


U. S. Adams peps up St. Frank’s—and give it the pip }

CHAPTER 1.
The Dewnfall ¢f Nipper!

¢ HAT you guys necd 1s pep !” said
Ulysses Spencer Adams loudly.

The American boy in the

Remove at St. Frank’s wag

standing on the platform in the big

lecture hall. Practically the cntire Remove
and Fourth were present,

“This old dump is dead from thic neck

up,”’ ccentinued Adams  firmly. “And

most of you bivds are snre duwb 1yt
von need right now is a break.”

*“As we're so frightfully slew, dear 0l
fellow, den’t you think that a brake i
unnceessary 2’ asked Vivian Travers,

“Aw, cee!l Cut out the wiseeracks,
retorted Adams. “T mean a break—d
chhance! Don’t you guys anderstand
English r”

“I beg veur pardon,” saild Travers
gracefully. **1’m glad you've told me that
it’s Englieh. T didoe’t konw 7

)



Hustle into reading this lively complete school yarn, chums.

pursed his thin lips. There.was a deter-
mined light in his eyes, behind the horn-
rimmed spectacles. The Removites and
the Fourth-Formers didn’t know it, but
it was he who had called this meeting.
Wwith real American ‘“smartness” he had
passed the word round the Junior School

=~ quite

SAINTS!

There were a few chuckles, and Adams

By EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS

Nipper, the late Junior captain, was
desirous of saying a few words. But
Nipper was just as much in the dark as
anybody.

“Lasten, fellers!” said Adams impres-
sively. ‘““Maybe you're thinking that I've
got a crust for standing here and giving
you the works? Well, I guess it's up to
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] casually — 4 The b somebody to start
‘1t there was to be 4 BIG BOSS 4 something! So I'mn
a full meeting of the 4 > starting it right now.
) OIIIOVQ and Fourth ‘ Of the Remove makes a B GCO! I guess I've
lmnlediatcly after 4 BIG NOISE 4 stood around too
(:rssons. Nearl y 4 ) lOIlg.”
y el‘ybody had turned 4 and comes a 4 “You've stood on
b— believing  that 4 BIG CROPPER'! 4 that platform too
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long !” said Edward Oswald Handforth

aggressively.
*Dry up, Handy—Ilet him spcak !”
*“Yes, rather!”
‘“Go it, U.S.A. I”

Most of the juniors were amused.
Ulysses Spencer Adams was worth listen-
ing to—if only for his accent. He was
the son of Mr. Otis Spencer Adams, the
millionaire president of the Adams

Pimento Cheese” Company Incorporated of

Troy, N.Y. Mr. Adams had made so
many millions of dollars out of cheese, in
fact, that he was known in America as
the Cheese King.

“I'm putting it to you right now,
fellers, that Nipper has sure pulled a
bone !’ said Adams firmly.

‘“He’s done what ?”

‘“Aw, gee! Don’t I speak plainly?”
asked Adams. “I'm te ling you that
Nipper has pulled a bone—he’s fallen off
his horse !”

The Removites and the Fourth-Formers
agreed rcadily—at least, the majority of
them did.

“Blow Nipper!” said Boots of the
Fourth. ere is he, anvhow?
thought he was going to spcak to us—-"’

“I'm doing all the spcaking,” inter-
rupted Adams. “‘I'm putting 1t to you
richt here and now that you’re in need
of a new captain. And I'm the little guy
for that job!”

‘“‘Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“Good old Adams!”

““Nipper’s finished—he’s sunk,” shouted
Adams. ‘“What happened last week?
Those town guys got us in Dutch with
the Hcad. Ang 1f that wasn’t Nipper’s
fault, I'm the of
Lincoln !”

There were murmurs of assent. Nipper’s
stock, at the moment, was very low. The
rank and file of the Remove and Fourth

condemned him.

Since the beginning of the week they
had been recovering from black eyes,
swollen noses, thick ears, and similar
minor injuries. |
sEare time had been occupied in writing
the thousand lines which had been im-
posed upon each one of them by the head-
master.

For there had been hectic doings in
Bannington on the Saturday. Nipper had
insisted upon taking the Junior XI over
to play the League fixture against Ban-
nington Hotspurs; the game had been
only half played, and a riot had followed.
Bannington had not seem anything like
it for years St. Frank’s, to be bTuntly
truthful, was in disgrace.

Nipper was blamed because there had
been some previous trouble with the local

ghost Abraham

We

Every minute of their

boys; and popular opinion in the J

School had been all against that ﬁ“nior

Xt Urg

being kept. Nipper, as Junior a;
had gmsisted. PP Captain,
Yet Nipper was not to blame. He hag

done his best to keep the peace.

violent quarrel had beg)n as mll)lech the tt‘[;;%:
of the schoolboys as the town boys; it y,
one of those things which just happenedB
But nothing could alter the fact that Bap
pington was out of bounds, that evepy
f.umor boy had had to write a thousang
ines, and that most of them were g,
bruised and sore from the effects of t}g
fight that several days had elapsed beforg

they recovered their normal appearance.

Now, in mid-week, the Junior Schog]
was beginning to recover its spirits; apq
Ni];per was condemned more than ever,
Only a few staunch comrades, such gag
Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West, Hang.
forth, Church, McClure, Travers, Archie
Glenthorne and Reggie Pitt, stuck to him.
Most of the others were ready enough to
listen to the first bold spirit who got on
his fcet to address them.

And Adams, the supremely confident
American boy, was grabbing his chance,
Until now he had been compelled to re-
main. in the background; but he was an
opportunist.

*“If you guys had any sense you’'d elect
me captain!”’ he shouted. “I'm on the
level. I'm on the up and up.”

“You're not on anything!” shouted
Handforth derisively. ‘‘You’re ofi!l
You're off your rocker !

“Nix on that stuff!” bellowed Adams.
“Say, listen! Give me a break, and I'll
peg,this old dump up so’s you won’t know

“My only hat! He might be a good
skipper,” grinned De Valerie.

“Why not give him a chance?” sug-
gested somebody else.

‘“Hcear, hear !” ,

‘“We're fed up with Nipper, anyhow !

“Go it, Adams!”

“Show us how to get out own back on
the town rotters!”

“Aw, forget "it!” retorted Adams
quickly. *Leave those suckers alone! i

“Leave the town boys alone?” shoute d
Bootsgwrathfully. ‘“ After what they di
to us?”

“Yes, sir!” replied Adams promptly.
“Say, you've seen the Head’s notlgﬁ;
haven’'t you? Any guy who starts trou ’
with the town boys will get fired! Gues
we’d best take notice!” the

He was right. Mr. Nelson Lee, ot
famous detective-headmaster  of o
Frank’s, was determined to have peacy
Not only had he placed Bannington bg q
of bounds, but he had threatcned the b0¥
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. pulsion if they werc mixed up in
Wlthffnittpher fighting. The Hcad’s dralm)st.ic
311({01. Lad very effectually dampened the
Of-dour of those valiant juniors who de-
:il'(’d vengeance. -

“Teave things to me, and I'll pep up
the old dump 8O much that you'll never
s going into the town,” went on Adams
onthusiastically. “Say! After a week or
two the Hea will sce that things are

oing smoothly, and I guess he’ll remove
{ghe ban. It’s crecam in the can, fellers!”

The Removites and Fourth-Formers,
much amused, laughed and cheered.

«I'm a guy with 1deas,” went on Adams,
following up his advantage. ‘‘Give me
a chance to show you what I can do,
and—well, I'll hand you a surprise! Let’s
have it right now. I'm a feller who likes
things to be slick and snappy. TUp with
your hands ! '
skipper? Skipper of the Remove, and
Junior skipper generally, with full
power !” .

“f say, let’s give Adams a chance!”

“ Hear, hear.”

“Hands up for Adams !”

“Hurrah!”

Most of the boys, grinning and shout-
ing, raised their hands. Nipper, Hand-
forth, Travers, and their own crowd, stood
by helplessly. Nipper, in fact, was rather
Picase . He was out of favour, but he
1ad no recason to blame himself. And
perhaps it would do the Junior School
good to have Adams as a lcader.

“You're not going to allow this, are
you?” asked Tommy Watson, tugging at
Nipper’s sleeve and looking at him in
amazcment.

. ‘How do you propose that I should stop
1t?” asked Nipper calmly.

“ But—but——"’

.. It’s all right,” murmured Nipper.

Let them get on with it ! After all, why
shouldn’t Adams have his chance ?”

The.re was such a show of hands that
Counting was unnecessary. By a large

lllla]ority Ulysses Spencer Adams was
elected captain of the Remove.

Ad I guess that’s good cnough,” shouted
I¢ aII,ns coolly., ‘“But say, fellers—listen !

I going to put pep into this one-
¢ place I'll surc need to snap into it.
- I'll need a frce hand. Get me? You
hOllyS have got to promise me that you’ll

2w my lead without any kicking.”

to ;I(:hat dcpends where you're proposing
Fouyg) U8 said Bob Christine of the

CWel)

mis

I can tell you right now that
of snappy ideas,” replied Adams

“Yes, sir! Maybe you won’t
1ap for some of them—at first.

Who's voting for me as.

But if I'm to do this job thoroughly I
shall need your unquestioning support.”

“That’s fair cnough,” said De Valerie.
““What about it, you chaps? Supposing
we promise to follow Adams’ lead for two
weeks, say?" '

“Good 1dea! We’ll have him on trial !”

“Two weeks certain.”

“Good egg!”

“I second the proposal,” said Duncan,
grinning. “I put it to the meecting.
We’'ll pledge ourselves for two weeks to
support Adams in all his proposals and
plans.”

‘“Carried !” went up a roar.

Ulysses Spencer Adams, on the plat-
form, flushed with triumph. He was
captain now—and the juniors had pledged
themselves to follow him!

“Gee!” he breathed, his eyes burning.
“I'm sure sitting on top! From now on
what I say—goes!”

" CHAPTER 2.
The Bodyguard!

HE meeting dispersed noisily. There
were many chuckles, and many
fellows were laughing outright.
Ulysses Spencer Adams was taking

himself very seriously; but the Removites
and the Fourth-Formers, generally, were
amused. Adams as skipper was a novelty !’
It would be rather good fun to scc what
kind of a job the hustling American boy
made of the captaincy.

Edward Oswald Handforth was bubbling
with indignation when he reached Study
D with his two chums. He had attempted
to make himself heard at the end of that
meeting; but cven his noisy voice had
been drowned.

“It’s no good blinking at the fact,
Handy, old man,” said Church gently.
““The chaps gave you the bird.”

“They’re  dotty—they’re off their
rockers,” said® Handforth excitedly.
‘““Electing Adams as skipper! And there
was I willing enough to accept .the
captaincy !”’

*“The trouble is, old man, that the rest
of the chaps don’t think much of you
as a captain,” said Church, shaking his
head. *'Funny, but there it 1s!”

‘“And what about Nipper?” demanded
Handforth, glaring. “ What the dickens
was he doing? He didn’t even get on the
platform and utter a protest. By Gceorge!
I'm beginning to think that the chaps
were right. Nipper is a wash-out !”

He stormed out of the'study and barged
into Study C, next door, where Nipper
and Tregellis-West and Watson were pre-
paring tea.
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““Come in !” said Nipper politely. *Tea,
Handy ?™

“T don’t want any tea!” roared Hand-
forth. “I want to know what you mean
by letting the Jumior School go dotty!
Why didn’t you stop the fatheads from

electing Adams?”

“That’s an casy one,” replied Nipper

calmly. ‘‘1 wanted the fathcads to elect
Adams.”
“What !”

“Why not?” asked Nipper. “If they
want mnovelty, Adams will give them
novelty! He’s not a bad sort, and he’s
certainly full of pep—American pep.
Whether St. Frank’s will like it—after
sampling it—is another question.”

“But—but are we going to let this
American ass boss over us?”’ asked Hand-
forth indignantly.

“We're helpless in the matter, old son,”
replied Nipper. ‘The majority is against
us. The {fellows turned on me—they
blamed me for all that trouble in Ban-
nington—and, in- Adams’ words, I'm
sunk.” ‘

“Nipper is a brainy chap, dear boy,”
said Sir Montie, with a chuckle. ‘The
dear chappies desire a change—they do,
really. t them have it! It won’t be
long before they come to their scnses—
and then Nipper will be back in his old
place.”

“By George!” said Handforth, with a
start. ‘I hadn’t thought of that! DPer-
hlalp'S it’s not such a bad wheeze after
a .”

He went back to Study D in a thought-
ful mood.

‘“If 1t comes to that, these idiots aren’t
worth leading!” he said tartly. “They
want American pep, do they? Huh! I've
got plenty of knglish pep, but it’s not
good cnough for ’em!”

His chums grinned.

“We’'re in the happy position of being
spectators, IHandy,” said Church, as hc
opcned the cupboard and took out the
bread and butter. “We didn’t vote for
Adams—we didn’t pledge ourselves to any-
thing. We’ll just stand by and see how
things go. It ought to bec as good as a
pantomime !”

EANWHILE, Ulysses
J Adams was acting
) American hustle.
The die was cast; he was
skipper. Well, he would not allow any
grass to grow under his feet.

He was out in the Triangle now, in the
dusk, talking to four juniors. They were
Timothy Armstrong and Louis Griffith ot
the East House Fourth; and Percy Bray
and Walter Denny of the Modern Housc

Spencer
with true

A smashing yarn of railway adventure,

Fourth. Adams had whispered to them
carlier, saying that he desired to speak to
them privately.

“Well, what’s the idea?”
suspiciously.

“Yes, buck up!” added Armstrong, in
his truculent way. “I suppose you know
that you’'re keeping us from tea?”

‘“Aw, gee! We don’t have tea in the
United States!” said Adams scornfully,
“I guess we’ve no time fo waste on that
junk. Listen, fellers! I've got a sure-

asked Bray

fire proposition.”

“What about?” asked Denny.

“Now that I'm captain of the Junior
School, I guess I'm going to run this
joint at some speed,” said Adams briskly.
“T'l be needing a bodyguard.”

“A which?”

“A bodyguard—and you four guys are
it.” |

“But—but—"

‘“‘ Listen,”

saild Adams. ‘“Wherever [
go, you guys go with me. You'll just
hang around and be useful when you’re
wanted. Get the i1dea?”

“You’ve got a mnerve, haven't you?”
asked Armstrong, staring. “You, a giddy
Removite, telling us Fourth-Formers——"

‘““Aw, snap out of 1it, brothers!”’ pro-
tested Adams. ‘“ Aren’t you sure honourcd
to be offcred the job? I'm a regular
feller, and I'm telling you——7"

“I suppose you're telling us that it's
crcam in the can for us to be at your
beck and call?” asked Denny sarcastic-
ally. *Nothing doing! Get some of your
own Form fellows to act as a bodyguard!
Of all the nerve!” ‘

“What does he think he is—a gangstcer
chicf ?” asked Bray.

“Don’t get me wrong,” urged Adams,
lowering his voice. “I’'m mnot expectiug
you guys to do this for nothing.”

64 Ell.’,

“What?”

“Say that again, Adams!” .

“Here's o fivesdollar bill cach,” said
Adams. ‘““At least, these pound notes
used to be worth five dollars, but I gucess
thines are changed now.”

“A quid cach!” ejaculated Armstrong,
staring at the pound note which the
American boy had thrust into his hand.

“You said it!” grinned Adams. “A
week’s wages in advance.”

“Wagces !” gurgled Bray. |

‘“Every week, as long as you remalll
on the job, you’ll get your wages,”’ S3al
Adams comfortably. ‘How’s that? Says
this is on the level! An honest-to-govd-
ness job! It’s a lucky break for you foul
guys ™
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The Fourth-Formers changed their tonc.
The offer of a pound a week made all the
difference ! .

“ Wait a minute before we accept this,”
said Armstrong cautiously. ‘ What’s the
idea? What are we supposed to do—
exactly ?”

‘“ Nothing—except hang around,” re-
plied Adams. “Be on call when I want
vou. Mcbbe some of these fellers will jib,
and that’s where you'll come in. Aw,
it's nothing ! I'm pretty sore at you guys
tor not accepting the job without pay,
but I guess I'm reasonable enough. When
I want a thing—I get it!”

He was proving his shrewdness by
selecting his “ bodyguard” from the ranks
of the Fourth. For the Fourth, after all,
was the natural enemy of the Remove.

‘““ Out with them ! ' U, S. Adams com-
manded his bodyguard, and Duncan and
Gresham hurtled out of their study into
the corridor with painful eflect.

The four juniors were willing enough to
stick to their job—so long as they re-
ceived their salary. “They were sworn to

seécrecy—they promised that they would
ot reveal a word to any of the others.
Iysses Spencer Adams was beginning
1S reign with real American slickness.

CHAPTER 3.
The Order of the Boot!

E'D better start without him,”
sald Harry Gresham, seizing
the teapot.

Stud He and Alee Duncan were in
Udy J, and the tea table looked invit-

€

other junior.

ing. A chcerful fire was glowing in the
grate, and a kettle was singing, in a very
homely fashion, on the top bar.

*“Our onc and only Ulysscs 18 very much
in the limelight,” laughed the New

Zealand junior, as he helped himself to
the fish-paste.

‘“Somchow, I don't think lle’li last

»»

z,” said Harry Gresham.

‘“He may

have fooled most of the othcr chaps, but
we know him. A great chap at bluffing,
eh?”

“Well, that’s typically American,” said
Duncan. ‘“They live on bluff over there.
The fellow who bluffs the hardest gets
the furthest.”

“The funny thing is, bluffing secems to
pay,” recmarked Gresham. ‘I say, about
Adams,” he added scriously, with a
thoughtful frown on his brow. ‘‘He was
so different this afternoon that I hardly
knew him !”

‘“Different ?”’ repeated Duncan. “ How ¢”

“So much more masterful,” said the
‘“He’s always been full of
bluster—he’s always trotted out his yarns
that everything is better in the States—
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but he’s never been really agsressive.
This afternoon he was a totally different
chap.”

Duncan grinned.

“Just the effects of having the lime-
light on him,” he replied dryly. “I can’t
quite believe it, even now. Adams—Form
captain! What shall we come to next?
By Jove, we'll chip him when he comes in

to tea!”

The door :&)ened and Ulysses Spencer
Adams stepped briskly inside. His very
bearing was forceful, even truculent. He
cast a disparaging glance at the tea
table.

“Just in time, old man,” said Gresham
invitingly.

‘“Suffering cats!” ejaculated Adams,
“You don’t think I've time for this
bolony, do you?”

“Bolong?” repeated Gresham. ‘“ Do you
mean tea?"

“Say, listen! Can you imagine mec sit-
ting down to this punk meal?” asked
Adams contemptuously. “I’'m through
with that racket., I guess I'm a busy
man from now on.”

His studymates grinned.

“Come off it, Adams,” chuckled Dun-
can. ‘‘Don’t let this thing get into your
head. A Form captain is very much the
same as any other fellow. ven Form

captains need tea.”
Adams carefully closed the door.

‘“‘Listen, brothers,” he said. ‘“You’ve
got me wrong. Form captains, until now,
have been content to let things drift on
in the same old way. I guess Nipper’s
all washed up—and so is the old order
of things. I'm gonna put pep into this
dump—and I don’t mean maybe! I guess
I'm different from any other Form cap-
tain who ever held the job down. I'm
a fast worker.”

“What’s the work at the moment?”
asked Gresham interestedly.

“I sure hate to tell you, buddy,” said
Adams. “I guess we three have been—
well, kind of pals. I sure hope we’ll re-
main pals. If you’re sensible, you’ll sce
this thing in the right light. Anyway,
I’'m not counting on l]';aving any trouble.”

“Which, being translated, mecans?”
asked Duncan.

“It means that I need this room for
myself,”” said Adams bluntly. *“A Form
captain can’t have other guys knocking
around. This is going to be my office—
and I need all of it.”

Gresham and Duncan were so surprised
that they sat back in their chairs, staring
blankly at their studymate. The coolness
of his proposition startled them.

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated

Gresham, at length. “‘Are you telling ys
to clear out?”

“Sure !”

“Why, you—you——"

“I'm telling you to quit,” said Adams
coolly.

‘“Well, of all the nerve——"

“Say, don’t get sore over this,” urged
Adams. “I guess 1t’s a bit fierce for you
guys, but it’s necessary. Therc are other
studies at the end of the passage, and you
can have one of them.”

“Oh?” said Duncan coldly. “‘And
what’s the matter with your having one
of those studies at the end of the
passage ?”’

“Nothing doing,” said Adams curtly.
““This is my study, and I’'m staying. You
guys are quitting.”

“My poor ass,” said Gresham sym-
pathetically. “I was afraid that this
thing would get into your head. Why
should a Form captain have a study all
to himself? What do you think a Form
captain is—a tin god?”

“Listen! I don’t want to be un-
reasonable ”

“My dear ass, the best thing you can
do 1s to go up to the bath-room and put
your head under the cold tap,” said
Gresham kindly. “Your brain is over-
heated. When you’ve cooled off, come
back and we’ll talk to you again.”

Adams did not move a hair. .

“You guys make me tired,” he said
shq:t{:)ly. “I take 1t that you refuse to
quit ?”

““You slobbered a bibful, baby !” nodded
Duncan.

“Gee! I hate to go to extremes, but
I’m giving you just ten minutes to quit,”
sald Adams, moving towards the door.
““Get that, brothers, and get it good ! Ten
minutes! If you’re not outside by then—
well, you’ll go out on your nccks.”

He nodded, left the study, and closed
the door after him. Gresham and Duncan
looked at one another across the table.

“Funny how power affects some people,”
sald Gresham, with regret. ‘“ Now, Nipper
remains just the same when lhe’s Form
skipper—as cheery and as breezy as you
like. If Handy gets command of any-
thing, he needs a larger size in hats. But
poor old Ulysses 1s suffering so much from
swelled head that unless he’s careful it’ll

bust !”
“The nerve of it!”’ said the other
junior. *“Calmly ordering us out of our

own study! He wants it for hLimself, if
you please !” '
Theiy went on with their tea, and after
a while they saw the humour of the situa-
tion. But it was not quite so humorous
after all. For at the end of the stipulated
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ton minutes, TUlysses Spencer Adams
came briskly into the study again.

«ime’s up,”’ he announced. “You
guys ready to quit?”

& No, we're not,” roared Gresham, exas-
perated. ‘““Look here, Adams, we're get-
ting fed-up with you and your—-"

He broke off as Adams made a signal;
and four stalwart juniors entered the
study. They werc Armstrong, Griffith,
Bray and Denny of the Fourth.

«“ What the dickens ” began Duncan.

«This is sure tough,” said Adams. ‘I
hate to do it, fellers, but you’'ve got to
realise right now that what I say goes.
And when I say that you’ve got to quit
I mcan it—and how !”

“Why, you—you

“OQut with ’em,” sald Adams, address-
ing his bodyguard. ‘ Make it snappy!”

The bodyguard, grinning, cntered upon
the task with entTmsias,m. They werc
acting with the full authority of the
Junior skipper, and they felt they were
on safe ground.

“Hi! What the Leggo, blow
you!” roared Gresham, as Armstrong and
Griffith fell upon him.

“Rescuc !”  howled
Remove! Help!”

But they were taken unawares; and 1t
was a case of two against four. They
were selzed, dragged to the door, and
hurled bodily out into the passage—on
their necks, exactly as TUlysses Spencer
Adams had threatened.

And Adams himself, like a general
watching the development of a battle,
stood in the doorway with a calm, com-
placent smile on his lean face.

?

Duncan. ‘“Hi,

ey

CHAPTER 4.
The Big Bo:s!

RASH! Thud!
“What’s that?” asked Hand-
forth, setting down his tcacup.

. “Sounds like a bit of bother,”
sald Church. .

Elandforth pushed back his chair.

Better not butt in, old man,” advised
¢Clure carelessly. “You'll only make
things worse——-"

Handforth was not listening. He had
Sone to the door, and he had opened it.
it Great Scott!” he cjaculated ex-

edly.
Gr?}nlly two or three doors away, Harry

s1am and Alec Duncan wcre slowly

3‘,]:& Painfully picking themselves up. It
beenolnly too obvious that they had just
n urled out of Study J. ~But what

Feg
\sﬁ:]lllty made Handforth excited was the
oIt of foyr aggressive-looking Fourth-

Formers.  Fourth-Formers always in-
vaded the Remove passage in the Ancient

House at their peril. A dozen or so might

come, yes; but four It was asking
for trouble.

“Hi! Back wup, Remove!” yelled
Handforth, dashing out. ‘‘Raiders!”

“ What on earth
running to the door. |

“Look ! Can’t you see?’ bellowed Hand-
forth ‘‘Fourth-Formers! Out with ‘cm
—on ’em !”

He dashed enthusiastically to the attack,
and Church and MecClure, cver loyal,
backed him up. At the same moment
other study doors werc opening, and more
Removites came out to sce what all the
noise and shouting was about.

‘“Here, hold on!” gasped Armstrong, 1in
alarm. ‘' Cheesc it, Handy! This 1sn’t
a Form raid! Wce're acting under orders
from the Remove skipper.”

But Handforth rcfused to listen. There
were Gresham and Duncan on the floor,
and they had been thrown on to the floor
by t(il;zse Fourth-Formers. What elsc mat.
terea:

” began Church,

“Come on! We've go’ ’em,” yelled
Handforth. *“Down with the Fourth!”
Biff ! Crash! Thud!

He sailed in with devastating effect.
Church and McClure also did excellent
work. Travers and Jimmy Potts and
Skeets Rossiter, bursting out of Study H,
piled in without asking any questions.

Armstrong and the other Fourth-
Formers were overwhelmed. They were
pounced upon and bowled over, and
Ulysses Spencer Adams, thoroughly

startled, found it impossible to make him-
sclf heard. He shouted and he danced
about, but it was all to no purpose.

The Fourth-Formers, battered, bruised,
and bedraggled, were frog’s-marched to
the lobby. They were whirled through the
lobby, and they were sent hurtling out
into the cold, chilly November night.

‘““That’s where you belong—outside
bellowed Handforth. “And you can jolly
well stay outside !”

Armstrong picked himself up painfully.
He was bubbling with indignation and
cxcitement.

“You silly asses!” he gasped. “You
don’t know what you’ve done! We were
not on a raid! We were only turning
Gresham and Duncan out of their study,
and we were acting under Adams’
orders.”.

“What ?”

“It’s a fact!” roared Armstrong.
four chaps are Adams’ bodyguard !”

“His—his what?” went up a yell.

Adams was pleased with the impression
he had made

€¢ Wc
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‘““Say, you guys ain’t scen nothing yet,”
he said coolly. “‘I've surc got a swell
bunch of nifty ideas that’ll knock you
cold. You've got these fellers wrong.
Come in, fellers.”

Armstrong and his three companions—
the “fellers” in question—hesitated.

“We’re not coming -in to be thrown
out again!” said Armstrong truculently.
“We're fed up with you and your stunts,
Adams.”

“Aw, forget it !” said Ulysses. *‘‘These
birds didn’t understand. You’ll be safe
cnough after this.”

“Just a minute,” said Handforth
fiercely. ‘ What’s all this piffile about our
not understanding? What’s all this
tommy-rot about a bodyguard?”

“These four guys arc my special
personal attendants,” said Adams calmly.

“Great Scott!”

“A sort of staff, if you get me,” went
on the American boy. *‘ They were acting
under my orders, and I gucss you owe
them an apology.”

‘“Rats!” stormed Handforth. ‘‘Rot!
Piflie!  Drivel! Do you think we’re
going to let these silly Fourth-Formers
run all over the Housc? You can go to
the dickens with your bodyguard!”

““Say, listen, brother ”?

“I’'m not your brother!” roared Hand-
forth. “The chaps were dotty when they
elected you skipper.”

“You poor fish,” said Adams sym-
athetically. “I guess you’re feeling sore
ecause you got the air. But I'm an
honest-to-goodness skipper, and I guess
I’m going to run this dump in my own
way. Any more wisecracks from you,
buddy, and you’ll be sorry for yourself.
I guess you’re only a cheap skate, any-
Way.:,

“Why, you—you—'*

“Get going,”  interrupted Adams
briskly. ‘‘On your way, Unconscious !”
‘“What !”

“I guess you heard me the first time.”

“Look here, you blithering American
fathead !” bellowed Handforth, red in the
face with wrath. ‘I didn’t vote for you,
g0 you needn’t try that stuff with me!
You think you’re smart, don’t you? You
and your bodyguard! Huh!”

Adams’ eyes glittered. He could see
that he was going to have some trouble
with Edward Oswald Handforth—unless
he put Handforth 1n his place right
away.

“Listen, sap !” he said grimly. “I was
clected captain of the Remove by a big
majority. I'm the Big Boss! Get that,
and get it good! The fellers pledged

themselves to follow my lead—withous
butting in.”

¢ THE FOOL OF THE FIFTH !~ A rollicking long school yarn of —

“Yes, that's right,” supported Arm.
strong warmly. “You mind your owp
beastly business, Handforth! Adams ijs
Form captain, and 1f you start any of
your rot——"

“I didn’t promise not to butt in,”
interjected Handforth, with a glare,
“What does Adams think he is? A giddy
gangster chief?”

“Say! Cut that out!” said Ulyssecs
Spencer Adams sharply. ‘“Aw, gee, you
make me tired ”

*“Perhaps this will make you more
tired !” retorted Handforth, lcaping for-
ward. )

Crash'! |

His famous left swung round, and
Ulysses Spencer Adams hit the floor with
a thud. Handforth glared down at him
defiantly.

“I don’t accept you as my skipper, and
I'm not fooled by your bluff !” he roared.
“You can go and cat coke—you and your
bodyguard, too! If the fellows hadn’t
been half-witted they would never harve
elected you.’

Adams rose slowly to his fcet.

“I guess it’s bencath the dignity of a
captain to engage in a brawl,” he said
coldly. ‘‘But believe me, you sap, you’ll
get yours! When a guy asks me for
trouble, I'm ready to oblige him. You’'ll
be seeing me again, boy friend!” |

- And Ulysses Spencer Adams, with lis
bodyguard acting as escort, marched eff.

CHAPTER b.
A Close Shave!

HE incident was regarded by the
Remove as a joke. Nobody took
much notice of Handforth and his
complaints; Armstrong and the

other Fourth-Formers were accepted with-
out further hostility. If it pleased Adams,
to fool about with a ‘‘bodyguard” it wasi
his own affair.

The only two ju dprs, other than Hand-
forth, who felt ik otesting were Harry
Gresham and Alcc Duncan. They had
been. thrown out of their study, and they
were feeling sore—in two senses.

“Blow Adams!” said Gresham, as he,
collected his books. ‘‘Let him have the
rotten study! We’ll move into one of the
cmpty ones at the end of the passage.”

“We might just as well,” agrecd
Duncan. ‘“We mustn’t be too hard on
him—his head is affected.”

They resented being turned out of
Study’J, and but for one fact they would
have resisted to the last diteh. But 1%
so happened that all the furnitwrc 18
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study J belonged to Adams. The Amer-
‘can boy’s millionaire father had furnished
the room lavishly, and Gresham and
puncan had, so far, cnjoyed the many
comforts. But after Adgms’ unfriendly
ottitude they had no desirc to be under
any obligation to him.
S Everybody’s mad,” said  Gresham
gruffly. ‘' We nced a level-headed skipper
__like Nipper. All this fuss over a
quarrel with the town, and look what hap-
pons | We get Adams as captain!”
“He won’t last long,” said Duncan
placidly. “Let him have his fling I
And philosophically accepting the situa-
tion, they shifted into another study.
Handforth had no further appetite for
tea. In Study D he excitedlf told Church
and McClure exactly what he was going
to do. TUlysses Spencer Adams, 1t scemed,

for a hectic

“Rats .’ said Church bluntly. “N.pper
1s a sensible chap. The tide turned
against lum, so lic gracefully retired into
the background. It’s no good messing
about with the tide. Anyhow, tides have
a habit of turning.”

“It’ll do the Remove good to have
Adams at the head of things for a bit,”
added Mac shrewdly. ‘“Adams is going
to spring a few surprises, I beliecve—and
by the way he’s started, hc’ll soon find
out that he’s bitten off more than he can
chew.”

“Why couldn’t the Remove clect me as
skipper?” demanded Handforth, glaring.

“Ahem! Of two cvils "

“If you're going to start quoting
proverbs, I'm clearing out,” interrupted
Handforth tartly. *“I'm fed up with the
Remove—fed up with the Jumior School
in general! St. Frank’s is going
to the dogs !”

And with that wcighty, if

was 1
time.

“I'm going to
ficht,” Handforth
said loudl Yy .

«What's become of
the bulldog spirit of
the Remove?  Are
we going to be

ruled and brow-
heaten by an ass
like Adams! I’m
disappointed 1n
Nipper.”

(M | .

-~ - - - -

T,

R - R ~ -

——l T -

;'Y)ith one
Pearance.
“Ti e

..-v'l ‘
eyebrow shaved oft, Handforth’s face had a lopsided ufmmmm t;‘,"
Adams surveyed his handiwork appreciatively. ;
13t looks swell ! ** he remarked to his grinning bodyguard,

hackneyed, pronouncement,
Handforth stormed out of the
study. He had no particular
place to go, but he was fumine
with impatience and irritability.

;&, .
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He thought about getting out a special
édition of his own precious ““ Weekly,” and
he would devote all its pages to a violent
wordy attack upon Ulysses Spencer Adams.
Yes, it was a good i1dea——

“Hallo! What’s all this?’”? demanded
Handforth, with a start.

He had just reached the lobby, and
suddenly, unexpectedly, he found himself
surrounded by seven or eight grim-faced
figures.

“Got him!” whispered a hoarse voice.

Handforth recognised Armstrong and
Griffith and Bray and Denny; and there
were some Removites, too, including De
Valerie and Claude Gore-Pearce.

‘“Here, I say!” ejaculated Handforth,
in alarm. ‘What’s this?”

“You’re on the spot!” said Armstrong
impressively.

“Spot?” gasped Handforth,
down at his feet. “I can’t see—
What the dickens—"

The rest of his words were muffled. A
travelling rug had been flung over his
head, and with a quick movement it was
drawn tight. Strong arms clutched at
his legs, he was bumped over. He tried
to struggle, but the odds were too great.
He felt himself being whisked along.

The rug was suddenly removed, and at
the same moment a strap was buckled
tight round his body, pinioning his arms.
Another strap was placed just below his
knces. He was jerked roughly to his
feet.

‘“Good work, boys,” said a cool voice.

Blinking in the sudden light, Hand-
forth found that he was in Study J. The
door was closed, and his recent assailants
were ranged round the room in such a
way that there was no possibility of
escape—even if he broke free from those
stout straps. Ulysses Spencer Adams sat
at the tagle, leaning back in his swivel
chair. '

“So it was you, was it?” gasped Hand-
forth indignantly. “Why, you—you——7"

“Hold 1it!” interrupted Adams.
[ 4 Eh?”

‘““ Listen, sap,” said the Remove captain,
leaning forward in his chair. “You and
me arc going to have a talk. So just get
a load of this.”

“Rats! You don’t think I’'m seared of
you, do you?’”’ asked Handforth sourly.
“You and your fathcaded American ideas

“Shucks! I gucss you gab like you’d
been vaccinated with a gramophone
ncedle,” snapped Adams. *‘‘I’ve had
enough of your hooey, buddy!”

‘“Enough of my what?”

looking
Eh?
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“Your hot air,” explained Adams. “gqq
here, Handforth, you needn’t think ti ¢
you can run around this dump doing just
as you please. So paste this into yoyy

bonnet, and paste it good. I'm the Big

Boss. I've been given full power, apq

what I say goes! I'm giving you a fajr
warning ”
“I1 don’t want to hear your rottep

warning,” interrupted Handforth defi-
antly. ‘All this bunkum leaves me stoig
cold. And now let me tell you something,
you prize idiot. I refuse to recogmisc yoy
as Form captain.”

Adams’ expression hardened.

“Is that so?” he retorted. *“Get ap
earful of this, Handforth ! There’ll be no
squawk oeming out of you by the timo
I've done! I'm one jump ahead of you
all the time !”

“Oh, yeah!” jeecred Handforth.

“Yeah !” roared Adams, annoyed by
the chuckles of his followers.

“Sez you!” grinned Handforth.

“It sure seems I'll have to get busv.”
sald Adams, with regret. ‘“I’'m gonna
show you that I mean business.”

He leapt up from his chair and crossed
over to Handforth. At a word of com-
mand, Armstrong and Bray—who, like
Denny and Griffith, had a strip of linen
round their bodies on which was the word
“Bodyguard > — grabbed Handforth
roughly, and forced him back into a chair,
From the rear they held him, while Adams
bent over Handforth in front. Edward
Oswald’s eyes opencd wider when he saw
that the American boy held a safety razor
in his hand. :

“What are you going to do—give me
a shave?” asked Handforth sourly. “You
needn’t think you can scare me——"

“Hold him tight, boys,” said Adams
crisply.

Scrape—scrape—scrape !

With two or three strokes of the safety
razor, Ulysses Spencer Adams performed
a quick ceremony. He was so quick, 11
fact, that Handforth had no time to real-
ise what was being done until it was
done.

“Hi!” he howled Wildl,z. “What have
you done to my eyebrow?”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd the bodygunard.

Handforth certainly looked funny—
with one cvebrow on and with onc ¢yC-
brow off. His eyebrows were fairly pront-
inent, and as a result of Adams’ ha.ndy-
work, he now looked decidedly lopsuled.
He was more than startled. A large
amount of hig aggressiveness had gon
For Adams’ drastic action had shown hinl
plainer than anything eclse, that the AmecrI-
ican boy was in deadly carncst.
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« That looks swell,” said Adams, grin-
ning. .

“Why, you—you—you

Scrape—scrape—scrape | .

The safety razor was at work again.
Handforth bellowed wildly, but all to no
urpose. He was held so securely that
Eis struggles were of no avail. His other
. cyebrow was removed as ncatly and as
rapidly as the first.

——

CHAPTER 6.
Hard Lines, Handy!

HERE was something ludicrous in

II Handforth’s, appearance. The re-

moval of his eyebrows had lent his
face a look of permanent comical
comical surprise. Ulysses Spencer Adams
surprise.  Ulysses Spencer Adams and
Lis bodyguard yelled with laughter. They
hadn't scen anything so funny for weeks.

“Gee, I'm sure getting a kick out of
this !”” said the American boy cheerfully.
“ And maybe this guy will guess what'’s
coming to him.”

“It’'s alrcady come, hasn’t it?” asked
Gore-Pearce.

‘““Shucks! This is only a beginning,”
retorted Adams promptly. * Listen, you
poor fish,”” he went on, turning to Hand-
forth. *‘I guess you know where you get
of now. I got a line on you, buddy!
Any more wisecracks from you—any more
defiance—and you’ll sure get what's com-
ing to you. Savvy? I'm a regular feller
so long as you treat me right. Nix on the
opposition junk. Now scram out of here.”

He gave a signal to his henchman, and
Handforth’s straps were removed.

“By Gceorge!” snorted Edward Oswald.
“You rotter! TI’ll get even with you ”

“Scram, kid!” interrupted Adams
curtly.

“If you’re telling me to get out, I'll
gf't out when I like,” bellowed Handforth.
‘Before I go, I'm going to smash you to
pulp !I”

. . For the love of Mike,” sighed Adams,
_docs this bonehead 'want another beat-
ne up?”

There was something so aggressive and
determined in his bearing that even Hand-
forth saw the danger signal. The body-
suard was closing round him again. He
Tealised that he stood no chance against
S0 many enemies.

“All right,” he said thickly.

Jolly clever, aren’t you ?
Ohe jg

George,

“You're
: Eight against
Just about your mark! But, by
ol wait until the rest of the chaps
bce what you've done to me! You won't
e captain of the Remove for another
801_1'1;“@! We're not golng to stand this
of American rot at St. Frank's!”

13
‘“American rot—nothing,”  retorted
Adams. “You guys need pepping up,

that’s all. I guess I'm going to put some
sng) into this dump.”

andforth escaped, and, breathing fire,
he burst into Study D. Church and
McClure were not there, and he was rather
relieved. He dashed across to the mirror
and surveyed his reflection.

‘““Great Scott ! he ejaculated, in horror.
He did not see that Church and
McClure had just arrived. @ They were

standing in the doorway, but from that
angle ﬁwy could only see the back of
Handforth’s head, and they were not_yet
aware of the disaster which had befallen

his face.
‘“Horrible !” gasped Handforth, with a
shudder. ‘“Oh, corks! I look an absolute

sight !”

His chums gazed at one another in mild

astonishment. They had often told Hand-
forth the same thing, but they had never
expected him to be so open about 1t.

“I look ghastly—vile—revolting !” said
leazlldforth frankly. “My face 1s horri-

e .”

“Well, it’s about time you were candid
with yourself,” remarked Church approv-
ingly. ¢ Still, there’s no need to be so
harsh——" ‘ |

Handforth spun round—and his chums
jumped. They didn’t quite know what
was wrong at first; they only knew that
Handforth looked extraordinarily funny.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Church and
McClure.

“You—you silly idiots !”” howled Hand-
forth. ‘“What are-you laughing at?”

“Oh, Handy, what have you done to
your dial?” gasped Church. *You look
a perfect scream!”

““You drivelline imbeciles,” bellowed
Handforth wrathfully. “It's my eye-
brows !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”
“T mean, 1it’s
shrieked Handforth.

brows !”’

‘““So we can sce,” chortled Church. *“We
didn’t know what was wrong at first—did
we, Mac? My poor fathead! What on
earth possessed you to shave off your
giddy eyebrows?”

Handforth fairly danced.

“You don’t think I did it myself, do
you?” he hooted. ‘“Adams did it!”

not my eyebrows!”
““I haven’t any eye-

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t you understand ?” howled Hand-
forth. ‘“Adams! Look what he’s done
to me!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
Church and McClure were doubled up
with laughter. And Handforth, who had

been expecting exclamations of horror,
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indignation, and fury, was dumbfounded.
This callous laughter—and from his own
chums—embittered him. They didn’t even

care !

He charged at them with a roar of
sudden rage, but they dodged adroitly,
having had much experience in this art.
Handforth ran towards the Common-
room. He burst in like a tornado, and
he was gratified to see that the room was
fairly crowded.

“Look !” he bellowed.
face!”

“Have a heart, old man,” said Jimmy
Potts. “You can’t expect us to—— Eh?
What the ”

IIe and all the others were looking—
and Handforth’s face was certainly worth
looking at.

“What’s

“Look at my

happened?” asked Russell.

“ THE SHADOW OF THE GUILLOTINE.” A vivid story of the French—

“There’s a difference, but I'm jiggered
if I can sce—"

““Look at my eyebrows
forth.

“Good gad! I knew there was some.
thing frightfully frightful about the poor
chappie,” said Archie Glenthorne. “0Odds
frichts and apparitions! I'm dashed if
e hasn’t removed the eye fungus.”

“It’s an improvement,” said Vivian
Travers critically, as he surveyed Hand.

RE

roared Han(.

forth with his head on omne side. * Yecs,
I like it, Handy. You look fine.”

“IIa, ha, ha!”

“You—you cackling idiots,” hooted

Handforth. “I didn’t take my eyebrows
off ! Adams did this!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
‘“Well done, Adams!™
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«He told us that he was full of snappy
ideas !”’

ld?‘ Ha, ba, ha!”

Handforth was almost specchless. The
Removites, instead of sympathising with
him, were howling with laughter. They
were all as bad as Church and McClure.
All they could see in this tragic happen-

ing was somcthing funny.

“Can’t you stog laughing like a lot of
hyenas?” demanded Handforth fiercely.
«“You're not going to let Adams treat us
like this, are you? He’s made my face
hideous !”

¢“ Dash 1t, you can’t blame Adams for
that,” said Travers;' shaking his head.
“If you want to blame anyﬁody, blame
Nature.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth raved and roared, but it was

all to no purpose. The other Removites
only yelled with laughter at his discomfi-
ture. And Edward Oswald, thoroughly

disgusted, realised with dismay that he
stood alone. Even this ‘“outrage” was
not sufficient to make the Remove rise in
wrath and throw its skipper out of power.

Adams himself came striding into the
Common-room two minutes later. An
ironical cheer greeted him. The Remove
was treating him very much as a joke,
but everybody agreed that TUlysses was
certainly full of pep and new ideas.

“Look here——" began Handforth.

“Say, kiddo, cut it out!” interrupted
Adams briskly. “I’ve had enough of you
for one cvening. Snap out of it!”

And Handforth was brushed aside by
the famous bodyguard. Adams strode to
the centre of the room. He looked round
with a pitying expression on his lean
face.

. “Say, I guess it’s time this dump was
livened up some!” he cxclaimed. ¢ Gee!
This room reminds me of a cemetery!
Everybody’s sure dead!”

“You're in it, too,” said Tommy
Watson, with a sniff.
“Say, listen, fellers,” said Adams,

lookmg round eagerly. “I guess it’s time
We pepped things up some. Our evenings
are too dog-gone quiet. We need some
E;‘grsg)me go! What about making some
huhpl’l,lght life around this joint? Music,

“I.’VG . | »
FuquOd.gOt a gramophone-—-—-—- began
“Aw, gce! There’s no fun sittine
?;;’“11(1 listening to one of those things,”
mr o ubted  Adams.  “We
ugl Stllc - Over in the States the fellers get
Let';m“‘ own jazz bands. How about 1t?
« g Make things real snappy.”
sy dingo! That’s not a ){)ad idea !”
Jazz band of our nwn!”

want real -
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“Good egg!”

““Adams 1is the chap for us!”

““Rather !”

The juniors, eager and excited, crowded
round. It was a popular suggestion, and
Ulysses Spencer ams’ stock went up
with a bound. Handforth, trying to get
a word 1n cdgeways, completely failed.
For once in his life, Handforth felt
crushed.

CHAPTER 1.
Jazzing Up the Remove!

DAMS looked over the excited crowd
with sparkling eyes.

‘““Attaboy!” he exclaimed en-
thusiastically. ‘“We’re going to
make whoopee !”
‘““Hurrah !”
“Good old Adams! Whoopec!”

‘““Say, listen, fellers,” went on Adams
crisply. “Which of you guys can play? °
And I guess we’ll need musical instru-
ments—banjos, saxophones ”

“Lots of chaps possess musical instru-
ments,” 1nterrupted De Valerie. ‘Most
of them are packed away 1in store-
cupboards—dusty and  half-forgotten.
Grey of the West House has a ripping
banjo, and he’s an expert player.”

“We’ll sure need him,” said Adams,
making a note. “I'm a swell player on
the sax,” he added modestly. “ You guys
haven’t seen anything yet!” .

“I can play the piano a bit,” said
Jarrow of Stugy F,

Other names wcre mentioned : Conroy
minor of the East House Fourth—Conroy
minor being an excellent cornet player.
Then there was Griffith, a member of
Adams’ own bodyguard. He was pretty
hot with the flute. George Webb of
Study No. 5, in the Modern House, was
a perfect demon with a trap-drum. Crowe,
one of his studymates, was a violin
player.

‘““This 1s sure swell,” said Adams, as
he made a list of the names. *“I guess
we've got a full band already.”

‘“A week’s practice, and we’ll be able
to perform,” said Griffith.

“You make me laugh!” scoffed Adams.

“I'm a quick worker, boy friend. We’ll
have that jazz band on the go to-morrow
evening.  Yes, sir! We’ll be making
whoopee.” .

‘““‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, Adams!”

Ulysses Spencer Adams proved himsclf
to be a fellow of dynamic action. He
went round the Houses like a whirlwind,

‘enlisting every fellow who was musically

inclined. Store-cupboards and box-rooms
were searched, and anything in the nature
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of a musical instrument was routed out.

Such was the briskness of Adams’
round-up that within half an hour prac-
tice was already commencing. Prep. was
shelved. In various Junior studies, in
all the Houses, cornets and banjos and
flutes and clarionets were getting to
work. Weird and wonderful sounds
floated down the passages. Moans and
wails and scrapings made the air hideous.

Adams had instilled the fellows with
his own enthusiasm. He had told them to
give their instruments a preliminary “try-
out ’ and then to assemble in his study
that evening for a rcheaysal. He brushed
aside all suggestions that the rehearsal
should be put off for a day or two. He
was a fellow who believed in speed.

He produced his own saxophone; and,
without question, it was a magnificent
mstrument. When he started playing on
it, however, his bodyguard reccived a
shock. Theé moans which Adams produced
were astonmishing in their hideousness.

“Gee, it’s a swell sax, boys!” said
Adams, as he took a breath.

“Ahem! Are all saxophones like that ?”
asked Armstrong, with a slight shudder.
“Did I understand you to say that you
could play 1t?”

“Haven’t I been playing it?” asked
Adams, staring.

““Oh, rather,” replied Armstrong
hastily. ‘““But I thought—— I mean
Hallo! Here’s Griffith with his flute.”

Griffith came bursting in. His flute
was a bit dusty, and Griffith himself, when
he started performing, was very much
out of practice. But what did it matter?
Whatever sounds Griffith produced on that
instrument, they could be nothing com-
pared with the horrors of Adams’ efforts
on the saxophone.

Adams’ bodyguard stood it well. He
played a popular tune right through, and,
although the others in the studf utterly
failed to recognise any melody, they could
not deny that Adams produced an extra-
ordinary variety of sounds out of that

saxophone. Bg the time the tune was
finished, the bodyguard was dazed and
shaky.

‘“Gee, some instrument!” said Adams,
at length. “You didn’t know I could
play like that, did you, fellers?”

“We didn’t !” agreed Bray feclingly.

“You’ve got to hand it to me,” grinned
Adams.

They could only stare at him in wonder.
He really believed that he could play the
saxophone ! _

The door opened, and Travers looked
}n, an expression of decp concern on his

ace.
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““Somebody dying in here?” he askeg
anxiously.

““All of us!” repiied Denny feebly,

Adams gave him a sharp look.

“Quit the wisecracking, buddy,” hLe
said. ‘“Maybe I'm a bit rusty—but ay
hour’s practice will put me right.”

“Oh!” said Travers. ‘“So that was
your saxophone, Adams? I’m relicved. ]
heard horrible moanings and wallings,
and I thought that somebody was being
tortured.”

' Say____

But what he was going to say wag
never known. ‘At that moment the rest
of the band put in an appearance. Webbh
came with his drum and accecssories. Grey
brought his banjo; Crowe his violin;
Conroy minor his trumpet.- They all pre-
pared to get into action.

“Now for the cat fight!” groaned
Travers. He was standing in the door-
way, and with him was a crowd of other
juniors who had been attracted to the
scenc.

The noise which followed proved that
Travers had been unduly kind in describ-
ing it as a cat fight. Adams had started
the band, but, unfortunately, he had
neglected to tell them what tune they
should play, with the result that they
all performed different ones. The result
was car-shattering.

Morrow of the Sixth, coming over from
the West House to talk football with
Fenton, paused abru{)tly in the Sixth-
Form passage. He could hear the terrible
din coming from the direction of the
Remove corridor; it hit him like a blow.
Fenton’s door opened, and the schocol cap-
tain emerged, a cane in his hand.

9

‘“Hallo!” he said, somewhat taken
aback. “I didn’t know you were here,
Morrow.”

Morrow started and shook himsclf.

“What on earth’s that horrible row?”
he asked. :

“That’s what I'm going to find out,’
rctorted Fenton, and’$ook a firmer grip
on his cane. ‘“Come on.”

By the time they reached the end of
the Sixth-Form passage other prefects
were sallying out, and they all carricd
canes. Fenton himself went straight to
Study J, and it required all his courag®
to throw open the door. The full blast
of the instrumentalists in action smote
him like an October gale.

“Stop that!” he roared.
heavens! Do you want to make cVel’yci
body ill? Stop that awful noise, confoun
you !”

The band stopped, astounded.

“Say, what's

« Good

asked

eating you?”
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Adams’ jazz band rehearsal was brought to an abrupt conclusion.
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Grunting and squealing, a

number of pigs charged into the barn, scattering the schoolboy musicians.

Adams. “T guess my band is only hav-
ing a little rehearsal.”

“Then you can guess again,” retorted
Fenton, swishing his cane threateningly.
‘I never knew you were so rotten at
guesswork, Adams. You produce another
sound and I’ll give you all the hiding of
your lives!”

“But, listen——" protested Adams.

“I've listened long ecnough!” roared
Fenton wrathfully. “Cut it out! Under-
tand?  If you want to practise, take
your rotten band inte the middle of Ban-
Emgton Moor—ten miles from the nearest

Uman car! Better still, take a boat
out into the middle of the Channel.”

fellTh?’t would be too risky, dcar old
“IfOW. said Travers, shalqng his head.
of tlthe"v started playing in the middle
bi hie Channel, they'd sink all the ship-
fl‘g%\;ltlm}’ a radius of twenty miles !”
Fengou heard what I said,” broke in
Cut 9;1- No more of this hideous noisc !
bod Jtout! Do you want to send every-
It} Into the sanny?”
eﬁortiomno(l that Ulysses Spencer Adams’
fﬂilulze to make whoopee were doomed to

CHAPTER 8.
Ulysses is Unlucky!

UT Adams was what he himsell
termined a ‘‘go-getter.” He was not
daunted by this sudden and un-
expected opposition. Rather was

he strengthened.

“Leave 1t to me, boys,” he said confi-
dently. “You see how dead this old
joint 1s? As soon as we start livening
things up, the prefects give us the air!
Hold everything!”

He went straight to the Housemaster's
study, and he found Mr. Alington Wilkes
sitting before the fire with Tis fect on
a corner of the mantelpiece.

“Gee, I guess you look comfortable,
sir!” said Adams, grinning.

“I feel comfortable,” admitted Old
Wilkey, laying his book aside. ‘“Er—
allowing for the fact that you are an
American, and therefore full of pep, might
I suggest that it is a customary formality
to knock wupon the door before you
cnter?”

“Aw, gee! Life's short, sir,” said
Adams. “I'm Junior captain, and ”

“Whilst admitting that the Junior cap-
taincy carries certain privileges, Adams.




18

I must point out that bursting uncere-
moniously into your Housemaster’s study
is not one of them,” said Mr. Wilkes

gently., “You will remember that in
future, please. Well? What is it you
want ?”’

“I’'m getting up a jazz band, sir; I'm
gonna put some pep into this old jeint.”

“Splendid! I fear we are singularly
slow,” said Mr. Wilkes gravely.

“You spoke a volume!” said Adams.
‘“Slow? Say, this dump is so dog-gone

slow that it reminds me of a funcral

parlour! I aim to wake it up some.”

‘““ A worthy ambition, Adams,” said Old
Wilkey, nodding. “It needed a—er
snappy fellow like you, it seems, to shew
us Eow extremely old-fashioned we are.”

“Youn said 1it,” agreed Adams crisply.
‘“All I want from you, sir, is your per-
mission for us to have a band practice.”

‘* Certainly,’” said Mr. Wilkes, beaming.
“You may practise as much as you like.”

““Hot dog!”

“I beg your pardon?”

“You’re sure the swell guy, sir,”
grinned Adams. ‘‘Thanks a lot! Well,
so long ! I’ll be sceing you !”

“Just a moment, Adams,” said Mr.
Wilkes. “I have given permission for
you and your band to have a practice.”

‘“ THE FLYING FISH!”

An astounding story of the future,

“Sure! That’s old stuff—"’

‘““But there is one little condition,” went
on Old Wilkey smoothly. *“You must
take your instruments as far from the
school buildings as possible.”

Adams’ jaw dropped.

‘““Aw, shucks!” ne protested.
S1T ”?

“I have already been listening—and,
although the curtains are drawn across
my windows, and although the door has
been closed, I must confess that my read-
ing has been sadly affected,” said Mr.
Wilkes. “I am glad you have come to
me, Adams—because you have saved me
the trouble of going out to make inquiries.
I suggest the old barn at the bottom of
the paddock.”

_“But, gee!
SIT o

“I got you the first time,” interrupted
Old Wilkey. “In the barn, Adams, you
may make as much noise as you please—
although, I must confess, it will be rather
hard on the cows in the neighbouring
meadow.”’

‘“‘But, listen, sir »

““That’s all, Adams,” said Mr. Wilkes,
returning to his book. ‘‘Good-evening !’

Adams went out breathing hard. His
idca had been to get Mr. Wilkes’ permis-

‘““Listen,

I guess you don't get me,

A Topping Book for
the ‘‘ Outdoor’’ Boy

Here 1s a fascinating book for the boy
who loves the great outdoors—a book
that tells all about the wonders of Zoo
Animals and Birds and Wild Life
generally.
with remarkable action photographs,
and also contains beautiful coloured
plates.
1s amusing, astonishing, instructive.
If you want a book that cannot fail
to please make sure you get this

The NEW Z00 ANNUAL

At all Newsagents and Booksellers 6!-.

All About
the Wonders of |
Animal Life

It 1s profusely illustrated

The NEW ZOO ANNUAL

tip-top book.
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n to practise in the Housc. But thg*re
s something about Mr. Wilkes which
of no further argument. So the
boy had to make the best of it.

* he announced
imto the Common-
bird has come across.
We can practise as

s10
wil
brook?d
American

«“Jt’s all righlf, fellers,

isily, as hc burst
ﬂ;’ém.y ‘““ The Wilkey
parn the prefects!
much as we please.”

“ Good egg :”

«“ Adams 1s the chap for us!”

«Great Scott!” ejaculated Handforth,
“Do you mean to sz.xy‘that Old Wilkey
has given his permission for that un-
carthly din to go onr”

«“Aw, gee! I kind.of bluffed him,” said
Adams carelessly.

“ Bluff is your middle name'
Handforth.

“] fixed it good and dandy,” woent on
Adams. ‘*We can practise all we please—
out in the old barn.”

“What!"”

“Sure,’” said Adams. “I guess it's all
for the best, fellers. No nced for us to
worry if we go out there. Let’s get to-
gether right now, and carry on with our
rehearsal.” -

“It seems to me, dear old fellow, that
it was Mr. Wilkes who was doing the
blufing,” drawled Travers. *‘‘So yeu've
got to go out into the old barn? Well,
well! That’s a relief, anyway.”

Nipper came across to “Travers and
Handforth, and his eves were twinkling.

“This sounds good to me,” he mur-
mured. “It’s about time the Official
Opposition took a hand.”

The fellows who supported Nipper were
few—but, as Nipper lhimaelf said, they
were select. They were the Big Men of
the Remove. When Nipper had fallen
from grace he had still retained the sup-
port of a small band of sturdy stalwarts,
Automatically, they had formed them-
selves into a sort of opposition.

The musicians lost no time in getting
their instruments; and, led by Adams,
they ventured out into the cold, misty
November evening. .. By the time they
reached the barn they were not quite so
€uthusiastic. But they had brought
candles, and when these were all lit up,
and the barn doors were closed, the result
:'l'a.s not so bad. Besides, it was some-
¢ ‘ing out of the common. Adams was so
8“1 of talk, so full of action, that his
r“l)l’ortors hardly realised that he had
Cally come a cropper.

thf}tda.ms himself had a few doubts after
carn a2 band had started up in real
wﬂsn(‘st. It secmed to him that everybody
it o out of tune with his saxophone: and
sa\l(‘(‘med to everybody else that Adams’

Xophone was horribly out of tunc with

Y
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them. The din they made was hidcously
nerve-shattering. -

“I say, it’s no good our irying to play
any particular tune!” yelled Griftith, at
last. “ We'd better play our instruments
scparately. It sounds to me like a lot of
pigs squcaling and grunting !”

“Never mind that !” roared Adams.
guess we’'ll get the thing right if we
persist. All together now ! Let her go!”

Griffith was not very far wrong about
the pigs—although he did not quite
realise 1t. Outside in the gloom there
were pigs everywhere. They were protest-
ing, too—hence the squeals and grunts.
At their rear, herding them along, were
Nipper, Tommy Watson, Tregellis-West,
Handforth, Travers, and all the other
members of the Official Opposition. They
were grinning happily—and they wcre
glad that the ‘“music” in the barn was
continuing in full blast.

“That’ll do!” said Nipper, at length.
“You ready, Handy? And you, Church?
Yank those barn doors open as soon as
I give the word! And then—all together
with these porkers!”

It was quickly done.

Just when the jazz band was making
a perfectly ghastly crescendo, the double
doors of the barn suddenly swung opcn,
and in rushed a motley mob of healthy
looking pigs. They belonged to Farmer
Holt—but Farmer Holt, fortunately, was
was not aware of the fact that they had
wandered.

They wandered to good purpose; they
wandered right in amongst the jazz
players, and the results were devastating.

“Hi! What the—"

(13 Pigs!’)

“Oh, my hat!”

The startled players were bowled over
to right and to left. Adams’ saxophone
went in one direction, Griffith’s flute in
another. Webb and his trap-drum were
swept over on the tide, the drum itsclf
being ruincd owing to the cfforts of a
fat porker to run through the centre of
it. Confusion reigned. Candles wcre
knocked over and extinguished, and above
all the squealings and gruntings and yells

came a riot of laughter from outside.
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I.et’s make whoopce, fellers!”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poor old Adams!”

Ulysses Spencer Adams, so absolutely
confident n} his suprcme sway in the
Junior School, recceived a shock. So
Nipper's crowd was getting busy already !
It was a sad blow to the American boy’s
prestige, and he fairly writhed. e
could not very well help writhing, for he

COI
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was on the floor on his back, and sundry
pigs were jumping all over him. .

The jazz band rehearsal was not quite
a success. In fact, the jazz band, tfrom
that moment, ceased to exist. Adams’
determination to make whoopece and liven
up the dull cvenings, received a jolt from
which it never fully recovered.

CHAPTER 9.
A Soccer Shocker!

HE whole school chuckled over the
misadventures of Adams and his
jazz band; but the American boy
was in no way ‘rattled.” His skin

was thicker than that. By the next morn-
ing he was himself again—brisk, active,
and full of new ideas.

He came down wearing an elaborate

badge on his jacket. He had commissioned
the House matron to make that badge,
and he had paid her handsomely for the
scrvice. Adams, like most of his country-
men, was fond of display, and what the
badge lacked in artistry it made for in
S1Zzc. It was very neatly worked in
coloured silks, with a jazzy, ornamental
border; the body of the badge was occu-
pied by the word ‘“Captain.”

The juniors were astonished and amused.
Some of them were frankly annoyed.

“Frightfully bad form, laddie,” said
Archie Glenthorne severely. ‘“Good gad!
This sort of dashed thing may be all right
in America, but over %ere it’s—it’'s——
Well, dash it, it simply i1sn’t done!”

“I guess that’s where you’re wrong,
buddy,” retorted Adams. ‘It is done—
because I'm doing it !”

Archie looked at the badge again and
shuddered.

“Not merely foul, but poisonous,” he
declared. ‘‘An absolute blot on the hemi-
sphere. Odds thoughts and reminders!
You’d better not let Phipps see you, old
thing !”

Phipps was Archie’s valet, and Phipps
was an expert on matters sartorial.

‘“If Phipps sees you, Adams, old scream,
he’ll have fifty fits,” continued Archie.
“I mean to say, a badge like that——"

“Aw, put a sock in it !”’ advised Adams,
walking awai.

He found himself confronted by Hand-
forth; and Handforth stared, jumped,
and then grinned.

“You can spare me the wisecracks!”
snapped Adams. ‘I shouldn’t advise you
to raise your elycbrows, either—yon’ll sure
find it a tough job.” |

“I haven't forgotten my eyebrows,”
said Handforth dar%dy. . ““And one of these
days, Adams, you’re going to pay! It’s

g
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only a question of time—until I can think
up something sufliciently drastic. By
what’s the i1dea of this silly badge?”

“Can’t you see?” roarcd Adams, eXas.
perated.

“I can see the word ‘Captain,’ but wljat
of 1t?” asked Handforth. “Don’t we a)}
know that you’re captain?” |

The truth of the matter was, Handfortp,
did not understand Adams’ mentality
neither did Adams understand the mey.
tality of his Form-fellows. Being Britis),
the St. Frank’s boys were not particy.
larly fond of display. Adams, being ay
American, was exceedingly fond of it.

The juniors received a further surprise
some minutes later; for all the memhers
of Adams’ precious bodyguard were wear.
coloured silk bands over their
shoulders on which was the word ‘Body-
guard.” The linen bands they had worn
yesterday had been only temporary.

“We can’t help it,” growled Armstrong
uncomfortably, when he was chipped.
“It’s one of Adams’ potty ideas! He likes
to look big, you know.”

“Looking big, and being big, are two
different things, dcar old fellow,” drawled
Travers, with a grin. “I hate to say ‘I
told you so,” but I think you’ll soon find
that Adams is nothing but a windbag.”

““Give him a chance,” said Denny
grufly. ‘“He’s got plenty of enterprise
and spirit, anyhow.”

There was a further proof of this after
breakfast, for Adams, surrounded by his
bodyguard, marched to the big notice
board in the Ancient House lobby, and
here he stuck up a big sheet of paper.
Most notices concerning the Junior School
were small and unobstrusive. But any-
thing small did not suit Ulysses Spencer
Adams. His notice was so big that it
nearly filled the entire board.

“ ALL SET FOR THE BALL GAME!
All fellows who desire to hook up with
the Junior ball team, can apply at
once at the captain’s office. =~ The
captaln is ready to make up his tcam
for the big ball game, on Saturday,
against the Hazlehurst bunch. For-
ward positions in the team can be
purchased for the sum of two pounds
each. All other positions, except
goalkeeper, going at thirty shillings.
The goalkeeper position can be bought
cheaply for one pound, or any reason-
able ogcr. Apply at once to the cap-
tain’s office, where you can pay your
f.ntrance fees, and sign on the dotted
ine.

ULYSSES SPENCER ADAMS,
Junior captain and go-getter of
the Remove.”

(Continued on page 24.)
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Laugh and grow gay ; laugh and Reep the doctor away.

EDITORIAL STAFF.

Editor-in-Chiet
E. 0. Handforth

November 21st, 1931,

Edit E. O,
EDITOR,S Chia?rSu‘b-Editor Handlorth OUR
Literary E di%r 0. Handforth P OETS’
E. O. Handtorth

body to do their bit towards increasing
trade and promoting business. Mr, Wilkes
told us that, only last week. He said
that England as a nation must wake up and

][N these times of economy, it is up to every-

take the keenest possible interest in her trade -

and exports. In fact, he said a good deal of
sonsc. I should like to tell you all about it.
I took notes of everything he said, but un.
fortunately I've lost the notes, and my memory
has sprung a leak.

But what I'm coming to is this: It has
given me an 1dea. Mac savs that one idea
1isn’t many ; but you know jolly well that my
brain-box 138 full of novel stunts. Don’t I
mako this WEEKLY the brightest paper in
Britain ? By Goorge! My paper is the talk
of Iingland.

But what I'm coming to is this: Old Wilkey’s
remarks made above suggestod a scheme (i
me, which I suggested to the fellows., Of
course, they laughed at first, but I'm used to
that. Most of the fellows have one-way minds.
You've got to force an idea into their lioads
With a stcam-drill to make them seo sense.

But what I'm coming to is this: I suggested
this idea to them in a few words. That they
should help to promote trade in England b‘y

romoting trade at St. Frank’s. * Why not,=

said, *“ each start a bysiness on our own 1"

Of course. they put .tp a lot of footling
Objections. N pper wanted to know who was
ﬁOlr}g to do business with us. “We'll do
t‘:SLrless with ourselves,” 1 replied. He said
onz that would merely bhe changing our money
smaﬁo_ the other—like the women on a certain
o nslnnq, who lived by taking in each other’s

>hing. “ Never mind,” said L. *“It's all
good for trade.”

Ut what ['m coming to i3 this: Next week
;)“aii)e\:EEKL\i ﬂvc_'ill blossom out as a full trade
With g2 SPECIAL BUSINESS NUMBLER,
buSinP&rtlcularg of all the stunts in my great
ugthS campaign., It’s the biggest bargain of
S ever offered!
® Vou at our shop counter rext week, then.

E. O. HaxprorrtH.

Art Editor E. O. Handtorth
Rest of Staft E. 0. Handforth

CORNER

FOOTBALL FEVER

E’'RE coming from far away
R; %; To see our bold amateurs play;
It's an afternoon vac,
And we’re not going back
Until they bave won the day,
Hooray |

We know they will win the day!

We've siloenced our doubts and fears;
We've dried up our feverish tears;
For we're perfectly sure
Our eleven will score
The moment the linesman appears,
Three cheers !
They’ll score when the linesman appeara.

The football is placed on the spot;
1s that referce ready or not 1
Why, yes! He’s blown up !
Now we're.s.fter the cup,
And soon we’ll start making things hot,
Great Scott !
Right now things are gstting quite hot !

Oh dear! We are shouting in vain !
1t’'s we who are out to be slain;
They’ve just scored a goal
And it looks, on my soul,
As if they might do it again ;
That's plain |

Oh, erumbs | They have done it again !

That goal was offside. Don’t abuse
The poor referee—what’s the use ?
For they’ve scored Number Throe
And it's looking to me
As if there's a chance we might lose ;
What the dooce !
[’'m sure thero’s a chance wo might lose.

(C. d2 V —Rz2movz.)



HANDY’S LITTLE

By WALTER CHURCH

F any of you fellows ever have the
misfortune to set your study chimney
on fire, you will be glad to know tho
way Edward Oswald Handforth

deoals with such a crisis. Handy has his
own ways of dealing with a situation liks
this, and very original they are, too.

Our study chimney caught fire at 4.38
p.m. on Saturday, the 14th inst. At
4.39 p.m., E. O. Handforth was taking
stern measures to deal with the situation.

“ There’s too much soot in that chim-
ney,” he said, frowning. “ We must get
rid of it. Fetch a broom, and I’ll try to
sweep it down.”

Mac and I said that nothing would
give us greater pleasure than seeing
Handy covered with burning soot, and our
leader paused.

“Well, perhaps you are right,”” he
admitted grudgingly. I know what we’ll
do. We'll set it properly alight, and
burn it all up in one go.”

Filled with this idea, Handforth piled
paper and rubbish halfway up the chimney,
and soon a flame about twenty feet high
was shooting up the chimrey and lighting
the surrounding countryside. Even Handy
began to get nervous.

‘ This won’t do,” he =aid. ‘ Hang on
here. I’ll go and get the hose,”

A few minutes later he returned, drag-
ging the hose after him. In reply to our
inquiry about what he meant to do with
it, he informed us that ho proposed to
shoot _a stream of water up the chimney
and put out the fire.

‘““ Ah,” said Mac., * Just a minute while

HANDFORTH’'S WEEKLY

WAY

I take this chair out into the passago.
It belongs to me.”

‘““ Help me shift my desk,”” said 1.

Watched in amazement by . O. H. we
shifted our own furniture into the passage
and stood by the doorway in readiness
for the entertainment. We hadn’t long
to wait. Handy put the nozzle of tho hose
up tho chimney and turned on the water.

A pauso of ten seconds, and then down
it came like a black Niagara. Sooty
water poured out of the chimney in &
grand, voluminous cataract. E. O. H.
vanished in the deluge of blackness. The
fire went out with an ear-sphtting
““ gsizzzzz !’ A black, turgid lake gathered
in the study.

We shut the door and bolted.

An hour later, as Handy came out of
Mr. Wilkes’ study, clad in his best clothes
and groaning like a dying eel, wo said :

‘“ At any rate, old man, you did put out
the fire.”

But it didn’t seem to cheer him up very
much.
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HOW TO

MAKE IT

Our Unreliable Expert gives you hints on making a watch.

HERE are two things to be borne in
mind when making a watch. One
is to make the hands move round.
The other is to make the * tick.”

I propose to show you how this can be
done by the application of one of my
famous “ back-to-nature > methods.

The case of the watch may be bought
quite inexpensively, or you can use an old
caso from which you have removed the
works. Solder a bent pin inside the case
at the top and bottom, and then fix your
hands to a large wheel which takes up the
whole inside circumference of the watch.

Tho spokes of this wheel must be
arranged so that when a spoke is opposite
to the top bent pin, the nearest spoke to the
bottom pin is an eighth of an inch away—
and vice versa.

Now to get your driving power for the
watch. This is supplied by a couple of
ants. Iix an ant bv his back legs to each

of the bent pins. Tho watch will im-
mediately begin to go. How?

The unfortunate ant at the bottom
of the watch has his back legs fixed
to the bent pin and his front legs waving
helplessly in the air—throwing him off
his balance. The ant at the top, how-
ever, is standing on the spoke of the wheel,
so he 1s all right.

What does the bottom ant do? He
reaches out and grahs the nearest spoke
and draws it towards him to stand on.
Immediately lLe does this, the spoke
slides away from the top ant, and leaves
him hanging in the air. The top ant then
draws a spoke towards himself, and the
spoke thereupon slides away fromn the
bottom ant.

This malkes the wheel go round and turns
the hands of the watch. To regulate the
watch, you must adjust your ants. If the
watch is too fast, move the ants a little

Simple ! -

more towards®
They do not #
then. If the ¥
them farther®
that the sspcjku
beyond thelr
To make *
another bent /
just catch th
it goes roun<.

The ants, bd
will keep tlj
\When the wé
an ant 18
CcOoTrpso wit
watch 15 m€

I have also
1S driven" y'l
engine, like
exhaust rathe {
and tho{ umcS'
I think the
better of thle'-
that our
soon be M
this metho i,
five thousan

al



l
l_
. ‘ qh()uld think

gstet, = " what hap-
50 P"tl;cr Aeneas,

oy o want to

ne up a@ I;a.lf-
‘.:t\.‘:‘ig;;w flre they

vf
;:?g‘o?gtg to read all

—
SCIPE

F LITTLE

ATN OMELETTE:

new-laid eggs, one
pnno  pepper, tea-
salt, teaspoonful of
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&;unces of stuffed
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., two fish eroquettes
small quantity of
f a pint of milk, a
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More extracts from that great work by REGGIE PITT,

BAGPIPES.—An instrument producing
an imitation of tho noise made by a tor-
tured cat.

BALDNESS.—A condition of the head
which comes on after the use of certain
hair-restorers.

BAND.—A collection of noise-makers.
So called because they jolly well ought
to be ‘‘ banned.”

BANKS.—Where they take your money
and refuse to let you have it back. Banks
flourish well in Scotland. The banks of
Bonnie Doon are especially famous.

BARGAIN.—Buying something you
don’t want, and would rather be without,
at a very cheap price.

BAROMETER.—An instrument which,
when put out in a hot sun, informs you
that it is raining.

BASTE.—Irish for animal,

BASS-VIOL.—An instrument making a
noise both ‘ base ’* and * vile.”

BATH.—Contained in a room called, by
advertisements, ‘‘ Bthrm.—h. & C.”” For
bathing by fags, see ‘' Fags—Unusual
Habits Of .”” Page 278.

BATTLE - ROYAL.—A heavy - weight
fight lasting more than one round.

BAY.—Inlet of sea; noise made by
dogs ; chestnut colour; tree growing by
running water ; to be hard pressed ; the
front part of a shi hoose which you like.

BEAK.—A master—so called because he
snaps one’s head off.

BEAR.—Ananimal usually distinguished
by his sore head.

BEARD.—Worn instead of a neclktie,

BEAUTIFUL.—Any socicty lady.

BEAVER.—See Beard.

BED.—That reminds me. It’s bed-time,
Good-bye.

—
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RANDOM REMARKS

By GUY PEPYS

T has always seemed to me that most

I juniors—and seniors, too—are alto-

gether too careless in their mode of
speech,

I ask them to suppose, for a moment,
that everybody took their remarks as
literal truth, and carried out whatever
orders they were pleased to give. The
sight of a junior endeavouring to eat coke
would be & very common one at this school.
And the chopping of chips by certain
juniors would not bo entirely an unusual
sight.

There i8 a youth named Thomas Burton
who cxpresses himself very loosely—very
loosely indecd. He has, on more than one
occasion, expressed a desire that some-
body would *‘ souse ”” him. The dictionary
meaning of the word ** souse *’ is as follows:
‘“ Pickle ; something kept or steeped in
pickle ; sauce; the cars and feet of pigs
picklsd.” The wverb, in this case, 1s a
transitive one, so one naturally concludes
that Burton is desirous of being steeped in
pickle. If somebody submitted him to
this process, I am quite sure he would be
very indignant about it.

Again, he 1mplores his hearers
“shiver his mainmast,” and to ‘ sink
him ” and to “ split his tops’l.,”” Yet he
would not lilce to have these requests carried
into effect. A shivered mainmast and a
split tops’l would be very inconvenient ;

to

“I'll be blowed !*

and to sink him would be to cut him off
from all further interest in life.

A junior stating the fact that he is
willing to be *“ blowed” or *‘ dashed™
18 80 common that 1t i1s an everyday
occurrence. Yet suppose the junior was
indeced blowed and dashed. I fancy he
would find it very uncomfortable.

So Iet us be careful in our modo of speech.
The expressions I have quoted are neither
elegant nor sensible, yet they aro con-
tinually upon the lips of my readers. It is
a sign that this age i1s degenecrate.

(I'll be dashed if I don’t think there's a
lot of sound commonsense in what Pepys
has gaid, blow me! Any man. who
doesn’t agree with me can go and eat
coke. L. O. H.)
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PEP FOR THE SAINTS!

(Continued from page 20.)

To say that this notice caused a sensa-
tion would be putting it very mildly.
There was an absolute storm. Nobody
could sec anything particularly humorous
in the notice; the storm was one of in-
dignation and anger. Even Adams’ own
supporters were dumbfounded.

“It’s a joke—it must be!” said Buster
Boots, when he came over with a crowd
of Fourth-Formers. “I’ve never heard

of such a thing in all my life! Selling
positions in the Junior X1!” '
“It’s graft!” yeclled Handforth. “And

look! Two quid each for the forwards—
and only a quid for the goalie! The most
important on the field—going
quid !”’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s nothing to laugh at, you idiots!”
bellowed Handforth, gfaring round.

“Of course it 1isn’t,” agreed Travers.
“It’s a thundering serious business. We
shall have to sce Adams about this at
once.”

“Rather !”

““Where is he?”

Adams was out in the Triangle, with
his bodyguard; and he was completely
taken by surprise. He had not had the
faintest idea that his notice would create
such a storm.

“Gee, what’s all the excitement about ?”
he asked, when he heard the din.

“That footer notice of yours,” growled

for a

Armstrone., ‘ We tried to warn you, but
you wouldn't listen.”
“Shucks! I’'m runnine this racket,”

retorted Adams, squaring Tis lean jaw.

He found himself surrounded by a sway-
ing crowd of angry juniors. Handforth
was so furious that he was practically
incoherent. This “ graft” was bad enough;
but that “insult” to his own position on
the field—the goalie’s position—rendercd
him speechless. Edward Oswald not only
saw red, but every other colour in the
rainbow,

“You rotter!” he managed to articu-
Iate, as he forced his way through the
mob and grabbed Adams by the shoulder.
“You—you miserable blighter. If it's
worth two quid to get a position in the
forward line, it’s worth five quid to be
made goalie!”

“Shut up, Handforth—we’re not going
to pay anything!”

“Not li{(ely >

““Adams ncedn’t think that he can run
football like that !”

“Tipe down—pipe down!” shouted
Adams. “Say, what’s the big idea?

What's the matter with you guys?”

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

‘““Nothing’'s the matter with us,” rpa.
torted John Busterfield Boots aggressively,
“But we want to know what’s the matteyp
with you! You can’t introduce graft
into St. Frank’s, Adams! We're not

oing to buy our positions in the Junior
I P

“You’ll buy them—and like it!” re.
torted Ulysses Spencer Adams promptly,
“Get that, fellers, and get it good! I'm
running this joint, and you can take it
from me that I'm running it in my own
way !”

CHAPTER 10.
The New Junjor X|!I
E was suddenly strong—determined.

This little revolt against his
authority had an unexpected
effect. Yct Adams, like most

Americans of his type, was a fighter,
The more opposition, the more fiercely hLe
fought.

“Say, what’s ecating you guys:” he
asked loudly. ‘‘Am I captain or not?
Other captains have their own ways of
making up their teams. Well, I guess
this 1s mine!”

“We won't have 1t !”

““Never !”
“We’re not going to pay you moncy
“Aw, gee! Forget it!” interrupted

Adams, holding up a hand. ‘“You don't
think I'm running this graft for my own
pocket, do you? I need this morey—for
Form expenses.”

“Oll !n

‘““What do you mean—Form expenses?”
asked Travers.

“I guess I'm going to brighten things
up some,” replied Adams Fromptly. “I
nced banners, flags, and all that sort of
junk. When the Hazlehurst gang arrives
here it'll sure know it's at St. Frank’s.

Get me?”

“More display, eh?” asked Bob
Christine, with a sniff. ‘“Dash it, Adams,
we don’t want that sort of thing in
England !”

“Put a sock in it, kid!” broke in
Adams. “I’'m boss, and you guys have
agreed to give me a free hand. So let's
cut out this argument. I nced funds—

and this 1s one way to get funds.”

“That’s all very well—but what about
the Junior XI?” asked Harry -Gresham
warmly. “We want to put the best pos-
sible team in the field, don’'t we? You
won't get the best team by putting up
the positions for sale. Why, anybody
could buy a place—even a dufier like Old
Pippy !”
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«“Oh, I say, what?”’ murmured the
jancuid Lord Pippinton of the West
House. ‘I mean, really!”

He was never very wide awake. but he
was so amilable and har-mles.s that he en-
joyed a measure of popularity.

“T guess your ball game 1s a pretty
unk game at that,” said Adams dis-
paraging]y. “Say, 1if you want to seec
real football, you’ll have to go to the
States! Our ball game is a man’s game.
This game of yours—soccer you call 1it,
don’t you?—Iis sure a joke. We give it the
¢« Ha, ha!” over in the States.”

‘““Rats !” put in Nipper, from the out-
gkirts ‘‘Soccer 1s becoming very popular
in the States.”

Adams frowned. He had always ex-
pressed contempt for soccer. He still felt
that same contempt; and, in his opinion,
the formation of the elcven mattered little
or nothing. Any team, he believed, could
win.

‘““ Listen, fellers! I guess any old team
can wipe up Hazlehurst,” he said
carnestly. “I’'m figuring that 1t’s about
time we had a big change 1n the XI—but
it’s up to you. The places are open, and
you can buy them. I don’t care if the
same old team gets in—but not a place
goes unless you guys take out your rolls
and pay up.”

“Well, well! So you think that any
of us can make up a team and beat Hazle-
hurst ?” asked Travers mildly. “I admire
ﬁ)ur serene confidence, dear old fellow.

ay I remind you that Hazlehurst 1s
somewhere near the top of the League
table? And might I suggest that soccer
13 a hard, kecen, scientific game?”

“That’s the bunk,” said Adams.
“Soccer’s so slow that girls play it! Gee!
You don’t call that a game, do you?”

He looked round at the angry, excited
faces; and he could see that he would
have to make some amendment. An idea
occurred to him. He was never short of
ldecas.

“Well, I guess I'll climb down some,”
he went on briskly. ‘' As Junior captain,
I need funds, but I guess I’m a reasonable

guy. We’ll hold an auction—right here
and now.”

““An auction?” went up a yell.

“Sure !” nodded Adams coolly. ‘*“ What’s
the bidding? We’ll take the centre-
forward position first. Come on, fellers!
Let’s start the price at five dollars—one
Pound. The centre-forward position going

for one pound! What offers? What do
You bid ?* ,
“Thirty shillings!” sang out Claude
ore-Pearce.

“An auction, by Jove,” said Old Pippy,

.2.-

waking up. ‘‘What'’s being sold? Twc
pounds !”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Two pounds ten!” yelled Gore-Pearce.

“What-ho! Three of the best,” sang
out Lord Pippinton.

The effect was magical.
instead of being angry, became vastly
amused. Yells of laughter went up. This
was really farcical—this auction for
places in the Junior XI. Claude Gore-
Pearce, being a millionaire’s son, could
easily force up the bidding, and he had
always longed for a place in the Junior
XI. He could play football, but he was
such a slacker that he never put in much
time at practice, and so he had never got
anywhere. But herc was his chance to
lead the XI against Hazlehurst! Old
Pippy bid as a matter of course, and he
was still very hazy as to what he was bad-
ding for.

Nipper suddenly found a fierce grip on
his arm, and he found Edward Oswald
Handforth by his side. Travers and
Reggie Pitt and several other members
of the regular XI were round him, too.

“You’re not going to allow this, are
you, Nipper?” asked Handforth fiercely.

“My dear chap, how can I prevent it?”
asked Nipper, with a shrug. ‘Adams is
skipper—clected by a big majority vote.”

“But you're centre-forward,” gasped
Handforth. * Why the dickens don’t you
bid? Isn’'t it worth the money?”

“I’'m not going to bid a penny,” re-
torted Nipper. “I don’t want my position
in the team like that.”

‘“ But—but——"

““None of us is going to bid,” went on
Nipper, his voice hardening. ‘‘We’re the
opposition, Handy, and we’re just looking
on and sitting tight—and waiting !”

‘“For the love of Samson,” murmured
Travers, with a slow smile. ‘“I'm begin-
ning to get you, dear old fellow.”

‘“ But we can’t allow it,” groaned Hand-
fortk. ‘“Think of Saturday! Think of
the match with Hazlehurst! It’ll be an

absolute fiasco!”

“I shouldn’t be a bit surprised,” said
Nipper calmly.

pper calmly

“We're not going to play Adams’ game
—by bidding,” went on Nipper. *The
best thing we can do is to wash our hands
of the whole business—and wait. Let
Adams get on with this thing in his own
way.”

“yGive him enough rope, eh?” grinned
Reggie Pitt. ‘O, wise youth, my heart
is giaddened! It will not be many eons
before you’re going to have the reins in
your sturdy grip.”

The crowd,
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“By George!” breathed Handforth, his
cyes glowing. “So that's it! I belicve
you're right, old man! Adams is going
the right way to work to mess everything
up generally.”

But, so far, only the Opposition could
sce this. The rest of the fellows, vastly
amused by Adams’ novel methods, were
solidly for him.

And the auction went on—and, as a
natural result, all the moneyed fellows
%ot the best places. Claude (i

ord Pippinton, De - Valerie, Singleton,
and others, bought their places in the
Junior XI. |

The match against Hazlehurst promised
to be very, very interesting !

CHAPTER 11.
Rah! Rah [ Rah!

LTHOUGH Adams could not see it,
his team, when completed, was the
funniest on record.

On second thouglts, he had kept
the centre-forward position for himself—
just to show these * boneheads” how ecasy
1t was to score goals! The other places
had bcen auctioned haphazard, and they
had gone to the highest bidders.

About the only fellows in the team who
were any good at all were Cecil de Valerie,
Singleton, Armstrong, Griffith, and Bray.
All the others were rank duffers—and they
would not have stood an earthly chance
of getting into any XI—even a House
tcam. By Adams’ unique methods, they
were booked to play for the School itself
—and 1n the St. Frank’s League !

The full team was as follows:

Long, goalkeeper; Griffith, Bray, backs;
Singlcton, Marriott, Armstrong, half-
backs; Hubbard, De Valerie, Adams,
Gore-Pearce, Lord Pippinton, forwards.

Teddy Long’s bagging of the goalie’s
place was hailed with much laughter; for
he was known to be stony, as usual. But
Gore-Pearce, who shared Study B with
Long and Hubbard, was providing the
necessary funds. Teddy Long, as goalie,
promised to be a scream. The more
serious fellows, however, knew that the
game would be something like a tragedy.

“You're mad—that’s all,” said Hand-
forth bluntly. “You’ll come an awful
cropper on Saturday, Adams—and it'll
serve you right! As for Teddy Long
being goalie ” Words failed him, an
he could only splutter incoherently.

“Keep it unc%er your hat, buddy,” ad-
vised Adams coolly. “We'll put up a good
show. By Saturday afternoon I'll have
my team so hot that you'll be sur-
prised! You haven’t seen me on the field

orc-Pearce,

training a team, have you? Gee! T cap
train a team like nobody’s business!”

“You can do anything and everything,
can't you?” retorted Handforth, with
sniff. |

“Say. are you trying to hand me 4
dirty crack?”’ demanded Adams, glaring.
“I know what I'm doing ! And I’ll make
good.” |

He really believed it, too. Adams’ con.
fidence in himself was supreme.

VHAT afternoon, shortly after lessons

were over, Handforth happened to

‘meet his minor in the Ancient

House lobby; and Handforth gave

‘Willy a wary look as the latter

‘approached. Willy had an unpleasant

habit of dashing up and demanding the
sum of five shillings.

‘““Now, look here,
Edward Oswald.

“What’'s all that noise over on Little
Side?”” interrupted Willy.

“How should I know? Adams, I sup-
pose, with his precious team !”” said Hand-
forth bitterly. “But if hce keeps his men
practising from now until Doomsday,
he’ll never make footballers of some of
them !”

“If they’re practising footer, they're
doing it in a funny way,” said Willy,

my lad——" began

shak?ng his head. ‘‘Come over here—to
the door. Listen! By the way, how
many men are there in Adams’ team?

Practically the whole of the Remove and
the Fourth have gone out there.”

“Yes, I know,” said the burly Remov-
ite. “I thought they’d gone to watch
Adams’ team at work.”

“ Adams came along and suggested that
I should join in—with all the Third,” said
Willy. “I rather thought it didn't
matter.”

They were in the doorway now, and
Churcﬁ and McClure had joined them.
Nipper, Tregellis-West, Watson, Travers,
and a few others were also there. The
Opposition was 1n force.

There were certainly peculiar sounds
coming from the direction of the playing
fields, and the juniors looked at omne
another in astonishment.

“Rah, rah, rah!” came a noisy, chant-
ing chorus. ’

“My only sainted aunt!” said Hand-
forth, with a start. ‘That’s the way
they cheer in American colleges, isn't
it?’) . .

‘“Adams is evidently training his fol-
lowers in the way they should go,” grinned
Nipper. “Let's go along and have a
closer look. It might be interesting.”

Biggleswade of the Sixth came charging
out.
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Waving a cricket stump as a baton, Adams conducted community singing at St. Frank’s

in true American style.

‘* Rah, rah, rah ! Rah, rah, rah !>’ yelled the juniors with noisy

enthusiasm,

“What’s all that din on Little Side?”
he asked.

“Don’t blame us,” said Nipper.

“You’d better keep your men in order,”
sald Biggleswade darkly. ‘ You’re Junior
captain, aren’t you?”

"My poor fellow, you’re behind the
times,” said Nipper. *“I was kicked out
of the captaincy ecarlier in the week. Our
dear friend, Ulysses Spencer Adams, is
skipper now.”

. “Well, I’'m dashed,” said Biggy, star-
ng. “Adams? That American kid? If
We¢ were in July, I should say it was mid-
Suimmer madness !

He was so curious that he went out
.W1t.h Nipper & Co. Others were being
attracted, too—particularly the fags. All
Sorts and conditions of fellows were mak-
lllg fOl' IJlttIC Side.

o ‘Ijh'c'y rcceived a surprise when they

llnln el. They had expected something

o usual, but what they actually saw made
¢m blipk,.

coﬁlost of the Fourth and Remove had

“,Qll“‘(‘;t(?(l 1n solid formation, and standing
1 n front of them was Ulysses Spencer

‘Nhirils' He carried a cricket stump,

¢h he was using as a baton.

‘“Gee! That’s better !” he was shout-
ing. ‘“We want this thing good and
proper! Now then—all toget'ﬁer as I
raise this stick.”

‘““Rah, rah, rah!” bellowed the mob.

““Some class !” grinned Adams. ‘That's
the way we do 1t over in the States,
fellers. All together—as one! Now let’s
have 1t sharp and quick—the first ‘ rah’
soft and thec others rising louder and
louder.”

He continued his training, and the on-
lookers marvelled. They marvelle! that
such ‘‘community shouting” could be

opular anywhere—even in the United
tates. They marvelled still more that
Adams should have influenced the Remove
and the Fourth to encourage him in his
crazy 1ideas.

“Lowering the dignity of the whole
school—that’s what 1it’s doing,” said
Reynolds of the Sixth. “It oughtn’t to
be allowed.”

He was not the only lordly senior who
disapproved. They hated any kind ot
change, and they were opposed to this
sudden Americanisation of the Junior
School.

19

““Rah, rah, rah!” went up the yell in
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quick fashion. ‘Raaaaaaah—raaaaaaah
—raaaaah !”

It wasn’t half so hard as it had seemed
at first. The fellows were picking up the
hang of it rapidly. After half an hour
they werc hoarse with shouting, but they
were in complete unison. Adams was
delighted.

“1 guess you will do,” he said. * To-
morrow we’ll have it real slick. Say,
and there’s something else. We'll learn
an_ honest-to-goodness American college
song—and on Saturday, when the team 1s
in the field, you guys oan let it loose. I
oguess it’ll kind of rattle those Hazlehurst
mutts !”’ .

“If you're expecting to win the Hazle-
hurst match like that, you'll be dis.
appointed,” said Buster Boots shortly.

“We’ll win—and I don’t mean maybe,”
replied the American boy screnely. *I’'ve
got this job nailed down good.”

Boots walked off with a disgusted snort,
and Adams breathed hard.

“I'll show these guys,” he muttered.
“Gee! I guess this ball game is more
important than I first thought.”

It was a startling revelation to him—
and it happened to be true. Everything,
in fact, would depend upon his team's
success against Hazlehurst. Football at
St. Frank’s was of paramount importance
during the winter months. Success at
football meant success gencrally. Failure
at football—and a fellow was nobody.

Ulysses Spencer Adams came to the con-
clusion that it would be a pretty good
idea to give his tcam some training.

CHAPTER 12.
A Team of Duffers!

T was too late that afternoon for any

][ football practice, for not only was dark-

ness descending, but a drizzling rain had
commenced. :

The boys went indoors cheerfully practising
their *“Rah, rah, rah-ing!” and some of them
were met by Fenton.

“That’s cnough of that,” said the school
captain sharply. ‘““Any more of that velling,
and I shall get busy with my cane. ‘hat’s
the matter with you all? Gone off your
heads ?”’

““Chuck 1it, Fenton!” protested Hubbard.
¢ TIt’s our new college yell.”

“Oh, yes?” rcpeated Fenton grimly,
horrified by the thought that he had nearly
said ““Oh, yeah?” ‘“Well, we don’t want
any college yells at St. Frank's, thanks!
We're not in the United States—we're in
Susscx, England. You can yell as much as

1

vou like out of doors—but in the House, no!

““Aw, gee, have a heart!” protested Adams,
“The fellers arc sure keen——"
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“Keen?” repeated Fenton. *‘I've got an.
other name for it—but we'll let it pass. I'p,
disappointed with you all,” he added, looking
round gencrally. *‘ YWhat's the matter with
you? Why this sudden desire- to copy
America?” |

““The poor sap doesn’t understand,” said
Adams pityingly, after Fenton had gone,
‘“I guess a good thing 1s worth copying—
and I'm telling you that America 1s the land
of snappy ideas. You can't go wrong, bud.
dies. 1It's ercam 1n the can!”

The juniors themselves might have had
their doubts. They had been carried away
by Adams’ enthusiasm, and they thought the
whole affair. rather a good lark. It was
something different—something novel. But
the opposition of the Senior School hardened
them. It was the one thing needed to make
them carry on with greater determination.
Human nature 1is like that. A certain way

to encourage a movement 18 to attempt to
suppress it.

So the Remove and the Fourth, criticised
on all sides for their adoption of Adams’
idcas, obstinately determined to go ahcad.
The - next morning, the instant they were
frce, they dashed out into the open to prac-
tise. their precious college yelling—to say
nothing of the special song which Adams was
tcaching them, It went to the tune of * The
Star-spangled Banner,” and it was certainly
a rousing cnough song.

But even the members of Adams’ team
were beginning to feel doubtful that day.
It was' Friday—and on the morrow there
would be the Hazlehurst mateh. The slackest
of them felt that even a little practice would
not come amaiss.

sald Adams

‘“Leave it to me, fellers,”
confidently. ‘‘Over-training is worse than no

training at all. I guess I can %et you guys
into shape this afternoon. 'm a fast
worker! Aw, gee! What's in this punk

game, anvway? All you've gotta do 15 to
run after a ball, kick it, and dodge the
other feller. There’s nothing to it!”

‘“But we want to be certain of winning.
vou know,” said De Valerie. ‘‘It's no gooc
being over-confident, Adams. We've got a
lot of rubbish in the tcam—such fellows a:
Hubbard and Marriott and Long. They're¢
no good at all. I'm beginning to think——"

“Put a sock in it!” advised Adams. I
guess I'm doing all the thinking, buddy!”

“And all the talking,” growled WVal
““But thinking and talking won't get us
anywhere. I had an impression that you

were a snappy guy, Adams; what about
some action?’’

“Sure!”

Immediately after lessons were over

Adams instructed his team to change intc
footer togs. They were soon out on Little
Side—and therec were plenty of spectator:
round the ropes to watch and to criticise.
Adams got his second shock here.

Football, he found, wasn’t anything like
so casy as he had imagined He had see?
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he had criticised 1t so
openly and so scathingly that he rcally be-
Jieved it was a child’s game. A lttle prac-
tical expericnce made all the differenco to
his point of view.

On the ficld he was an absolute duffer.
As for fellows like Teddy Long and Gore-
Pearce and Marriott and the unfortunate
Lord Pippinton—they were too awful for
words. . . .

«+ And this tcam is going to play Hazle-
hurst to-morrow,”’ groaned Handforth, as
he watched. ““Oh, my hat! We can’t allow
it, ;}:ipper! In the name of commonsense

’#

«1'm afraid we shall lose,” said Nipper,

nodding.
“They’ll lick

“Lose!” velled Handforth.
us by dozcns of goals!”

Nipper smiled.

*And Adams will fall with a crash,” he
murmured. ‘‘The more severe the licking,
the greater will be his fall. The only fly
in the ointment is that we shall lose two
points. We're at the top of the league table,
and we want to stay there. Don’t worry
about to-morrow’s game, though. Far better
to have one big defcat and get it over.”

Even now Adams had not lost his confi-
dence. He kept his tcam hard at it until
there was no longer any daylight—and by
then, naturally, they were doing better. They
were showing some signs of becoming
knocked into shape. But any eleven fags,
choscn at random from the Third, could have
given them a licking. Not that Adams
realised this.

What he did realise was that his XI stood
& poor chance of gaining & victory. How-
ever, there were other ways and means.
Adams was a peppy guy—he was full of
bright ideas!

The Hazlehurst match, according to the
original fixture list, was not due to be played
until the 28th; but there had been a little

re-arranging of the fixtures, owing to the
fact that the match against KEdgemore

Athletic—due to be played on the 7th—had
becn postponed until the 5th of the next
month.

“Well, things look bad,” said Armstrong,
when ho and the other members of the body-
Buard were in Study J that evening. * You're
Jolly confident, Adams—but it’s about time
somcbody told you the truth. We're going
to lose that match to-morrow.”

. “Nix on that stuff!” said Adams coolly.
Leave it to me, fellers! I'm the smart

gl"y !?’

D“Yes——we’ve heard that before,” said
¢ony. “But you're not such a smart guy

3% We thought you were—or as you think

You are yourself. In fact, Adams, we're be-

ginhing to get your number!”

wqioF the love of Pete!” ejaculated Ulysses.
ocE here, Unconscious—"’

don}t[,?'u think you know e‘yerything, but you

to eriL. went on Denny. “It’s all very well

all t"}:l lazon vour chest with ¢ captain’ and

at rot; it’s all verywell to get up college
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songs and college yells; but where do you
get to? Nowhere! That's not the way to
keep the captaincy of the Remove. The
chaps have trusted you—they’ve had faith in
you—but if you let them down to-morrow
afternoon——"’ ‘

He broke off significantly.

“Yecah, I get that,” said Adams, with a
nod. “Maybe I was wrong about this foot-
ball stuff.”

“Wrong ?”’ said Armstrong. ‘I should say
you are wrong. About tho only thing you
can do to save your bacon, Adams, is to
scratch some of the names off the list, and
give the regular forwards their places—ves,
and put- Handforth in goal instcad of that
young fool, Long.”

Adams’ expression hardened.

“Say, who’s running this dump, anyway ?”’
he demanded aggressively. “I'm altering
nothing. Get me? And that ball game to-
morrow afternoon is already in the bag!
I’ve got ideas, I have. It doesn’t look so
good now, but, believe me, by to-morrow
afternoon we’ll sure be sitting pretty.”

CHAPTER 13.

Free Tuck!

“ HERE'S Adams?”
Many feilows were asking that
question, but nobody could answer.
Ulysses Spencer Adams was not
to be found. And yet it was nearly the hour
when the Hazlehurst XI was due to arrive.
It was rather strange that the new Junior
skipper should be missing at such a time.

“He’s probably run away—afraid to face
the music,” said Handforth bitterly.

He wandered off gloomily. That morning,
Adams had had his team out early; they had
practised during every available minute. At
last, it seemed, the American boy was rcalis-
ing that ho had been over-confident—that
football wasn’t such a “punk ’ gamec, after
all. The tcam had improved a little—but

- only a little.

“I say, Handforth—"

Handforth halted, and he found Tcddﬁ
Long beside him. He favoured Teddy wit!
an intensive glare.

“Well?” he growled. “What do you
want ?”’

He fclt very antagonistic towards Teddy.
This hopeless duffer was to keep goal for
St. Frank’s! Edward Oswald nearly burst a
blood vessel at the very sight of the podgy,
ill-conditioned junior.

“Don’t—don’t look at me like that, Handy,
old man,” faltered Teddy Long. “I—1
thought about doing you a favour.”

“Oh?” said Handforth digcouragingly.
“Then you’d better think again. I don't
want any favours from you.” :

“Oh, I say! Really!” protested Teddy.
“I—1 thought you might like your old place
back——"? -

“What!”

“Yes, rather,” said Teddy eagerly. “I'm
not really so keen on keeping goal, you
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know. Adams isn’t about, and I thought—  “Four!” . .
Well, I mean—" “Well, threce,” said the tubby junior

“You'll stand down—in my favour?’” asked fecbly. o
Handforth, quivering with excitement. “And you're tninking of the schoo!?”

*“Yes, mthe.r ” nodded Teddy.
Handforth, ha\mg recovered from his sur-
prise, beamed upon him.

“Good man!” he said, clapping Teddy
heartily on the back and near{) inocking
him over. “So oud like ¢to stand down?
That's all right ﬁ I'll kee goal—"’

“Yes, but wait a mmute interrupted
Tedd Y, & cunning light coming into his eyes.
“Don’t say anything to Adams about this,
mind you, but 1'll stand down—for a con-
sideration.”

éo Eh?”

“I said—for a consideration.”

“Yes, I hcard vyou,” sald Hand{orth,
frowning.

Ho saw, now, the catch in Teddy Long's
recmarkable ¢ ‘sacrifice.”’

“Well, of course. I mean—vou wouldn't

expect amthmrr else, would you?” asked
Teddy cagerly.

““ Not from vou,’ avreed flandforth dark!y.
“You little blig htor—

“Oh, 're-a]]\' I—I paid for my place,
don’t forget,” said Teddy, speaking rapidly.
“But—but I don't mind giving 1t up. I'm
thinking of the school, you know. So,
Handy, old man, if you're wxllmg to pav
five (]llld I'll stand down, and——

“Five quid,” roared Handforth.

“I—I mecan four!” gasped Teddy.

Jokes ‘Irom readers wanted for this feature !
know a good rib-tickler, send it along now. A handsome
watch will be awarded each week to the sender of

the best joke ;

VERY SMART.

““ How many bones have you in your
body, Jones ? ’’ asked the teacher during a
fesson on physiology.

¢ Two hundred and eight, sir,’”’ replied
Jones without hesitation.

¢ I told you only five minutes ago that
there were exactly two hundred and seven
in the human body,” said the teacher
angrily. ¢ Weren’t you listening to me ? '

‘*“ Yes, sir,”’ said Jones meekly. ¢ But
1 sicallowed a fish bone at breakfast this
morning.’’

(A. Tubbs, 16, Linton Crescent, Hastings, has
been awarded a handsome watch)

HIS ALIBI

Judge (to prisoner pleading an alibi) :
you know what an albi is ?

{ 11 DO

It you

pocket wallets and penknives are
also offered as prizes. Address your jokes to ¢‘ Smilers,”’
Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C. 4-

asked  HMandforth, with heavy sarcasm,.
“You want three qmd to give up vour placu
in the team. You can go and cat coke.’

““Look here, if you pay me two quid——-"

“I won’t pay you two pence!” Ttoared
Handforth. *““Do you think I'm going to
buy my place in the tecam? Why, it's my
placo. anvhow—free! All you'll geL from
me i3 a clip over the ear—unless you scoot!
Clear off, Dblow you, before I lose my
temper!”’

And Teddy Long, who had had high hopes
of making some epocket-monev drifted away
mlaerablv Ho wasn'’t lookmo' forward to
the game at all. It had scemed very nice
and ﬁne a day or two ago, but now, within
half an hour of the match he was getting
thoroughly windy.

Mcanwhile, Ulysses Spencer Adams was
not very far away.

He was standing in Bellton -High Sireet.
And when a smart-looking motor-coach came
rolling smoothly along he walked out into
the road. The coach was full of schoolbovs—

and they were wearing the Mazlehurst
colours. _
“Well, this 1s fine and dandy!” said

Adaams boxsteroush as he climbed aboard.

““No, don’t get going again vet, driver. Leb
her sfav right here. Glad to know you,
boyvs!”

000 -a
Prisoner : “Xes, vour honour. It's

proving you wore in one place when you
were in another."

(P. Dean, 46, Epple Road, Fulham.,
S.W.6, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

DONE BROWN!

Green : ‘‘I say, old man, are you using
your lawn mower this morning ?

Brown (warily) : ° Afraid I am.”

Green : ‘“Splendid ! Then would you
mind lending me your lawn roller ? *’

(N. Adams, 20, Micheldever Road,
Burntash Road, Lee, S.E.12, has been
awarded a penknife.)

CAUSE FOR ALARM.

The actor was recounting some of his ex-
periences to a friend.

“Yes,” he said, * when I played Romeo I die:
so naturally that a man in the audience fainted.’

“ Wonderful ! ”’ exclaimed his friend. ¢ But
why should he faint ?*

“ Well,” explained the actor, * he was the
insurance agent who had just insured my life.”

(J. Emerson, 9, Woodford Terrace, Arrraﬂh
Ireland, has becn avarded a splendid prize.)

HIS JOB.

Employer (to new office boy): ¢ Has tho
cashier told you what to do in the afternoons ? '

Youth : *‘ Yes, sir. I am to wake him up
when 1 see you coming.”’

(B. Tarbuck, Inwood, All Stretion,
Shropshire, has been awarded « penknife.
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The Hazlehurst fellows were grinning.

« You're Adams, aren’t you—one of the
gt, Frank’s chaps?”’ asked Riley, the

captaln. .
“You said it!” agreed Adams, thrusting
out his hand.  “Put it there, buddy!
Ulysses Spencer Adams—that’s me! Captain
of the St. Frank’s Junior XI! I'm sure

tickled pink to see you all.”

«“That’s funny,” said Riley. “I thought
a fellow named Hamilton was Junior
captain. They call him Nipper, don’t they 7"

“ Aw, shucks! That’s ancient history,” said
Adams cheerfully. “I’m skipper now—and,
belicve me, I'm running this dump in the
ripht way. 1 guess we've got time for a
littlo celebration, huh? Gee! Wce're exactly
oppositc the confectionery store. Step right
down, boys. Everything’s on me!”

“ Jolly decent of you,” said Riley. *‘But
we don’t want to be late——"’
“Forget it,” interrupted Adams. *This

won’t take long. I’'m putting pep into St.
Trank’s, and I’'m doing things in the right
way. You guys follow me, and you can’t
go wrong.” =

The Hazlehurst boys, laughing heactily,
crowded out of the coach. Adams was a
hustler ; it was difficult to deny himn. He led
the way boisterously into the tuck-shop. And
tuck, after all, was always worth having.

‘““Get busy, buddies,” said Adams, waving
an eloquent hand towards the counter. *This
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is on me, don’t forget! Say, chie!, better
frcezo on to this—so that you’ll be «n the
safe side.”

With a flourish he handed a five pound
note to Mr. Binks, who presided bchind the
counter.  The counter was unusually
attractive. It contained piled-up glass dishes
of alluring pastries. There were jam tarts,
cream horns, mince-pies, chocolate eclairs,
and every imaginable kind of tempting
pastry. Not one of the Hazlehurst fellows
guessed thaf Ulysses Spencer Adams had

aid an earlier visit to Mr. Binks, and that

e had carefully arranged that all that
pastry should be sp temptingly within reach.

““Dashed good of you, old man, but we
hardly like to take advantage of your
generosity,” said Riley uncomfortably. "I

mean, we don’t do this when you come to
Hazlehurst, and—"’

“Shucks! Let it go!” interrupted Adams
loudly. “Say, boys, snap into 1t! It’s all
pald for—so let it find a good home.”

‘““Well I'in blowed !” :

“You’re a caution, Adams!”

‘““Rather!”

And the Hazlehurst boys, nothing loath,
piled in. A glorious feed of this sort did not
often come their way. Some of them realised
that i1t would have tasted better after the
match—at tea-time, say—but here it was, and
it was beyond their powers to resist it. It
has been well said that there is no time like
the present.

> O 9GO > MWWWM

HE DIDN’T BELIEVE IT.

An Irishman was posting a letter. The
man behind the counter weighed the letter and
then informed Pat that it was over weight.

““Over what weight !’ asked Pat.

‘“ Over throe ounces,’’ said the clerk.
have to put another-stamp on it.”

‘“ Get away,” said the Irishman with a grin.
“ Shure, if I put another stamp on it, won’t it
be heavier still 7 -

(C. Tommus, 75, Abbey Road,
Birmingham, has been awarded a pocket wallet.)

A SLIGHT MISTAKE.

Hostess (to guest) : ‘¢ Who is that stupid-
looking man over there ¢ *’

Guest : ** That is my brother.”’

Hostess (flustered) : “‘ How silly of me, I
should have noticed the resemblance.’’

(H. Little, 289, Melrose Avenue, Verdun,
P.Q., Canada, has becn
awarded a uscful prize.)

BOTH REQUIRED. .
The constable in a small
town had also a considerable
feputation as a veterinary sur-
Ston, One night the bell
fang., The constable’s wife
aniwered it.
Is Mr. Blank there ?”

aS]f‘ed an agitated voice.

0 you want my husband

“You'll

Erdington,

N the capacity of veterinary

“ Both, madam,” came the reply. ‘“ We
can’t get our bulldog to open his mouth, and
there’s a burglar in it.”

(A. Milne, South Auchronie, Skene, Aberdeen,
has been awarded a penknife.)

MUSICAL.
Jack ¢ ‘¢ My father is a wonderful musician.”’
Jim: °So’s mine. Why, when hse plays
most of the villagers stop work.”’
Jack : ‘° What does he play ? *’
Jim : *“ He blows the buzzer at the mill.”
(L. Forster, 31, Highfield Road, Horbury,
Yorkshire, has been awarded a penknife.)
A BURNING QUESTION.
Jarge : ‘‘ Do you find sketching profitable ?
Artist : Well, it—er—just keeps the pot
boiling, you know.”
Jarge: - Oh, I see.
with them, eh 1"
(S. Cope, 24, Tenter Street,

You light the fire

Atherstone, has been awarded
pocket wallet.)
& PAINLESS.
Englishman (on tour in the
o Wild West) : ‘Do you pull
- JIP\ teeth without pain? *’

Arizona dentist :  ** Sure,
stranger.’”’ Then turning to his
assistant,who stood by with a big
mallet, added : *‘Stun him, Bill!*’

(4. Golding, 14, Epps
Road, Milton Regis, Sit-

?UTG‘?OD or as constable 7 ¥
Nquired the woman.

tingbourne, has been
awarded a pocket wallet.)




CHAPTER 14.

Artful Adams!

DAMS watched complacently, like a
benevolent wuncle, and while he
watched he talked.

Never once did he allow the Hazle-
hurst boys to think for themselves, Adams
kept up a continuous quickfire of entertain-
ing talk, and when some of his guests slowed
down on the eating, he urged them on. Ifor
the moment Riley and his men had for-
gotten about the match—but that was part
of Adams’ gamc. \

Riley, who had eaten less than any of
the others, began to fecl a little anxious.

“] say, you know, is this quite wise?”
he asked suddenly, as a thought occurred to
him. ‘ Great Scott! We ought to have left
this tuck until after the game——"

‘“Aw, who cares?” interrupted Adams
briskly. ‘“Have another doughnut, buddy.
Say, these are punk-looking doughnuts you
have over on this side. Out in the States
doughnuts are made like rings. Gee! Ever
tasted rcal American angel cake? I guess
you've got a kick coming to you. And
laver cake? Wait until you fellers taste a
rcal, honest-to-goodness American piel Aw,
goe! 'gour stuff over on this side is good,

ut—-—

“Well, 'm not grumbling at what wc’'ve
just had,” said one of the Hazlehurst fellows.
“Jollv good of you, Adams, to stand us this
treat.’’

“Go right ahecad! Help yourself,” said
Adams. ‘Plenty more yet.”

““No; I think we’ve all had enough,” said
Riley, with a sudden urgent note in his
voice. ¢ We shall be late for the game—and,
in any case, we¢ were crazy to cat at all
It never occurred to me at the time, what
with your talking, Adams. I suppose you
know it’s bad to eat before a gamec of
footer ?”

““Weli, say! Can vou
cjaculated Adams, in surprise.
vou fellers won't be hurt any!
sure sorry if I pulled @ bone!”

“That’s all right,” laughed Riley, i1m-
pressed by Adams’ earnest tone. ““We can’t
do anything about it now, anyhow. Come
on, vou chaps. Don’t be tempted any more.”

They went crowding out, and Adams took
a last look at the counter. It was nearly
stripped. The Hazlehurst fellows had taken
full advantage of their opportunity. They
didn’t fecel very heavy—yet. And none of
them suspected the cunning and the tricki-
ness of the rival captain’s dodge.

The coach continued on its way to St.
Frank’s, and it arrived within a minute or

imagine that?”
“But I gucss
Gee! I'm

two. Across the Triangle was a great ban-
ner, emblazoning the words ‘‘Welcome
Hazlehurst!” The Hazlchurst boys regarded

it 1n astonishment.
“Yep, sure,” nodded Adams. ‘‘I put that
t{here. But you ain’t scen nothing yet!”
Riley was surprised to see Nipper, Hand-
forth, Travers, and other members of the
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regular XI standing about fully dressed i,
ordinary clothes. They came up, smiling,
““Glad to see you again, Riley,” said Nip-
per, shaking hands. ‘‘How’s things?”
‘““All right, thanks,” replied Riley. “ Sorry
that you’re not playing, old man.”

““Oh, 1it’s nothing!” laughed Nipper,
““Adams 1s skipper—and Adams has chosep
his own team.”” He cast his eye over the
Hazlehurst fellows. “‘You’re not looking any
too fresh,” he added critically. ‘‘It’s not
for me to say anything——"’

“I'm afraid we forgot ourselves a bit ”
said Riley apologetically. ‘You see, Adamg
invited us into tho tuckshop in the village;
stood us a trecat.”

‘““And, my only hat, it was a sprecad !” said
one of the others. ‘‘Haven’t eaten so much
for months!”

Adams bustled in amongst them.

““Come on, fellers!” he said boisterously.
“Time to start the game, nearly. Guess we
must be getting a move on.”

As they went, Nipper gave Handforth and
the others & significant glance.

““So that’s the explanation of the little
mystery,” said Nipper, a hard look in his
eyes. ‘“By Jovel! I expect Adams thinks
that he’s been smart! It hasn’t even
occurred to him that he's played a low-
down trick. That’s his peculiar mentality!”

“But—but I don’t understand!” gasped
Handforth.

“You will—as soon as the game starts,”
sald Nipper gruffly.

‘““Rah, rah, rah!”

It was a great cheering yell, utterly un-
familiar to the cars of the Hazlehurst boys.
They had just reached Little Side, with
Adams in the lead. As they appeared on
the springy green turf, a large crowd of Re-
movites and Fourth-Formers let out the yell
It hit the visitors like something solid, and
they - halted in their tracks, staring.

“What the How the——"

““My only sainted aunt!”

““Great guns!”

“What's—what’s all this??”’

The Hazlchurst boys were completely be-
wildered.

‘““Rah, rah, rah!”

Again the cheer—in perfect unison. Then,
immediately afterwards, the college song,
rendered to the tune of ‘‘The Star-spangled
Banner.” It rose mightily on the afternoon
air. Standing i1n front of the crowd were
the members of Adams’ bodyguard—all care-
fully rchearsed. They were leading the
singers, and doing their job with noisy en-
thusiasm.

Adams fondly imagined that it was very
impressive. But the Hazlehurst boys, after
their first shock of surprise. were far more
amused than impressed. Indeed, within 8
few minutes they felt almost sorry for the
St. Frank's crowd. They regretted that this
American boy should have made his 1D-
fluence felt to such an extent. It wasn’t 1n
kceping with the fine old traditions of St
Frank’s.
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“I guess this has got you beat, fellers,
huh?” asked Adams triumphantly. ‘ Nothing
like this at Hazlehurst, huh?”

“Nothing at all,” agreed Rilcey,
curtly. *‘‘Thank goodness!”

““What’s that?”

““Nothing !’ said Riley. ‘‘Let it go. But
may I be allowed to ask a question? Did
we come here to listen to community singing
—or to play a game of football? I'd just
like to know.”

Adawms somchow felt that the atmosphere
was strained. Indeced, he noticed a big
differcnce in Riley’s manner—Riley wasn’t
anything like so friendly. Riley had been
rhmking.

“Sure thing,” said Adams hastily. “Guecss

we'll change right away—and get on with the
ball game.?”

- Ten minutes later the St. Frank's players
took the field. Adams came first, carried
shoulder high by four juniors who were
Wearing the bands of bodyguard office which
had been discardad by Armstrong & Co. while
1€y were 1n footer togs. Waving a U.S.A.
flag, Adams was marched triumphantly
on to the ficld, while behind him trailed moro
of his supporters. who had formed themselves
;'}to a band. ~With the big drum bopmx:ng,
AI(‘_-]‘mI)OtS blarmg,_and tin whistles shrieking,
a“ms was carried and sct down in the
Cehtre of Little Side.

L The Hazlchurst team followed; the players
ted up; the game began.

almost

With only the goalkeeper to Leat,

Ulysses Spencer Adams couldn’t score.

He only succeeded in ballooning the ball

—which was just as well, for Adams

had been shooting into his own
goalmouth !

And cven at this early stage it was netice-
able that Riley and his men were heavy
and lethargic. 'That heavy feed of indigoest-
ible pastry was beginning to have its cffect !

CHAPTER 15.

Not Playing the Game!

HE visitors themselves were unaware of

II their incredible folly until the game

was five nunutes old, and then thev
kncw—to their counsternation and
chagrin.

During the first minute they had found out
that they were up against a team of duffers,
There were only onc or two cxceptions. De
Valeric in the forward line was pretty good,
but he had no support. Singleton and Arm-
strong, in the half-back line, were sound
cnough, and Grifith and Bray, the backs,
weroe all right. The rest were just jokes.
Adams, in the centre-forward position, was
like nothing on carth. He was dashing here,
there, and cverywhere, doing nothing useful
and only getting in the way of his own men.

And then the Hazlchurst fellows made their
drcad discovery !

They felt as hecavy as lead. Every move-
ment was an effort. The effect of this violent
cxercise, iminediately following that big feed,
was devastating., It was an cffort for then
to run; they were soon puffing and blowing,
their legs scemed to have hecavy weights
attached to them.
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“And it’s all our own fault,” groancd
Riley., “What chumps we were to accept
Adamns' nvite!”

The more he thought about that feed, the
deeper became his suspicions. Had Adams
deliberately treated them—so that they would
bo off colour? It couldn't be called an under-
hand trick., for Adams had becn perfectly
open: they had walked right into the trap.
But it certainly came within the category
of questionable tactics. Ulysses  Spencer
Adams himself was congratulating himself
upon his smartness.

“By Jove! It’s pretty near the edge,” said
Nipper softly, as he watched.

“FTh?  What is. old boy*”
Montie Tregellis-West.

Handforth was near by, and he moved

ClOSCT.

“That fead. you mean?” he said. “I'vo
been thinking about that, too! DBy George'!
¥Faney treating the Hazlehurst chaps to a

whacking great feed—just before thie match !
“The amazing thing is that Riley and his

asked Sir

men fell for it,” said Nipper slowly. *“But
then, Adams has a ‘way’ with hun. Ho

probably talked so much thar thes didn't
quite realise what they were doing.”

“Look at them!” said IHandforth. ¢ Roll-
ing all over the field like human tanks!
There's not an ounce of speed in the whole
crowd ! Our chaps are making circles round
them !”

“PBooead! That's true enough.” admitted
Sir Montie. ““The trouble 15, our plavers
can't do anything even after thes've made the
circles!”

His criticism was rather harsh. however.
A great cheer went up from the spectators.

“Byv CGeorge'! Val is getting through!”
velled Handforth, “Go it, Val! Shoot, man
—shoot !”

Aore by accident than design. Adams had
passed the ball to De Valerie, who was in a
favourable position. Val, without hesitation,
trapped the leather and ran through., The
Huzichurst backs, converging upon him, made
a mess of 1. One of them stumbled and
foll: the other. kicking hastilv. misjudged
and missed completely. On went De Valerie,
the ball at his toces.

There was only the goalkeeper to beat now,
and the yelhing was tremendous.  The specta-
tors had comwletely forgotten their instrue-
tions. Adams had carefully told them that if
suich a moment as this arrived, theyv should
all shiout in unison—Adams having an i1dca
that such a united vell would siartle the
opposing goalie and put him off his stroke.

De Valerie steadied himself: the goalie
half ran out, hardly knowing what to do for
tixe hest,

Slam!

It was a good shot.
Valerie’s foot at speed:;
towards the goal. Had the custodian been in

his normal sprightly condition, he might
castly have saved. But at the moment he was

The ball left De
it shot swervingly
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slow and chunsy. He leapt, but he was ;
shade too late. The leather sphere shot pust
him and rammed home into the back of the
ner.

“Goal !”

“Well plaved, Val!”

“Hurrah!'”

“Great  work,
“Keep 1t up!
rattled !"”

“There seccms to be something the mattey
with them.” remarked Armstrong. “Theyv're
so jolly slow! These Hazlehurst chaps ayo
usually as keen as mustard.”

’

bovs!” shouted Adams,
I guess we've got them surg

COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!

- “Oh yeah?”" grinned Adams. “Well. take
it from me, big boy, they’re sure cold this
afternoon! Didn’t T tell you we'd win this
matchv”
“We haven't won it yet,”
strong.
) ““Ah, shucks! I¢’s a cinel.” said Adams.
’ . . 1 3]
It's in the bag, baby., It’s in the bag!

De Valerie came running up to take lus
place for the re-start.

retorted Arin-

“That was lucky,” lLie said breathlessly.

“Lucky—nothing.” replied Adams. ** You
and I put in some good work there, buddy.
Hot dog!”

“You and I
justifiable surprise.

“Gee! Didn't T pass you the bha!l®”

YRS

repcated De Valerie, 1n



«pid you?” gasped De Valerie. ‘“As far

< T can rcmember you were passing over to
gingletOm and you mis-kicked.”

De Valerie’s tone was short. He knew per-
foctly well that the goal had been scorcd
through sheer luck—he did not claim much
oredit for himself.

Ulysses, wgth his usual confidence, secmed
to have an idea that the gamc was already
won. He had not failed to note the sluggish
condition of the visitors—and he assumed
that it was a condition which would persist
until the end of the game. .

And that was where he made a very big

mistake.

W

“THE SCHOOLBOY

RACKETEER!"

By E. S. BROOKS.

Clip, clip, clip !
1t>s a hair-raising ordeal for Arthur
Hubbard—literally 1 |

He has defied U. S. Adams ; for his
defiance he must pay. *¢ Clip off his hair ! *
decrees the Big Boss of the Remove.

Adams is still full of his snappy American
jdeas for pepping up the Remove. But is
the Remove going to stand for it ?

The answer is in next week’s entertaining
long complete school yarn of the Chums of
St. Frank’s.

“OCOUTLAWED!?”
. By DAVID GOODWIN.

Follow the exciting adventures of Dick
Forrester on the highway of adventure,

L R

‘“ Handforth’s Weekly!”

Also many other splendid features,

MAAAAORDER IN ADVANCE !

CHAPTER 16.
A Foothall Fiasco!

WITHOUT question, that goal upset the

visitors. It had come unexpectedly,

and Riley and his men, finding them-

~selves one down, were temporarily

Pbut right off the game. This was partly due

to the fact that they were painfully aware of
their own unfitness.

t It was a golden opportunity for Adams’
“e&m to make certain of victory, but they
“ere incapable of taking the advantage.
p :nValerle was carcfully marked as the only
\ gerous forward in the line. When Adams
“Pbened to get the ball he kicked at

rar .
lrdlonll) ; when Hubbard or- Gore-Pearce or
C

ippinton kicked they kicked wildly.

Lord Pippinton, in fact, was beginning to
regret his bargain. He had only cntered the
game because he had often wondered what 1t
was like to play in a big match. He was
finding out that it was very much like hard
work. -

Adams thought he had a chance a little
later on. The ball came to him unexpcctedly,
and he succeeded in trapping it. Swinging
round, he was off like the wind. It took him
all his time to control the ball, and hc only
noticed, sub-conseiouslv, that the other
players, instcad of dashing at him, stood by
as though stupecfied.

“Look out, Adams!” went up a wild yell.

“The other way, you idiot—the other
way !”’

Ulysses Spencer Adams did not even hear.
Excitedly he found that there wasn’t a Hazlc-
hurst chap anywhere near him. He could sce
Griffith, and he could see Bray, and they
were standing still, staring fascinatedly at
Ihim. And there, beyond, was the goal, with
only the goalie himself to beat. TUnfortun-
ately, Adams was running towards his own
goal |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A dcrisive vell of laughter went up. The
fcllows had just jumped to the truth. The
clever Adams was preparing to kick into
his own net—and, to make the joke funniecr,
he didn’t even know 1t !

‘“Hi, look out!” howled Teddy Long des-
perately, as he ran out of his goal. ‘‘Mind
what you’re doing, Adams!”

The American boy took a mighty kick.
The goal was empty. Teddy Long had left
it to 1ts own devices. Not that it mattered.
for Adams’ kick went skywards instecad of
towards the goal.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah, duffer!”

‘““Poor old Adams!”

“They wouldn’t even have you in the
fags’ team!”

Then, and only then, did Adams realise
the ghastly nature of his blunder. Now that
the tense excitement was over, he saw the
field in its truc perspective; he saw Griffith
and Bray, and he saw Teddy Long. He had
a wild desire to sink straight down through
the turf. He had nearly scored a goal for
the other side!

He heard the jeers and the hoots, and every
ounce of his confidence and arrogance oozed
out of him.

“What do you call yourself—a footer cap-
tain?”’ demanded Armstrong, Tunning up.
“You silly, fatheaded American blockhead!”

“Say, you can’t talk to me like that,”
gasped Adams. ‘‘You'd best remember——"

“I can talk to you how I like,” roarcd
Armstrong. ‘“You—skipper ! My only
sainted aunt! You couldn’t skipper a row-
ing-boat: You're making us a laughing-
stock !”’

“Rah, rah, rah!” chanted the crowd, but
now there was note of derision in the shout.
Ulysses Spencer Adams writhed.

Wilson, of the $Sixth, blew his whistie
impatiently., [He had refereed many gamecs,
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but this one was getting on his ncrves. [EHe
camc striding over towards Adams and Arm-

strong. . |

“What are you fellows doing?” he
demanded. “Are you going to stand there
arguing, or do you realise that this 1s @
football game?” he added sarcastically.
“At least, I apologise to football! This
game is more litke hop-scotch!”

“Aw, gee, have a heart,” begged Adams.
“Can’t a guy make a mistake?”

“As far as I can sce, this game wiil get
on just as well without a referee,” growled
the prefect.  ““All right, then—get ready.
But if there’'s any more tomfoolery, I'll
chuck up the whole thing.”

"Without doubt, the game was a farce. It
was the greatest shock Adams had ever
cxpericnced. I'or the very first time in his
life he was realising that soccer was @ gamo
of skill, a game of science. He had always
regarded it as something too “punk’” for
words. He had ridiculed it, scorned it,
laughed at it. |

Experience 1s the greatest teacker in tha
world. Face to face with hard. cold facts,
Adams was suddenly aware that his captainey
was in jeopardy. If he lost this game—-

But he refused to consider such a
possibility. His team was one goal up, and
he swore to himself that it should maintain
that lead. Again he was being over-con-
fident. With every minute that passed the
Hazlchurst players were getting over their
initial sluggishpess. The effcets of the feed
were wearing off. They were getting steady,
thevy were playing coolly. The result was
inevitable. Nipper, at the ropes, knew
exactly what was going to happen.

He was not in the least surprised when
the Hazlehurst forward line got into active
operation., A chance soon came. The ball
fell at Riley’s feet, and off he went.: Ho
passcd ncatly out to the wing, and the
winger, runinng down the touchline, passed
back at the right noment. One of the inside
forwards, showing better speed now, was
mnmediately on the leather.

“Oh, crumbs!” groaned (Handforth.

“Look at Long! Just look at him!”
° Teddy Long, 1n goal, was transfixed. He
could see danger coming, but he was making
no effort to avert it. He just stood still,
horrified by his responsibility. Then at the
last moment, he ran out wildly.

“1 can’t look at 1t,” said Handforth,
closing his eves and turning his hcad away.
“Tell me what happens, Mac!”

“It's happened,” said McClure bluntly.

The Hazlehurst forward had dodged past
Teddy Long with the greatest of case, and
he had dribbled the ball right into the net.
It was such an easy goal that thére was not
even any cheering. There was only a riot
of laughter—amused laughter from the
Hazlehurst fellows, and bitter laughter from
the St. Frank’s crowd.

That goal brought
difference.

The Hazlehurst team recovered its balance,
and from that minute it played stcadily, con-

about a magical
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structively. It played so well, in fact, that
the goals came with onotonous regularity,
Teddy Long was more than useless. Griffith
and Bray, fighting desperately, broke up
several of the Hazlchurst attacks, but thoy
were only human. Run ncarly off their legs,
they soon began to tire. The Hazlehurst
fellows dodged them with ease. By half.
time, six goals had been notched. Thereg
would have been eight, anly Teddy Long had
saved twice—once by rushing blindly out
and putting his back to the ball, and once by
:fxcci centally mecting the leather with hig
ace.

“Go easy with them, old man,” said
Nipper, during the brief dnterval, as he
approached Riley. ‘“Have a heart, you
know.”’ -

Riley gave him a hard look.

“What'’s been happening here?” he asked.
“What's the idea of putting this dud team
into the field?”

“Don’t blame me,” said Nipper coolly,
‘““Adams is skipper.”

“And who clected him ?”’ asked one of the
other Hazlehurst players. ‘“Were all your
fellows suffering from temporary insanity, or
what ?”’

“I rather think Adams bluffed them into
1t,”” said Nipper. “I don’t think he’ll last
long—after this game.” ‘

“By the sound of things he won’t even last
until the game’s over,” said Riley. ‘I hate
an ecasy victory like this. Still, we're going:
to score all the goals we can, and don’t you
forget it.”

CHAPTER 17.

K.O.—or 0.K.?

A\ VERYBODY predicted -that the second
E half of that game would be a fiasco.
But it wasn’t. Ulysses Spencer

Adams, thoroughly on his mettle,
sprang a surprisc. He knew that he would
stand or fall by the result of this game; and,
with all his faults, he was undoubtedly a

fighter. Now that he knew what he was up
against he proved himself to be a master of
strategy.

During the interval he had collected his
tcam together, and he talked to them
carnestly. Now, when the teams lined up,
it was secen that there were many changes.
The crowd rubbed their eyes,

The team was changed about—and changed
about in a very significant way. Griflith
and Bray were still the backs, but Armstrong
had gone 1nto goal. De Valerie had taken
Armstrong’s place in the half-back line, and
Singleton had shifted from left-half to the
pivot’s position. [Hubbard had dropped back
to Singleton’s old place:

This re-arrangement spoke volumes for
Adams’ quick-wittedness. In effect, he had
strengthened the defence—letting the attack
go absolutely to pot. For he had scnse
enough to realise that there was no earthly
chance of his team scoring again in thiS
match. But he would achieve something if
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ovented the [MHazlehurst men from

hﬁdi,}:lg to their own list of goals.
* gijx—one would not be too disgraceful a
defeat.  But if Adams had left the team 1n
t; original formation, the score might easily
iave been sixteen—one. As it was, the
chence was pretty strong. Armstrong was &
ood man in goal; Griffith and Bray were
d as backs, and Hubbard and Singleton
De Valerie werc not too bad as half-
backs. The fo'ywargi line was now tragic,
consisting as it did of Long, Marriott,
Adams, Gore-Pearce, and Pippy. Not one
of them was any earthly use. But they
might, at least, get in the way of the
opponents. _

«“Well done, Adams,” murmured Nipper
admiringly.  “By Jove! The fellow is
brainy, after allt”

« Brainy 7’ gurgled Handforth. “But look
at those forwards——"’ . .
“Never mind the forwards,” said Nipper
eritically. “This game is going to degener-
ate into a sort of siege, but 1 don’t think
there’]ll be many more goals scored.”

He was right. The St. I'rank’s backs and
half-backs concentrated wholly upon defcnce.
Again and again the Hazlehurst forwards
triecd to break through, but every one of
their movements was smashed up; and when
the visitors drd succeed 1in getting near to
the St. Frank’s goal, they found that Arm-
strong was diflicult to beat. Armstrong was
well on his mettle, and he played the game
of his life that afternoon.

As the minutes wore on, and the dour
struggle drew to a close, the feeling against
Adams was modified. After all, Adains was
doing his best. With grim, dogged deter-
mination, he and his team i(ept {azlehurst
at bay. By packing their goal, by concen-

trating on defence, they averted humiliation.

The final whistle blew at last, and there
was haydly a cheer or a shout. Adams was
c0ol now; he had recovered his old con-
fidence. He went straight to Riley in the
visitors’ dressing-room.

“Say, buddy, I guess I'd like to get this
thing straight,” he said frankly.

What thing straight?” asked Riley. “If
Youre talking about that feed——?"

Yes, what about that feed?” demanded
one of the others. *“Did you treat us to that
tuck, Adams, con purposc to make us 111?”

“:“\W, fPrget 1t ! protested Adams. ‘I
Bucss that’s a dirty crack, brother! I didn’t

S 1
€e muen change out of twenty-five doilars
\

e t\]xll 1'1g’r,}1t, we'll give you the bencfit of
a«ss:( oubt,” said Rlle_y. . “Anyway, we werce
s to accept your invitation.”
What I want to say 1s this,” continued

soull
and

\Avi?lms' “I guess you're a sportsman, Riley.
that ’ get this: I’ve always had a hunch
¢ Occer was soft. I guess I know dif-

ere . 5 .
ontly now. This team of mine is punk.”’

«Xm glag you admit it.” -
like ure, I admit it,” nodded Adams. “I'd
Ril}ou to wipe this game off the slate.”

CY stared. The

: cool cheek of the
Uggestion took his breath away,

0n

“Wipe 1t off the slate?” he repeated.

“Yeah,” nodded Adams. ‘“Seo here,
buddy, this game wasn’t worthy of two great
schools. I'm figuring that I'll get my team
into shipshape in slick time. Say, by next
week. How about playing this game over
again ? Wipinf it right out to-day, and
calling it completely off 7

“Yes, but hang 1it, we've won!”
tested Railey.

‘““And how!” said Adams. “I'm figuring
you don’t fcel proud of such a vietory, do
you? Gee, 1t wasn’t a game at all! You
can’t go home fecling satisfied. I'm putting
it to you that we have the game over again
on a Wednesday. You guys come over here,
and I’ll pay all the exes—motor-coach and
cverything. I’ll stand you a feed—after tho
match—and whatever the result is, it stands.
How’s that? This game was sorta ruined,
anyway. It was surc a farce. Let’s make
1t a real game. What do you say?”

Riley consulted with his team. He was,
in all truth, dissatisficd with the match. It
hadn’t been football at all. And Adams’
promise of another free feed sounded attrac-
tive. The Hazlehurst fellows grinned. Why
not have a replay, indeced? They had won
once and they could win again!

‘“ Right-nho, Adams,” said Riley, grinning.
“That’s a bargain! We'll call this no game.
This fixture is postponcd until Wednesday
week. We're free then, and 1t’ll suit us a
treat.” '

pro-

THE GREATEST GAME ON
M THE FINEST HOME
- BILLIARD TABLE

nown bringe prompt de
| livery of the 6 ft.
size Riley ‘"Home’ Billiard

' 3 Table to rest on an ordin.

ary dining table. You pay the balance by
easy instalments, Oash price, £11. 15. O,
7 days’ Free Trial allowed, and Rileys pay
carriage and take all transit risks.
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. FREE® liard and Dining Tables
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THAT MVYSTERIOUS MESSAGE!

Our Secret Codogram, which apneared recently in
this paper, was secen b?' over a Million Boys! Yct
only Boy Detectives could Read and Understand its
Hidden Message] Were you one of them, or are
you missing the most fascinating, thrilling, and absorb-
ing hobby of to-day? Don’t delay! Other mystergou;
nicssages aro appearing shortly, so bccome a Boy 'Teo
at once, and be ‘““in_the know!’" .
World Famous Secret Service Outfits, with
secret codometer, marvellous radio, invisible and mystio
fire inks, membership badge, fingerprint powder, eto., ete,
Ten Enthralling Items for only 1/- post free. Or
Jarger Special Presentation Outfit, with fourteen items,
only 2/6 post free from The Boy Detective Supply
Stores, Desk N.L.L., 32, Cathcart St., QGreenock,
(Foreign Postage, 3d, in the shilling cxtra.)
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Attaboy ! shouted Adams enthusi-
astically, “You're sure a regular feller!”

He dashed out, and he found crowds: of
Removites and  Fourth-Formers awaiting
him.

“Oh, here you arc!” said Buster Boots
aggressively,  “We just want to tell you,

Adams, that you made a proper mess of this
game, and we think you ought to resign.”

“Yes, yes!”

“Resign !”

“We're fed-up with you, Adams!”

But the smart American boy was rcady.

“Resign nothing,” he said coolly. “Gee,
can’t you give a guy a break ?”

“Rats! You’'ve had all the breaks you'ro
going to get!”

“Listen, fellers,” said Adams earnestly. 1
guess I'm a sap. I had this game all wrong,
Gee! I thought it was soft, but I've learned
this afternoon that it’s an honest to goodness
swell game. Yes, sir! 1 take off my hat to
Soccer !

‘““Well, it's refreshing to know that you
can learn something,” said Gresham tartly,

“You guys promised to follow my lcad—
and I'm handing it to you that I've given
vou a raw deal,” went on Adams. ‘ But,
gee, I'll show you that I'm the guy for
skipper.”

“And what about this game?” demanded
Handforth. “It’s all very well to say that
you've discovered that Soccer 1s a great
came, but——"

“This match is called right off,” said
Adams coolly,

cé W’That !?,

“*Sure! Just fixed it with Riley,” con-
tinued Adams. “Riley figures it was a dud
game, and he’s agreed to call 1t off. This
fixture will be played on Wednesday week—
and vou can take it from me, buddies, that
I'll have a regular tcam for the match. So
cvervthing's jake.”

‘'Wednesday
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The cool cheek of it left the fellows wigy
nothing further to say. Ulysses Spencep
Adams had saved his bacon—at the eleventp
hour. The juniors found themsclves laugi,.
ing, and, finally, they gave Adams a cheer,

“But—but it's all rot!"” protested Han(.
forth blankly. “I thought Adams was going
to get kicked out of the captaincy.”

“Keep your hair on, old man,” sajg
Nipper.” |

1 Eh?."

“Sorry! I'd forgotten your cyebrows
said Nipper, grinning. ‘“But everything's
all serenc. With this match called off,
there’s no harm done,”.

“You fathead, what about the harm noext
week ?”  asked Handforth,
staring. ‘““You don't suppose that Adams
and his rotten tcam will win, do you?”

“Of course not,” replied Nipper geatly.
““And I don’t suppose that Adams will have
any rotten tecam by Wednesday week! If
he isn't out of power by then—and if the
regular team isn't performing—I'll cheerfully
allow myvself to be kicked round the
Triangle.”

A slow grin oversprcad Edward Oswald
Handforth’s face. ‘

“I belicevo

“By George!” he murmured.
vou're right.”

So Ulysses Spencer Adams remained in
power., Ho fondly i1magined that he would
now go screncly on from strength to strength
—but there were many breakers ahead !

THE END.

(U.S. Adams infroduces more peppy
tdeas al St. Frank’s in next Wednesday’s
rollicking school yarn. As Junior Skipper
he may be a 1wow—but he only causes o
row! Look out for ‘‘ The Schoolboy
Racketeer!” Order your copy to-day.)

e

CORRESPONDENTS
WANTED

S. S. Moonshi, 29, Lorong, 101, Changi
Road, Singapore, wishes to eorrespond with
readers.

Harold Edwards, 62, Selby Street, West-
mount, Quebec, Canada, would like to hecar
from stamp collectors.

Thomas Rex, 5, Gladstone Street, Leich-
ardt, Sydney, N.S.W., Australia, asks for
correspondents in Egypt, North Africa, also
Canada.

J. J. Harvey, 71, Boston Road, Mt. Eden,

Auckland, New Zealand, wants members for
the Kiwi Correspondence Club.

G. Risbridger, 18, Cambridge

Street,

Luton, Beds., would like a correspondent
poverseas.
George Summerton, 25, Tenbhy Street,

Anfield, Liverpool, would like to correspond
with readers.

'Y

C. Shaw, 15, Woodland Road, Erdington,
Birmingham, wishes to exchange stamps.

Frank Butler, 53, Putney Road, Hands-
worth, Birmingham, wants members for his
correspondence club.

Norman Mosley, 435, King Street, London,
Ontario, Canada, would like correspondents
in Europe and Anustralia.

H. J. Panter, 29, Elmfield Road, Balham,
London, S.W. 17, wishes to hear from reader?
who are keen on the old N.L.L. stories.

M. E. Mengell, 1, Somerton Road, Peck-
ham Rye, London, S.E. 15, wants correspon-
dents; ages 18—20.

John D. Millington, 137, St. Anne Street,
Newtown, Chester, wishes to correspond with
a French boy who understands English.

Louis Hellig, 25, Rosmead Avenue, Ora?’-
jezicht, Cape Town, South Africa, wants
correspondents overseas.

Wilkinson Rigg, 19, Edith Street, Nelsof
Lancs., asks for correspondents. :

E. G. Sykes, Old George Hotel, Garfortd
Bridge, nr. Leeds, wants members for tho
Phenix Hobby Club.
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boy chum, Brenda Perkins (South

Melbourne). Ena is rather a handful,

and so tomboyish that boys fight shy
of her. None of the Moor View girls uses
motor-cveles.  Vera Wilkes is still chummy
with K. K. Parkington—although, of course,
they don’t mecet so often now that K. K. has
gone back to Carlton.

* % *

ENA HANDFORTH has no particular

reaches the Fifth and Sixth Form
studies, Roy Raddatz (Port Adelaide, South
Australia), by walking along some very
ordinary-looking passages with distempered
walls. Tt isn’t necessary that Mr. Brooks
should describe just how many turnings a
character takes in going from one part of
the school to another. If he were to do that
his stories would be so full of such details
that there would be precious little room for
any plot. The main thing you want to know
when Handforth barges out of Study D to
rout out his minor and give him a shaking
—or to be twisted out of five bob, which 1is
far more likely—is that Handforth reaches
the Third Form passage. How he gets there
doesn’t matter at all. The best cricketer
I the Senior XI is Edgar Fenton of the
Sixth,  with Guy Sinclair a close second.
Sinclair 1s a bit of a bounder, but his bril-
Hance at cricket is certainly to his credit.

One

» ® *

_There is a story featuring the St. Frank’s
‘_-‘hal‘acters, Joan Holliday (Stanford-le-Hope),
1 the “Holiday Annual®” now on sale.
Needless to say, it was especially written for

the Annug) by E. S. Brooks.

» % )
rT hefe are two sets of buildings at St.
acgﬁk 5, Dick Acton (Ashbourne), for the

are 'modation of hicycles, pets, etc. They
We tbltuated in the paddocks beyond the
et Bquare and the East Square respec-

tively. Dorrimore Castle, in Derbyshire, it
nearver to Matlock than Buxton, I think.

% #* *

Lord Pippinton, known in the Recmove a3
“Pippy,”’ 1s so retiring, Jack Godden (Hilton,
South Australia), that he seldom appears in
the stories. But he still ‘““digs” with Alan
Castleton and Tom Burton in Study W of
the West House. And he still walks about
iIn a dream, as of yore, and is very lavish
with his money. The most generous boy .n
the school, perhaps, i1s Handforth and 1t is
rather a good thing that he hasn’t unlimited
supplies of money at his disposal.

¥* * *

Lionel Corcoran hasn’t changed a bit,
Edward Frank Culy (Birmingham). He is
the skipper of the Fourth, and he is still as
encrgetic as ever. But you must remember
that the Remove is8 more prominently fea-
tured in the stories than the Fourth, and
thus many of the Fourth’s doings do not get
mentioned.

» ™ »
Pen sketches of threce prominent Fifth-
Formers. WILLIAM NAPOLEON

BROWNE, captain of the Fifth, and one of
the most popular fellows in the Scuior School.
He 18 possessed of unlimited nerve and con-
fidence, and although he goes through lifo
like a braggart, he brags so charmingly that
nobody ever minds. An exccllent cricketer,
a brilliant footballer, and the most audacious
an Ingenious practical joker at St. Frank’s.
WALTER BRYANT. There is nothing par-
ticularly distinctive about Bryant. He 1s
fairly good at sports, popular enough in a
general way, and is good-natured. CUTH-
BERT CHAMBERS. The dandy of tho
Fifth. Several kinds of an ass, with a greas
conceit of himself.  Always boasting, but
never backing up his beasts with deeds, In
a word, a windbag.
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Champion highwaymen of England—Dick Forrester and Turpin!

Outlawed!

A Priscner of the Woods!

ICK rode to the outskirts of
Ulchester as carelessly as though
his namc and appearance were not
placarded throughout the district.

He came upon a tract of woodland full
of dense thicket, open heaths, spinncys
and copses.

“These will be Hexwold Woods that
Master Sheriff had such a fine view of
from the tower. A desolate picce of
country, and lawless enough, no doubt. So
much the better. Is not that the smoke
of a fire yonder among the trecs?”

The young outlaw rodec to the spot, and
found himself in a gipsy cncampment.
Two caravans were standing under a tree,
four or five ponies grazed in the clear-
ing, and a woman was tending a large
fire. A couple of boys were skinning some
animal, and a swarthy-looking Romany
nail was reeving wire suares.

“Good-morrow,” said Dick, reining
Black Satan to a halt. “What news of
the woods? Tell me, has Dick Turpin
passed you lately?”

By DAVID GOODWIN

—

A stirring serial of old-time
romance and adventure.

—_——

A sudden silence fell on the gipsies, and
the young man looked at Dick darkly.

“Are you seeking Turpin, gorgio?”
said.

“I am,” replied Dick. “I have been
riding on his heels this week and more.
Where i1s he?”

Dick dismounted, letting Satan graze
among the trces, and walked forward.

The caravan door opened and a grim-

e

looking, elderly gipsy, with eyes as blacg
as coal, came slowly down the steps.
“We might tell vou something of
Turpin, gorgio,” he said in a smooth
voice. “ﬁ"lmt- do you want of him? The

Romany do not answer every stranger tor
no reason.”

“Reason?” said Dick. “Here are five
good guineas to any who can take me
to Turpin, or ten if you can bring Inm
here to me.”

The old gipsy raised his Hand as if to
stroke his chin, and at the same instant,
it seemed, a noosec of horsehair rope snaked
from behind him, and Dick found 1‘;"-‘:
arms pinned fast to his sides. Beforc #¢
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make a sound half a dozen gipsics
""}.‘;ﬁa out and pounced on him, e
ey Dici struggle&) furiously, but his arms
were bound and the men were strong. In
o few seconds he was tied hand and foot.
They stood him up against a pine trunk
and lashed him to 1t. |
«You dogs!” cried Dick hotly. “You
shame of your race! Since when have
the Romany -become spies and agents for
the law? You are no true gipsies, but
palf-bred gorgios and footpads cast in
the woods 1”

“A civil tongue will serve you best,”
said the old gipsy calmly, “or you may
carn something to keep you quiet. Peace
now. Your reckoning is soon to come.”

“Herc he is, father !” cried one of the
boys.  “He rides through the wood.”

“Then,” said the gipsy to Dick, *you
had best begin to say your prayers,
gorgio !”

.. Comrades Reunited! |
ICK, astonished by the unexpected
]D attack and capture, wondered into
what bands he had fallen, and who
it was he had to fear. From the
old. gipsy’s tomes, it seemed he could
expect scant mercy from this mysterious
newcomer. -

Suddenly, out from the trees, Turpin
himself trotted into the clearing astride
Black Bess. ’

‘“Hola, brother!” he said to the old
gipsy. “Whom have you caught?”

And then his gaze fell on Dick tied to
the tree.

“Dick !” he shouted, leaping down from
the mare. ‘‘ By all the powers, is it you?
Burn me, Sapengro, you’'ve hawked at the
crow and caught the falcon! Cut him
loose.”

- “Well met at last,” cried Dick. *“And
now, what the plague do your friends mean
by trussing me like a turkey?”

' Who is he?” cried one of the gipsies.

_Dick Forrester, at your service.”

A thousand apologies !” cried the old
Romany, hastily cutting Dick free. *I
Crave your pardon, brother; but why did

[

trickery of

RICHARD

nd he and T n rid
H fioht. urpin ride off together.
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ou not say so? The ‘chal came here,

urpin, and offered us money to tell him
lv;v.her’c’a you wcre; so, of course, we noosed

im.,

“Nay, ’twas my fault,” laughed Dick,
as he shook hands all round. *I should
l.lta’ve explained before asking. I deserve
1t.”

“Why, yes,” said the gipsy. *“ Never
offer money to a Romany. How were we
to klgaw you were not a spy of the king's
men ?”’

“This is my good friend, John
Sapengro,” explained Turpin, introducing
the gipsy. ‘Being hard pressed by the

riders, after an affair outside York, I
have been lying low here for a day or
two. I guessed you would soon find me,
though I did not think to come upon you
tied fast to a pine trce. And now let us
feast under the greenwood, and tell what
has befallen each other, and what are
our plans for the future.”

It was a merry fecast that the two
friends and the gipsies sat down to round
the camp-fire. The half of a fat young
buck, delicately roasted, was the chief
dish, and little of it did they leave.

Whilst they ate, Turpin related his ex-

eriences of the past days to Dick, who
istened eagerly. It was a thrilling story,
in all truth. The young outlaw’s pulses
raced as his comrade told how he had
held up the Nottingham mail just out-
side York; low, after taking the ill-
gotten gains of a fat old merchant who
was hated the county over for his tyranny
and cruel justice, the King’s Riders had
put in an appearance. Only after a stern
chase had Turpin eluded his pursuers.

“And now tecll me what has befallen
you, and why you failed to mcet me at
the cross-roads as we agreed?” concluded
the famous highwayman.

Dick gave him a full account of all he
had gone through since they parted.

“Plague take that villain Sweeny
cried ’fnrpin, when Dick had finished.
‘“We must lay him low before he does us
a mischief. °Tis plain he sceks your life
the most, since he has neglected me for
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D HOW THE STORY BEGAN.
ICK FORRESTER, formerly a young highwayman, has been depriced. of his estate and fortune by the

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

CAPI’I{',AIN SWEENY, the nolorious leader of a gang of footpads, and is also wanied by the King's
viers for assisting his former comrade of the road,

TURPIN, the famous highweayman, o escape caplure. .
s They are pursued by Riders, but make their escape after a fierce
A Turpin goes off on « mission, arranging to meet Dick three deys later.
wgmpts on D-zckq life, but every time the young outlaw eludes kim. .
he ap ambush laid by the footpad leader, and s rescued only just in time by Lord Durisdeer. Later
p’ma_ws Durisdeer Jrom being taken by the sheriff on a charge of treason, for his lordship is secretly
L Hng to put the exiled James upon the English throne.

- (Now read on.)

Dick 18 forced to become an oullaw,

Sweeny makes numerous
Searcking for Turpin, he falls

Dick then rides off to look for Turpin.
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vou of late; and in truth you are lucky
to have cscaped, after falling into his
hands. As to Lord Durisdeer, he 1s a
good friend, though in little better case
than yourself, for all his finec house and
his fortune. I fear his plotting against
the Crown will bring a noose round his
neck.” ‘

““I promised to ride with him, if the
Pretender has wit cnough to strike an-
other blow,” said Dick.

““And no harm in that,” replied Turpin.
“To hclp place a new king on his throne
would win us our pardons. Though, pink
me if I care much for that, and I have
no great faith in pardonmns!” .

“Nor L,” laughed Dick, “since my own
was plucked from me when it was scarce
three weeks old, besides turning me out
of Fernhall. But I have Hector Forrester
to thank for that.”

“Touching that matter,” said Turpin,
“I learn that your worthy cousin is doing
Fernhall little credit. Now that he has
turned you out of it he has proved him-
sclf the most niggardly young miser in
Norfolk, where the gentry arc most open-
hearted enough for any man. He stints
cven himself good food, gives not a
farthing away in charity, has reduced the
houschold to almost nothing, and turned
away all your old family servants without
their pensions.”

“Now, by the black rood, this is too
much !” exclaimed Dick furiously. *Fern.
hall to carry the name of a miser’s house?
And old Stephens and Wainford and
Matthews and Janet, and my faithful
scrving-men and maids flung out without
a living? Burn me, Turpin, Hector
Forrester shall be made to pay for his
sins.”’

Dick began to walk savagely to and
fro, an angry frown on his boyish face.
Then he sat down, and was silent for
some time, thinking busily, while Turpin
stretched himself luxuriously on the turf
and smoked.

“Turpin,” said Dick at last, ‘““there are
two things I fcel the want of.”

‘“ And they are?” said Turpin, without
moving.

‘“A good sword and a good dinner.”

“I thought you had them both at this
moment,” said the highwayman, in a sur-
prised voice; ‘‘onec outside your belt, and
the other inside it.” |

‘““ Both might be better,” returned Dick.
“I have long fclt the lack of my favourite
Toledo rapier, which, in my hurry, I left
bchind me. For all this has been an ex-
cellent fcast, change is a great thing, and
I would my next were on a table, with
a little sauce, which I shall add on my
own account and in my own manner. A
sword and a banquet! We should find
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them both at Hector’s house, and, doubt.
less, a few bags of guineas besideg
Turpin, we will go and dine at Fernhal] 1>

The elder highwayman sat up in astop.
ishment. -

‘““And put your ncck in the hangman’y
noose ¢”’

““No doubt, if Hector expected us. Byt
it’s the last thing he will dream of. We
will surprise him. Come, comrade, ’tig
but two days’ ride. On Thursday we wil]
dine with my cousin.”

Turpin laughed aloud.

A merry jest, in -faith!” he said.
“Dick, I'm with you. Let us rest our-
selves and the horses here to-nmight, and
then—ho, for Fernhall!”

Back to Fernhall!

‘s HERE 18 one thing I did not tell
II you,”’ said Turpin, as, on the
cvening of the second day, they
were  cantering  over irtney
Heath, after a pleasant but uneventful
ride southward. ‘‘Although this precious
cousin of yours, with all his rent-roll and
lands, stints himself and others like a
miser, yet he has arranged for ome good
banquet on the fifteenth. ’Tis then the
lord-lieutenant dines with him, and Hector,
though the expense is torture to him,
desires greatly to be on good terms with
his powerful neighbour, and will give him
of the best.”

“The fifteenth !” exclaimed Dick. *“ Why,
that is to-morrow !”

“So I believe,” said Turpin; ‘though
one day is much like another to me.”

“Ah, but look you,” cried Dick, i1n
delight, ‘it makes a vast difference in
this casc. All provisions for the banquet
will be already in the house. ’Twill add
a spice to the jest to eat the lord-
licutenant’s dinner. ’Twas the one thing
that puzzled me—if Hector lives so badly,
what sort of fare werc we to get? DBut
now that difficulty is over.”

“Ay, and well solved,” said Turpin.
“But, since he has turned the houschold
out of doors to save their wages, who 18
to wait on us?”

“Why, I consider I may prevail on
cousin Hector to fill that post himself,”
said Dick, with a grin; ‘““and if he does
it creditably I may go so far as to give
him a shilling or so for his pains.”

“There is much trouble in store for
the master of Fernhall, I can sce,’
grinned Turpin. ‘But are not thosc the
lights of the louse yonder among the
trees?” _

‘““Ay, 'tis but a mile farther,” said Dick.
“But who comes here? A foot passenger?’

The two comrades were not wearing
their masks, and a large, strong-looking
woman, dressed in rough but neat clothes,
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made a curtsey to the horsemen as they
Jassed. Then an exclamation escaped her.
L «Master Dick!” she cried, staring.

«As I live,” said Dick, *’tis Janet, my

old head cook, and a better never served
o, banquet ! And how goes the world with
VOH? anet P ”?
* «Lawks, 1t does my
ou agen, Master Dick,”
dropping a deep curtsey. ‘‘An’ they say
-ou be turned highwayman an’ all! ell,
5 Forrester o’ Fernhall may choose his
own path and please himself. As for me,
sir, things be mighty bad. Yonder skinny
jackanapes that calls hisself the squire
now, turned me out neck an’ crop, with all
the other old servants o’ the family.”

“So I have heard,” said Dick. “ganet,
how would you like to serve me again for
a night? Come to the Hall at five o’clock,
and you shall do it, and at the same time
we may be able to put right that little
matter of your pemsion. There's no cook
like you m Norfolk, and I want you to
give of your best to-night. Bring all the
serving-maids you want to help you.”

“I'd serve you on my knees, an’ for
nethirig, ’til the day I died, Master
Dick I’ cried Jauct, the tears streaming
from her eyes. | ‘

“Nay, for one night only, Janet,” =aid
Dick. ““But since a Neville has done yon
wrong, a Neville shall set you right.
Only remember, say no weord about it,

eyes good to sece
gaid the big cook,
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have seem me. If you do, it may mean
my death.” And with a nod, the two
comrades rode on.

“Better and better,” chuckled Turpin.
“Come, Dick, all looks well for our
banquet. Plenty of fare and a good cook
—what more can one want? And here we
are near to the house. What’s to be done
with the horses?”

“We’ll turn them loose in the little
wood yonder,” said Dick. ‘‘Nobody will
find them there, and they will yet be
handy against our need. For it is not
unlikely we may have to ride for our necks
after this evening’s sport.”

Fernhall, as of old, stood peaceful and
majestic at the head of the park.

A forbidding gloom hung over the
rambling mansion. In the days when Dick
had been squire, and his father before
him, it had been a place of brightness
and galety; mnow, only a few windows
showed any light, and that of the dnu-
mest.

Two s=hadowy figures crept stealthily
through the darkmess towards the big
house : Dick Forrester and Turpin.

Dick had returned to Fernhall—mot as
its rightful owner, but as an outlawed
highwayman !

Hector Forrester would be
suffer for his misdeeds!

(Hector Forvester is booked for « hol
time from Dick and Turpin., Don’t fail to
read next week’s enthralling instalment.)

made to

oither now or at the Hall, nor that you
Your IIeight increased in 14 @ays

BE TALL or money back. Amazing Course,

8/-. Send STAMP NOW for Free Book.—STEBBING
BYSTEM, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.

=
e ety T3
SRLEgPR % &

<

is all you pay for a charming Peortable B
Model. Many other bargains in Herun,
‘Hornlegs, Upright, Grand and Conseles,
w:mh which I give AN ALBUM OF
"FREE RECORDS. Approval, Carriage
Paid, Monthly terms. Write for my

-Freo Lists NOW.
R} 4
USFSI

. = 5 g L3 s S

SPECLALIGTS (N CYCLES & GRAMOPHORES. Din ) COVENTRY. cmumes

Increascd m{‘
6ft. 33ins. STAMP bringa FREE

BE TALLER! &icrsiii, Sads "\t

Height Specialist, SCARBOROUGH, ENGLAND

BE STR”NG }Jou%lig(?isgtrcﬁg%h, Robust Health.

Nash: FAN Stamina, ang
qqﬂhmg Energy in 30 days or money back| My amazing

. Course adds 10 in, to your muscular development

ﬂg%hk&ngs an Iron Will, Perfcct Self-Control, pVirilo’

iumens FRED 0 GEITIIL o SUPE ZoUE Lrents
& » Ourse e BI

INSTITUOTE (A), 28, Dean Rd., London, N‘Wg

TALLER ADD INCHYHES to your

height. Details free.—

J
-EDISON, 39, BOND STREET, BLACKPOOL.

.Bo ture to mention THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY
when communicating with advertisers.

DY
W
Py < .

own height to

300 STAMPS for 6d. (10800 b

' Nigeria, : e . Joast, cte.

%];l. gil%lﬁff%ré%,ggzinsg%éne ,1 If‘;B .gto urbridge.
’ idge 8t., C let

GROSE'’S "1080x. Ec.s.” List Free.

BILLIARDS AT HOME 1/- ',

r
SIZB DEPOSIT| ety | casm
3ft,2in. X1t 8in 10/- q/- 19/
3 ft. 9 in. X 3 ft. 10/- 6/6 26/-
4 1t. 4 in. X} 2 ft. 3 in. 10/- 8/6 32/-
4 ft. 9in. X 2 ft. 6 in. 10/- 12/8 42]-
5ft.4in. x 2t 8in 10/- 15/6 62/-

Complete with 3 Cucs, 3 Turned Balls, guaranteed un.
breakable, Marking Board, Spirit Level, Rules and Cbalk

'Bl“Shing cured or money back! Complete

Treatmens, b/-, details, striking testimonials Free.—
! .. A.STEBEING, 28, Dean Rd., LONDON, N.W.2,
Completeccurse

HEIGHT INCREASED gomvicte cours.

gain 1 to 5 ins. Particulars, testimonials free.—P. A,
CLIVE, Harrockouse, Colwyn Bay, N. Wales,

Shyness, ** Nerves,”’ Belf-consclousness

P VYV VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVV VYN

All applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-

lication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, © The Nelson Lee Library,” The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

OF ®ix monthgs. Sole

New Series No, 96.

Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Flectway H-use,

The Pleetway Houso, Farringdon Street, E.C.4.

Canadian magazine post. Subscription Rates: Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum;

Agents for Australia and New Zealand: Messrs. Gordon & Gotch, Ltd.; and for South

Africa: Central New: Agency, Ltd.
8.8,

November 21st., 1931.



44 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

BASSETT - LOWKE
‘“ DUKE OF YORK?”
Get the best . . . and get 1t
FREE! The Bassett-Lowke
“Duke of York ” scale
model loco . . . yours . . .
for 200 B.D.V. coupons.
L.ength 14% ins. —~ Weight 2 ib.
9 oz. "Forward, reverse and
stop levers. Supplied in
L.M.S., S.R., L.N.E.R,, or
G.W.R. colours. Price 1n
shops 25-. FREE. TO
YOU. Begin saving B.D.V.

coupons to-day. -

Old King Cole was a merry
LN . old soul,

Andamerry olds‘otd was he,
He called for his pipe, _
He called for a light. ¢
And he called for his ,*°
B.D.V. :,»°
R ";o'{- GET
E

0

[ Y

,4
2 TH

4

PO
’&" GOL DE N
R i
. GIFT BOOK
¥ 4 ‘

7 ToGadlrey Phillips Lt
2 (Dept, N.1..39), Comicr-
-’ cinl Sireel, London L.
Ploase send nie the amazing
B.D.V. Golden.-Gift Book, In

.-‘--‘-“‘----- (6 8 J B B BB E Y & BT R B Y N

’o' .- lfull 4-.‘.1(:)111', \\'n.lhl 5 free conpous,
: . show ) 2795 treble-vaiue gitis,
EVEN LESS COUPONS REQUIRED FROM . et e s e
B,D,.V_ TOBACCO — EACH TOBACC—:‘O . "'4 ,.'j. ........ .......................... ......... --‘ ........
COUPON BEING WORTH 1] CIGARETTE 1@ alp
_ COUPONSr ey o & . D B3 o

:---------------------------------‘--'----------.--




	NS3 096 0001
	NS3 096 0002_1L
	NS3 096 0002_2R
	NS3 096 0003_1L
	NS3 096 0003_2R
	NS3 096 0004_1L
	NS3 096 0004_2R
	NS3 096 0005_1L
	NS3 096 0005_2R
	NS3 096 0006_1L
	NS3 096 0006_2R
	NS3 096 0007_1L
	NS3 096 0007_2R
	NS3 096 0008_1L
	NS3 096 0008_2R
	NS3 096 0009_1L
	NS3 096 0009_2R
	NS3 096 0010_1L
	NS3 096 0010_2R
	NS3 096 0011_1L
	NS3 096 0011_2R
	NS3 096 0012_1L
	NS3 096 0012_2R
	NS3 096 0013_1L
	NS3 096 0013_2R
	NS3 096 0014_1L
	NS3 096 0014_2R
	NS3 096 0015_1L
	NS3 096 0015_2R
	NS3 096 0016_1L
	NS3 096 0016_2R
	NS3 096 0017_1L
	NS3 096 0017_2R
	NS3 096 0018_1L
	NS3 096 0018_2R
	NS3 096 0019_1L
	NS3 096 0019_2R
	NS3 096 0020_1L
	NS3 096 0020_2R
	NS3 096 0021_1L
	NS3 096 0021_2R
	NS3 096 0022_1L
	NS3 096 0022_2R
	NS3 096 0023

