

Nipper grew angrier and more worried as
he watched. The game, he saw, was a fiasco.
Hardly knowing which way to turn, Nipper
found himself swept up in the rush of yell-
ing, fichting boys. He was compelled to fight

Nipper  urgently,
Remember the Head’s

- &

Jokes from readers wanted for this Ieatro ! It you

know a good rib-tickler, send it along now,

offlered as prizes.

A PROBLEM.

Frank (to Teacher): ¢ Please, teacher,
can you move your brain ? :
Teacher : ‘‘ No, of course not.”’
Frank : ‘¢ Well, how do you change your
mind ? |

(J. Cole, No. 4 Flat, 221, Mile End Road,
London, E.1, has been awarded a handsome

watch.)
A LONG WALK,

A prospective policeman was being questioned.

« lglow far it is from London to York ? *° asked
the examiner. ~ .

“ Well,” replied the applicant, * I don’t quite
know, sir, but if that is going to be my beat,
I don’t think I'll join the force.”

(E. Carlisle, 17, Hollybush Street, Plaistow,
London, E.13, has been awarded a penknife.)

A hand-
some watch will be awarded each week to the sender
of the best jokes ; pocket wallet and penknives are also
Address your jokes to ‘‘ Smilers,”’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4,

“« THE SECRET OF THE DESERT.” Thrilling adventure abroaq_

in self-defence. Through all the confys;
caught sight of Vivian Travers.
been rescued from the mob;

On
Traverg th

he was bleedip

and dazed. On all sides other fights wer
developing. | e
¢ Well, that's done l.t’ mate 1

A : 8aSped 4
familiar voice.

Nipper spun round. Sam Beckle wag nex
to him, and Sam was looking positiyg]
scs‘ar%d. . tod it ] y

‘Your chaps started 1it!” said N;j
breathlessly. Pper

“0Oh, did they?” roared Sam. ‘Wl Sce
here— Lumme! I've got the jumps,’tm
mate! You're right—it was our chaps wh,
started it. Blow ’em! Looks like a fipg
mess-up now |’

“Well, we tried, Sam,” said Nipper
soberly. ‘“We thought we'd make things njeg
and friendly, but I'm afraid we've come gy
awful cropper.”

[ W

CHAPTER 14,
The Rival Warriors!

¢ OOLS ! That’s what they are—fools|”
sald Sam Beckle bitterly. ‘“All of
’em! Your chaps as well!”
‘“Hang it, our chaps didn't do
anything until those roughs started!” pro-
tested Nipper. *‘They grabbed Travers, and
vou don’t suppose that our chaps would leave
Travers to his fate, do you? We came here
in a friendly spirit, Sam, and—"

e o b b T SRR SR Y S S S S S o o

THE REASON.

Father ¢ ‘“ My shaving brush is very
stif, I wonder what’s wrong with it?”

Small Son : ‘“ Well, it was nice and
soft when I painted the bird-cage with It
yesterday.”’

(II. Lawerence, Walesby Lane,
Necwark, has been awarded a pocket

wallet.)
UNKIND.

1st Nigger: * Ah’se just taken a load
off mah shoulders.”

2nd Nigger: * What! Yo’
washed yo’ neck, hagyo’ 7"

(. Qalloway, 44, Worton Gardens, Isleworths
has been awarded a penknife.)

OR IT WOULD GO BANG. ,
A Scot was a bad sailor, and he was crossl:lzg
the Channel. He went to the captain and a5
him what he should do to prevent seasxckness-m
“ Have you a sixpence 2 ** asked the captalf:
‘“ Aye,”’ replied Sandy.
‘ Well, hold it betwsen your teeth.”’
(R. Price, 179, Sturt Street, Ad
Australia, has been awarded a SP

prize.)
SLIPPERY. .
‘ Dad, what does the * Yellow Peril ' m
“ When a banana skin is left lying ©P
avement,”
P (W. Bateman, Rise End, Middleton, Derd¥
shire, has been awarded a penknife.)

ain't

ide
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‘ 1 know,” groaned Sam. * Sorry,
‘ Yes}’I’m all on edge. Crikey! They’ve
:il% q rare nasty muck of things!”

m

. s they had been talking the battle
lg‘%%vfﬂoped with startling rapidity. A
ha per of the St. Frank’s juniors—par-
”.umlar]y the rank and file of the Fourth and
tou J—had attempted to get out of the
Thire  sone. There was nothing cowardly in
s move. Their one desire was to avoid
ouble with the local boys; they were only
g)eying the headmaster’s instruction.

pBut the town boys had completely lost
.ontrol now. They had nothing to losc—like
‘he St. Frank’s fellows. “ For them this affair
was just another brawl. Their hostility
towards the schoolboys had been growing
over since the beginning of the game; and
pow they were out of control.

The St. Frank’s contingents found them-
selves cut off.  Superior forecs—superior in

number and in size—fell upon them. They
found themselves cornered, . and, becing
cornered, there was no alternative but to
fight.

Nipper found himself looking upon a wild

scenc. No matter where he turned his eyes,
there were struggling, swaying, reeling
crowds,

“Well, this has finally done it!” he said
sadly. :

But he was scarcely conscious of his words.
His mind was in a turmoil. Every instinct
within him-—every fibre of his being—urged

pg complete story i BOYS’ FRIENL 4d. LIBRARY No. 312.
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him to join in this scrap. It was something
bigger than a mere fight now; his own Form-
fellows were hard pressed. What was he
doing standing here looking on? What kind
of a skipper was he? The hot blood surged
to his face. It was all very well to keep
the pcace, but these town boys, without any
justification, had started this fresh trouble.
Rats to themm! Down with the town|

‘““Teeling queer, mate ?”’ asked Sam Beckle,
staring at him.

“T’m fecling—dangerous !”’ retorted Nipper
thickly.

Before Sam could reply a knot of wildly
excited youths barged into him, knocking
the {cotball, which he had rescuecd at the
start of the trouble, out of his hands.

‘““Here, mind what you’re doing!” roared
Sam angrily.

He stooped to retrieve the ball, and it so
happened that Nipper was pushed at that
moment, too. Nipper’s elbow jarred
violently against Sam’s jaw as he was stoop-
ing. He jerked himself to his feet, his eycs
blazing,

‘“’Kre, that was dirty!” he shouted.
“Baghin’ a chap when hs back was turned
“Don’t be silly!” said Nipper, whose
temper was raw. ‘‘You don’t think I did
that on purpose? These 1diots——"’

Crash |

Sam’'s fist thudded 1nto Nipper's chost.
Nipper rceled back, more surprised than
hurt. Then he saw red. With clenched fists

o o e b ol e i i o an o b o o o o o o b o o o o o e am i ol e i b o B o 2 2R

NOT WHAT HE MEANT.

A lady with her young son was walking through
the crowded toy department of a big stores.

‘“How would the little lad like a game of
Ludo ? ** asked the shopwalker with an eye to
business.

“0Oh, he’d be delighted if it’s not taking up

o0 much of your time,’’ replied the lady,
beaming,

(B. Morris, 13, Helix Gardens, Brixton,

London, S.1.2, has been awarded a pocket
teallet.)

UP WITH THE LARK.
But-clqer: “I need a boy about your age,
tnd I will give him fifteen shillings a week.”

Ambitious Applicant: “ Will I hLave a
thance to riso, sir 2

g Sutcher: “ Oh yes, I want you to be here
four o’clock in the morning.”

V(A- Allen, * Grange View,”

;‘aew North Road, Barkingside,
8 been awarded a penknife.)

HARD LUCK.

1St Medico : * 014 Jawkins
;‘e‘fays doctored himself with the

anol Medical books.’
dleg Ditto : * Yes, and finally he
a3 the result of a misprint.”

L((,,'l';'h':"“, 1,S8t. Anne Street,
hag 4 use, London, E.14,
waly, tt";m awarded a pocket

SALESMANSHIP.
Busy Man: ‘I really cannot see you.”

Traveller (eagerly): *“Then I'm the very
man you want, sir. I'm selling spectacles.”

(Miss I. Lztle, The Mansz, Sixmilecross,
Ireland, has been awarded a use/ul prize.)

A NEAR THING.

Passenger : ‘I suppose you’ve had some

hairbreadth escapes during your seafaring
career ? ”’ -

Sailor : ‘¢ Yes, indeed. I was nearly drowned

once.’’

Passenger : °‘ How thrilling. What hap-
pened ? *°

Sailor : ‘™I went to sleep in the bath and

forgot to turn off the tap.”

(G. Davies, 87, Sebert Road,
Fovest Gate, London, E.?,
has been awarded « pocket
wallet.)

GENEROUS.

Scot: “Is the elephant
allowed to have fruit ?

Keeper: ‘ Yes”

Scot : “ Well, can I give him
a currant out of my buB |

(F. Weeks, 30, Dartrn®8uth Cot-

tages, Bexley Heath, has becn
awarded a pocket wallet.)
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fio leapt at Sam, and the next moment they

were swiping at one another hammer and
tongs.

And after that, of course, the battle
degencrated into one of the most disgraceful
affairs Bannington had ever witnessed. The
two captains—who might, perhaps, have
influenced some of their followers—were fight-
ing madly, and they set an example to the
others—which the others needed no urging
to follow.

‘“You'd bash me while my back was turned,
would you ?”’ bellowed Sam furiously.

“Y didn’t !” roared Nipper. *“ But I'll bash
you now, you hasty idiot !”

Crash! Thud! Biff!

Sam was a good fighter, but he relied upon
brawn rather than brain, Nipper, even in
his present excited condition, used his brain.
As a result, Sam soon exhausted himseli with
his wild rushes, whilst Nipper remainced com-
paratively fresh, )

Crash!

Nipper’s right bored unerringly into Sam
Beckle's face. Sam took the blow on the
point of the jaw; he rceled back, staggered,
and collapsed. He did not even attempt to
rise; he found it impossible to rise. He was
“Out.”

Nipper looked round wildly. Tairly close
at hand, Handforth and Church and McClure
were fighting valiantly. They were sur-
rounded by a yelling mob of town boys—fully
a dozen. They were outnumbered hopelessly.

Handforth was fighting as gamely as a
giant. His mighty fists were doing tremend-
ous destruction, and he was really enjoying
himself. Church and McClure were good
fighters, too, and they were giving a good
account of themselves.

‘“Come on, Removel”
‘“ Rescue |”’

A number of stragglers, running at random,
heard the call. They rallied round. Dashing
up, Nipper and these 6thers went to Hand-
forth’s assistance. The figcht became more
and more desperate.

““Good men!” panted Handforth, as he
sent one hulking vouth staggering. ¢ Take
that, blow you! And you can take this!”
Biff ] “I’'m not particular!” Crash! *“They
all come alike to me!”” Wallop! “I’'ll show
you some fighting, now you’ve asked for it!”

With Nipper and the others joining in, the
1Samts gained the ascendancy. But not for
ong. .

“Hi! Help!” howled one of the 'Spurs’

yelled Nipper,

supporters. * This way, chaps!”
“Come on, Bert! We've got a mob of ’em
’ere |’

‘““Lend a hand, Bill !”

Excited town boys came dashing up, and
it was not long before the Removites were
hopelessly beaten. There wasn't an earthly
chance for them. Handiorth was one of the
las§ to go down, but he went down in the
end.

All round in every direction as far as the
cve could see other battles were taking place.
Fellows were running for it, others were
chasing them. It was an astounding scene.

LEE LIBRARY

““Where's that bloke with the ugly muge»
roarcd_an aggressive voice, “Yes, thytr,
Lim! I'm going to chuck him in the canjy] »

Bill Stringer, the Hotspurs’ left-back, wagq
filled with rage. Handforth had haminereq
him considerably, and his face, at no tip,
handsome, was now positively revolting,

“Lumme! That's a good idea, Bil]»
gasped one of the others. ‘“Come onl We
chuck ’cm all in the canall”

‘“’Ear, ’ear!”

More rcinforcements arrived, and Hang.
forth, Church, McClure, Nipper and half ,
dozen others were seized by strong hands,
They were half-dragged, half-frog’s-marcheq
No matter how they struggled, it was ip.
possible for them to get away.

The canal was not far off. The mo}h
reached the bank, and with mighty heaves
the victims were hurled upwards and out.-
wards, and they splashed heavily into the
cold, muddy water.

L ]

CHAPTER 15,
Remove on the Run]

6 A ha, ha!” _
““That’ll cool ’em off a bit!”
““ Not half it won’t !’ -

The crowd which had performed
this deed was composed of the worst element
of the town. Only onc of them—Bill Stringer
—was a Hotspur. The others were young
toughs who were merely out to cause trouble.

In all such affairs as this the useless young
hooligans of a district will always join 1n—
and do the most damage. Afterwards they
generally escape scot-free, while the innocent
always suffer for the guilty. The St. Frank’s
fellows and all the scores of decent town boys
would be blamed for the outrages that were
taking place. Yet in all truth they were
blameless. The mob had taken charge now.

Fights were going on everywhere.

Reggio Pitt, Jack Grey and eight or niné
other West Houcs Removites, clustering to-
gether, were attacked on all sides. They
were being pelted with lumps of mud an
carth—even with vegetables torn pp from
the neighbouring allotments. ,

““My children, this is getting too thick!
said Reggie, as_a hefty cabbage struck hit
on the side of the head. ‘“Come on! We've

got to move!” | .
“But—but we can't bolt!” gasped DI

Goodwin,
‘“Why not? Paralysed?”

° . . o ”
““It’s—it’s an admission of cowardice—

“0, Foolish One!” interrupted Pitt crls%lyé
““That 1s the talk of folly! You saw W }‘1‘0
happened to Nipper and Handy and t”
others, didn't you? Chucked into the can?
Do you want to get chucked in, too?”

“Oh, my hat!” groancd Jack Grey:
‘““What a mess-up!”’ it 1"

““No good saying that, my lad, Let’s l?oﬁng
sang out Pitt. *There’s nothing humilia
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Triumphantly the enraged Bannington boys dragged Nipper & Co. to the canal and
hurled them into the cold, muddy water.

in it cither. The sooner we can get out of
this shindy the better!”

Crowds of town boys, led by roughs, were
sweeping down on them. They took to their
heels in the nick of time. Another bunch of
the enemy cropped up in advance of them,
and they were obliged to dodge, to zig-zag ro
and fro. They shot down one road, tore
round a corner into a lane, and behind them
came the mob.

In this fashion the Removites entered the
town. Having started running, they were
compelled to keep on running. Any that
lagged behind would be pounced upon and
roughly handled. The town boys were now
utterly reckless and excited.

Dashing into the High Street, the fugitives
bresented an amazing sight. They were
Smothered with mud, their clothing was torn,
and they were gasping for breath. Behind
Came the yelling pursuers.

The good people of Bannington were
startled, staggered, shocked. They stared
aghast. That affair in mid-weck had been
& mere picnic compared with this.

«  The bus!” eroaked Reggie Pitt, pointing.
uick, you chaps! It’s our only chance.”

One of th ' '
. e big luxury coaches which
%I;?r?ted between Bannington, Bellton and
ass Owe was on the point of starting. It
Nearly empty, too.

The Removites, in the last stages of
exhaustion, just managed to reach it. They
piled in, 1n spite of the angry shouts of the
driver and conductor. The conductor, in fact,
was swept right off his feet and hurtled back-
wards.  Scarcely had the last junior
struggled in than the pursuers were on the
spot, striving to enter, too.

The driver behaved sensibly. Leaping to
his seat, he drove off, d the mob, robbed
of its prey, was left behind. It had plenty of
work on 1its hands, for two or three con-
stables had come running up, attracted by
the terrific commotion. The mob scattered,

- running 1n all directions.

And Reggio Pitt & Co., a sadly wrecked
and exhausted crowd, was on its way to St.
Frank’s. That crowd was-lucky.

Nipper and Handiorth and the others who
had becen flung into the canal had managed
to drag themselves out. But even then their
ordeal was not over. They were hooted and
jeered by a crowd which outnumbered them
five or six to one. They were hustled, pushed,
knocked over, and generally manhandled.

Fortunately for them Travers hove in sight,
and Travers had collected a big group of
Removites and Fourth-Formers. As he had
told them, there was safety in numbers.
Keeping together in a big crowd, they wereo
not attacked.
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They dashed to the rescue of the soaked
Removites. Another fight took place—a
desperate affair—and at length the town boys
were scattered. .

¢“Thanks!” panted Nipper. “We’'ve had
an awful time.”

““ And so you jolly well ought to have an
awful time!” said De Valerie. *“Tlus 1s all
your fault, Nipper!”

“Rot!” came a croak from Handforth,
“Don’t be an i1diot! Nipper didn’t start the
riot !’

“PBut he brought us to the Hotspurs’
ground, didn't he?” said Val. ‘We warned
him——"

““Is this quite the time for rccriminations,
dear old- fellow?” asked '[ravers mildly.
“Iet’s go while the going is good.”

Meanwhile, John Busterficld Boots, of the
Tourth, accompanied by Bob Christine,
Roddy Yorke, Bray and others, were having
a pretty hectic timo of their own. They had
been cut off from the main force, and, run-
nin
the}g: found themselves beset by two or three
mobs.

Like Pitt & Co., they bolted. It was the
only safe thing to do. Turning down various
side strcets, Bocts and the other Fourth-
I'ormers at length found themselves clear of
the chase, Tfley moderated their paceo,
breathing hard.

“The brutes! The rotters! The cads !’ said
Buster Bools hotly. “By Jupiter! We'll get
our own back for this, you chaps!”

““No good talking like that,” groancd Bob
Chiistine. who could hardly sce owing to two
black eves. “If we're collared we'll be half-
slanghtered !’

“It's the town's day to-dav,” admiited
Boots aggressively, ‘““but anolher day’s
coming, don’t forget!”’

‘““Yes, there’ll be a reckoning !” said Bray
thickly.

“It’s war to the knife after this!” went on
Boots truculently. *‘Peace, ch? 1 don’t
think! Blow Nipper and his peace talk!”

‘“Took out !’ muttered Yorke suddenly.

They had turned another corner, and in
front of them they beheld half a dozen of
the roughest Bannington element.  Buster
Boots’ eyes glowed as he saw that these six
tougiis wcro alone.

“Come on!” he muttered. “Now’s our
chance to get a bit of our own back.”

The Tourth-Formers rushed down on the
town group. Tho town group saw them
coming, velled with alarm and scattered,
but they were just a shade too late. Before
they could get away, the ¥Fourth-Formners
were on them. and down they went.

“Good egg!”

“Good old St. Frank’s!”

“Hurrah!”

But fheir victory was short-lived. Yells
sounded down the road, and soon a great
crowd of town bovs came sweeping along.
Police also appeared ou the scene. Boots &
Co. gave them one look, and bolted.

|n
[

in a different direction from the others,
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CHAPTER {16.
The Folly of St. Frank’s!

N all the confusion and excitement, Hand-
forth was even arrested !
When he arrived in the High Strcet,
with lots of the other battered school-
hoys, he bccame mixed up in another free
fight. It wasn’t his fault. He ha.})pened to
sece his minor—the redoubtable Willy of the
Third—in the hands of five or six young
roughs. Handforth saw red. He charged
and so determined was his charge that the
roughs scattered, and Willy sat down

abruptly on the pavement—dazed.

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!

253
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had
but,
like the Removites and the Fourth-Formers,

they had been outnumbered from the first.
So they had fared just as badly.

‘He and his valiants of the Third
given a good account of themselves;

ITandforth, in chasing the enemy, had run
into a policeman. The policeman promptly
grabbed him, and began marching him off
to the station.

Just as promptly, Willy, velling to Church,
McClure, and others, dashed up. The police-
man was bowled over, and Handforth was
rescued. By the time another policeman
arrived on the scene, attracted by his fellow
officer’s whistle, the culprits had vanished.

But it was another incident which wen?
down as a black mark against St. Franks
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The scandalisca townspeople of Banning-
ton, not knowing all the ecircumstances,
blamed the school for this latest outbreak.
At St. Frank’s itself, practically every tele-
phone in the various buildings was ring-
ing at oncs. People were calling up the
different Housemasters—they were insistently
ringing up the Head. Everybody was full of
dramatic intormation concerning the desper-
ate and shocking battle which had been
taking place.

So, when the warriors, muddy and bat-
tered and bruised, began to trickle back to
the school, the masters and prefects were

ready.

BRI ISP

«PEP FOR THE SAINTS!”
By E. S. BROOKS.

Ulysses Spencer Adams—the Big Boss of
the Remove !

With the downfall of Nipper, Adams is
elected to the captainey. Like a human
cyclone the hustling American junior sets
cut to pep up the Remove. And gives it the
pip. His startling ideas cause sensations—
and ructions !

Look out for this lively complete school
yarn next week. It’s a wow !

‘¢« Outlawed ! ”

A

David Goodwin gives you more thrills in
the next gripping instalment of this magnifi-
cent higzhwayman-adventure serial.

L

“HANDFORTH'S WEEKLY!”

“Our Round Table Talk.”
oAt ORDER IN ADVANCE!

This was gn exceptional case—in fact, a
unique case—and all the Housemasters were
lined up just inside the main gates, As the
R_Oys came in they were given their instruc-

ons.

“All you Ancient House boys will go
straight indoors,” Mr. Wilkes was saying
Tepeatedly, as he recognised his own boys.

Go to the bath-rooms, wash yourselves,
Ch‘;’alr;g,?, and then go straight into Big

The boys were dumb for the most part.

They all recognised the stupendous nature
“){’ this situation. It was unprecedented.

hen they reached the Ancient House they
tg“nd Form-masters and prefects’ awaiting
them' They were spread out on the steps,
: rough the lobby, two or three even being
“Pstairs on the landing. There was no possi-
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bility of any boy dodging off to his own
study, or anywhere elsc.

As the war-scarred warriors came in, so
they were marched straight upstairs, And
it was exactly the same in every House.

It was the greatest sensation St. Frank’s
had *“‘enjoyed” for many a term. The
seniors, generally speaking, were shocked
and angry. KEverybody was talking about
tho ‘‘good name of the school,” and the
irresponsibility of these juniors who had
brought such a scandal upon St. Frank’s.

More than two hours had elapsed before
the last of the stragglers came in.

Mecanwhile, the first to arrive had long
since dressed, and had gone into Big Hall,
according to instructions. They looked very
differecnt now—although there was scarcely
a boy who did not show some mark of battle.
They wero all scared, too—badly scared.

It was a wecarisome wailt for the early
arrivals But all things come to an end
in time., and at length the entire Junior
School, with two exceptions, had turned up.
Even then nothing definite was known. The
prefects and the masters called the roll, and
every name was answered—excepting for
those two.

Then 1t was rumoured that Doyle of the
West House and Billy Nation of the Modern
House were in the Bannington Hospital.

Doyle was unconscious, suffering from con-
cussion. He had evidently been hit hard
in one of the struggles, and, in falling, he
had struck the back of his head on the pave-
ment—and the roughs who had attacked him
had bolted. Doyle had becen found by a
policeman. Billy Nation was suffering from
a broken arm—but, as 1t turned out, the
fracturo was comparatively slight. Con-
sidering the nature of the battle, it was a
wonder that the casualty list was not ten
times larger, {

On this occasion, not only Inspector
Jameson visited the school, but also the
Mayor of Bannington himself, accompanied
by at least three town councillors. In a
heated interview with the Head they ex-
pressed their indignation and demanded an
inquiry. Nelson Lee needed all his tact and
diplomacy to placate the irate gentlemen.

Finally, when the whole school was
assembled in Big Hall, the headmaster him-
self came upon the platform.

“There is no need for me to make any
reference to what has happened in Banning-
ton this afternoon,” said Nelson Lee, his
voice as cold as ice. “I am shocked and
grieved that my trust in the Junior School
has been so grossly abused.”

There was a faint murmur of protest.

“It wasn’t our fault, sir!” Handforth
managed to say. “We didn’t start 1t.”

“I gave you permission to play a football
match this afternoon,” continued Nelson
Lee. ‘I shall not make any reference to
the cause of the disgraceful riot which took
place at that match. I am not in a position
to make any statement until the most
stringent inquiries have been conducted.
But I do know that the Junior School has
brought disgrace upon the good name of
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8t. Irank’s.
indefinitely.””-

The sch..ol was silent;
this picce of news.

““Does that mean for everybody, sir?’”’ ono
senior plucked up courage to ask.

“It applies only to the Junior School,”
replied the Head. ‘“But I must take this
opportunity of warning the Secnior School
that 1t would be well advised to keep out
of the town. I‘or their own safety, the boys
of the Scnior School had better lecave Ban-
nington severely alone.”

Ther2 were murmurs of protest in the
Senior School.

“For the rest, St. Frank’s will carry on
as usual,” said Lee. “All boys will return
to their Houses; and those with injuries
will report immediately to their House-
masters. I have dccided that all boys of
the Junior School are equally guilty for this
afternoon’s orgy of fighting. Every junior
boy will, therefore, receive an imposition of
onc thousand lines.”

It was the final blow—the stunning knock-
out, Battered and bruised as they were, the
juniors felt positively groggy at this pro-
nouncement. A thousand lines each!

If Nipper had been unpopular before, he
was now hated—not by @ mere scction of
t}fle' Junior School, but by nincty per cent
of 1t.

Bannington is out of bounds

1t had expected

CHAPTER 117.
Knocked Off his Perch!

OR Nipper, unjustly

blamed for everything.

It was he who bhad insisted upon

the Hbotspurs fixture being kept. It

was he who had insisted from the first that

friendly relations with the town boys could
be restored if only the match was played.

And what was the result?

The boys had gone over for that match;
the match had developed into a riot, and
they had come home battered wrecks. Ban-
nington was out of bounds, and every boy
fn th!e Junior School had to do a thousand
Ines

And all through Nipper!

Pandemonium was let loose after thne
school had bcen dismissed. Fully half the
boys had decided to go straight to bed, so
exhausted had they been feeling, but now
they never thought of bed. They had even
forgotten tea

The worst troublo was 1in the Ancient
House. The Removites, crowding into the
Common-room, were all shouting at once.
Nipper, listening, felt bitter, What had he
done to deserve this?

““Where’s Nipper?”

“Yah! Turn him out!”

‘““Resign—resign !”

“Down with Nipper!”

‘“A thousand lines each !”

“Good gad! I mean to say, chuck it,
dash you!” protested Archio Glenthorne, as
be was being hustled about. “It’s {right-

enough, was
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fully rotten, having to write a thousand
lines I mean, but, odds injustice and piflie,
why blame Nipper ?”” |

“*Good man, Archie,” roared Handforth,
who had recovered all his old aggressiveness,
“Why blame Nipper? He didn’t start that
riot, did he?”

““Just what I’'m saying, old thing,” nodded
Archie brightly. ,

“I’'m not talking to you—I'm talking to
tnese fatheads!” said Handforth, glaring at
the crowd. ‘Nipper took the team over
to Bannington to keep that fixture. He’'d
given his promise—and all honour to him
for taking the risk. Look at me! I'm
pretty battered, aren’t I? I enjoy a scrap
as much as anybody, but I've got scnse
enough to see that Nipper was doing his
best for the Form—ior the whole Junior
School ! ”And any rotter who runs him

down
Shut up !”

“Yah!

“You’rc as bad as he 1s!”

Handforth was shouted down, much to his
astonishment and anger.

““Nothing can alter the fact that it was
Nipper's 1dea to go to Bannington,” said
De Valerie. ‘“Plenty of us warned him—
to or three chaps even resigned their posi-
tions in the team, although they were dotty
cnough to play, after all

‘““Not so dotty,” said Fullwood, with a
glare. “I was against Nipper at first—but
I was an ass. I'm with him now.”

‘““Thanks, Fully, old man,” said Nipper
quietly.

‘““Rats! Nothing {o thank me for,”" re-
plied Fullwood. “You just did your duty
as Junior .captain—and because you did your
duty, these thoughtless fathcads are turning
on you.”

Automatically, instinctively, those fellows
who rallied round Nipper now took their
stand by his side. They included such stal-
warts as Handforth & Co., Travers, Tull-
wood, Archie Glenthorne, Tregellis-West,
Watson and Jimmy Potts. Most of the
others kept to the opposite side of the
Common-room.

“] want to say a few words——"" began

Nipper.

“Yah! Shut up!” |

“We don’t want to hecar any words from
ou.”’
y “You rotters!” bellowed Handforth.
““He’s your captain, isn’t he? Give him a
hearing !”

So violent was his tone that the rank and
file calmed down.

‘““All I want to say is thgs,” said Nipper
quietly. “If you fellows expecct me to admit
that 1 was in the wrong, you’ll have to g0
on expecting! That fight this afternoonl
was none of my making. 1 insisted upon
taking my team over because the fixture was
a League one, and it had to be played. In
addition to that, I wanted to show the town
that we, for our part, werc not anxious t0
keep up the quarrel. In that respect I suc
cceded. The town itself is responsible for
what happened to-day. Why blame me®
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was aggressive in spite of his
quietness. The unfairness of his antagonists
riled him—and hurt. It made him sad to
think that the Form was so ready to turn
acainst him.

“Before the trouble could spread any
further, deputations arrived from the West
1Jousc, tho Modern House and the KEast
Ilouse. They all told the same story.
Nipper was blamed; lis resignation -was
demanded.

“{ can’t seec how you can get out of the
responsibility,” said Armstrong of the East
T{ruse. ““What about those ncetings wo
held the other day? Didn’t we all decide
that it would be madness to play football
against tho 'Spurs? We knew what kind
of blighters they were, and we came to the
conclusion that they weren’t worthy of being
included in the St. Frank’s Leaguc. The
best thing we could have done to show what
we Lhought of them was to scratch the
match.”

‘““ Hear, hear!”

“Of coursel”

“ But Nipper 1s Junior captain,” went on
Armstrong sarcastically. ‘““He’s the Big
Noise! He came out with the edict that
the game shall be played! Well, you know
what happencd! Was it played ?”

“T'll tell the world 1t wasn’t!” said
Adams. ‘‘Listen to me, boys! I've got @&
dandy notion! What you guys need 1s a
nifty, pcppy leader.”

“Yes, ratherl”

“Good old Adams!”

Nipper lhistcned bitterly.
so many of the boys were ready to rally
round Ulysses Spencer Adams. ractically
all the fellows who could lead the Remove
were on Nipper’s side. The rank and file,
in short, were lcaderless. And of them all,
Adams was perhaps the strongest. They
naturally turned to him.

“I've hecard enough,” said Nipper sud-
denly, his voice unusually harsh. *‘There’s
no nced to take a vote. The majority of
you want me to resign, don’t you?”

“Yes!” went up a mighty roar.

“Very well, then—I resign,” said Nipper.
. The announcement was greeted with deri-
Sive cheers.

S0 it came about that Nipper, the once
universally popular captain of the Junior

chool, was *cast overboard. He, like St.

rank’s, was in disgrace.

Who would be elected the new captain?

sverything pointed to Ulysses Spencer
Adams of New York, U.S.A., achieving

4t honour. He would need all his peppy

Merican  ideas—and not a few Enghsh
Olles—to ecarry him through |

Nipper

He knew why

THE END.

ne . Pep For the Saints!” is the tiile of
R‘:“ week’s rollicking St. Frank’s yarn.
Read how Adams becomes captain of the

Nove ; how the hustling American junior
ut to pep up his Form-fellows. Don’t
this corking story, chums.)
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CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

Reg. Radbourne, 66, Charles Strect,
Abbotsford N.9, Victoria, Australia, wants
correspondents outside Australia.

Miss Shcila Finlayson, Post Office, Portsea,
Victoria, Australia, wishes to correspond with
girl readers.

C. Cook, 68, Fourth Avenue, Manor Park,
London, E.12, wants correspondents overscas
—ago 21,

John M. Swift, Croydon Road, Croydon,
Victoria, Australia, wants correspondents in-
terested In stamps; age 24.

A. C. Cleeve Sculthorpe, ¢/o Box 10, West-
holme, Vancouver Island, B. (., Canada,
wishes to correspond with readers, ages 16
25, in all parts of the world, who &are in-
terested in journalism, photography, and
sports.

Lawrence Godfrey, 49, St. Saviour's Cres-
cent, Luton, Beds., wants correspondents in
Blackpool and Newecastle; ages 14-16.

James Alfred Kelly, The Hollics, Oldham,
Lancs, wishes to join a rambling club in his
area.

Jack Blee, 517, Lyons Street, Ballarat
South, Victoria, Australia, wants corrcspon-
dents anywhere.

Miss Grace A. Homer 49, Waller Road,
New Cross, London 8.E.14, wants girl cor-
respondents in Canada, Wales and elsewhere.
age 18.

Miss Millie Thomas, 4, Tolmer Place, Nor-
wood, Adelaide, South Australia, would like
to hear from girl readers—age 18-19—in any
part of the British Empire.

Bernard H. Wintle, 6, Finstock Road,
North Kensington, London, W.10, wants
correspondents  1nterested in cycling,
mechanical hobbies, and metal work.
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Dick Forrester forces a sheriff to eat his own words.

Outlawed!

DAVID
GOODWIN

Forced to Flee!
HECOD, ‘tis mighty intriguing! 1

wonder where this business 1z
leading me?” muttered Dick
Yorrester to himself, as he rode
through the park of Tolleshunt Towers
in the morning sun. ‘“Not that I care
the snap of a finger—but what I fear is
that my presence may bring havm to
Durisdeer And what of King James and
his chances?”
Dick had sat leng with Durisdeer the
naht befote, and heard much, and the
ipshot of 1t all eaused him to wouder

— —

————

A stirring serial of old-time
romance and adventure.

!

what sort of a leader James Stuart might
be. He had made but a poor show in ’lo-
Rightful King of England in the dircct
line he might be, but Dick was a man 9
action, and he was not anxious to ride
under a prince who would never strike 2
strong blow for his own. The Forreste?s
were fighting men first and plotters after:

, p Mo :
for all their quick wits,
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«0d’s blood! Were I James I would
ot be skulking 1In Italy, but rallying
ﬁood swordsman round me,” thought Dick.
21f hz's one of that mind, here’s a horse
and a sword for him; but to lie low and
Jlot and plan is too weary work for me.
i’ll lecave that to others, but I'll pledge
Durisdeer to be by his side in twelve hours
when James Stuart lands, though he have
put twenty men to march on to London.

« But for the rest, I am here on false
pretences. Durisdeer does not know me
tor Dick the Highwayman, and burn me
if I could tell him while his daughter is
here! I mever saw a prettier maid, nor
a prouder. ’Twould hurt my pride beyond
healing to see her scorn when she learned
] was a knight of the roads. Nay, this
is a passing pleasant house, but I will
oo back and pledge myself to Durisdeer,
and trouble him no more till my sword
is needed. But who comes yonder, head-
ing for the little gate?”

A stealthy looking fellow came up the
lane, and was making for the gate that
opcued upon a small path leading by the
longest way to the Towers. When the
man saw Dick he shrank back into the
hcdge.

“Yonder goes one who is not wishful
to have his errand spied upon,” said Dick
to himself. * Whatever it may be, I will
ride by and give no sign that I have seen
bim, whereby I may learn the more.”

From the corner of his eye Dick saw
{he fellow, who was clad in russet jerkin
and breeches, come¢ furtively from his
hiding-place again and make for the park
gate. Plainly he was bound for the

owers.

“Yonder knave means no good!” mut-
tered Dick, and he was just about to ride
forward and ask the fellow his business,
when suddenly two mounted men came
thundering round the corner, and, riding
down the furtive person in the russet

Jacket so that he rolled head-over-heels in

the dust, sprang from their horses and
keld him down, -

P —
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Never had Dick secen anyone fight so
desperately. The prostrate man drew a
dagger and stabbed omne of his captors
in the arm. and when that was taken from
him, he bit and kicked and struggled and
scratched like a wild cat. But the two
men knelt on him and secarched his clothes
diligently. They found in his jacket a
sealed letter, and when it was taken from
him the fellow resisted no more.

“20a’s fish!” said Dick. riding to the
scene. ‘‘What midday drama is this that
I have happened upon?”

The maa who held the letter looked up
and, seeinz the well-dressed horseman,
touched his hat.

“Order o’ t’ sheriff, sir,” he said, and
at the same moment Dick heard the sounds
of galloping horszes swiftly approaching.

“Zounds !” thought Dick. “This is no
place for me then. Yet if yonder be the
sheriff coming, and I so near Durisdeer’s
house, ’twould have a very 1ill appearance
if I were to gallop off at the sound of
his name. Derchance he will not know
me.”

Round the bend came a stout little man
on an iron-grey horse, with two more men
behind him, all riding like the wind. The
little man was the Sheriff of Hensleydale.
Purple in the face with hard riding, he
pulled up with a jerk alongside the
prisoner. )

“Have you found it?
him ?”’ he cried.

“Here 1t be, y’r worship,” said onc of
the men, handing up the sealed letter.

The sheriff tore it open and read the
contents.

“Ah!” he said fiercely. “’Od’s wounds !
But a man 18 a fool to traffic with treason
in my district. I am not to be tricked.
Egad! My Lord Durisdeer’s head stands
shaking on inis shoulders. Would that
King George had such a man as me 1in
every county !”

He broke off and stared ferociously at
Dick, whom he saw now for the first time.
The little man swelled like a frog with

Had he it about

e ——

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.

SR

DICk . FORRESTER, formerly a young highwayman, has been deprived of his estate and fortune by the

trickery of

HECTOR FORRESTER. This is only the beginning of Dick’s troubles, for he next falls foul of

and h
Light.

CAP};’“N SWEENY, the notorious leader of a gang of footpads, and i8 also wanled by the King's
iders for assisting his former comrade of the road,

RICHARD TURPIN: the famous highwayman, to escape capture.

e and Turpin ride off together. They are pursued by Riders, but make their escape after a fierce
af Turpm.goes off on a mission, arranging to meet Dick thrce days later. Sweeny makes numerous
i tempts on Dick’s life, but every time the young outlaw eludes him. Searching for Turpin, he falls
U0 an ambush laid by the footpad leader, and is rescued only just in time by Lord Durisdeer. Accept-

Dick is forced lo become an outlawn,

W his hospitality, Dick discovers that Durisdeer i8 a Jacobite who is secretly plotting to pul the exiled

12
L . Jaineg upon the English throne.

— T

(Now read on)




40

pompousness and wrath. Dick, cool and
smiling, returned his gaze.

“AhL " exclaimed the sheriff. “Who
arc you? What do you here amid these
treasonable matters?”

“T humbly admire the zeal and courage
of King George’s Sheriff of Hensleydale,”
said Dick.

“You do well, sir—you do well,” said
the sheriff fiercely. “And I trust you do
no worse, or ill betide you! Mount, men,
and follow me. You, Jack Grant, ride
back and call up the rest of the posse.
Give them my orders as I instructed

Ou.’, .
yAnd the sheriff moved swiftly away
with his men. Dick rcmained where he
was, smiling wently, till they werc out
of sight round the corner.

Then, looking grave indeed, he wheeled
Satan quickly round, and, galloping along
the grass by the side of the lane to deaden
the sound, he made a wide circle of the
park at full speed. Clearing a high fence
in magnificent style, he raced towards the
north side of Tolleshunt Towers, hoping
to get there before the sheriff. He found
his host by the north door.

“Up, my Lord Durisdecr!” he eried.
“The sheriff has taken thc messenger with
a Jacobite letter meant for you, and he
is even now coming up the park with
bk1s men !”

“Ah !” said Lord Durisdeer, and hLis facc
grew grim aund white. “So soon? “Then
this means my ruin before even I strike
a blow for my prince. The groom there!
Saddle my horse and Mistress Phyllis’
instantly. Wec must ride for our lives!”

“Nay, burn it, sir! You have forty
stout fellows about the house,” said Dick.
“Sureiy we can make a stand for 1t.”

“And they can pin us here and bring
five hundred of George’s men against us,”
said Durisdeer bitterly. “To attempt 1t
13 madness.”

“Ay, that is what I did with Fernhall [”
muttered Dick.

“Our only chance is to fly. Then I may
be able to settle matters abroad, and so
save our ruin. Will that groom be all
day? Al, here arc the horses, and Lcre
is Phyllis !” |

Very pale, but calm, the girl came down
the steps. She cast a glauce of gratitude
at Dick. In a moment she and lLer father
were 1n the saddle.

“Ride to the eastward,” cried Dick.
“Spur and spare not, If you can win to
Hull and take ship, all will be weil. I
will hold the sheriff and his men as long
as I may!”
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Dick Turns the Tables!

ITH a farewell salute, Lord Durijg.

deer and his daughter gallopeq

away, and Dick rode round t],

Lhousc to meet the sheriff. Byt

wlhen he rcached the front there wepe

but two of the horsemen, and no one eclge

to be seen. Dick {rotted down the maiy

road through the park, but met mobody,
What had become of the posse?

Wondcring greatly, he rode all roung
tic park and lancs, seeing no one save
a sherifi’s man here and there. They
looked at him curiously, but did not
challenge him He turned back and rode
again towards tLe Towers.

“’0Od’s death!” he exclaimed, and hjg
heart sank like lcad as he stared before
him,

The sheriff and six men were riding
slowly back to the Towers from the north-
ward, and in {heir midst rode Lord
Durisdeer, wale, bareheaded, his face
bleeding, his clothes torn and dusty from
a heavy fall. Four of the six horsemen
each held a pistol levelled at his lordship,
and, outside the posse, weeping piteously,
rode Mistress Phyllis.

“Zounds !” muttered Dick, reining back
beside the wall of the house. “He is in
the toils at last. Yonder sheriff is less a
fool than I thought. Me has cut my lord
off and ridden him down. I seec little
hope here. If I ride in to attempt a
rescue, they will shoot him and myself,
too.”

“So, my lord, we . have you fast!”
snorted tlhe sheriff, as the posse halted
before the door. “As fast as though you
were in Hensleydale Gaol. Fear not, you
shall be there anon, and I’'ll stay you
from the executioner.”

Durisdcer made no reply.

“Dismount from your horse,” said the
sheriff. *“‘John Foster, bring up the rest
of the men, and then ride on to Henleys-

dale and call out a troop of Dragoons.

Whetlier they will be here before night, 1
know mnot; so till then, my Lord Duris-
deer, I will imprison you in your own
tower! I move not from here without the
Dragoons. 1 have suspicions of other
Jacobite gentry in these parts, and there
shall be no chance of rescue given,

jpromisec you.”

Durisdeer dismounted, slowly and palP”
fully. )

“But for my daughter,” he said, “yoU"
would not have taken me alive, Mast¢
Sheriff !” ' '

‘““‘Brave words,” sneered the shc{‘lﬂ('i
“Think not that you could have prevail¢
against me, daughter or no (i)augﬁter(;
There lives not in England the man wh
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can worst me, be he lord or highwayman.
NoW, march before me into the tower. I
xnow the strong-room at the top, and
there you shall lie till I am ready to move
ou. Man, give me oue of those pistols,
gnd remain to guard the house.”

He took one of his underling’s pistols
and marched my lord into the tower.
purisdeer might have been the captor and
{he pompous little sheriff the captive, so
tall and dignified did the old peer look,
despite his hurts. .

Dick, seceing how matters were going,
slipped away to the back, walked Black
Satan into an open stall in the stable, and
then returned to the turret. One of the
gheriff’s men was pacing up and down on
sentry-go. Dick waited till his back was
turued on the forward march and slipped

into the tower.

Walking softly on the old stone steps,
he followed captor and captive up the
stairway, and the sheriff’s throaty veice
drowned the sound of Dick’s footsteps.
Dick, having risen carly that morning, had
explored the old tower, and knew every
part of it.

“You little thought to be made a
prisoner in your own strong-room, my
lerd,” sncered the sheriff, as they came to
the last storey of the tower. “ Here is the
door. Enter without dclay.”

“I beg your pardon, Master Sheriff,”
s2id Dick.

The sheriff wheeled round with a startled
oath on hearing the voice. Instantly he
c{ap}()ed the muzzle cf his pistol to Dick’s
chest,

“Who are you?” he roared. * What do
you here? Speak, or I fire!”’

Dick smiled blandly,

“My admiration and respect for you,
Master Sheriff, have drawn my otherwise
}inwx]]mg feet up these stairs. I thought
* my duty to imform you that you are
about to put my Lord Durisdeer in a very
unsafe prison.”

‘Od’s death! What is that to you?”
shouted the sheriff. “Do I not know this

[ ———
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house as I know my own? Unsafe, quotha !
Down the stairs with you, sirrah, or I
shoot! This is some trick.”

~ “Your pardon,” said Dick. *“My mean-
ing was that Lord Durisdecer might
escape, which would be a very lamentable
thing. Nav, hear me: I do not mean
that any man could get the better of the
only and unequalled Sheriff of Hensley-
dale. But consider. There may be sccret
passages and traps in this old tower which
my lord, having lived here all his life,
should surely know. I speak as one who
knows the house. I desire but to give
your worship a hint that might be of
service. How tragic would it be were my
lord to escape!”

Lord Durisdeer and the sheriff stared at
Dick in astonishment. So solemnly and
warningly did ke utter the words that
the sheriff grew uneasy.

“Secret passages?” he snapped. “Bah!
Then if the etrong-room be unsafe where
may one¢ be certain? What other cell 1s
there?”

“Through the small”arch to the left and
up those stairs,” said Dick, “one may
come upon a much more desirable spot.
May I have the honour of showing you?”

The sheriff reflected.

“Do you lead the way
snapped, ‘““and my lord next. Remewmwber
that I walk behind with my pistol.”

Dick bowed solemnly and led the way
up the narrow stair., Durisdeer came
next, and after him the sheriff.  They
found themselves not in a room nor a
cell, but on the platform of the turrct
itself, forming the very summit of Tolles-
hunt Towers, with the battlements for a
railing, a forty-mile view over Yorkshire
on every side. and a sheer drop of ninety
feet to the ground. The moment the
sheriff saw this he stamped his foot.

“Fool,” he cried savagely, “what Iis
this? We are on the turret.”

““Master Sheriff, you say truly,” said
Dick, and, like a flash, leapt forward.

The next instant the sheriff found the
pistol knocked flying from his hand, his
coat-collar seized in an iron grip, and
himself hanging over the battlements by
the scruff of his neck, with ninety feet
between his boot-soles and the ground.

“And now,” said Dick blandly, “by
your worship’s leave, we will discuss the
situation !”

b

then,” he

A Sheriff Eats His Evidence!

HE sheriff gave a shriek that echoed
all down the walls of the tower,

causing frightened sparrows to
flutter away from their nests in
the ivy.
“Help! Treason! Murder!”
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~ He struggled wildly for a moment, and

then turned a round, terrified white face
up to Dick, who smiled down at him
benevolently. The young highwayman
was leaning casily against the battle-
nments, holdiny his worship’s collar with
a firm grip, while the fat little man
dangled helplessly over space.

“Pull me up!” cried the sheriff wildly.
“Oh, cxcellent young man, pull me up!
Would you drop me to my death?”

“Not for worlds,” replied Dick. “I
Lhope, nevertheless, that your coat is of
aood, stout cloth. Listen! Did I not hear
it tcar a little?”

His worship uttered a low moan.

“Pull me up !” he gasped.

“You have already said that,” re-
marked Dick. “I pray you think of
something new.”

“I shall be dashed into a thousand
pieces !’ wailed the sheriff. “How can I
jest 2

“I did not ask you to jest,” replied
Dick. “The situation is most serious.
What think you, Durisdeer?”

“I humbly conceive,” said Lord Duris-
decr, “that his worship is of that opinion.”

“I am undone,” moaned the sheriff.

“I trust your coat is not,” said Dick,
“or you will descend the tower more
rapidly than you mounted it. And now,
Master Sheriff, we will come to business
of State. In your breast-fob is a letter
which, In my opinion, will hang Lord
Durisdecer.”

“I will never give it up!” cried the
sheriff desperately. “You shall not have
it from me!”

“There is nothine on earth I desire
less,” said Dick, swaying the sheriff
agently to ease his arm. “I admire your
zeal. The letter you won by great
en'deavours, and it shall be yours. Eat
1t !

The sheriff gasped and squirmed. He
stole an appealing look at Dick, but the
young outlaw's face was set determinedly.

“It is close upon noon,” said Dick,
“and you should be hungry. Also, you
weigh more than I thought, and I feel
my grasp slipping. AL, you have the
letter! I wish you good appetite.”

“I cannot!” panted the sheriff.

“I give you .but twelve ticks of the
clock for your Iluncheon,” said Dick,
“after which, if the letter is not eaten, I
fear you will spoil my lord’s gravel walk.”

“Pull me up! My lord shall go free,”
wailed the sheriff,

“My fingers are weakening,” said Dick,
“and the twelve scconds are nearly up.”

Frantically his worship took the fatal
letter, tore at it with his teeth, and swal-
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lowed it with gaspings and splutterings,
In five seconds the whole of it had gone,

“There was no necd to be so greedy,”
remarked the young highwayman, with 3
faint smile; “but no matter, you shal] -
rest after the meal.”

And raising himsclf he heaved the
sheriff up and over the battlements again,
and sct him on his feet upon the turrct’s
top. The fat man panted and wheezcd,
looking from Dick to Lord Durisdeer and
back.

““ Here come your mcn, Master Sheriff,”
said Dick pleasantly, as the sound of foot.
steps were heard on the stone stairs.

“Ay, and there are by now thirty more
below !” cried his worship furiously. “And
the pair of you will be safe in Hcnsley-
dale Gaol within the hour.”

Dick smiled serenely.

“With all my heart,” he said. *“ Come,
my Lord Durisdcer, let us go with Master
Sheriff, We shall there relate the story
of how his worship, to stay his avaricious
stomach, devoured the king’s evidence.
All Yorkshire shall revel in the tale.”

My Lord Durisdeer bowed to the sheriff
and laughed softly. He held out his hand
to Dick, and they shook hands warmly.
His worship pauscd and stood thinking.

“Gentlemen,” he said slowly, “I have
no wish to be hard on you™ .

“Nay, we shall enjoy it,” returned Dick,
beaming. “’Tis not every day one has
such a tale to tell.”

“The letter is gone——" began the
sheriff.

“Ah,” said Dick, “what letter? My
Lord Durisdeer, have you hecard of any
letter ?” :

“Nay; surely there was no letter,” said
my lord.

“I agree most cordially,” cried the
sheriff, cheering up. ‘We were all ms-
taken. There could have been no letter.

His round fat face cleared, After all
none from the courtyard could have seen
him when he was dangling from tie .bat'tle-
ments. A sheriff lives upon his dignity:
It must be preserved at all costs. What 3
tale te go the round of the Ridings'

“My Lord Durisdeer,” he said, CO“gh,;
ing, “I take my leave. I—hcem—I trust
I may have no future occasion to thrus
myself upon you for disloyalty.” d

“You overwhelm me,” said my lord,
bowing low. her

So the sheriff gathered his men togett®
and rode forth. The sturdy servnlg'nffes
of Tolleshunt, who had armed thems® ot
for a fight, saw them go in amazeDi
Lord Durisdeer turned to Dick.

“I am your servant to the death,
he said. = “Your ready wit and
(Continued on page 44.)
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- Chums, don’t delay—uwrite to the Editor to-day.
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WONDER how many readers of the Old
J[ Paper can equal your fine record, James

. Tweed (Peak Crossing, Queensland) ?
A reader for fifteen years! It’s on'y a
little over sixteen years since the tierst nuun
ber appeared, and less than fifteen years =ince
the first St. [Frank’s story appeared o t.
So you are well qualified to sit at this Round
Tahla of ours. In fact, quite necar to my
own chawr, amongst the old-tuners,  No, My,
Brooks and Mr. Brearley are not one and
the same. Neither is Mr. Kenneth Brookes,
the artizt, m any way related to" Mre. Kdwy
Searles Brooks, the author,

* % *

Nipper has occasioually piloted an aevo-
plate, Jack Godden (Hilton, South Austra-
lia) on account of the excelent tuition given
him by his guardian, Mr. Nelson Lee. Ltle
1S one of the youugest people in England to
be granted an official pilot’s certiticate.
There is ne other boy at St. Frank’s with
that proud possession. Bellton is not quite
two miles from Bannington. There are no
Australians in the Sixth Form at St. Frank’s
—at least, none has appeared in the stories
=but Gilbert Kingsford, of tho Ancient

ouse, hails from Queenstand, and i3 a
hundved per eent *dinkumy Aussie.”

% » 4

en skefches of Sixth-Formers,
LOR. An unobtrusive senior
ever ventures out, Very
and 1 Has an idea that he is an invalid,
Unse eeps indoors six days out of the week.
. clable to a degree, but not because of
'Y unpleasant streak in his nature. Ho

Three final
CEDRIC T4A

who scarcely
Hudions,

Jus . .
Biog loves solitude; but on the rare occa-
he S when he docs join his fellow seniors,

Ve'rls amiability itself. HILARY VICKERS.
of K Mmuch of a silly ass. A senior edition
1§ re:ﬁ}“@ Glenthorne, except that Vickers

¥ a chump, and Archiec isn’t. Other
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DA X A breezy chat with readers con- '
ducted by the EDITOR. All letters

. should be addressed to The Editor, . S
NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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tellows play practical jokes on him with
nupunity.  An amiable fellow, always gool-
naturcd, but far too simple éver to shoulder
the resporsibinlities of a prefect. GEORGE
WILSON. A terror to the fags, owing to
h.s pass1on for orderliness. A learned senior
is Wilsen, and he likes his study and every-

thing belonging to hun to be “just s5.”

*» * *

Mr. Horace Pycratt, the master of thg
Fourth Form, presides in the East House, -
(s. H. Ballard (Mitchamn)}. DMpr. Alington
Wilkes is the Housemaster of the Ancient
House, and, naturally, ltves theve. You may
rely upon Mi. Brooks to bring Willy Hand-
forth to the fore at fairly frequent intervals.
Edward Oswald Handforth, of eourse, is
always throwing his weight about, and won't
et himsclf he kept ot of the stories,

» » %

Yes, Havold El'iy (Bradford), ‘“Robeit W.
Comrade ’' is a pen-name which is sometimmes
used by Mr. Edwy Searles Braooks. Archie
Glenthorne is not the richest junior in the
school, although he always has plenty of
money to throw about. The Hon. Douglas
Singleton, who was once known as ‘'The
Spendthrift,” is considerably richer, since he
has a great deal of money in his own right,
wheareas most of the other “rich” fellows
are dependent upon the genercsity of their
wealthy parents or guardians,

» % %
The headmaster at St. Frank’s prior to

Mr. Nelson Lee’s appointment, Philippa
Foote (Deal), was Dr. Morrison Nicholls,
Nipper’s girl chum is Mary Summers. Willy

Handforth is not so fond of fighting as his
elder brother, but the majority of the Third-
Formers can vouch for his fistic abilities. As
a rule Willy prefers strategy to violence, But
he is always ready for vialence 1if strategy

fails.
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OUTLAWED !

(Continued frem page 42.)

courage have saved me my hto,
dau«rhtnr my . tltlo -and’ fortune.” .-

“T rejoiceito have beeh able to pay somo
part of my debtito you,” said ‘Dick. “ And
now, by your leave, T will make my most

(mdml faorew ells, cand: 1‘1(le forth from
Tolleshunt.”

“Ride forth !” c¢ried Durisdeer, as they =
descended  from the stairs. “No, by
lcaven, you shall not! My house is vour '
siv, and unless you scorn |

-hoqpltahty I beg yoeu to stay
“I must gc onward,’
I would oive much to remain.
~ you who would scorn me,
;Tf who 1 am.’
0 “Can you think me
Durisdeer hotly, as they
~gravel.  ‘Were you .a. foxfmt( d
Would welcome vou the more.”
“You arc. nnt so far out,”
\\]llst]lno‘ for Satan,
-.towaul:. lum f10m the staDles. Do
not* call to ‘mind hearing of thls ]101~.o"
He ix called Black Satan. »
“ Black Satan?®” cried Phyllis, my lmd

It 1s rather

so base?” cuod
reached the
folon 1

\lr

said Bick,.

you.

daughter, who had just Jouud them.
“Then you——"
“I am Richard Forrester of anlmll

_known jto wayfarers as Galloping Dick !
s A hmhwa)mﬂ.n and an outlaw--no more !”
: ““All, something more!” ¢ried the girl,
. her eycds flashing. “A gallant «rcntleman

EDE whom we OWe our. Tives ! - }‘athor, do:

193 ) e

not It him go like this!

my

> said Dick, “though”

did -you- know -

who ‘came trottuur'
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“Nay, he shall not go were
Turpin  himself 1”7 vowed
“Shall I lose my pre%ervm

James a good 5w ord®”. -

¥ As to I{mv -Janres,”? sald D“lcis “wheg
tlerd is bomc’dung better ‘to <o’ tlmn din
Tiis healtll, 1 am his'man.” T promisc vuy
‘Durisdeer that the day he-iands to nmuh
on *Lonuou and fight- fm the throne, T wil)
-join z¥eu for the venture. I am Fain to
ownito - }ou tl{at I care not a rap whether
ctuart o) O Halfd'\'er reigns at St. Jamey’
but I w1ll “ride. w1tl_1m_the king who will

ll(‘ I)l( |
Dul‘]\d(\m
aud Kiny

o)

my 1)001_:_.=- sho)'w; thmoslt'“bport and has tho ]nnfr(‘\t

-

(ddb adﬁ'illst hlm

“VV th reo'ald to ‘the nanme you mep-
tloned,..lurpln 1% my c_ommdo and T go
to sceck lnm now. "I have too much 100.1rr1
“for )011 ‘to rémain and bLring trouble ol
your lmuse,,tor did the fat>sherifi know.
who I ‘was he would soon-be down on you
*So . fawwel., ‘my Lord Durisdeey
and - Mistress Ph),l.is. \lmuld you cver
need? a ‘good < §toxd -or =a“pair.df’ ready
pistols - aoams‘r your “enéniics,” tellsit to the

B

aodlll »2

r L

gipsy folkciof the wobdlandy,« and “Dick
f‘oilps'{@l‘ “111 ho l)(\aulv- *ou bofmo :rhq
r neod is past.’? 7o Fooo0 Ve ar o b

And, (](‘h])lt(‘ all thov coul(l do to (l(tam{

him, Dick s“(l)f oft is hat and?g gallopdd
away down the park, leaving tlwm to
regret the loss of an ou‘(lzmod hlo'inmv-
man. |

: 4
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. (More stirvring ad’renuu*es befall 1 mir
h:qhu-aym(m pal in next week’s enthr alting
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