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THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY _ .

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS .

Edward Oswald is w'.c” to the fore in this lively long complete
story of the first Schoolboy Test Match.
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CHAPTER 1.
PREPARING FOR THF. FRAY,

HUD! Thud! Thud! —
The sound of leather striking

against muscle and sinew filled fthe

. gymnasium at St. Frank's. Ernest
TLawrence, of the Modern House, was putting
in some practice with two of his sparring
artners. At the mowment, John Busterfield
Boots, the captain of the Fourth, was in the
ring. | : '

. “You'll do, Lawrence,” grinned Doots, us
they paused. “This means -honours for the
Modern House, sure as a gun,  You're a cert.
winner of the boxing contest.” ;

" hope so, anyway,”’ said Ernest Lawrence.
‘But ‘I shall have to be pretty lively if F'm
to whack the Ancient House man.”’

“Hear, hear!” said a group ,of Ancient
ouse fellows, round the ring.

“Rats!” said Bob Christine, alo of the
hloderl_l House. “Can’t vou fellows be satis-
ed with getting the honours for the boat-
race? Lawrence is going to win the boxing
cogtest. Hamilton doesn’t stand a chance.”
b ‘_t the moment, St. Frank's was agog with
OXing excitement.

t was the second weeck of the great Sports-

B;?rnllx'al which Fenton, the captain of the
termo’ had announced at the beginning of
1\'92']1\-' And boxing was the big feature of the

OFI:“' it 'Was_ Monday to-day, and there was to
the “{;eommng bout in the tourney. And on

dne d A ‘o T g ©
big mateh_s ay there would be the final—1he

; As if this wasn't enough for ene
week, Frid asn't enoug y ane

ay would witness the arrival of rthe

] schoolboy Anstralian Test Match team, to

battie with St. Ifrank’s In the firest mateh of
the five d'ests.

Rather to the conecern of Dr. Malcolin
Stafford, the Head, the school appeared to be
losing its head somewhat, There was ar ir-
clination to take these sports too seriously.
Even the Housemasters were diplomatical?}'
curbing the tendency to carry the enthusiasm
to excess,

But the school had come to the conclusion
that lessons of all kinds were an intolerable
nuisance during the summer term. Surely
they could bhe dispensed with when there were
so many important matters to claim thet
attention ?

Although there had been no actual slackness
yvet, there was a feeling in the Form-rooms
that a mere pretence at work would be suf-
ficient. Anything to satisfy the masters unti!
the hour of release came. That was the idex
that was gaining ground.

The interest in the boxing was pureiy
junicr, and it wasn’t exactly a tourney, either.
It was a pure Form affair—Remove versus
Fourth, Ernest Lawrence was the Feurth |
Form champion, and recognised as tho star >
boxer of the Juanior School. = '

But there were plenty of Remove fellows
who insisted that Dick: Hamilton—the ever-
popular Nipper—was, if anything, a better
boxer. And this big match would settle the
point,

But it happened that Edward Oswald Hand-
forth, the voleanie leader of Study D, had
something to say in the matter. - He had n
firm conviction that the Remove had chosen

-
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the _“'rdng- champion. Dick Hamilton was
pretty good-—but he, Handforth, was the
genuine article, '

S0, in order to seitle the point definitely, «

preliminary bout had been arranged for this
evening—a boxing match of six rounds
between Nipper and Handforth. . The winner
would be finally selected as the Ancient House
representative—to: battlo with Lawrence for
the Junior boxing honours, ,
Most of the fellows treated this preliminary
mateh as a joke, and the whole school was
chuckling over Handforth’s obstinacy. In

the meantime, Lawrence and Hamilton were

putting in a lot of training for Wednesday’s
mateh. Tor, of course, it was regarded as a
settled point that the match would be between
these two.

“Just like old Handy, of course, to kick up |-

a lot of fuss, and give Hamilton some extia
work.”” Bob Christine was saying, in the gym.
““And they’re both doomed to defeat.”
“Therc’s nothing else to think;’”’ agreed
Reggic Pitt, the Junior captain of the West
House. - “I’m redady to champion Nipper all
along the line in most sports, but I think
Lawrence will whack him.”’ ' T
“Then you'd better think again, my lad

1?3

smiled Cecil De Valerie, of Study G. *Nipper |

is going to grab the second lot of honours for
the Anctent House. . . You other fellows will
have to look alive.”

* Absolutely !” agreed Archie Glenthorné,

nodding.

The genial ass of the Remove had strolled
in to have a look at the proceedings, and to:

administer the scal of his approval.  Archie
was enpposed to be a slacker, but, in spite of
his languid ways, he took a very keen interest
in every kind of sport. He was, indeed, &
sort of dark horse.

Although the other fellows didn’t notice it
much, he was going in for a lot of running
juséi now, He had even got into the habit of
rising an hour before the required time, and
setting off for cross-country trots. Archie was
in traming. Later on, there would be run-
ning races, and, surprisingly enough, Archie
had made up his mind to enter. _

‘None of the other fellows had thought of
going into training yet—but Archie was
sedately preparing. And Phipps, his faithfui
valet, was an ideal trainer. Indeed, it was
Phipps who had first put the idea into
Archie’s head, -

“T mean to say, all ihis sort of stuff is
caleulated to make a chappie feel dashed
robust and chirpy,” declared Archie, beaming
upon the bhoxers. ‘‘Hardly mm my line, old
things, but T can judge good form when 1
see 1t, -what 7"’ ' '

“Then I suppose you'll admit that Lawrence

is a cert. ¥”

“Good gad, no,” replied Archie promptly.
“ Absolutely not Greatly as I admire dear
nld Lawrence, I fear he is doomed to a foul
disappointment. Nipper will shove it across
him in no slight degree!”’ |

Buster Boots grinned. 6 54 :

““ Ave you an expert ?’’ he asked, chuckling.

““Well, the fact i1s, I’ve made a sort of study
of boxing,” confessed Archie. “I've secn

Hamilton, too, and you can take it from e

that the dear old soul is a sélid chunk ofa
Odds sinews and tendons! | I mean:

 nTuscle. i _ _
to say, the laddie igs a somewhat formidablo
' merchant !’ 3 P ai ow el

“We’re not afraid of him, anyhow,”

rence isn’t anything in particular—but we’ro
safe for the boxing. honours in the  Modern
House,”” - v =g
Archie Glenthorne beamed. -
“It isn’t always a frightfully’ good idea to
allow these doses of over-confidence to ocoze
forth,”’ he remarked.

“T mean, 1t’s liable to-

saik:
Bob Christine confidently: * Nipper may be:
‘the skipper of the Junior Scheol, and Law-:

a8

&

‘make a chappie frightfully disappointed laten-.

on. Take my ti

your bally step!’ : S -
He strolled out,  and the * Modern House
fellows grinned more than ‘ever. . They re-

.garded Arehie’s comments as worthless.: DBut
i:lhe)(fl would have been well advised to take
ced. . '

CHAPTER 2.

HANDFORTH IN TRAINING,
O0D gad!’ X
*— Archie, stroiling down the
Remove passage - 1h the
Ancient House, paused, ani!
his monocle dropped: out of
his eye. Sinister sounds " werc proceeding
from the interior of Study D.’ Not that this
was anything unusual, When Handforth &
Co. were in residence, scarcely any othér than
sinister sounds were to be heard. DBut it was
somewhat unusual for them to emanate at
such an hour as this. B -

Morning lessons hadn’t been over for long.
and the gong would soon be,sounding for
dinner.
he had better do.

Crash! Thud! Crash! i o

“I mean to say, it sounds as'though the
good old happy home is” beirg ' somewhat
mutilated !’ murmured Avrchie. - * Handy in
one of his frightfull
sound of these murky doings! “~Ambulances
required, and all that sort of stuff " -

Learning from past experience, he'took cara

to stand élear of the portal. 'Iheé ‘door of

Study D had a habit of suddenly flying open,
and emitting human debris.
McClure frequently came ouf
velocity of cannon balls. o
For Edward Oswald Handforth,. although
one of the best fellows in the world, was
inclined to be hasty. On the average, ho
quarrelled violently with his faithful - chums
about twice a day. Nobody quite knew why
Church and McClure' stuck him, bui in spite
of the constant uproars, the chums:of. Study D

were inseparable. ey L -
Chureh and McClure knew. their leader

< b d
. with the

| better than anybody else in the Remove, and

they were willlmg to put up with' his violence
for the sake of his many sterling quahties.
For Edward Oswald was far more to his

chums than anybody else quite realised.

, old chestnuts, and watch-

Archie hesitated, and .\?oi'fdéljed what

frightful maods, by the

‘hurch and-
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s« FIallo, Archic! Anything happened ?”

Di}gﬁlﬂamilton emergéd from Study C, next
door, and looked at the elegant junior in.

iringly. ,
q_ﬂl‘laég!utely,” said Archie. “In fact, ljudg-
ing by the frightful sounds, laddie, I should
imagine that a dashed lot has happened!
Odds volcanoes and thunderstorms!. It's get-
ting worse !’ |
' 1 Oh' thﬂt?”
to'wal'ds' Sl:udy .D. -
‘Handy in training..

“GO‘Od gad !" _

“We’'ve had that sort of thing for two days
now,’”’ explained Dick, chuckling. “Handy’s
all right, but I'm afraid he is inclined to
overdo éverything. Unless he’s careful, he’il
be stale by this evening.” -

Archic looked thoughtful.

“7 tako it, old chunk of brawn, that all the
muscles and sinews are fit?”’ he asked. *The
good old tissues, what? No flabbiness, or
anything of that sert?”

“Thanks, old man, but I never felt fitter,”
smiled Dick Hamilton., ‘I put in an hour's
training this morning, but II) shan’t do any
more until to-night.. I don’t think it’s wise
to be at it all the time.” :

Archie nodded, and cautiously opened th
door of Study D. He stood there, staring.

“What-ho P’ he ejaculated. *Wreckage and
ruin, by gad{’’ _ -

“Take that face away!”’ said Handforth,
pausing in his exertions, and-pointing.

“Eh?” said Archie. * Which face ?”

“That thing !” retorted Handforth. * Your
face, my lad! I'm busy! Church, shove
those gloves on again—Mac’s knocked out'
f;lp]{ him out of the fender, and let’s do some-

ung. :

Archic staggered out, and closed the door.

Study. D was no place for him—and Church
and McClure shared exactly the same view,

nodding

grinned Nipper
’ Only

“That’s nothing.

only they hardly dared to mention it. They
were quite willing to give their leader a
hand, but they felt that there could be too

.Iuch of a good thing.

Ldward Oswald Handforth was practically
tripped to his waist, and he was wearing
box.lng-.fi;loms. His hair was tousled. his face
Wwas red; apparently he was ready for hours
of this exercise. Church and McClure ha:l
been taking him on in turn, and they were
fec‘z‘h!ng worn. out. _ '

) (_f‘hucl{ it, Handy!” mumbled McClure,
83 Church helped him out of the fender.
faming 1s all right in its place, but yon
9'1ht need to keep it up from morning  till
ngnt! You've had cnough for to-day !”
So have I murmured Church.
& andfc)}"th- waved a pgloved hand.
Ni Rats ! he retorted. “I've got to fight
anljpel:- to-night, and I can’t afford to take
doix'i? la’nces. He's a jolly good boxer, and I
So T Xid myself that I've got an easy job.
~ ve got 'to train until the last minute.”
wreh groaned, and pulled out his watch.

“It's nearly ¢ f - ’”
“Halle 1 th tme for dinner!” he growled.
- H at the__.,._. )" r = ) i
o ‘gli? smashed up 7 Here, my watch-glass
}'ou'rou Sl‘lﬂu_ldn:i,: wear your waistcoat when
© sparring,” retorted Handforth, *“I

thought I felt something jolly hard just now.”

“Just now?!’ gurgled McClure. *'But you
were sparring with me."”’

He f{clt hastily for his own watch, but
found that it was intact. Church, in the
meantime, was mournfully regarding the .
wreckage of his ticker. '

“X'll bet the works are all mangled up!”
he said. *This was a present from my uncls,
too. It's never gone right since you dropped
it in that treacle tcfice, Handy. The works
seem to stick!”

“Then why bother about it now?” de.
manded Handforth. “I’ut the thing down,
and shove those gloves on.”

“But dinner——’

“Blow dinner!”

“Besides, you’ve had enough—"’ .

““I ought to know when I've had enough!”
growled Handforth. “ Any more of your rot,
my lad, and I'll start on you as you are! How
the dickens can I train if my sparring partners
won't obey orders?"’ :

€hurch pulled the gloves on, and the next
minute he and Handforth were in the thick
of it. If Handforth had actually confined
himself to sparring. his chums wouldn’t have
minded. But he seemed to enter into these
little encounters with the fixed idea of dehver-

Jing a knock-out. And his chums spent all

their time in dodging his powerful thrusts,

Church backed away round the study, and
McClure pressed himself into a corner, in
order to avoid the whirling arms. Handforth
was always thorough. He never tackled any-
thing unless he did it with the full extent of
his energy. He seemed to have no sense of
proportion, ~ -

At the end of five minutes, Church was
exhausted.

*Cheese 1t!” he gasped.
Handy.”

Crash ! L

Handforth’s glove caught him under the
chin, and he sat down with a thud. |

“You're whacked now!” said Handforth
indignantly. “ You'ass, why didn’t you guard
yourself? I didn't mean to biff you over?!’

But Church slowly sank back, and rested
against a chair. He was feeling at peace with
the world., Everything was swaying, and he
could hear the gentle sounds of distant music.

“Now lock what you've done!” said
McClure accusingly. “You’ve knocked him
silly!  Why the dickens can’t you chuck it
up,h%[,d, man? You’ll be good for nothing to-
night, r

‘The dinner-gong sounded a welcome
release at that moment, and McClure breathed
a grateful sigh. Church, it seemed, was not
so utterly helpless as he had made out. He
was on his feet in a second, his gloves wero
off 1n another, and he dashed for the door.

“Dinner!’”’ he’ ejaculated. ‘““Come on,
AMac 1"’ '

They were off before Handforth could stop
them, and he wasn’t able to get them alone
again until the meal was over. But they
needn’t have worried themselves; Handforth
had thought of another idea. .

“Handy, old man, you’re looking pale!”
said Church, as Handforth strode up to them

“I’'m whacked,
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;11} the lobby. “I believe you're going to be
t .’, 2

“There's a bleary look in your eye!” said
McClure, shaking his head. “1It’s all beeause
you've been doing too much sparring. Take
thy advice, and go outside, and loll In the sun.
It’s the finest thing in the world, You can’t
beat the sun—-"" :

“You can’t spoof me like that,” interrupte:l
Handforth tartly. *“You want to get out of
your duties! I'm ashamed of you! Haven’t
:ou got the honour of Study D at heart?

on’t you want to see mc win the boxing
honours in thjs carnival 7"’ '

“Yes, but——""

“You're pretty good chaps, but you make
too much fuss over trifles,”” went on Hand-
forth. “ As it happens, I don’t want you now.
I'm going out for a cross-country run. It's
}he very thing I need to make my muscles
irm.” “ :

Church and McClure glanced at one another
in alarm. It was quite a hot May day, and
the sun was blistering. '

“I say, you're not going to drag us out—-"
Yegan Church.

“Of course he i1s!” interrupted McClure
hastily.  “We’re coming with you, Handy,
old man! We'll change into shorts, and go
‘with you on this trot -

“You'll do nothing of the kind!” intei-
rupted Handforth. “I want to concentrate
on steady breathing while I'm running. If
vou fathecads come with me, I shall have to
talk, and that’ll ruin the whole plan. So I''n
going alone.” :

“0Oh, well, if you really mean it——’

*“1. do.”’ I _

“Can’t we come, Handy !’ they pleade.d,
1n one voice.

“No!” retorted Handforth finally.

He went upstairs to change, congratulating
himself upon his firmness. And Church and
McClure, in the lobby, shook hands, and con-
gratulated themselves upcn their tact and
subtlety, ; '

So a{l three of themn were pleased.

2

[ —

CHAPTER 3. .
THE KNIGHT ERRANT,

OOR old Ted!”
Handforth minor, of the

Third, murmured those
sympathetic words as he
stood 1n the shade of an

elm tree in the Triangle. Chubby Heath aund
Juicy Lemon were with him, and the threo
fags had been busily discussing cricket and a
bagful of oranges.

Willy, the Third Form leader, shook his
head sorrowfully as his thajor appeared on
the Ancient House steps. Edward Oswald
was now m running shorts, and looked very
business-like.

“Poor old Ted ?” repeated Juicy. ““What’s
the svmpathy for ?”’
““All this trouble for nothing!” explained

Willy, “The hopeless chump thinks that he's
going to whack Nipper—and he doesn’t stand

training.’’

an earthly chance. Even if hé had &tédd one
at first, he’s killed it by all" this d\'or#;_

“That’s the worst of your major,’”” said
Chubby Heath., * He never knows when' to
stop. Look at him now—all dressed up as
though he’s going for a paper-chase. And
there’s hardly time for him to get back intb
EKtons again! I ecan see him getting mto
trouble for being late in class!” .

Willy strolled across, and met Handforth
as he was trotting towards the gates.

“Just a minute, Ted, old man,” said Willy:
“Do you think you're going to whack Nipper
this evening ?” ' _ * " 4

“No, I.don’t,” retorted Handforth.

“Kh?” | s

“I don’t think anything about it. 1 know
it!” said Handforth coldly. “Look here, my

lad! If you’re after one of your usual five
bobs, you won’t get it! I haven’t got any
pockets.” - _ .

Willy grinned.

“T'm not such a duffer as all that,” he
rephed. ‘“But it pding ne to see yon using
yourself up for nothing, What's the good of
it? If your want to beat Nipper, you've got
to reserve your strength. You'll let heaps
of it ooze away if you go running wild across
counfry. Look at you now!” he added, cast-
ing a scornful glance at his major’s manly
forin. “TFlabby, pale, and sickly-looking!
Ted, old man, you're whacked already !”

Handforth took mno .notice whatever, and
marched on. He felt like taking his minor
and dropping him in the fountain pool, but a
little justifiable act of that sort might be mis-
understood by a passing master. Strangely
cnough, masters never scem to understand
that such tactics were absolutely essential
where minors were ‘coencerned, ..

Out in the lane, Handforth ‘turned in the
direction of Bannington Moor. He didn't
want to go to Bellton Village, anyhow, and
a short run on the moor would invigorate
him. As he ran, he thought of :the coming
battle. ot

And he wasn't fooling himself. He knew,
in his heart, that his whole attitude was a
bluff, and that Dick Hamiltonwas. the only
possible champion for the. Ancient: House.

But he had entered into this contest, and
he had to go through with it.. If he made
any suggestions of backing out,-quite a num-
ber of fellows would think that he avas funky.
But he would be glad when iti was: over, if
only to save himself the trouble of this per-
sistent training. W o T

With such thoughts as these''in ‘his mind,
he approached the Moor View - School. And
more tender ideas came into his lHead. He
wondered if he would see' Irene Manners.
She was his particular favourite,.although, if
it came to that, Doris Berkeley! and Winnie
Pitt and Mary Summers and most-of the other
girls were pretty ripping, too.” ;

Somehow. he hoped that none of them
would be wirthin sight as he passed. In fact,
it might be a good idea to turn back, and
take no risks—-— '
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p— ]
nd then, at that moment, he trotted rouna

¢he bend, and found himself practically ypon

w0 poople who were near the side of the

rond. I little distance ahead. Hand-

ust a

forth’s rubber-shod feet made no sounds as

= roached.

hqﬁspcou]dn’b see who the girl was, for her
hack was to him. But she had nice hair—
sather like Irene’s—and she certainly belonged
io the Moor View School. She was talking
tently to a heavily-built youth of about
g,-r.-hteen or nincteen. The latter was attired
in flanncls, and was a stranger to Handforth.
Certainly not one of the St. Frank’s fellows.

« (reat pip!” gurgled Handforth abruptly.

He came to a dead halt, staring, for the
vouth in flannels had suddenly seized the girl
n a firm grip. He held her, in spite of her
+rupeles. :

ShAfi-ﬁ then he kissed her!
" Qhe tore herself free, panting heawily, and
backed away. .

“Oh, wvou beast!” she exclaimed angrily.
“You—you rotter!” |

She ran off like the wind, and the youth
burst into a roar of laughter, and turned as
if to come towards the village. But he sud-
denly halted at the sight of Edward Oswald
Handforth, The latter was red-hot with
anger. '

In his own wav, Handforth was exceedingly
chivalrous, and 1t made him burn to see any
gir]l treated as this girl had just been treated.
He took an instantancous dislike to the youth
in flannels, who was heavily buwlt, and
aggressive-looking.  Also, he was half as big
again as the junior,
 “You—you beastly cad!” roared Hand-

forth, striding up.

“What the—" =
_“Ihat do you mean by insulting that girl
like that?” roared Handforth,

The other stared.

“Who? Joan?” he said, flushing. “Why,
"you infernal young busybody, what’s it got
to do with vou, anvhow ?” )

bellowed Handforth, “1I
and vou've got to pay for

. “Everything t”
saw vou insult her,
1. Take that!”
Crash !

"I'he stranger reeled back drunkenly.

" You—you mad young fool!” he panted.
If you touch me again—"

“I'm going to smash you to a pulp
snorted Handforth, his rage knowing no
bounds. “You can’t treat a girl like that in
my sight and escape! Not lLikely! Put up
your hands!”

The youth in flanncls backed away, his face

rer:l‘ with wrath. :
ok here, I don’t want to strew vou all

over the road!” he snapped. “The best thing
f’Ou can do is to clear off before I thoroughly
0S¢ my temper,
and I don’t fight with kids!”

. You're going to fight with me!”

«I tell you——>

BiI;fu!t ‘em up !” hoot?d Handforth, -

stge landed another heavy blow, and the

14

Y

You're only a kid, anyway,"

nger muttered a curse. He whipped off |

his coat, threw it aside, and glanced hastily
up and down the lane,

“All right!” he snarled.
for it! Don’t accuse me of forcing this
fight! I won’t be too hard on you!”

At the same time, he found that Edward
Oswald Handforth was no mean opponent.
The junior fought fiercely and indignantliy.
He knew now that the girl was Joan Tar-
rant—rather a catty sort of girl, and not on
very friendly terms' with Irene & Co. DBut
she was a girl; she had been insulted, there-
fore it was up to Handforth to avenge her!

It was rather unfortunate that he should
have converted himseclf into a knight-errant
on such a day as this. He would need all
his freshness for his tussle with Dick Hamil-
ton. DBut a detail of that sort never occurred

to him, and he sailed whole-heartedly into
the fight.

“You'’ve asked

~ CHAPTER 4.
A SHOCK FOR HANDFORTH.

HREE minutes later, Edward
Oswald Handforth  was
searcely himself.

- He was still fighting, and
e was putting up a fine

But the other fellow was cnormously

He had a much greater reach, and

battle.
heavier,
he knew quite a good deal about boxing.

Furthermore, he did not spare himself—or
Handforth, etther.

“ Had enough ?” he panted, pausing.

“No !’ gasped Handforth, "I'm going to
slaughter you!”

“Look here, kid, drop your fists, and T’ll
let you off ! said the other. I only wanted
to teach yon a lesson. Why, what—— Con-
found yvou, I'll make you pay——"

Handforth was using his famous right
again, swinging it round with all the force he -
could muster. He hardly knew what he was
doing, for he was one big ache all over tho
upper part of his body. His arms were
bruised and agonising, his chest felt raw, and
his brain was reeling. But he still carried
on. :

Handforth was a fellow who never gave in
until he dropped. ] '

His opponent was merely playing with him,
however—not a very surprising fact, con-
sidering the diffcrence in size and age, and
taking into consideration the fact that the
stranger was an expert boxer,

Perhaps this accounted for the stranger's
reluctance to strike his junior opponent on
the face. Although he had had many oppor-
tunities, he hadn’t delivered a single blow
where Handforth would be visibly marked. -
He had confined his powerful punches to the
body and the arms. And Handforth felt more
like a2 jelly than a human being. ]

“Will vou give in?” panted the stranger,
perspiring freely. '

“No, blow youl!”

The other lost his temper completely.

“All right, then, I've got to scltle you
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somehow !” he panted. “ How do you like the
feel of this?”

Crash! Thud! Biutt

Edward Oswald reeled back from the force
of thoso, lightning blows, each one delivered
with the foree of a steam-hammer. He
crashed into the dust of the lane, rolled over,
and lay stretched in the grass, along the
border. He hadn’t the strength to rise.

“You asked for it—and youw’ve got 1it!”
growled the burly youth. “Perhaps it’ll teach
vou a lesson not to interfere with things that
don’t concern you!” .

He picked up his coat, flung it on, and
strode off. He wasn’t entirely frec from
bruises himsclf, for Handforth had got home
quite a number of devastating blows. This,
in fact, was the reason why the stranger had
punished bim so heavily.

Handforth remained in the grass, dazed,
agonised, and half-unconscious. He could
hardly feel his arms, and he was fairly cer-
tain that his chest was one mass of bruises.
And while he was recovering, he heard the
sound of girlish laughter, and he sat up in a
dazed frights -

“My hat!” he breathed huskily. .

To his horror, Irene Manners and Doris
Berkeley and Mary Summers were hurrying
up the lane from the village, en route for the
school. They were coming straight towards
him. and had, indeed, seen him already.

“QOh, corks!” "groaned the unfortunate
Handforth.

To be discovered like this by the very
three girls he desired least of all to see him!
1e fervently wished that the ground would
open, and swallow him up. Unfortunately,
the ground never indulges in thesg little
tricks. And Handforth remained on the sur-
face, solidly in view,

“Why, Ted, whatever is the matter ?”’ cried
Irene, running up. ‘

“ Nun-nothing ! gasped Handforth faintly.

He sprang to his feet, or at least, that was
his intention. But the agony of moving was
so great that he sank back with an involun-
“ tary groan. His idea of pretending that he
had becn just taking a rest was quite ruined.

“Ted,” cexclaimed Mary, “youw’re hurt!”

“Not at all!" moaned Handforth, “I—I

i

mean—-——

Doris was knecling beside him, and she
could catch a glimpse of his chest through
his open running vest. And the bruises were
already red, ugly, and fierce. She touched
Lim on the arm, and he winced.

“You've been fighting!” said Doris accus-
ingly.

“Fh?* breathed Handforth, “No. I-—-I
mean, yos! That is to say——"""

“And you’ve been fighting with Herbert,
too ?’ said Irene shrewdly. ‘“We passed him,
on the road a few minutes ago, the hulking
cad, and he was looking flustered and hot.
Oh, what a brute to fight a fellow so much
younger !”

“Herbert ?” repcated Handforth, in horrvor.
“You—you don’t mean to say you know
him ?”

“Of course we know him,” said Doris,
““He’s Joan's brother.” '

Handforth gave a curious gulping sound.

“Joan’s brother ! he shouted thickly.

“Why, ves,” said Irene, “Didn’t you
know 77

It was only by a sheer cffort of will-power
that Handforth saved himself from famnting
clean away. Joan Tarrant’s brother!

“He’s an awful bounder, you know,” said
Doris confidentially. *“'We can’t stick him
at any price! He’s always trying to throw his
weight about, and Joan, the cat, loathes him
as much as we do. DBut she likes him to come
because he teases us, and because she grabs
money out of him.” - -

“Joan’s brother!” Dbreathed Handforth
faintly. “And—and I fought him because —~
because—— No wonder he gof ratty!” -

“Why did you fight him?” asked Mary
gently. -

Handiorih suddenly became indignant.

“Well, how the dickens was I to know 7’
he asked. *“I'd never seen the rotter before,
and I suddenly came across him talking to
Joan Tarrant in the lane.” “

“That wasn’t a crime,
Doris.

‘““No, but he suddenly grabbed her, held Lier
tn his arms, and kissed her!” said Hand-
forth hotly. “I couldu’t stand that!”

F13

“Ha, ha, ha'

The three girls broke into a shout of laugh-
ter. But Handforth’s expression was so
pained that they ceased abruptly, and were
instantly contrite,

“Sorry, Ted:!” murmured Irene. “Dut—
but it struck us as being so ladicrous! Any
fellow has a right to kiss his own sister,
hasn’t he 77

“But how was T to know?” complained
Handforth bitterly. “She pulled herself away,
and she called bim a beast, and ran off !

“That’s just what she would do,” explained
Doris. ““She hates Herbert to kiss her. She
says she’d rather be kissed by a. Chinaman!
That’s the way she teases him, you know—
and just because of that he’s always grabbing
her and kissing her! Not that he cares a
penny for kissing his own sister, really!”

“Oh, my goodness!” growled Handforih,
slowly struggling to his feet. “ All that ciddy
fight for nothing! Why on carth didn’t he

it ¥ asked

was

tell me ?”?

“Did you give him a chance ?”’ asked Irene,
who knew Handforth. - |

Handforth started. Now that he came to
think of it, he hadn’t given Herbert Tarrant
much of an opportunity of explaining. In
fact, he had gone for the fellow bald-headed.
Tarrant, in fact, had done his best to explain
before starting on the deadly work. If thero
was onc thing that gave Handforth a little
relief, it was.the knowledge that his opponent
had been Joan Tarrant’s brother, and not
the brother of any other girl. Joan was a
]ilt_tl}c wretch; apparently the family was all
alike.

It had been jnst like Handforth’s quixotio
naturc to precipitate a battle without making
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Doris dropped on her knees Leside the defeated Handforth. She got a glimpse of red, ugly bruises showing
through the opening in his running vest. ‘* You’ve been fighting ! *’ she exclaimed accusingly. HandIorth
could only moan; he remained af the side ol the road, too dazed and hurt to move.

any inquiries. He was ram-headed in all
things, and it never occurred to him to ask
questions before he acted.

The girls thoroughly understood his

motives, and they were rather inclined to
admire him. ¥or, after all, his action had
" been a chivalrous one.
“I'm afraid you’re terribly hurt, Ted,” said
_Irene. “Why don’t you let us take you to
the brook, just behind this hedge, and we'll
bathe your bruises.”

{-Iaudforth “blushed. '

Thanks all the same, but I'm all right,”
he said uncomfortably. ¢ Besides, I'm onlv
bruised about the shoulders and arms. He
- had the decéhey not to biff me in the face,

the rotter!”
7, “Well, we shall have to go!” put in Mary
urriedly. “We shall be late for afternoon
essons, '

64 .
. My hat, so shall I!” exclaimed Handforth,
- ln‘&]&l‘l'i].

i il - L]

Oh, by the way,” said Irene, with a
Blvl'dden'. concern, “aren’'t you going to box
with Dick to-night 7

“Yes, rather!” ;

B“,t you can’t!” said Doris quickly.
D‘?“ t be silly, Ted! How can you do any
‘_3;‘“‘“@’ with your chest-all bruised? And
v Nnarms battered about!” .
lesﬂl}iﬂt“s all right,” said Handforth care-
sV T A few knocks don’t hurt me, you

23

[ ] N~
by

know. 1 shan't say anything about this
affair, of course. Look here! Don’t tell
anyvbody, will you ?” he asked quietly.

“We won’t breathe a word.”

“I mean, the whole blessed school would
cackle like anything if they heard this yarn,”
said I€dward Oswald awkwardly. * Me fight-
ing that bounder, you know, because he kissed
his own sister! They wouldn’t understand
the truth like vou do, and thev’d simply
howl! DBe sports and keep mum!”

“I should hope we're sports,” said Doris
promptly. *“You can take our word for it.
Ted, that we’ll keep as quiet as a trio of
ovsters. Honest mjun'!” -

“Honest injun'!” echoed Irene and Mary.

“Thanks awfully!” said Handforth grate-
fully. “You're—you're bricks! And you
won't say anything to the other girls either,
will you ?”

“But didn’t Joan see you?”

“No, she’d gone before I spoke to her
brother.” e _

“All right; then that’s understood,” said
Irene softly. “Poor old Ted! I'm so sorry, .
you know. I wish vou'd let me do sotne-
thing. I don't mind being late for lessons.”

“No, really ! urged Handforth., *Please!”

Irene gave him another smile, and hurried
off with the other two girls. Thev were all
three wearing light, summery frocks, and

| they looked very charming as they tripped
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away. Handforth gave a kind of gulp as they “Watson!” shouted Mr. Crowell.

disappeared round the bend. ) “Sir !’ said Tommy Watson, standing up
And he suddenly felt weak again. Now “You were talking, Watson !’ :

that he was alone, his hurés made. themselves | Yes, sir.”” ’ )

fully apparent. And he realised that he was| “Take fifty lines, Watson.” .

pretty well crocked. It was a sheer agony| “Thank you, sir,” said Watson-gloomily.

to walk, and every swing of his arms gave He sat down again, and thought it unneccs-
him an awful museular twinge. . sary to make any _audlble comment. But his

But he pulled himself together, and hurried thoughts regarding Mr. Crowell at ‘that
off, .

moment wcere quite beyond the task of
framing into words. _
"The fesson went on, and after about another
CHAPTELR 5. twenty minutes the door slowly opened, an:d
_ 5 __ t Handforth peeped in. He made no noise as
MR. CROWELL ISN'T SATISFIED. j he opened the door—quite an unusual thing
R. CROWELL, the master of | for dward Oswald. But the circumstances
the Remove, glanced at the | Were exceptional. He bad changed, and be
clock, he glanced at the | Was looking almost himself. A certain bag-

door, and then he glanced Fard expression was apparent on bhis face,
a & cacant. desk. wowever, and he was slightly more p&le thun

“Extraordinary |” he -said. “ Half-an-hour US}lal. & ' '
late! I've never known Handforth to act in |  Lhe Form spotted him long before Mr

this strange fashion before. Ave you sure | Crowell did. Scveral juniors made cryptic
you don’t know where he is, Church 7’ signs, warning him to go away. Unior-
"« Haven’t -any idea, sir,” said Church. tprﬁo.g:el:{,al\h'. L‘-rowellt looked up, and caughi;
L, o .L' Dyyrem 792 1 sig o 1esec gymnuastics, ’ ,
3¢ ;{\\?g: g"iﬁl},’ ‘NIcC_lluc ) 3 ‘_‘Deipyalerie > he snapped. ‘‘What are you-
Chureh e}ncl McClure were far more wortied o‘lin‘ "%t;thing. sir 1 gasped De Valerio.
than Mr, Crowell. They had half-expected him Pt : . ; =y :
Pitt, why did you make a ridiculcus
to be ldte, but they had never dreamed that | gyimaze just now 7"’ “demanded the Forui-
he would fail to turn up after a full half-hour | jiasger, ¢ Upon my word! It seems to mo-
h‘ﬂd clﬂpsed. Aftel*n'UOIl ]Cﬁsons were {““ that there is a deliberate plot afobt, to annﬁy
swing, and still therc was no sign of thie miss- | jpe ¥ |
ang leader of Study D. He suddenly paused, noticing that the door
‘I shall punish him severely when he comes | was ajar, '
in—unless, of course, the boy has met with | ‘Good gracious!’”®> he exelaimed, stridin:z
some. unfortunate mishap,” said Mr. Crowell, | towards it. “ Oh!” He had suddenly caught
frowning, “I canpot think of any other |sight of Handforth. “Come in, Handforth!”
explanation. When did any of you boys sec | he invited politely. “You are quite welcome,
him last ?” : I am sure.” -
“I-think I saw him lazt, sir,’’ said Church. “Thank you, sir,” replied Edward Oswald,
“Well?? = in_a subdued voice. = | :
“He was just going out for a trot, sir.” He came in, and closed the door.
“A trot?’ “Can—can I go to my place, sir?” he
“He’s in training for to-night’s boxing con- | asked. ! -
test, sir,” explained Church. ‘“He got into| ‘‘Certainly, Handforth,’”’ said Mr. Crowell.
his running shorts and went off soon after | *““Why not? Your place has been vacant for
dinner.”’ : some little time, in fact. I am only too
“He should have had more sense,” retorted | pleased to see that you have condescended to
-Alr. Crowell sharply. “ Not that I expect a [)oin us this afternoon.”
Jegreat amount of scnse from Handfort{ll.-. 1§ The Form tittered. When XIr. Crowell was
‘seems to me that these sporting events have pleased to be sarcastic, the Form always felt
had an utterly” degenerating effect upon :he | in duty bound to titter. Besides, it en-
whole school.’ ; couraged Mr, Crowell to go ahead.
The Remove was silent, coldly opposed “Yes, sir, I'tn a bit late, aren’t 17’ said
this view. _ Handforth. "
* Did Handforth say that he would be back “Really 7 asked Mr. Crowell, in surprise.
in tune?”’ asked Mr. Crowell. “Good gracious! So you are, Handforth!
“Yes, sir.”’ But why mention such a_trifle? Merely fifty
“Then his absence is very remarkable,” | minutes.*
growled the Form-master., “I detest these | “Yes, sir,” said Handforth, .
disturbances and annoyances. I shall have a “But now that we are on the subject, per-
serious talk. Wi:[h .l_-“cllt.OIl.‘ I dO not approve haps it would help matters if }'O‘H OblIQ‘Ed, with
Ef this 8 .rt% Carnival. There is scarcely one [ 4 little explanation,” suggested the Form-
oy 11 tius 1orm who 18 applymg hlmse]f to master. % on’t nnagine fOI'-{ﬂ_-mOIlleIlt that
work as he should.” _ ' I am pressing you, my boy, byt I am natur-
“Just like old Crowell !” muttered Tommy | ally interested. . Why have you calmly turned
Watson. “If somebody annoys him, he veers | up when it is nearly time for the Form to be
round on the whole giddy ¥orm! He’ll be | dismissed?” - — '
touchy all the afternoon now,. and we shall *By Gearge! Is it nearly time to go, sir 7"’
be lucky to get out of the room safely.” | asked Handforth, brightening up. “I'd no
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S | .understood

out for a . !
'Ei_)‘f::t lot us cease this useless waste of tune.

‘Unpless you can .give me a very satisfactory

forth, I shall
.gevere

e Jof— - Ahem! Sorry, sir! The—the fact
;ge_'[’vc been oyut.”
««Oh! Youve |
«Yes, SiIL . ' " i
« And may I_astk why you have been out ?
¢ - a trot, sir.” -
/8% dust 208 from Church that you had
trot,”” agreed Mr. Crowell.

been out, Handforth ?*’

for your prolonged absence, Hand-
i be obliged to 1nﬂlct’a very
purllis’lzment.”

reason

¢ Yes, s1r.

Handforth seemed quite listless, and he was

. Jooking towards his seat longingly—as though
. he were anxious
.certain

to sit down. There was a
" droop to his shoulders, too, that his
chums could not help noticing. In fact, every-

.body in the room, except Mr. Crowell, saw

-forth,”’ said the Form-master.

that Handforth was not himself.

“1 am waiting for your explanation, Hand-
“You may
possibly bc aware that you are wasting the

: time of the entire class, but that, no doubt,

- on Wednesday afternoon. We've
-with the West House!”

- but they

- 1n

is a detail. Wasting time appears to be a
matter of indifference to you. You went out
for a trot. Why did you not get back here
in time for lessons !’ ,

“J was prevented, sir.”

“ By whom ?” N

**J—I'd rather not say, sir.”

Mr. Crowell frowned. o

“Come, come, that won’t do!”’' he said
sharply. “I am sorry to press you, Hand-
forth, but I would much rather you did say.
You knew perfectly well what time lessons
started, and it was your duty to be here in
time. DBe good cnough to explain at once.
My patience is not -inexhaustible.”

“I've got nothing to say, sir.”’

““Oh, 1n that case I regret to say that T
have,”” exclaimed Mr. Crowell acidly. “You
will be detained in extra lesson for the whoie
of Wednesday afternoon, Handforth,”’

Edward Oswald started in alarm.

“Wednesday afternoon, sir!” he gasped.
“But—but I've got to play in a House match
got a fixture
I am very sorry for your team, Handforth,
_ nist struggle along as best the
can without your services,” said Mr. Crowell,
his most i1cy manner.  “You are detained

- In extra-lessen for Wednesday afternoon,”

. But—but that’s not fair, sir!”
Not fair!” thundered Mr. Crowell,

“Well, I'mean, I'm going to put in a good
bit of work this afternoon,”” argued Hand-
{Orth. ““You oughtn’t to detain me for any
onger than I'm late. That’s only square,
i;m t 16?7 But can’t you make it lines, sir?”’

e added anxiously, “I might get somebody
9,15*';";;——- I mean, I'd much rather have lines,
Sir " he_added, with haste.

Ec?ut Mr. : Crowell was adamant. And
i b\’i{argl Oswald Handforth went to his place

? only “sore in every limb, but with the

Ei:?my prospect of a lost half-holiday before

He vaguely

worth liying. wondered if -liie_ was really

CHAPTER 6.

S ¢ _
‘*.1:‘ "'_.I,‘-I HANDFORTH KEEPS THE SECRET.
: 'J VIMEDIATELY the Remove

i‘“%“\m’ was released, Church anid
ir § ) McClure pounced upon theie
' ’ leader like two hungry

wolves.

Handforth gave one wild howl. |
“ You—you fatheads!” he gasped, agonised.

“Oh! Oh, corks! Ooooh! You—you jibber-
ing lunatics !”
“What on ecarth’s the matter?’”’ -~sked

Church in amazement.

“We didn’t touch you!” panted McClure.
“And you in training for a boxing match,
too. You ought to be as hard as nails.”’

“So I am!” retorted Handforth curtiy.
“And don’t ask me any questions, either!’
I know what vour game is, my lads, and'1
can tell you straight away that I'm -not
ans:}x-‘e}',ing any questions. Go ‘and get tea
ready !’ |

“{’ es, but look here

“Tea!l” thundered Handforth.. |

They all went to Study D together—hur-
riedly, for Handforth wanted to avoid any
questions from the other fellows. HHe had
made up his mind that he wouldn’t even tell
his chums what had happened. “They were
an inquisitive pair, anyvhow, and he wasn's
going to satisfy their curiosity.

“1 say, Handy, where the dickens did you
get to?” asked Church, as soon as they had
closed the door of their study. “Don’t bother

»

1 about the tea—>Mac’s putting the kettle on

now! We got awfully anxious about you,
you know, and it’s rough luck about Wednes-
day afternoon—-"’ '

“You can’t pump me,” interrupted Hand-
forth weanily,

He sank back into the easy-chair, and closed
his eves. Xt was delicious comfort after the
hard form in the classroom. It was a reliof

-to be able to relax like this.

Church and McClure were looking at their
leader grimly. They had made up their minds
that they would get the truth out of him
before they had done. They weren’t going
to be disappointed, or put off with any
excuses, cither,

“Something happened while you were out,”
said McClure, turning away from the kettle.
“We're your chums, aren’t we?”’

“Of course you are.” . |

“We don’t want to have any secrets in this
study, do we?” .

““Not usually,” replied Handforth. *Bui -
I can’t tell you about this business. I don’i
feel strong enough, for one thing. After that
fight I'm all weak and tired.”

“Which fight 3’

“Eh?” said Handforth, starting, *“I didn’t

mean a fight—— That is, blow you! Don’t
ask me any more questions.”
“A fight, eh?”’ breathed Church, * That':

why you crumpled up when we grabbed vou
a little while ago? Why, you must be one
mass of bruises.”’

“I'am!” groaned Handforth.

“What |”
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“I—1 mean—
“Iook here, Handy, you can’t kecp this
- up!”’ snorted McClure. *““Who did you fighs
with? And what the dickens possessed you
to get into a null to—duy, of all days? HoWw
do you expect to box Nipper this cvening

Handforth glared. ' .

“Don't I keep telling you I'm not going to
tell you anything 2’ ho snorted. *‘Let’s have
that cup of teal I'm dying for it! Wasn't
there some embrocation, or something, in the
cupboard ?”’

“1 didn’t sce any,’”’ said Church.

“That stuff in the bottle?”

“That wasn’t embrocation,” said Church.
“It was some of Mac's ncw-fangled hair
cream. [ thought it was saucc’ last night, an:l
I put some on’my %iddy sardines. Chaps who
use hair cream ought ™o be boiled in it!”

“All right, never mind,”” said Handforth
in a tired voice. ‘‘lIt doesn’t matter. One of
you had better run along to Phipps. He'll
give you some. That valet of Archie Glen-
thorne’s is a marvel—he knows everything.
Qooh! My only hat!” he added, as hc
shifted his position.

Church and McClure were becoming more
and more convinced that Handforth had en
countered half-a-dozen +tramps, or a gipsy
encampmept.

] ho,pe you gave the rotters a good
hiding I’” gaid Church, baiting the trap.

“I'here was only one!”’ replied Handforth

incautiously, “A hulking great rotter of
about twenty—double my size, too. Joan
Tarrant’s brother, you know. The rotter

nearly killed me—— Eh? You—you inquisi-
tive fatheads! I’'m not going to tell you a
word! So don’t ask me!

“But you've told us already, old man,”
said Church gently. “Joan Tarrant’s brother
half killed you. 1’ve never met the chap, bu:
if he’s anything like his sister he’s not much
zood. She’s a spiteful little cat, according to
all I hear.”

“She’s a swindle!” snorted Handforth.
“Her own brother kisses her, and she calls
nim a beast, and makes. me think—— 1--i

mean—"" |

“It’s ro good—let’s have the rest of it,”
said MeClure firmly.

“What 2 | _ .

“ All of it, Handy !”’ commanded his chum=.

And for once Edward Oswald Handforth
succumbed ccmpletely. He was in just that
condition when he didn’t care whether he
spoke or not. The armchair was very com-
fortable, and when he didn’t move he was
feeling exceedingly restful. He finally told
his chums all about it, '

'hey didn’t laugh. |

Understanding Handforth as they did, they
quite appreciated that he had acted from the
best motives, And they were genuinely cut
up about that unfortunate encounter. And
they -were deeply concerned on another sub-
ject, too,

“Of course, the fight's off now,”’ :aid
Church, at length. “I'd better go round and
teil the chaps not to prepare——" .

. *“*Don’t you say a word, blow you!’’ snorted

Handforth. '

“I shan’t explain why you can’t box, but
it's obviously impossible fo you to go to tha
ring to-night,” said Church. “Got that tea,
Mac? Good egg! IHere you are, Handy, old
man. Have a go at this. Now, about the
light. It’s off, of course—"’

“It's on!” interrupted Handforth fercely.,

“But you're all sinashed u 12

“That’s only a trifle,”’ said Edward Oswald.
“Have you ever known me to knuckle under?
Have you ever kncwn me to give in? Nos
likely! I've arranged to mcet Nipper in a
six-round contest, and I’'m going through with
it. That’s final! So don’t argue any more!’

“Mae, buzz along to Archiec’s §ttidy, an-1
sce if you can.get hold of Phipps,” said
Church briskly. *Ask him for some of his
special liniment. Then bring it back here as
fast as you can.”

Handforth raised no objections to this pro-
gramme, and within five minutes Mc¢Cluro
was back, and the door of Study D was
locked. :

“Now then,
Church.

“But look here—""

“Strip ” ordered his chums in one voice.

The general order of things was reversed,
and Handforth meckly stripped—at lcast,
down to his waist. And Church and McClure
gazed at their leader in utter horror.

“Great Scott !’ gasped Church. “ You--yon
ass? You can’t go into the ring like that!
You're one mass of bruises !’

“You’re black and blue !’ panted McClure.
Handforth looked down at himse!f ruefully.

“I do look a bit mottled |” he admitted.
“By George! No wonder my chest fee!s
groggy! My arms, too—I can hardly lift ’em!
All the same, I'm not backing out of thac
contest. Let’s try some of that liniment.
These bruises will be gone by to-night.”

“This isn’t the age of miracles!” growled
Church. ‘There’s no Jliniment on carth that
could remove those bruises in less than a
weck! My dear chap, NipFe;"s' only got to
givo you onc tap, and you’ll topple over like
a .til,llor’s dummy ! "Be sensible, and chuck it
up. , o
- “Not likely!” retorted Handforth ob-
stinately. “In fact, I'm going to whack
Nipper to-night. Do you think''I can’t bear
a bit of pain? He might hurt.me when he
punches, but I can stick it. After the first
two or three minutes I shall' be numb, too,
and I shan’t notice it.”’ - z

They knew how useless it was to argue—
since 1t only strengthened Handforth’s deter-
mination. And, very gently, they procceded
to rub him. The air of Study D becamo
permeated with pungent odour. . And when
Handforth put his coat on again he was feel-
ing distinctly better. That liniment of I’hipps’
was wonderfully soothing stuff. :

Half the pain was gone, and hjs muscles
felt more supple. If he had been determined
to carry on with the bhoxing match hefore, ho
was now absolutely firm.  And his chums

might just as well have talked to a solid

Handy—strip!” commanded

brick wall,
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CIIAPTER 7.
NO FIGHT!
HE gymnasium was packed.
t was mid-evening, and
rain was falling outside—

gentle, sumier rain which
did not promise to be par-

%

ticularly lasting. _

Most of the spectators round the rin
belonged to the Remove. The IFourth
Formers were far more interested in their
own champion, and they were saving up their
cnthusiasm for the Wednesday mght.—-whcn
tlfe main contest would take place. This even-
ing’s allfu.ir was only a preliminary canter,
- after all.

But the Remove took the keenest ﬁossible
interest in it—for it would enable them to
form an opinion .of Dick Hamilton’s prowess.
Handforth was quite a good boxer, and he
would give Nipper some pretty bouts. So, on
every ground, the tussle was worth watching.

Willlam Napoleon Browne, the
skipper of the Iifth Form, had consented to
.act as rcferee, and everything was all ready
by the time Nipper and -Handforth arrived.
The referee was there, the seconds were pre-
pared with their sponges and towels, and
there was a business-like aspcet about the
ring.

“Come on, Handy

“Let’s see you knock Nipper into next
week I”’

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“This is going to be Handy’s Waterloo!”
grinned Somerton,

“No, he met that this afternoon!” mur-
mured Church, under his breath.

Both he and MecClure were very uncasy.
They would have told Browne everything if
Handforth had not pledged them to silence.
‘And_they were in a fever of anxiecty regard-
ing ‘their pigheaded leader. He would only
get himself into a  far worse condition by
engaging in this fight,

*“Ah, Brother Handforth, I observe that
you are all ready for the fray,” said Browne,
as he glanced at Handforth’s long robe. “ But
what 1s this?- Do I detect a certain weariness
in your'mien? I fear yon are not quite your-
self to-night, brother.”

|!9

forth.

“A totally unofficial way of addressing a
referee, but we will let it pass,” said Browne
generously, “I was never one to be too par-
ticular, Arc wc all prepared for this interest-
ing event ?” ‘

The timekeeper volunteered the information
that he had been ready for some minutes, and
various members of -the audicnee went so far
as to say that they had been waiting for
hours, '

“In that case, let us dally no longer.” said
Browne. “Brothers, on this side we have
Battling Handforth, and on the other side we
have Nippy Nipper."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“This isn’t a prize fight, Brow_% you ass!”
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“I'm all right, you chump !” retorted Hand- .

Dick Hamilton stripped off his gown, and
stood forth in his boxing shorts. He pre-
sented a fine figure, full of health, with his
flesh firm, and his muscles rippling. Church
and McClure, who were Handforth’s seconds,
regarded Nipper with something very akin to
horrov. ,

“He'll cat poor old Handy]” murmured
Church, in dismay. '

“In one bite!” breathed McClure sadly.

The audience approved of Dick Hamilton
entirely. They had scen Ernest Lawrence,
and they were all staunchly of the opinion
that Dick was the better man, And this
evening they would have an opportunity of
judging his form.

“We are waiting, Brother Handforth," &aid
Browne pointedly.

“QOh, yes! All

“"Eh%” said Handforth.
right.”

He slipped off his own robe, and stood
forth. William Napoleon DBrowne looked
hard, started, and winced.

“What is this ?” he inquired ecalmly, “Con-
tradict me if I am wrong, Brother Handforth,
but surely this mottled appecarance is not
natural ?”’

“QOh, 1t’s nothing !’ -

“Do not tell me that this picbald aspect is
a characteristic feature of the Handforths ?”
-asked Browne, in horror. “Unless I am
vastly mistaken, vour flesh is one murky col-
lection of bruises.”

; There was a scnsation among the specta-
or's.

“1 say, look at Handy!”

“Great Scott!” -

“The man’s black and blue!”

“What the dickens has he been up to ?”

“Can’t you fatheads keep quict?” voared
Handforth, glaring. “I can be black and
blue, I suppose, without you making a son
about it? I’'m here to box Nipper, so let’s
get on with it!”’

But Dick Hamilton was looking very con

. cerned,

“I say, old man, vou:can't box in that
condition!” he, said gravely. - “ Why, you must
have been run over by a steam-roller, or
something ! My dear man, you’re simply in a
hopeless condition.”

“I tell you I'm not,”
“I’'m ready to fight.”

“Onc moment, Dbrothers—one moment,”
interrupted Browne smoothly. * As the pre-
siding genius of this cntertainment, let me -
intervene. In my official capacity as Master
of the Ceremonies, I unhesitatingly forbid the
banns!”

“Look here, Browne, you ass——

“In other words, the curfew shall not rin;
to-night ! said DBrowne firmly. '

“You chump——" -
. “Under no circumstances can I allow this
battered creature to be made the sport of
inquisitive youth,” said Browne, “I have
seen many barnacled hulks in my time, but
seldom have I gazed upon such a derelict as
this! I am pained beyond description. And
surely Brother Handforth must be caually
pained.” '

growled Handforth.



14 THE NELSON

'LEE LIBRARY

“I'm ready to fight?!”
doggedly.

“While admiring vour noble spirit, I am
nevertheless the chairman of this committee,”
satd the referce grimly. “And if I
‘ No,” I do not mean ‘ Maybe.” The contest
shall not take place while I live!”

“But I'm up against Nipper to prove who's
the best boxer in this House,” urged Hand-
forth. “I'm not going to knuckle under
without a scrap. I had an accident this after-
noon.” : N

“So I imagined,” said Browne.. “I trust
vou are going to enlighten us- with the
detatls 27’ w0 il

“It was nothing much. - I got into a scrap
with some chap in the road,” growled Hand-
forth, who felt that some =ort of explanation
was neccessary. - The rotter asked foyit, so I
had to give 1t {o lnm. He was about four
- “imes my size, too.” :

“One of those Barnum gtants, no daubt ?”
asked Browne kindly. “Quite so, DBrother
Handforth. I, too, have found them to be
i nuisance on our country roads. Without
.pressing you too closely, I imagine that you
engaged in some ruwde brawl with ‘a passing
tramp. I thought betier of you, brother, but
the damage has been done. And, gentlemen,
the fight 1s off ! _

“Is this going to delay thé Final, on
Wednesday 77 asked Buster Boots. “I'm
one of Lawrencee's seconds, vou know, and I
nnderstand that ihe Ancient House champion

1sn’t chozen until these two have had their
nnll 777 i 7 '

“Have we got to wait {i1ll Handy gets:

well 77 asked somebody indignantly, -

“Not likely !” roared the crowd.

“Just like Handy to mess things up !”

The audience was thoroughly disappointed,
and expressed its feelings in no uncertain
terms. But Browne soothed the throng, and
turned to Handforth again.

“TIt appears that this matter 1s for vou to
dectde, brother,” he said. “ A postponement
might be tiresome, but such a possibility is
not entircly out of the question.”

“Can’t I fOght Nipper to-night?” asked
Handforth.

“No!” said Browne. with emphasis. *“But
«lo not let that fact disturb you. There wiil
bhe no black mark against your name, Brother
Handforth. You are in no f{it condition to
ight an infant . arms. There . will
he nothing detrimental against your character
if you graccfully retive.” - -

“Oh, well, Il chuck it up!” said Hand-
forth gruffly. “And as Nipper would have
whacked me, I'm" willing that he shonld bhe
put up as the Ancient House.champion.”

“Let -me hear that again, Brother Hand-
forth.” said Drowne, “*Did I actually under-

stand von to say that you would have lost the
contest 27’ :

“Yes, of course I should!”

“Well, that’s pretty handsome of you, old
man,” said Nipper. :

“Rats !’ growled FKdward Oswald., “I was
obstinate, I suppose; and just wanted to have
is0me sport. But you’re the best boxer in

said Handforth |

say-

the Ancient House, and evervbody knows it.
Perhaps it’s just as well that I shouldn’t have
this bout with you to-night.” - :
“It is, indeed,’* agreed Drowne. - “We do
not wish to see our Brother Handforth con-
signed to the sanatorium for a prolonged
period. And such would have been your fate
if you had gone forward with the scheme.”

And so the gymnasium emptied itself again,
without the contest having ~taken ‘place.
Under the circumstances, there had been no
other alternative. Handforth was very much
of a wreck. ‘ | '

In the Remove passage of the Ancient

‘House, he grabbed hold of Dick Hamilton’s

arm,

“There’s one thing I forgot,” he' said.
“I'm one of your seconds !’ |

““Thanks all the same, Handy, but Tregellis-
West and Watson . |

“I’Im onc of vour seconds!” insisted Hand-
forth grimly. “I don’t care anything about
Tregellis-West and Watson! One of them's
got to resign! T've been dished out of the
fight, but I'm blessed if I’Il be dished out of
scconding you! That’s final!”

Dick Hamilton smiled.

“But, my dear man—-"

“ Nipper, old boy, pray let me intervene,”
said Sir Montie Tregellis-West gracefully. “If
Handforth .is so keen on this, I will willingly
stand down. By all means let himi be-one of
vonr seconds. Begad, we can’t do much less
for him, can we ?” - :

“Thanks, Montie,” said Handforth, nod-
ding, “Now I don’t mind about to-night.”

He went into Study D, lowered himself
gently into the easy-chair, and enjoved the
glorious relaxation of pure comfort. And he
was intensely relieved. For he had known,
from the very first, that he had been a hope-
less optimist ever to think of winning a box-
ing contest with the Juntor skipper,

L

-_

CHAPTER 8.,
WILLY IxTERVEr;'Es. 2

EDNESDAY morning found
the eleven fellows who were
to play against the, Austra-

lian schoolboys in the first
Test Match posted :on the

notice-boards.

There had been all sorts of rumouxs con-
cerning the selected players, but nothing had

been definitely known until now. There was
a good deal of excitement, particularly in
the Ancient House. For the Test Team con-
tained no fewer than five Remove fellpws.

The Fourth was utterly disgusted. at Edgar
Fenton's short-sightedness in leaving out such
fellows as Buaster Boots and Bob Christine.
And the Third thought about sending a depu-

tation to Fenton for daring to leave out
Willy Handforth.

The teamn was as follows: Fenton, Morrow,
Browne, Stevens. Phillips;, Hamilton, De
Valerie. t, Fulhvood, Handforth, Kahn,
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Jerry Dodd, of course, while being one of
the best cricketers at St. Frank’s, was left
out of the team because he would figure in
the opposing Eleven. He was one of the
Australian Test Team, but the only member
of it who was not obliged to travel. The
fact that He was a St. Frank’s fellow made no
difference.

These Test Matches were not school con-
tests at all, but a novel innovation among
schoolboys " for having a minor series of
England v. Australia matches.

Edward Oswald Handforth was by no means
surprised to find his name on the list, if ore
could judge by his comments. He seemed to
take it as a foregone conclusioy. But he
actually confided to his own chums, in striet
privacy, that he was as pleased as a cat with
two tails. He hadn’t dared to hope that
Fenton would exercise so much common-
sense.

This morning, too, Handforth was feeling
almost himself.

He still bore traces of that gruelling fight
with Herbert Tarrant, but most of the bruises
had disappeared, and he was practically fit.
Quite fit cnough for cricket, at all events.
He had a horror that he would be left out
of the Test Team because of his recent scrap.

“ Nothing to worry about-now, my sons,”
he said to Church and McClure. “Studs D
is represented in the big match, and that’s
all that matters. And I can get some prac-
tice this afternoon in the match against the
West House.”

“That’s what the game's for,” said Church.
“I'm in the team, too. By Jove! Only two
more days to I'riday, and then we shall have
the big match.” ® s

Scores of other fellows were thinking
exactly the same thing, at exactly the same
moment. Half the school was only living for
Friday to come. And there was the big
Juniof boxing contest this evening, too. Life
was certainly onc long round of sporting
excitements.

The very instant dinner was over, the
fellows swarmed out upon the playing fields.
It was a bright day, in spite of onc or two
showers in the morning. Perhaps there would
be further showers during the afternoon, but
they weren’t likely to be severe enough to
cause any Stoppage of plav.

In the Ancient House v. West House mateh,
Handforth was one of the first fellows to
bat, and he soon proved that his bruises were
not affecting his form. He was as sturdy
as ever, and he was curbing some of his
former recklessness.

Lots of fellows were surprised that he had
been seclected for the big match, but Fenton

new whpt he was doing. Handforth was a
slogger, perhaps, but when he was at the top
of his formn it was almost impossible to get
him out.- He had improved greatly of late,
too. He had an accurate eye, and that was
one of the great scerets of his batting
sliceess, s

His minor was lounging ncar ihe pavilion
during the game, watching the batiing.
Chubby Hecath and Juicy Lemon Eerc_with.

o

him, as usual. But they seemed to have
something on their minds, -

“It's no good sticking here, Willy,”
Chubby was saying. “It’ll be tea-time soon,
and we haven’t got a giddy cent between
us. You're not going to have tea in Hall,
I suppose ?”’

“Doorsteps and dishwater!” groaned Juicr
Lemon.

“Wait until my major comes out,” said
Willy smoothly. “It might be a bit of a job

to wangle——" :
“Oh, indeed! Indeed!” :

Willy glanced round, attracted by the con-
centrated Indignation in the voice. He beheld
Moz, Crowell, the master of the Remove., Mu.
Crowell was looking as black as thunder, ana
he was staring straight at Edward Oswald
Handforth.

“ Anything I can do, sir?” asked Morrow.

1 of the Sixth, who happencd to be passing.

“Thank you, Morrow, no!"” snapped Mr.
Crowell, “DBut I intend to stop this game at -
once !’

“Stop the game, sir?”’ asked Morrow, in
amazement. :

“At least I intend to compel that boy
Handforth to come indoors!” stormed Mr.
Crowell. “On Monday I distinctly ordered
him to attend cxtra lessons this afternoon,
But what does he carc about detention ?”

“He may have forgotten it, sir.”

“Forgotten it!” snapped Mr. - Crowell.
“Ridiculous, Morrow! Boys do not forget an
afternoon’s detention so casily. The impu-
dent voung scamp has flouted me—delibe:r-
ately and outrageously flouted my authority!
And I won't put up with it!”

“But it'll be awkward to stop the match,
sir.”

“ Awkward or not, I mean to take strong
action !” declared Mr. Crowell. “On Monday
aftcrnoon Handforth coolly came into the
class-room fifty minutes late for lessons, and
he must be taunght that he cannot play fast
and loose in that fashion. I am firm.”

Morrow shrugged his shoulders.

“All right, sir—just as you like,” he said.
“It's only a Junior House match, but it
doesn’t scem quite the thing to my mind.
Wouldn’t it be Dbetter to report Handforth
to his Housemaster? The voung beggar
deserves a flogging for ignoring detention
like this.” - |

“He will get a flogging, Morrow, never
fear!” stormed Mr. Crowell. e i

Morrow went off, as he had no desire to be
associated with this high-handed action of the
Form-master’s. For a moment Mr. Crowell
hesitated, and then he found Willy Hand-
forth close. beside him,

“Don’t, sir,” remarked Wiily calmly.

“What did vou say, Handforth minor 7"

“Pon’t, sir.” :

“Don’t what ?” -

“My major, you know, sir.” said Willy.
“He’s just set now, and he hasn’t deliber-

ately flouted you. He forgot all about that
detention.”

“Oh, indeed?” said Mr. Crowell, stﬂring.

walvia
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“I presumne this is a prearranged plot? .- But.

you cannot pull wool over my eyes—" - .
“It’s nol: a prearranged plot,- sir, and I
didn’t - know anything about :it---until this
minute,” interrupted Willy. “Ihat’s honour
- bright; siv.” - ' LA
- Mr. Crowell grunted.
“In that  case, Handforth !
take your word,” he said. *“You arc one of

the really truthful boys in the Juntor schuol.™.

““My. major’s .another,. siv,’”” -
“Well, yes, I must confess that- Handforth
major is straightforward -and honourable,”
admitted Mr. Crowell grudgingly. “At the
same . time, I cannot countenance this
deliberate flouting of authority——" :
“QOh, cheese it, sir!”
“What did you say?”? o
*“Checse it, sir,” repeated Willy coolly.
“That  means chueck it, vou know. ' Ted

wouldn’t flont your authority. He's forget-

ful—that’s all. And he's so keen on ecricket
that he never thought of that extra lesson
to-day. Why mnot let bygones be bygones,
sir 270 . | - |
- Mr. Crowell was very frigid.

“I' was not aware, Handforth minor, that

vou were your elder brother’s champion,” he
said tartly. ‘““Leave .me at once! . I don’t
want to hear any "more of your slang.”

As a mattor of fact, Mr. Crowell was quite
nervous. ‘There was something about Willy
Handforth which unsettled him. He had an
uncomfortable feeling that he was slipping,

-And he was not the first to experience this:

sensation in Willy’s presence.  There was

something magnetically compelling in this

mnocent-looking fag. ' :
“Just & mimite, sir,” said Willy cheerfully.

“Ted’s an obstinate beggar, and I’'ll béet he

didn’t explain why he was late on Monday.”
“No, he persistently refused.”

“Just like him,”? sighed Willv. “As a
matter of faet, sir, he had a fearful scrap
with a chap about twice his size in the lane,
and he was clean knocked out for a time.
He crawled back, and didn’t say a word.”

“QOh, indeed!” said Mr. Crowell thought-
fully. “That certainly puts a different com-
plexion on But I've got to teach your
major a lesson,” he added, hardening. *“I
won’t listen to this talk of yours, young
man!”’ .
© “Have you seen the May-trees round the
Head’s garden ?” asked Willy. “You can sec
i!lcgn fine from this angle. Just over here,
Y i : :

“I have no desire—

“But they’re gorgeous, sir,” said Willy
persuastvely. “And all the flowers, too.
And, by the way, what about that new book
of yours, sir? I was going to ask you to
-lénd me a copy.” '

“I was not aware that vou are interested in
Jdrregular verbs, Handforth minor!" .

“TIrregular verbs!” echoed Willy. enthusi-
astically. “Why, you ought to seec me jug-
gling with ’em, siv! It’s all right about my
major, isn’t 1?77 he added casually. “Just
leave him to me, sir. T'll give him a jawing
when he comes out.” x «B8E 5 Lo

LE]

»

minor, I will

.to be m the Remove!”

Mr. Crowell was thawing rapidly.

“Upon my word, young man, .you have an
extraordinary way with you!”’ he growled..
“H'm! Perhaps, under the circumstances——-
But remember, Willy, I trust that you will
not talk of this to your companions ?”

“Not a word, sir,” said Willy prompily.
“Honest injun! Just between ourselves, sir.
Our little secret, eh? I always knew you
were jolly kind-hearted, It must be ripping

Mr. Crowell went off, feeling quite cheeiful
with the world in general, and he even felb
that. he had been absurdly ‘harsh regarding
Handforth’s lapse.- He paused, and became
interested .in the game. }E

Willy Handforth returned to his chums, and
thev regarded him curiously. sy e

“What the dickens have you been jawing
to old Crowell about?” asked Juicy. -

“Oh, nothing.”

“Don’t be an ass——? - , &t

“Well, the Head's May-trees, then.” -

“YWhat ?” “ .o '

“And the flowers,” said Willy. “By the
way, you needn’t worry about tea. I shall be
able to wangle Ted for some cash all right.
It was a bit doubtful before, but now it’s &
cert.”’

" But Juicy Lemon and Chubby Heath utterly

failed to see how Willy had arrived at this
conclusicn. |

CHAPTER 9.
TEN SHILLINGS!
_ OW’S that?”

“QOut!”

Handforth- looked. at his
wrecked wicket, and
grunted. . :

_ “That’s because I caught si%rht of my minor
just now !”’ he said disgustedly. “Whenever
I sce my minor, I get a pamn! :He always

?

| puts me off my stroke.’ o

“Well, you're out,” remarked the. wicket-

keeper genially. “If you can make it any-
thing else, yow're welcome 1. A e '
Handforth had scored 20 runs,.'so he was
feeling well satisfied as he made his'way back
to the pavilion. Just before he roached it, he
halted in his tracks, his mouth agidpe, his-eves
starting. Fa
“Great jumping corks!” he gasped.blankly.
He stood there, aghast, ks & 5l _
He had just caugﬁt sight of Mi. Crowell--
although Ar. Crowell was not looking in his
dircction. But the sight of the Form-master

had brouﬁllt something vividly to:his mind.

For, in all truth, Handforth had actially for- -
gotten all about that afternoon’s' detention.

“Qh, .crumbs!’”’ he murmured, with a
clutching feeling at his heart. “TI’ve missed
extra lesson, and old Crowsfcet is:waiting to
grab me! This means a flogging—and a
gating on the top of it, perhaps.”

He was thoroughly startled.

It was no light crime to calmly ignore
attendance wn extra lesson. And Handiorth
wondered how on earth he had come to forget
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" William Napoleon Browne stared blankly at the mass of bruises on Handy’s chest.

it. Probably it was the Test Match enthu-

siaam. He had been thinking about cricket
all day. And there was that fight to-night,
too. He hadn’t had a minute to bother about

My, Crowell and his silly impositions,

But Mr. Crowell would have to be faced,
and so would the musie,

Handforth went into the pavilion with his
heart thumping rapidly. As a rule, he would
face a situation like this with an equanimity
- which amounted almost to indifference.

But there was so-much at stake this w eoL
that he was thoroughly scaved.

After all, he would only have missed an un-
important - House match by being detained
this afternoon. But now, in all probabzht‘.,

he would ;be debarred from playing in the’

Test Match! He might be given an impost
which would prevent him from seconding
Dick Hamilton at the boxing contest !

The whole prospect, in fact, was. busthng
with horrors.

As he removed his pads, he momentarily
expected the arrival of Mr, Crowell. He was
not particularly pleased, therefore, wheu his
mlnor strolled ap.

“Spare a mmutc Ted 7’ asked Willy.
. “Go away !

“It’s important, old-man.”’

“Nothing's important just now !” breathed
Handforth.” “ At least, nothing that you ca
tell me—— Oh, crumbsd He's coming !

q?k out, vou voung ass 2

Who—Crowell #7  said Willy.,  “You

needn’t be scared of him.”’

““ Correct me _ii Iam

wrong, Brother Handforth,’’ he gaid gravely, *¢ but surely this mottled, piebald appearance is not a character-

1st1c of the Handforths ? ¥ ¢ Shut up ! * roared Handforth, gla,rmg at him. ‘I suppose I can be bruised
8 bit if I like? I’m ready to fighft Nipper—let’s get on with it [ ”?

They were just at the corner of the pavilion,
and there was nobody. else near them. Mo,
Crowell was strolling in their direction, Dut
he paused and watched the game again.
Handforth’s heart steadied itself, '

“1 thought he’d spotted me !” he muttered.
“I can’t understand why the dickens he
doosn’t come-——-he must have scen my wicket
go down.”

“Of course he d1d, "agreed Willy. ““Dut
yvou needn't be scared of Crowell. He's as
tame as-a lamb.”’

“What the dickens clo you mean ?”’

“T've squared him.”

“Squared him 77

“Iixactly. And now vou've got to square
me,”’ said Willy blandh

“What the

“T'en bob !’ sald Willy.

“You hopeless young fathead!” hissed his
major. ‘“‘What's all this rot ? I was suppose.d
to be in extra Jesson this afternoon, and 1
forgot all about it.” Old. Crowell’s on my
track—he's after my giddy blood!”’

“Well, 1s5n’t it worth ten boh to be as fres
as the air?”’ asked Willy. “AMind you, ]
should have asked vou for this ten bob just
fhe same—so don’t think I'm demandmg
hush-money. I tell you, I've squ‘ued him.”

The words sank 1nto Handforth’s brain,
“You've squared Crowell % he gasped.
£ V4 L

Yes.

‘Ahout—-——abaut my missing detention?”
“Of course.’
“You spoofing young bounder,

LB 4

growled
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Handforth. “You couldn’t square Crowell if
you tried for twenty vears! He’s as hard
as nails. He wouldn’t shift an inch. A steam-
rotler wouldn’t .move him. If anybody could
et at his heart with a chisel, he could chip
“chunks out of it!”’

Willy grinned. ' '

“In that case, I didn't do so badly,” he
said cheerfully. “I wish you wouldn’t be so

dense, Ted. How many more times have I

got to tell you that everything’s all sercne?
'I'en bob, please. And if you don’t pay up, I
~can easily have anothey chat with M.
Crowell,” he added casually. “ It’ll only take
me about ten seconds to undo everything I've
done.” .

At this moment Mr. Crowell himself came
nearer. He caught sight of Handforth, and
- hesitated for a moment. Then he strolled on
towards the pavilion. Edward Oswald clutched
at anything within reach, ,

“Look out!”’ he muttered. “Now for 1t !”

Even now he couldn’t believe that his minor
had been telling him the truth. Mr. Crowell
.came up, and nodded. He nodded quite
amiably. Handforth managed to conjure up
a sickly sort of smile.

“ Good—good-afternoon,

faintly.
“ Good-afternoon, Handforth,”’

sir”’ he said

said Mr.

Crowell. ““So you made 20 runs, eh ? Quite
good.”’ L
“Yes, sir, I—T suppose it’s not so bad.”

" “Your minor has explained your forget-
fulness regarding to-day’s detention, Hand-
forth, and I. have decided to overlook the
matter,” continued Mr. Crowell, with a
friendly smile. “But I hope you will not be
so carcless again. Who is that boy batting
now ?” he added, pointing.

“ Fullwood, sir,” said Willy.

- “Ah, yves, of course—I shall have to have
my glasses seen to,”” said My, Crowell, pre-
paring to stroll off. **Quite a good game,
boys. Let us hope that we have excellent
weather like this for the Test Match on
Iriday.”

He nodded, and Handforth fell back weakly.

“There you are!’” said Willy. ““All done
by kindness, too!” -

“Willy, my son, this isn’'t a ten-bob
matter!” said Handforth, in a burst of relief
and generosity. ‘‘“What are you—a conjurer,
or what ? Here you are—take this quid! You
deserve tt] I'm saved! Haw the dickens do
you manage to perform these miracles 7”

“They’'ro not miracles at all,” grinned
Willy. “There’s one little tiny thing re-
quired, Ted,”

“What’s that?”’

“Tact,”” said Willy, “You’ve only got to
treat these masters tactfully, and you can
make ’em eat out of your hand! If I liked
to put my mind to it, I'd have old Crowell
following me about within a week!”’ .

Willy went off, and joined his own chumsy
.again—they were getting very impatient, and
the game wasn’t attracting them much. They
razed at Willy with hope in their cyes.

“Any luck 7’ they asked, in one voica,

“How do you like the colour of this?” said
Willy calmlv. .

“Oh, my hat!

13
!

A quid!” they gurgled.
Willy,» my son, you’re not human

They went off to the schocﬂ-shop together,
and Edward Qswald Handforth found Churciv
and McClure, and related the inecident with
bated breath. He was so impressed by it, in
fact, that he had alimost forgotten the match,
and was quite surprised when he found that
he was required to go out into the field while
the West House batted. ¢ _

The West House won the match, but as 1t
was an unimportant fixture, the Ancient
House didn’t mind much. It finished up=
rather late, and the boxing contest would be
happening almost at once. ,

Handforth was soon bustling about, 1m-
portant and active. As Nipper's principil
second, he threiw his weight about consider-
ably. And now that he had definitely aban-
doned all claims to being the champion boxer
of the Ancient House, he whole-heartedly sup-
Eorted Nipper. The very suggestion that
irnest Lawrence might win the match amused
him exceedingly.

“You Fourth Form chaps are just drecam-
ing{” he said tartly. ¢ Hamilton’s the boxing
champion of the Junior School, and don’t you
forget it! He’s going to knock spots off your
old candidate.”

Buster Boots grinned.

“\We're quite ready to hear that sort of blufE
from you Remove fatheads,”” he said coolly.
“When it comes to a matter of boxing,
you’'ve got to apply to the Fourth!”

“We'll soon remove that 1dea,’’ said Han.
forth promptly.

Boots fainted clean away at this fceble joke,
and many other pleasantries of a like char-
acter were indulged in,

The contest itself was being staged in the
big Lecture Hall—{for the gymmnasium was
altogether too small to hold the big crowd
that was anxious to see it. And Mr. Clifferd,
the sports-master, had decided to referee the
match. There was every indication of an
exciting hour’s sport, g ¥

A —— e W

CHAPTER '10.
HANDFORTH GETS. EXCITED |

HE Lecture Hall' hummed
and buzzed with animation,
The electrie lights
Elqamed, and the ring was
rilliantly illuminated. The

1 two schoolboy boxers were already in their

cornerg, andd Handforth was hovering about

‘his principal, with frce advice.

“Now, don’t forget—watch his left!” he-
was saying. “Take my tip, Nipper, old son,
and keep your guard high, You'v¥e only got
to follow my tips, and you’ll simply wipe him
up !”’ ) '
p“’I‘lu:mks; all the same, but—"

““Rats !” growled Handforth, ‘You listen
to me! I'm your second, and a boxer is sup-
nsed to take advice from his seconds. If you
;etlLawrence get under your guard, youw’ll find

him a terror. And mind the clinches.”
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s« Chuck it, Handy!’ protested Tommy
watson. “I'm one of Nipper's seconds, too,
don’t forget. You don’t want t.o"rponcapohsc
the entire conversation, I suppose? '
“But as Nipper was taking little or no notice
of Handforth's advice, no great harm_was
done. In the opposite corner, Ernest Law-
rence was ready for the fray. There was
nothing to choose between these two sturdy
boxers. They were almost of the same weight,
and their reach was similar to a fraction. A
bet‘tecf-matdmd pair could scarcely have been
ound.

f ¢ All ready 7'’ asked Mr. Clifford.

“Think so, sir.”

“Geconds out of the ring!”

“Come on, Handy,” said VWatson briskly.

#Joh 1

“Seconds out of the ring, you ass,”” zaid
Tonmy.

“Of all the rot!’ said Handforth. ‘Why
should I get out But I suppose I had
better humour the ref. !’

“ It wouldn’t be a bad 1dea,’’ chuckled Diek.

A few moments later everything was ready
for the start. There was nothing grim about
this encounter—but it lost nono of its interest
on this account. It was a sporting contest,
pure and simple, and every member of the
audience was on tiptoe to sce his own par-
ticular favourite gain the honours. |

i ll‘in]e !!J

The gong sounded, and Hamilton and Lay-
rence were ab it. The opening moments were
tense, but not particularly dramatic. The patr
were sparring for an opening, and 1t was
Lawrence who made the first definite move.

With a lightning-like side-step, he swung
round, and . brought his right up. But
Nipper’s guard was there, and the attempt
was ineffectual, _

“Good man!” roared Handforth. *“That's
the style! Watch him, Nipper—and don't
forget that left of his! That’s the way!
Good! Now then, use your fect a bit more.
Fine—fine |” '

o Dry up, you chump !” murmured Watson.

You'll put him off I’

“Eh?”

::X”'ou mustn’t yeil like that—"’

Pll yell as much as I like!” retorted
Handforth. “T'1l yell Hi! Look cut
there, Nipper! By George, he necarly got
you that tirae! DBreak away—break away!”

Handforth was so excited that he was
nearly half over the ropes, and he continued
to shout encouragement to Nipper. Dr.
Chifford : :

lord fook abeolutely no mnotice, for his
attention was concentrated upon the boxers.

he pair were going at it In a more busi-
ness-like fashion now, and there was scarcely
ak,lml to choose between them. Both were
skilled in the science of the art, and, purely
oS an exhibition,’ the match was a joy to
chold,
: “Kc-ep it up, Nipper—you’re whacking him
rﬁ)llov.'! " chuckled Handforth. “My hat!

1ab footwork ! Look at it, you chaps!”
,,5]3)113 down, Handy !”

on’t y .2 . .
fathead ?"J'ou want anybody else to see, you

r 14 6"!.‘ dawn !,’-

Handforth turned, and glared at the section
of the audience immediately behind him. -

“Go and cat coke!” he replied politely.
“If you don’t like to sit there, go and find
another place. I'm Nipper’s second, and I'm
going to cncourage him as much as I like.”’

There was no arguing with this aggressive
spirit—and there was no question of moving
to another part of the hall—since every inch
of space was filled. 'The unfortunate fellows
in Handforth’s rear were only obtaining a
scrappy. view of the encounter. '

“Time!”

“ Hurrah !”

“(Good old Lawrence!”

“Keep it up, Hamilton—you’ve got him
taped !” -

Nipper came to his corner, and Handforth
fairly fell upon him, He jammed a water;
loaded sponge into Nipper's face, and hulf-
drowned him. Then he commenced mas-
saging with such encrgy that the unfortunate
Ancient House champion was nearly hurled
through the ropes.

“Steady, you ass!”’ gurgled Nipper.

“It’s all right—leave it to me!” said Hand-
forth. “I know exactly what to do—and I'll
have you as fresh as paint for the next round.”’

He rubbed fiercely, and made a curious
hissing noise with his mouth, as though he
were a groom attending a horse. In the midst
of .it, Mr. Clifford came over, and looked at
Handforth severely.

“Not so much of your comments, my lad,
in the next round,’” he said. *‘‘Simmer down,
Handforth—simmer down! Unless you can
behave yourself, I shall have to do something
drastic. Hamilton doesn’t want any of your
advice while he’s in the ring.”

Dong-g-g ! A

The gong sounded for the next round, and
Handforth was unable to reply to Mr. Chfford
as he had desired., The two boxers leapt tuto
the centre of the ring again, and were soon
at it at top spced. There was nothing brutal
about this match—but something, on the other

hand, exhilaratingly exciting. And Hand-
forth completely forgot Mr. Clifford’s in-
junctions,

““Sit down, Handy !” yelled a dozen voices,
as he bobbed up like a  jack-in-the-box.
“ Watson, can't you keep that fathcad down?”

Watson, who was crouching at the corner.
well out of range of the spectators, glanced
round at the ringside seats. Church and
McClure were near by, and Handforth was
so intensely interested in the match that he
was hanging through the ropes. Therc
seemed to be an imminent possibility of him
joining in the fight itself,

“Lend us a hand!” muttered Watson
grimly.

Church and MeClure felt compelled to com-
ply, since Handforth was their own particular
chum. They wondered why con earth Nipper
had ever consented to Edward Oswald being
one of his seconds.
~ “Come on, Handy !”’
in_unison.

With a sudden jerk, Handforth was yanked
back, and forced into ore of the seats. He

said three grim voices,

\.was held there like 1n a vice.
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“ You--you fatheads !’ he gasped. “ Lemms
go! Take that, Church, you fathead!”
Crash{
*Oh, corks!”’ groaned Church. = -
Handforth lashed out right and left, ru‘nd
there were two boxing contests at once. 'The
juniors might as well have tried to hold a
wild tiger. Handforth leapt up again, and
clung to the ropes. n
*“Good !” he roared. “You've got him now,
Nipper! That’s the way—— Whoa! Steady
there—steady ! Look out!” ‘
He fairly let himsclf go as Nipper seemeu
in danger of a _direct upper-cut. DBut the
Ancient House champion’s guard was perfec-
tion itself, and Lawrence was discovering thai
every onc of his wiles was anticipated—every
move he made was countered and checked.
“Time ! :
The second round was over, and, so far os
the spectators could see, the honours were
slightly in favour of Nipper,

Again Handforth plunged the sponge inifo |

the unfortunate Dick’s face, and this tume he
was so thoroughly excited thas Nipper toppled
clean over backwards, and all but vamshed
through the ropes and over the side of the
ring.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t get so excited!” said Handforth
warningly. * There’s no need to throw your-
self about like that, Nipper.’” - '

Dick struggled back again,

“You—you crazy lunatic!”” he gasped.
“Arc vou my second, or.do you think this s
a wrestling match? Cool down, you fat-
head !’ :

Alr, Clifford came over again.

“You'd better understand, Handforth, that
your actions are prejudicing the match,” he
said sharply. “1f there 15 any more of it
after this round, I shall have no alternative
but to disqualify your principal without
further warning.” "

Handforth gaped.

“ But—but——"" he began.

“I mean it!” said the referee curtly.
“ Hang it all, Handforth, I don’t like to be
sharp like this, but it’s a bit too thick! So
please understand!  Any more shouting and
gesticulating, and I shall award the contest
to Lawrence. And there’ll be no appeal!”’

He walked away, and Handforth gave a |

gulp.

“So for goodness’ sake choke yourself up,
Handy,”” pleaded Nipper. *“You wouldn't
like me to be disqualified, would you ? There’s
only one safe course—keep absolutely quiet.”

Handforth nodded

“All right!” he said hoarsely. “TI’ll re-
member !

CHAPTER 11,
TIED UP!

DWARD OSWALD HAXND-
FORTH was thoroughly
scared. _

It took an enormous
emount to penetrate his

But Mpr, Clifford had penetrated

thick hide.

it now, If Handforth’s own fate had been in
the balance, he would have been quite indif-
ferent. DBut the very thought of prejudicing
Nipper’s chances horrified him.

“bon’t forget, old man !’ breathed Watson.
“Clifford’s thoroughly ratty, and I don’t
wonder at it. “You’ve got to keep cool.”

“I—I'll sit down in one of the ring-side
seats,” murmured Handforth. *I’ll be safer
there. But it’s a bit thick, bottling me up!
I've never been corked before!” ‘

“Time "’

The next round started, and at the very
firat exchange, Handforth was on his feet,
yelling. He had forgotten every word about
that warning., A boxing match always bereft
him of his wits, |

“That’s all wrong, Nipper!’ he shouted
tensely., “Look out, you. ass—mwuve aside
there! Don’t give him a chance of—7

“Handy !” begged Watson, with tears 1n his

cyes. -
“Eh?” gasped Handforth. “Oh! VYou
mean Great pip! Soiry! I'd forgotten!™

He froze up instantly, and sank back into
his seat. Church and McClure took care to
sit on either side. *They were ready to grapple
with him at the first sign of another outburst.

The match was progressing so well that

there was scarcely anybody who could
grumble. Remove and Fourth alike were
satisfied. = There was nothing whatever to

choose between the two combatants.
Handforth was suffering agonies.

Remembering how necessary 1t was to
restrain himself, he held himself in his seat,
.and clenched his tecth. DBut now a new
danger arcse. Finding it impossible to givo
vent to his advice, he automatically enactoed
the thrusts which he desired Nipper to give,

Swish !

Something shot past McClure’s face. He
started back with a gasp. Handforth's left
‘had nearly caught him a terrific swipe. There
was a fierce, concentrated expression on
Edward Oswald’s face, and he hadn’t the
faintest idea that hc was using his fists.

Crash ! B =%

Church, on the other side, eaught Hand-
forth’s right on the side of his head, and he
toppled to the floor with a devastating thud.
He picked himself up, dazed and dizzy.

“Who—who kicked me on the ear?’ he
gurgled. :

“It’s Handy!”” hissed McClure, in alarm.
“The fathead’s gone dotty! Look at him!
Grab him, for goodness’ sake!? .=

With a sudden swing, Handforth twirled
round, biffed Watson over with a well-directed
upper-cut, and floored Cecil De: Valerie at
the same moment. Fellows were strewn all
round him, and he didn’t know anything
about it. His face was growing redder and
redder, and his gaze was fixed fascinatedly
upon the boxers. bz

“Now then—all
MecClure.

This sort of thing was getting altogether
too thick, and everybody within reach flung
themselves upon Handforth, bore him to the

‘!’.‘”

together : pﬁnted

| floor, and he simply vanished. There was a
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series of gurgling s lutters, a few gasps, and
Handforth apparently ccascd to be,

As a matter of fact, about six fellows Were
all over him, sitting on him, and he wasn’c
allowed to get up until the round was over,
But when the gong sounded, he was released,
and he staggered to his feet drunkenly.

“Who's won?”’ he demanded frantically.

" «You—you hopeless . cuckoo!™ snorted
Church, rubbing his ecar. “You ncarly
brained me two minutes ago, and if you stait
those tricks again, these chaps are going to
chuck you out.” ]

« Chuck me out?”’ asked Handforth, looking
round. |

“ Yes, chuck you out!” roared
voices. “We're fed up with you!”’

“(ome .on, Handy—do you call yourself a
sccond 777 snorted Watson, from the ring.
“Where's that 5;:-0ng0‘:' My hat! Somebody’s
got the sponge !’ = .t

Handforth discovered it In  lus  pocket,
having thrust it ihere unconsciously—three
parts full of water. One side of hun was
drenched, and -he hadun’t known auything
about 1t. '

“EKverything OK,, Nipper?’ he asked
breathlessly.,  “By George! I mnearly ex-
ploded just now. It’s a bit thick, being forced
to keep quict!”

“Quict !’ echoed Nipper. “I thought you'd
been having & boxing tournament of your
own. Watson tells me there are about a dozen
wounded down there, anyhow. Hadn't you
better go out for a breath of fresh air during
the next round 7”7

“I'm all right—but I can’t bear to sce you
making such Dbloomers!” said Handforth
carnestly. “Six times during that last round
you were nearly knocked out!”

“You chump, I was only feinting,”’ grinned
Nipper.

- “That’s rummy,”” said Handforth.
nearly famnting, too,”

*Wime 1"

During the next round, Handforth actually
behaved himself. He sat there without biffing
anybody, and he didn’t utter a sound., MHe
just watched silently and intently. :

But there were several good reasons for
this. In the first place, some thoughtful genius
had strapped his feet and his arms to the
chair, while four fellows stood ready to
pounce on him if he attempted to struggle.
And, in order to make quite certain, a hand-
kerchief was wrapped round his mouth. 'The

only thing that Handforth could do was
watch,

But his changing expressions were pitiful to
behold, Unable to move, unable to speak,
he was on the point of bursting a blood-vessel
about three times. And when the round camc

to an end he was far more exhausted than
cither of.the boxers.

And so the contest went on. Now that
Handforth_ was being dealt with effectively,
“all those in his rear could sce, and he was
only released in order to perform his duties
as a second. But even in these he failed
towards the end, for he was more or less
caten. The rough treatment he had received

122

a dozen

“1 was

at the hands of his immediate neighbours ha
thoroughly exhausted him. -

Round after round took place, each onv
packed with a hundred thrills. Sometimes it
scemed that Lawrence was gaining the
ascendancy. Then it would be Nipper who
forced the pace, and compelled the Modern
House champion to give ground. The
honours of the match fluctuated continuousiy.
And there wasn’t a single moment through-
out the match which wasn’t worth watching.
The boxing was of the highest possible order
—brainy, scientific, and a real delight to
watch. _

In the end, as many fellows had predicted,
Mr. Clifford pronounced a draw. It was
honours even. They would be equally divided
between the two Houses. Iirnest Lawrence
and Dick Hamilton were each as good as the
other.

“That’s topping, old man,”
he shook hands afterwards.
mateh, ¢h?”’

“Ine!” agreed Lawrence breathlessiy.
“Hamilton, old son, I didn’t think you were
50 jolly hot. In future, I shan’t be quite <o
conceited,”

Nipper smiled at this—and for an obvious
reason. For he could imagine no fellow le:s
conceited than the unassuming Lawrence. As
for the crowds of juniors, they cheered the
champions to the ‘echo, and considered that
the evening had been a jolly good one.

A number of enthusiasts thought it a good
idea to grab Handforth, carry him outside,
and- dip him in the fountain pool. As they
cxplained, he certainly nceded something to
cool him down.. And he got it!

said Dick, s
“A ripping

CHAPTER 12.

AT ““ WORK 7!
fERRY DODD let out a wild,
fiendish whoop.
“Coo-ee!” he called.
“Here they comel This is
bosker! Ausiraha for ever!-

Hurrah!”

It was Friday morning, and tho Australian
Test Team had just arrived. A smart motor-
coach had driven into the Triangle, and a
swarm of Removites and Fourth FFormers
swept round it Lo welcome the Aussic visitors.
That motor-coach had madeo a tour round of
all the schools,” collecting a fellow here, two
there, and so on.

“Jolly pleased to welcome you to St.-
Frank’s,”” exclaimed Fenton heartily, as he
shook hands with the Australian Test Team.
“Whatever else happens, 1 think we can
promise you a pretty good game.”’

“That’s what we came for, 50 let the best
side win,”’ said the Aussio captain—a tall,
good-looking senior from Redcliffe College,
named DBeaton. He was supposed to be the
best player in the team, and he was certainly
a %rood captain, since he was one of the Red-
clitfe ¥ouse skippers,

The morning was dull and ¢hill- and there

 were lowering clouds.,  Ireviboqiy hod been
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predicting downpours, and numbers of pessi-
mists were convinced that rain would fall in
torrents before eleven-thirty.

But nothing of this catastrophic sort hap-
pened. On the contrary, the weather cleared
a bit, and there were one or two glimpses of
bluc sky. But by this time the school had
retired into the class-rooms for morning
lessons—and lessons were regarded as a per-
fectly disgraceful imposition. Everybody felt
that the Hcad was utterly heartless to insist
upon schoo! work on such an important occa-
sion as a Test Match.

But the Head looked at it from a different
angle. The match would go on just the same,
whether there were any spectators or not.
The school would have lots of chances of
watching after morning lessons were over,
and after school finished for the day.

Australia won the toss, and Beaton elected
to bat. At this period there were no spec-
tators round the ropes, and Big Side was
looking descrted and raw. During the first
half-hour of a big school match there is gener-
ally a feeling of isolation in the air. Possibly
the absence of spectators has something to do
with this sensation.

In the Form-rooms, the fellows were all on
the jump. Even the seniors were affected by
the general fever. As Chambers, of the Fifth,

pointed out, the Head might just as well have |

granted a holiday, because nobody -did any
work, and lots of tempers were lost.

There was one Form-room which possessed
an unique advantage, This fortunate apart-
ment belonged to the Third Form. It was
presided over by Mr. Suncliffe—and it so hap-
pened that Mr. Suncliffe was a master who
took a keen and acute interest in cricket.

One wouldn’t have thought so to look at
Mr. Suncliffe, for he was very weedy. He
didn’t play himself, but that made no differ-
ence to his interest. He avidly secized upon
evening papers, in order to discover the
latest scores 'in all the big county games.
He had frequently been known to cycle to
Bannington, in order to ascertain the closing
scores, And during the holidays he spent
most of his time at either Lord’s or the Oval.
Some of the Third Formers firmly believed
that Mr. Suncliffe camped in the pavilions
all night.

It was Mr, Sunclific’s Form-room which
possessed an unique advantage. From the
windows of this apartment the score-board
could be plainly scen! And this was not all.
The wicket itself was visible—at a distance,
no doubt, but it was certainly visible.

That morning, Mr. Suncliffe made a busy
pretence of work.
in this schoolboy Test Match, and he was onc
of the few masters who held that a whole
holiday wouldn’t have done the boys any

harm. But Mr. Suncliffe was a strict dis-
ciplinarian, and duty was duty. |
“ Now, i)oys, I can fully understand your

impatience to be out of doors this morning,
but we must curb ourselves,” he said firmy.
“And remember that the time will pass much
moro quickly if we work hard. There is
nothing like hard work to speed the flceting
minutes ”

He was greatly interesced |

of delight rose from all round the ground

“No, sir,” said Willy. “I suppose they’'ve
started by now, haven’t they ? It’s just after
half-past eleven—"

“No doubt—no doubt,”” said Mr. Suncliffe
gruffly. “But we mustn’t—"" .

“I wonder who won the toss, str?”’

“Al, yes, to be sure,”’ said the Form-
master. “Much depends upon thac. With
rain threatening, it might be of the highest
importance. Ahem! This won’t do, Hand-
forth minor. This won’t do! You must not
" distract my attention like this!”

He turned to the blackboard, and set him-
self to work. And Willy, taking advantage of

and gazed through the window. He could sce
the score-board, and he could detect two
figures at the wickets, A lanky figure in
wiite was bowling.

“My hat!” muttered Willy tensely.

““Who’s in?” hissed Chubby Heath.
“Don’t be mean, Willy!” breathed Dicky

| Jones, ““Who's won the toss?”’

blade of Handforth’s bat flashed in the sunshine as he dre
ar

as the hall
schoolboy !

this splendid opportunity, leapt upon his desk,
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' at tie ball, putting all his strength into the hit. A thunder-

ent sailin
it Match

F over the pavilion, It was the biggest hit of the

Mr. Suncliffe turned from the blackboard,
and started.

“Handforth minor!’’ he thundered.

Willy jumped down and looked mcek.

“ Australia’s won the toss, sir,”” he an-
nounced eagerly.

“Indeed! JI—I mean Really, Hand-
forth!”’ snapped Mvr. Suncliffe. “If I catch
you standing upon your desk again 1 shall
cane you. Did you happen to see who was
bowling 77
“Browne, sir.” \

“I thought Fenton would put Browne on
early,” said Mpr. Suncliffe, nodding. *“‘It is
rather a pity that we lost the toss. I fear—
H'm! Now, where were we? Come, boys,
we must settle ourselves to hard work!”

The lesson was geography, and Mr., Sun-

cliffe suddenly picked up a book, and his eyes.

gleamed. He sct the Form a task, and paced
up and down the room, making comments
from his own book. '

It was quite a good idca. As he turned.

at the end of ecach pacing, he was at the
window, and he was just tall enough to steal
a glance outside teo the score-hoard—the
figures of which were eclearly visible to the
keen eyes of the fags, but somewhat hazy to
Alr. Suncliffe.

“Anybody out yet, sir?”’ asked Willy, as
Mr. Sunclitfe took one of his swift looks.,

“Not vet,” =said the Form-master. *Ag
least, I don’t think so—— Splendid—splen-
did! A Dboundary, I beliove!’

“Who's bowling now, sir?’”’ asked a dozen
voices.

“**Kahn, I think,” said Mr. Suncliffe.
I am sure—— No, It may
Hamilton i

“"Yes, it's Kahn, sir,” said Willy, jumping
on his desk. “And lock at the score!
Twenty-six already. ‘Twenty-six for mii!”

““Nonsense,”” said My, Suncliffe.  *'There
are onl;r 16 runs scored. I can distinctiy
sce——’

He turned, and started, :

“Must I tell you again, Handforth minor
he azked sharply. “I won’t have this loose-
ness in the middle of work! How dare you
disobey my orders in this fashion?”’

Work went on for perhaps five minutes, and

-

, “Yes, |
possibly  be

1 Mr. Suncliffe, by sheer will power, never once

went near the window. The Third was busy.
and complete silence reigned. It was broken
by the cﬁstant sound of clapping. Mr. Sun-
cliffe reached the window in two rapid strides.

“BSomebody is out!” he said excitedly.

“My hat!” ejaculated Chubby Heath.
“Who 13 it, sir?” :

“Beaton, I Dbelieve—the Australian cap-
tain !” said the Form-master. “I can’t quite
make out the number of the bowler on the
board re |
“_‘.‘”Number 2. sir—that’s DBrowne!” yelled

LY,

“13 thought so0,”’ beamed Mr. Sunclitfe.
“Browné is undoubtedly a clever bowler. 1
have always thought so.”

“He’s a corker, sir.”

“ Precisely—precisely,” said Mr. Suncliffe,
coming to himself. *But how many more
times must I tell you that this sort of thing
won't do? Are we learning geography, or
are we discussing cricket? Handforth minor,
take twenty lines for disobedience.” -

“Yes, sir,” said Willy, grinning,

He knew well enocugh that he would not
be expected to deliver those lines, but Mr,
Suncliffe was compelled to do something in
order to save his face. >

Once again the Third tried to scttle itself
to work.

B ————mmman

CHAPTER 13.
NEARLY OUT OF HAXND.

R. SUNCLIFEE stilled any
twinges of conscienca by
assuring himself that tho
Third had done cuite a lot
of work prior to eleven.

thirty, and there was only a comparatively

short timo to go before the official timme of
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rclease would come.
main thing.

Out on Big Side, the match was shaking
down.

One or two prefects had come out, and were
in the pavilion. And they could tell that
Australia was a strong team. The opening
men, at all cvents, were first-class ericketers,

Onc of the DBayliss brothers was in now,
from the River House School. He and a
tall Australian from Helmford were scttling
‘down to a partnership which locked likely to
< produce quick scoring.

But William Napoleon Browne was out for
mischief. He was bowling {from the pavilion
end, and this was distinctly one of his best
days. Like all bowlers, Browne had good
days and bad days. Sometimes he ecouldn’t
take a wicket for love or money, and at other
times he was utterly deadly.

Still, lessons were the

He had just dismissed Beaton, and Bayliss

was his next victim. And it had seemed that
the two batsmen were settling down. The
ball hadn’t seemed dangcrous at all, It
r:ut'lled under Bayhiss’ bat, and flicked off the
Dails, : -

- “How's that ?”*

“Out!”

And the score stood at 37—2.

This was distinetly good, and it was dis-
tinctly better a minute later, for with
Browne's very next delivery he took another
“wicket., It was exactly the same kind of ball,
and the same thing happened. Off went the
bails, and back went the Australian batsman
to the pavilion. .

_ In the Third-Form room the excitement was
1ntense.

“Browne’s going to do the hat-trick, sir!”
shouted Willy.

“Don’t pget excited, boys—don’t get
excited !’ panted Mr. Suncliffe, who was as
excited as any of them. *“Upon “my soul!
‘What’s the score?”

- “Thirty-seven for three, sir!” exclaimed
Chubby Heath. :

"~ “Why, ‘this is wonderful!” said Mr. Sun-
clife. “I had no hope that we should do so
well. Boys—boys! What is this? How dare
you leave your seats in this way! I can’t
allow 1t !”

“Next man 1n, sir!”?

‘ ‘:;}‘&nd Browne’s going to do the hat-trick,
sir! -

Mr. Suncliffe tried hard to keep himself
from the window, but it was humanly impos-
sible. He stared out, and could sece the new
batsman thumping his willow upon the pitch.
Browne was getting rcady to deliver the fifth
ball of that particular over,

“Here he goes, sir!” breathed Willy.

“Hush! Hush!”’ whispered Myr. Suncliffe
tensely. |

He was so engrossed that he was entirely

" Fuery Saturdau. Price 9d

NSWERg

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

unawarc of the fact that the entire Form was
crowding at the threce windows, climbing on
the top of one another’s shoulders in order
to get a clear view. At Jeast three fellows
were actually clutching at Mr..Suncliffe.

" ]ﬁrowne took his run, and down went the
all.

Everybody held their breath.
the bat, and there was a faint click.
leather sped away across the green.

A long sigh went up in the Third Form-
room,

“He didn’t do it, sir,” said Willy regret-
fully. “Still, he tock two wickets——" '

“What—what on carth——"

Mr. Suncliffe caught in his breath, Expect-
ing to find the Form in-its usual place, he
was startled when he saw that the windows
were packed with humanity and the desks

Round came
The

‘empty.

“Boys!” he thundered.

There was a wild scramble, and the Third
resumed 1its seats. :

“Giood gracious!” panted Mr. Suncliffe.
“What next?”

“He might take another wicket, sir,’
Willy. '

“I am not referring to cricket!” shouted
the Form-master. *“‘1 absolutely forbid you to
say another word regarding this game., And
if I catch any boy near the windows again,
I will cane him! Understand! I will not be -
defied 1 this way! DMake no reference what-
ever to cricket!”

The Form said nothing, and work went on
again. :

“*You might come and have a look at mvy
map, sir,” said Willy, after a few moments,
“I'm not quite sure that I've got it right.”

“Certainly,” said Mr. Suncliffe.

He examined the map criticaily, but he was
listening at the same time, for just then some
further clapping had sounded from the
distance.

“It’s a bit wrong at this corner, isn’t it,

sir?”" asked Willy. “This bulge seems to go
a bit wrong. Any chance of Australia heing
all out by tea-time, sir ?” he added casually.
- “I should think it is very probable,” replied
the Form-master. * With three wickets down
already Ahem! This map, ch? Splen-
did, -Handforth minor! I congratulate you
upon vour excellent workmanship:”

“DBut you're looking at the atlas, sir,” ex-
plained Willy. “I didn't draw that.”

Mr. Suncliffe started. T o

“No, no, to be sure!” he said hastily.
“Don’t bother me with these trifles! What
is the time? H'm! Another ten minutes!

There is just a chance that another wicket
will fall—"

“What's that, sir?” asked Chubby Heath
excitedly.

“Eh? What's what?”

*Didn’t vou hear a yell—”

“J absolutely refuse to take any notice of
exterior yells, Heath,” interrupted Mr. Sun-

cliffe firmly. “There has been enough of
this playing at work. Confine yourselves to

' said

| the lesson.”
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- In order to remove himself from tempta-
tion, Mr. Suncliffic sat down at his desk.
Willy Handforth turned all sorts of ideas over
in his mind. He was wondering how he could

persuade Mr. Suncliffe to let the Form out

at once. And just then a distinct cheer
sounded.

‘“Somebody else out!” breathed Owen
minovr, -

““Sounded like a catch!” exclaimed Willy,
dashing to the window.

“ Handforth minor, come back at once!”

“It’s a catch, sir!” announced Willy.

“Really? Who——"" - Mr. Suncliffe reached
the window rapidly. “Yes, T believe you are
right. This is extraordinary! We are doing
splendidly, boys, and there seems to-be evary
chance of winning. Who is that with the
ball, Heath?” :

“Fullwood made the catch, sir.”

- “Nonsense! It is Hamilton.”

“No, sir—Fullwood.”

“PDon’t contradict me, sir!”’ said Mr. Sun-
cliffie angrily. “I tell yott the boy 1s Hamil-
ton. Are you trying to tell me I don’t know
.one boy from another? You are getting
altogether too impudent!” :

“I've got a pair of binocuiars in ;
siv,” put in Gates, from the other side of the
room, . - . 2

“Binoculars!” shouted Mr. Sundliffe.
“Then good gracious, why didn’t you say so
before? We will soon settle this - point,
Heath! Absurd bov, Gates! YWhy couldn’t
you bring these out?”

“J—1 thought you’d be angry, sir,” .said
Gates nervously. |
- Mr. Suncliffe scized the binoculars, flung
the window open, and grunted.

“H'm! The boy does appear to be TFull-
wood, after all,” he said grudgingly. “I
can see the scove-board splendidly now!
Fifty-four for four. Dear me! If the tail
collapses, there will be a very small total.” |

“Can I have those glasses, sir?” asked
Gates. “I can’t sce all this distance——"

“You are not supposed to see, Gates,” re-
torted Mr. Suncliffe. “I shall confiscate these
binoculars until lessons are over. It will teach
you not to bring them into the Form-room
again! Tiftv-four for four, eh? Surely our
fellows will do much better than that?”

“They couldn’t do much worse, sir,” re-
marked Willy.

Once again work proceceded, but it was only
2 pretence, at the best. Even Mr., Sunclifie
was awarc of this, but he stifled his qualms
by assuring himself that this sort of excite-
ment was perfectly. healthy., There ought to
be ‘no restrictions regarding cricket. The
headinaster was quite right to curtail such
sports as swimming and running, and other
useless exercises. - But cricket was on a
totally different plane, and should be recog-
nised as such,

Outside, the members of the England team
were feeling exceedingly happy. Edgar Fen-
ton was joyful, and he urged Brownec to kee

on bowling. Not that Browne needed much

my desk

o
rai{::her severe., But he didn’t want to rest just
yet.

Things were going so well that TFenton
didn’t wish to interfere with anybody. How-
cver, at this point two of the Australians
made a stand. Not that such a stand wasn’t
to be expected. The pair became set, and
the runs mounted much more quickly than
before. And even Browne made no impres-
sion. His bowling, indeed, appeared to be
The batsmen scored freely from

welcomed.
ik, |

But there conld be no denying that the
game was going very well from England’s
point of view,

CHAPTER: 14,
WELL CAUGHT!

REAT Scott!”

Willy Handforth
that ejaculation in the
Third  Form-room, Jjust:
when Mr.. Suncliffe had got-

his boys quiet for once. The Form-master
locked up and. frowned.
“What is it, Handforth minor?”

made

Wille

(3 LGG!{ at t!}q Alasle eaane 177 carrl
L 8 L.I.ULl\,. IR . el 0 &8 L Jll.?' 1]
“We've forgotten all about the time! "Wo

£33

ought to have dismissed five minutes ago

Mor. Sunchilfe started violently.

“Good gracious, what an extraordinary
thing !”” he cjaculated. *You appear to be
right, Handforth minor. Boys, you may dis-
miss,”’ :

“Thank vou, sir!” yelled the Third.

They tore out so speedily that Mr. Sun-
cliffic himself was caught in the jam, for the
Form-master had tried to get out first. The
Third swept out of the School House, and
no time was lost in dashing off to Big Side.
Curiously enough, Mr., Suncliffe. ncver
thought of looking up at the clock in the
tower. DBut if he bhad considered. for a
moment, he would rcalise that something
was wrong, or the other IFForms would have
been out, too. -

“Worked it, my sons!” grinned Willy, as
he indicated the clock. “We're out ten
minutes before time! That’s what comes of
putting the clock on a quarter of an hour.”

“I thought he was going to find out, and
send us all back!” panted Chubby. “My

hat, 1t ‘was a narrow cscape!”

“Don’t you believe it!” grinned Willy
coollv. “Do you think we don’t know cur old
bar of Sunlight? Hec’s so jolly cager to sce
the cricket himself that he doesn’t care what
the clock. says.”

“The marvellous thing is that he didn’t spot
yvou working the dodge ! said Juicy I.cmon.
“Right in front of his giddy eyes, too !” ‘

Willy had secized 2 moment, about half an
hour carlier, to nip upon Mr. Suncliffe’s desk,
rcach up, and swing the hand of the clock
round. At the moment, Mr. Suncliffe had
been searching for something in the cupboard,
and bad noticed nothing wrong. And now

urging, although, of course, the strain was | the Third had gained its frecdom.
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“We'll think of another dodge for this
afternoon,” said Willy confidently. *Leave
it to me, my lads, and I'll guarantee that
we know every move of the game as 1t goes
along. It's casy enough to work old Sunny
if yvou rub him the right way.” . B

The stand of the two Australians was still
in progress when the Third stood round the
ground, They were grimly determined to
put a diflerent complexion on the game.
Alrcady the score was 78—4.

And soon afterwards the rest of the school
came hurrying out, and the match began to
brighten up considerably. It made a big
difference with a <rowd looking on. The
Australians scomed to welcome it, for they
opened out strongly. And the louder the
cheering, the more brilliant the play.

At the luncheon interval another wicket
had fallen, and the score was 133—5.

“Upon the whole, it’s jollv good,” said
Nipper, as he and the other members of the
St. Frank's Tirst Eleven came off the field.
“If we can only keep this rate up, we’ll have
them all out by the middle of the afternoon.”

“Ripping !V said Tommy Watson. “Then
we shall see vou fellows batting after tea.
By jingo, T’ll bet there’ll bg a crowd round
the ground! These Australians arc pretty
hot stufl.”

“They'll

. met better than this.” declared
Nipper.

“The team hasn’t played together

before, you know, and they’re strangers, more
or less. That's really a handicap for them.
They'll be a lot' more dangerous in the next
Test.”

The Australians were enfertained to
luncheon by Fenton at a special spread in
the Ancient House. They were a fine sct of
fellows, and they were all as keen as mustard
on the match.

No time was wasted, for, after an .interval
which lasted less than three-quarters of an
hour, the Tirst REleven—officially called
Ingland for these Test Matches—took the
field again. ‘

Hussi . Kahn,

the  Indian junior, and

Nipper were the first two bowlers, and for

five or ten minutes nothing happened.. The
score mounted rapidly. Then came a period
of luck for St. IFrank’s. Two of the visitors
left in rapid succession, and another only
scored 4 before he was dismissed also.

The game was growing exciting now. 162
for eight. o

“(Good old England !” ‘

“You'll soon have the Aussies out now

“ Rather!”

The game went on, and the crowd stood
round anxiously. They were expecting the

‘bell to go every minute to take them back

into the hateful class-rooms. The feehng of
antagonism towards study was growing. On
such an occasion as this 1t was little short of
criminal to continue with lessons.
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The spectators enjoyed one splendid ecatch
just before they were obliged to go in, and
Edward Oswald Handfoith was the hero of
ihe occasion. One of the Austrahians made

q tremendous knock, and it scemed certain

{hat the leather. was goi‘ng to the bound'fu-_v.
But Handforth, in long field, started running,

v It’s no good—he'll never do it!”

“Impossible !

“Go it, Handy !’ ’

“It's vours, old man--it's vours!”’

“No fear! He can’t get there in time!”

All these shouts happened at once, and
Handforth didn’t even hear them. His eye
was on the ball, and he ran madly. And at
ihe last second, with the ball falling well
within the boundary line, he hurvled himself
npwards and forwards, his right hand out-
stretehed.

('lick !

The ball touched his fingers. He gripped
it, and stumbled forward at the same moment.
A groan went up. Handforth reeled over, but
he maintamed his grip on the bhall, and held
it. ‘The next second he sent it soaring aloft.

“QOh, well caught!”
“Out, by 1mgo!”
“Hurrah!”

“That’s just about wiped the Aussies up!”
. chuckled Willv. “I never thought myv major
“ecould run like that, you know. It only
sliges what yon can do when you try! Let’s
hope: England does a bit better, anyhow.”

Soon afterwards the school was obliged to
o in, and the Third Torm found that Mur.
Suncliffe was not quite so easy this after-
noon. At least, he didn’t seem to e to start
with., He confined himself to the lesson, and
threatened any boy with a heavy imposition
if he dared to look out of the window,

“Raining, sir,” remarked Willy, after a
while.
- “Raining!” exclaimed 3Mr. Suncliffe, with
a stavt. “This will be unfortunate if 1t turns
out to be 2 serious downpour. But we are
not interested in anything outside this room,
boys,” he added grimly.

~ And he apparently meant it, and the Third
felt considerably swindled.

Outside, " the shower proved to be fairly
heavy—at least for a munute or two. Then
it ccased as abruptly as it had begun. 'T'he
wind was rising, however, and many weather
pProphets were predicting a soaking wet day
on the morrow. This would ruin evervthing.
of course, for to-morrow, if the weather kept
{mf-‘, would be the most interesting day of the
wo, | -

Just before three, after a brief stoppage on
account of the rain, Australia was all out, and
their total amounted to 203.

It wasn’t particularly formidable. But per-
haps these Aussics were better bowlers than
atsmen. Jerry Dodd, at all events, was a
fa:n: demon, and if there were any more like
him there was a chance of the ganic proving

gven more exciting than it now promiscd to
e.

v

—

CHAPTER 15.
ENGLAND AT THE WICKET.

ENTON and Morrow cpencd
for England.

They started very cauti-
ously, and for the first fif-
teen  minutes scarcely any
runs were scored, Australia in the field
looked a capable, business-liko lot. Con-
sidering that the eombination was a new ong,
they shaped exceedingly well. Beaton was
a clever captain, too. He placed his ficld
cunningly, and Dboth Fenzon and Morrow
found 1t difficult to obtain yruns.

Two of the senior Australian boys were
bowling. - One was a fast bowler, with.a
secuhiarly dillicult delivery. And the other,
Ly way of contrast, was slow. It scemed a
perfectly casy matter to deal with |is
deliveries, but they were actually very trieky.
Fenton was reluctant to hit at anything to
start with. He knew the importance of a
good first-wicket stand. DBut Morrow suc-
cumbed to the slow bowler after the score .
had reached the modest total of 9. An.l five
minutes after Morrow had departed, -Stevens
left. Browne now joined Fenton, and things
began to liven up.

IFor Willlam Napoleon Browne was =n
quicker batsman than the skippes, and he
gained a grip on the bowling after a very
short time at the wicket. And once he fairly
opened out, he scored freely.

MWhen the school came out, after lessons
were over, Browne and Fenton were still in
partnership, and the score was niounting
nicely. At the tea interval there was still un
change.  But afterwards Fenton was caught,
and ihere was plenty of bright cricket te
follow. - -

Nipper did exceedingly well, earrying his
bat out, after an hour’s work, for a sound 22.
And De Valerie showed up quite well, an¢l
Reggie Pitt proved his value to the side.
Fullwood, however, met with bad luck, and -
suffered the misfortune of being stumped
after he had scored only 2 runs.

Jy mid-evening, England was nearly all
out, and an intermittent drizzle had set in.
It wasn't cxactly rain, but there was an in-
creasing wind, and there were little flurries
of the disconcerting drizzle. -

Play went on, and the spectators had the
satisfaction of seeing the Australinn score
equalled, and beaten. Put not by many. TFor
the First Eleven was all out for 215. -

And it was decided that play chould cease
for the day—although there was still a goodl
half-hour left.  But the rain was getting
stronger, and the wind developing into a gale.

“Just our Juck!” grunted Handforth.
“We've got ’em properly whacked, and now
it’'s going to pour! TI'll bet 1t'll conie down
in sheets to-morrow.” ; .

“QOh, it’s bound to,” said Church dismally.

There were many anxious missions out of
doors that night before bed-time. The Aus-
tralians did not go back 1o their various
schools, of course, but were accommodaii
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in two or three of the spare dormitories in
various Houses, : |
Just - before bed-time a regular rain storm
occurred. S .
Just as everybody had predicted, the night
settled down to the accompaniment of pour-
ing, persistent rain. And every hope of the
game being finished went by the board.
“Oh, well, that’s one of the beauties of
cricket !”’ said Fenton. -**We can never tell

what kind of weather we’re’ going to .get.

Let’s be jolly thankful that we've gained the
lead on the first innings.” That’s something,
anyhow.” . ol

‘“ As you say, Brother Fenton, it is certainly

12

something,”’ agréed Browne. ‘‘DBut it is by
no means a.-satisfactory state of affairs. Let
us.venture forth, and inspeet the stormy skies.
I am réhowned as sometl?in of a prophet.””

““It’s no good inspecting the skies,” growled

Stevens. ““We shall have to abandon the
game. The pitch will be like a morass to-
morrow.”’

Stevens was the only fellow who elected io
go out with Browne, and they emecrged from
‘the Ancient House, and stood on the steps.
. There was nothing in the aspect, of the sky
to cheer anybody except a duck. The clouds
were low, the wind was whistling round the
angles - of the buildings,- and the rain was
steady. | - |

“Awful!” said Stevens, with a grunt. ~

Browne pointed away towards the recent
sunset. There was still a trace of a reddish
glow i1n the sky.

“Splendid, Brother Horace!” Dbeamed
Browne. “You have doubtless heard the old
saw? ‘Red sky in the morning, shepherd’s
warning—red sky at night, shepherd’s
delight.” VYou will observe a certain ruddy
tinge in the West, so let us delight.”

“We're not shepherds!”” grunted Stevens.

“ A minor detail,’’ declared Browne. 1
go to bed happy, Brother Horace. We must
take no notice of the weather conditions at
the moment. WWhen one is anxious about
cricket, one is always apt to regard a slight
shower as a flood. There has been but little
rain so far.,”’

“Don’t you worry about that—there’s
plenty coming,” put m Handforth, who had
come out with Church and McClure to make
the regular ten-minute inspection. ‘““What a
rotten shame! Dished during the very first
Test Match! What’s the good of making any
giddy fixtures at all ?”

The school went to bed soon afterwards, to
the accompaniment of a buffeting wind and
with the sound of raindrops on the windows.
An air of gloom had descended upon all and
sundry, Quite a number of jJuniors couldn’t
get to sleep because of the load on their
minds. But in the end all dropped off, and
their last waking recollections were those of
rain—rain~—persistent rain.

Whether the matter was on Handforth’s
mind--or whether a late snack in Study D
had anything to do with it, he awoke in the
early hours. He was aware of pains in the
interior. He rolled over in bed, and gradually
awoke to full consciousness. '

“Those giddy sardines!” he muttered. |
told_,_Churc%l they were squiffy, but the fat-
head- said they weren’t! I shouldn’t be sur-
prised if I’ve got ptomaine poisoning.”

Hec got out of bed and drank about & pint
of water—for Handforth was one .of those
fellows who regarded water as a cure for ali
ills. Then he suddenly started and listened.

There was no wind—no ramn. -

It was getting light, too, and he saw, by
McClure’s watch on the dressing-table, that
it- was a few minutes after four o’clock. At
St.. Frank’s, all the juniors occupied small
dormitories—three fellows, on the average, in
each, ' g
“The match !’ gasped Handforth abruptly.

Hc¢ . had suddenly remembered, and -he
dashed to the casement window, and flung it
wide open. A waft of cool, fresh air assailed
him. The sky was cloudless, and the dawn
was _as perfcet as any dawn could be.  'There
wasn’t a trace of the overnight wind and
rain. - :

S Hurrah "’ yelled Handforth excitedly.

. Church sat up in bed, alarmed.

““What's wrong ?” he asked, staring round
wildly. .

“Wrong !” roared Handforth. “ Yeu mean
what's right? (Come and have a look at the

sky, my lad! It’s as clear as a bell, and we

shall be able to finish the match, after all.”

Church grunted. Not being a member of
the team, and not being fully awake, his
enthusiasm for cricket was at a low cbb.
He bestowed a bleary glare upon his leader.

““You lunatic!” he growled. *Iaven’t you
got more scnse than to wake a fellow in the
middle of the night and Dbaw! about the
weather?”

“But the match o

“Blow the match!”’ snorted Church, snug-
gling down again,

Handforth wasted no further time on his
unappreciative chum. He tore out of the
dormitory, and in another minute he was
shaking Nipper by the shoulder. Nipper
awoke on the instant.

“It’s a glorious morning !"’ panted Hand-
forth. .*“ All the clouds have gone, and there's
not a breath of wind—-"’

“What about it?”’ asked Dick Hamilton.
“I knew that ten minutes ago—but I'm not
dashing about the House, disturbing every-
body’s sleep. Go back to bed, Sou maniac,
and get some sleep.” _

But Handforth was too enthusiastic to take
any notice of a sensible suggestion of that
sort. He went from dormitory té dormitory,
waking everybody up. DBut after he had had
about four pillows flung at him he lost some
of his ardour. And when a couple of boots
were included in the missiles, to say nothing
of a hairbrush, he concluded that these idiots
weren’t worth bothering about.

So he went back to bed, pulled the clothes
over him, and dccided that he wouldn’t have
another wink of sleep. He would lay there,
and watch the sun rise. It was ridiculous to
think of sleep when so much depended upon
the weather.

And having come to this decision, the next

thing he heard was the rising-bell,
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’ ;I'he Third Form Boys clambered on top,of one another as they crowded. to the windows fo get a view of

the Test Match. Mr. Suncliffe stared from the empty desks to the struggling fags, ** Boys ! 7’ ke thundered.

The sun was beating through the dormitory
windows powerfully,.and the morning was hot
and clear. It 1s very doubtful if the school
had ever got up =0 quickly as it got up that
morning, Practically everybody had one idea
in mind—to be the first out to mspect the
wicket, |

Naturally, it was still very damp, but there
was no fear of the game being abandoned,
Wise judges, however, shodk their heads
(lubiously, and had many stories to tell of
soaked wickets with a- hot sun on them,
Therve was going to be some tricky play on
that pitch!

CHAPTER 16.
GOOID OLD HANDY!

USTRALIA'S sccond imnings
opened sensationally.

Promptly at cleven-thirty
play began. for the sun had
. dried Big Side so effcetively’
ihat there was no reason to delay the start.
I'he school was at work, of course, but the
lellows at least had the consolation of know-
ing that to-day was a half-holiday, and that
they would be able to sce the better part of
the day’s play.

In the very first over that morning, two of
the hL‘*h"t Australian batsmen were dismissed.
“H.‘. Wwicket was cortainly tricky ! Browne,
:']0“'1‘“3" found that he ecould do =ome wonder-,
rill work, but he had an uncomfortable idea

'at the Australian howlers swould be able to
0 some uncomforiable work, - too.

The wicket would probably be better when
it was England’s turn to bat, but it would bLe
exceedingly rough,

A surprise awaited the school when it
trooped out—for the figures on the score-boaxd
were startling,  Australia, 63—6. Six wickers
down, and all the best men ocut! And before
the luncheon interval arrvived, the Aussioes
were completely  dismissed and they hadn’t
made a century between the lot of them;
98 was the exact score. :

It wasn't exactly a collapse, but it was next
door to it.

St. Frank’s chuckled glecfully. Thas
the way to put it across them!

“By Jove, we've got the beggars absolutely
whacked !” said Handforth enthusiastically.
“Only 87 to win! Can we make 87, my
sons?”

“Rather!”’ :

“1t'll be as easy as shelling peas!”

“The Jirst Test Match is going to be a
giddy walk-over!”’ _

William Xapoleon Browne, whio happenerd
to overhear ihese remarks, pausced, and
wagged an admonishing {inger.

“While sharing ihis optimistic view to a
certam extent, let me warn you that it 1s
never wise to take anything for granted,”’ he
sai.  * England 15 determined to win—and,
withr my=clf included in the team, I fail to sce
how she can lose. DBut, alas, I cannot be at
both wickets together. I am dependent upon
others, or 1 would safely assure you of cur
ultimate sucecess.” '

" Browne's warning was remembered later. .

After juncheon a surprising number of

was

people turned up.  Half the River House
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School came along. Contingents arrived from
Bannington Grammar  School, from Helm-
ford, from Yexford. The local townspeople--
the inhabitants of Bannington—had got wind
of the Test Match, and poured in.
- The paddocks near the playing-fields .re-
sembled car parks, with scores of motdr-cars
lincd up there. At St. Frank’s, ahybody was
frece to come in and watch .the games.
Strangers were always welcoméd. And this
afternoon the space round Big Side was taxed
to i1ts uttermost. £
When play was resumed for the afternoon
there must have been thousands watchinlg',
and this was surely ah index 6f what might
be expected Tater—when the other “est
Matches were played. So far, the news was
only known locally. Several of the London
apers had made reference to the “Young
ingland v. Young Australia ” Test Matches,
but there was no actual enthusiasm. Locally
the interest was at fever pitch.
And this spirit inevitably communicated
itself to the school. S
The fellows were more than ever convinced
that this was the term of all terms for sport,
and that lessons should be reduced to a
- mminimum. It was.rather a dangerous idea to
get about. But it was certainly growing in
strength and power. And St. Frank’s was
liable to lose 1ts head. | N
. For the moment, however, the Test Match
gripped everybody. .
here seemied to be no rcasonable douibt

that England was in for an easy victory. With.

-only 87 runs to get to win, and with the best

part of ‘the day. in which to do it, it seemed

like child’s play. But if the Australian segond
innings had started sensationally, so did
England start sensationally.

Jerry Dodd was one of the opening bowlers,
.and he was merciless. The fact that he was
bowling against his own schoolfellows made
no difference. e was bowhing for Australin,
and he was keen that Australia should win.
In the "very first over JerTy took three
wickets. o

And in the four following overs three other
men were skittled out like ninepins. And
the score stood at 23! Six wickets for 23 runs
was appalling, and the St. Frank’s crowds
watched with agonised anxtety. Their jubila-
tion had abruptly turned to consternation.

For, with such an easy task, it seemned as
though England was to lose the match, after
all. Browne, truc to his word—although Lec
had only been joking in his usual way—kept
his own end up. I\fan after man went out,
and a groan went up when everybody said
flast man in!” * 0

The score stood at 47. Still. 40 runs to be
obtained to win—and the fall of another
‘wicket would mean the loss of the match. 1t
secmed absolutely impossible—particularly as
Handforth was last man in. His recklessness
wag proverbial, and on such a tricky wicket
as this he would fail to last a single over,

“It's all up, England!”
“ Australia wins!"”’

There was a dead silence, however, wllén
Handforth received his first ball. And there

was a gasp of delight, mingled with dismay,
when he swung his bat round, and lashed out
fiercely.

Clack ! .

The leather sped to the boundary, beyvond
the reach of any fieldsman. Thirty-six to
win! But with Handforth sloshing out at
the very first ball, there seemed little or no
chance. Tt happencd to be the last ball of the
over, and DBrowne now had the bowling.

He was cautious, but he did not allow his
cautiousucss to cramp his usual bold style.
During that over he delighted the crowd by
scoring a pair of pretty twos, a boundary,
and another two. And then it was Hand-
forth’s turn again. '

“Now it’s all over!”’ said Nipper anxiously.

“Bound to be,”’ muttered Fenton. *‘I wish
I'd sent Handforth in earlier, now—he's a
fine man for slogging, but he’ll give me heart
failure at a time like this. Onc blunder—"’

“Look at that!” gasped Morrow.,

P T T e T S
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Edward Oswald was as cool as ice, and he -

didn’t seem to cave a straw. _
thought that he had a whole string of bats-
men to follow him. He swung his bat round,
and the lcather soared high. For a horrify-
ing second, the St. ¥rank’s crowd thought it
was a catch, DBut Handforth knew better than
that. The ball descended well beyond the
reach of any of the Australian fieldsmen.

At the*end of the next over the excitement
“was at fever pitch.

The expected hadn’t happened—the ftwo
batsmen were still in. And England’s score
stood at 72! :

"It was indeed a period of acute suspense.

Only 15 runs needed to win!

‘“Handy, old man, if you love us, be care-
ful 1" pleaded Church, in agony,

“I'or goodness’ sake, don’t slog!” moaned
"McClure, '

Willy chuckled.,

“You might as well ask Ted not to

breathe !” he said.
I can feel it in my bones that we're going to
win,
ning hit, I'm a Hottentot!”’

“Look out! Here it comes!”’ said Church.
“You watch his middle stdmp go flying !”’

Jerry Dodd was bowling, and he put all the
cunning he knew into that delivery.
forth took no notice of McClure’s advice—
supposing it had reached hun by mental
telepathy—and slogged for all he was worth.

“Oh!”

A gasp of horror went up. It was a catch
—a diflicult one, but absolutely a catch. The
batsmen were running, and a pall of utter
silence had fallen upon the spectators. The
lecather fell with a smack into the hands of
the speeding fieldsman.

“ Help !”” mioaned Nipper, shutting his ey Cs.
“He’s dropped it!” =

A perfect howl went up, and Nipper opened
his eves again. And 1t was a fact. The
leather was in the grass, and therc was sti!l
time to breathe. . And four runs had been
added to the score! Nobody could blame that

One might have

“ But you needn’t worry.

And if my major doesn’t score the win- |

Hand-
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COMING NEXT WEEK !

“THE FOLLY OF
ST. FRANK'S!”

'i_‘rdublemcai'tloads of it !

Mr. Crowell breathing fire and brim-
stone !

The Head telling everybody off nght
and left and mstltutmg drastic pumsh—

'You’ll thoroughly enjoy next week’
stunning long complete story of the Boys
of St. Frank’s—‘“the sports maniacs,””
as Mr. Crowell called them ! .

‘Lool: out for

“THE MYSTERY
OF
THE CHINESE VASE !

Another thnllmg detective-adventure
story, featuring Nelson Lee and Nipper;
eomplete in next Wednesday’s issue,

Look out for this cover on the -
bookstalls next Wednesday.

ments !
 And Handforth ?
He’s in it, too, right up to his ne¢k'

WORDER IN ADVANCE

[re—

Australian ]unlor for dropping the ball, for
it had been a well-nigh impossible cal,(,h, with
the sun utterly blinding him.

Browne had tbe bowling again now, and
another of his fittle pats sent the leather away
for two mere. Then he stole a single, and the
score-board, showed that only 8 more runs
were required. . *

“We'll never do it—it’s impossible 1”7 ex-
claimed Reggie Pitt. ““These things n]v.ay
1appen at t d last minute, just when we're
eginning to fool ourselves that we stand 4
chance. You watch Handy come out.”

But Handforth finished the over without

scoring—and  without taking any chances.

Which  proved that he only Tashed at balls
“luch were gafe.

Duung the next a
gonising over, Browne |
tnicked the leather through the sl:ps f01 two.

more, and followed this up by a hit to mid- -on,
which just miszed the fieldsman’s oufstretched
fingers as it rolled in the grass. Two more!
And then a single. Only three to win! And
Handforth had the bowling.

The leather came down, and Handforth’s
bat swung round in the sunshine.

-Clack !

It was about the biggest swipe of the match’
—and the school, with a thunderous roar of
delight, caught a glimpse of the ball drop-
ping beyond the pavilion. A six!:

The game was over—and England had won !

After that St, Frank’s went mad for about
an hour, and there was every kind of enthu-
siasm. . The first Test Match in the great
series had been won by England—but with no
dishonour to Australia, for it had been a win
with a hair’s-breadth marglnl

TIHE EXND
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MAKING A START.

Isn’t it queer how difficult it 1s to get
started sometimes? I have been sitting at
iy desk for ten minutes now, wondering how
I can _.commence this weekly chat to you
fellows. There are a thousand things that I
shduld like to tell you, but the space at my
disposal 1s so limited that it is difficult to
decide just where to begin.

Probably you have experienced exactly the
same sort of thing. Take cricket, for instance.
Don’t the first few runs come slowly? DBut
once you arc set—once you get started—they
usually come with a rush, Mr. Edwy Searles
Brooks tells me that he is like that with the
- St. Frank’s stories; particularly does he find
it hard to get going with a new series. But
once the first few chapters have been written,
then the yarns fairly bubble along.

BETTER AND BETTER.

This new sports series is going to be about
the best thing that he
has ever given us, and
next week's yarn,
“THE FOLLY OF
ST. FRANK’S!” is
even better than this
week’s tale. The
stories which follow it

are Detter still, but
vou’ll be discovering
this for yourselves
later on!

What with such fop-
ping stories and the
enlargement of the old
paper, I think I ecan -
safely claim that the NErLsox LEE LIBRARY
is better than it has ever becn before, and
the St. Frank’s League is certain to get a
big fillip in consequence of it.

TRUNCHEONS!

- Here’'s a strange query from a Chester |

reader. He wants to know if a policeman
carries a truncheon, and, if he does, where
does he carry it?

I don’t know why my Chester chum makes
this inquiry. Perhaps he wants to know
. which is the safest side on which to dodge a
bobby ! Actually I expect it is just curiosity,
because a truncheon is a fairly hefty-looking
affair, and it certainly is marvellous where
the policeman manages to tuck it away.

As a matter of fact, a constable on duty
always carries a truncheon, and it slips into
a special pocket in the right leg of his
tronsers The pocket conds just above the

NEXT WEDNESDAY !

4 ';

knee, so that the truncheon doesn’t interfere
if the policeman needs to run. The whole
thing is so neatly tucked away that it cannot
be seen, and-if is not surprising that my
Chester reader wants to know about it.

FOLLY!

And now, to return to next Wednesdayv’s
story, “TFHE FOLLY OF ST. FRANK'S!
Handforth & Co. are well in the midst of
everything that happens, and the whole
Remove get it thoroughly in the neck. In
fact, the whole of the school itself is
thoroughly shaken up—and it takes something
to disturb St. Frank’s! :

The cause of the trouble is—sport! Too
much sport !

"It really is rather foolish to allow pastimes
to interfere with work, but one cannot help
sympathising with the Remove. Who would
want to keep his nosc grinding on a Form-
room desk when the sun is shining outside,

when there’s boating
_. and swimming and
cricket to indulge In?

| That’s why Mr,

| Crowell found the

Remove rather—shall

we say ‘‘difficult’’?

- Anyway, he had to

bring the Head into it.

Taking it all round.
“THE FOLLY OF
ST. FRANK'S!” 1s

¢

X
k.‘\
J

. . discoyered to be just
the kind you most enjoy, so look out for it!
Nelson Lee and Nipper wil once again be

to the fore in another complete detective
story, “THE MYSTERY OF THL

had
\ ﬁ)’ ﬂ‘r*g
¥

'i'_

the -.sort of yarn
which, ' from long
@ cxperience, ‘I have

| CHINESE VASE!’ This is a real thriller.
PAGE 41! ‘

H

On Page 41 of this issue you will find a
long and interesting letter from the Chief
Officer of the St. Frank's League; on
Page 40 is the League Application Form.
_If you haven’t yet joined the League—now
18 your chance! On the bottom of Page 40
you will find a short list giving some of the
advantages of joining the. League, and .I
don’t think you want anything better than
this issue itself to obtain the single intro-
duction which you need to make you a
member. i
. Anyhow, the Chief Officer’s Chat will prove
interesting to you, whether you belong to the
League or not.

Don’t forget to read it—Pagn 41!
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The Case of . . .

THE STOLEN
MESSENGER!

A stirring detective-adventure yarn featur-

ing NELSON LEE and NIPPER. This

is the second story of a new series relating.

their thrilling experiences on Special Cases

underiaken during holidays or on cmer-
gency leave from St. Frank's.

CHAPTER 1,
WHERE 1S NELSON LEE?

o IPPER, I want you to come at once
N- to Ah-h-h!” "
the

Nipper listened aghast as

guv'nor’s voice dropped to a
choking sob. In the same sccond he heard
a crash—then utter silence!

“ Hallo, guv’'nor!’’ he yelled into the teie-
phone. *Where are you?
answer ? Hallo! Hallo!”’

But
instrument. Only when the operator told
Nipper that the call ecould not ﬂossibly be
traced did he realise 1:ow helpless he was.

*Gosh! The guv’nor’s m trouble some-

where, and I've no_idea what case took him |

out this afternoon!” he groaned. -~
For a moment his forehead crinkled in a

frown, then he dashed from the room and

invaded Mrs. Jones’ kitchen quarters like a
whirlwind. -

“Now, ’aven't I told you before,” the
buxom housekeeper began, “I won’t ’ave you
a-coming trapesing in here—"" - "

“Never mind that, Mrs. Jones,” Nipper
panted. - “The guv'nor was telephoning a
second’ ago—he’s ﬁu_rt badly, by the sound of
him. Do :you know where he rushed off to
while I was out this afternoon? Did anybody
ru;aﬁ him-up 7’ '

1e -urgency in Nipper’s voice told Mrs.
Joncs .that he was in deadly carnest, and that,
- -for once, he was not taking a rise out of her,

as he so often did.

“A party did ’phone ’im, Master Nipper,”
she admitted. “I remembers that, ’cos I was
dustin’ the insultin’-rcom an’ ’e came in—""

“Did you hear what he said ?”’ Nipper

interrupted. “Did you hear any names men-
tioned?”

“I ’eard ’im say, ¢ Yes—yes, Mr. 'Odd !’ ”
she hegan, then shook her head in doubt.

No, 1t .wasn’t 'Odd—it was Rodd! Thai
waﬂ- lt.” el 4 3 . -. :

“Anything else ?” Nipper demanded.

. “Yes~—somethin’ about stones, though what
e meant was more—"> . '

But Nipper wasn’t waiting—he was already
streaking back to the consulting-room. In a
frenzy o hasté, he tore down a directory and

Why don’t you {.

not a sound came from the distant

-go and tell your boss

began feverishly scanning its clesely printed |

pages,

" Rodd—stones! That mecans jewels, of
course,”” he muttered. “Yes, here we are:
Aaron Rodd, jeweller, Bond Street!”’

He was out of the house before the plump
housekeeper had cecased shaking her headl
over his mad behaviour. Five minutes later
he raced down lamp-lit Bond Street, and
qulck}% found the jewcller’s premises—a tiny
shop, but one that only the very rich eouid
afford to patronise. : ‘

“I want Mr. Rodd at once, please,”’ Nipper
l)gnted, almost before the door had opened io
ns touch.

Thoe important little salesman behind the
glittering counter-cases smiled at the lad’s
cool cheek.

“Mr. Rodd can only be secn by appoint-
ment,”’ he said, in a superior way. “May I
ask your business?”

er snapped. “You

“You may not!” Ni
?m from Mr. Nelson

ce, ‘and—-" |

A velvet curtain behind the salesman was
whisked aside, and a plump-faced man beck-
oncd Nipper into his private office. Only
when the door was closed and Nipper seatecl
did Mr. Aaron-Rodd ask the lad his business,

“The guv’nor’s hurt. sir, and I want ta
find out where he is,”” Nipper said, all n
one breath; then, sceing the jeweller’s bewil
dered frown, Nipper told of Nelson Lee’s tele-
phone call and 1ts startling sequel.

“But how can I help you?”’ Mr. Rodd pro-
tested. ‘““He left here hours ago. Even if
an accident has happened te hiun, how can
you possibly expect me to tell you where he
18777 .

- “*He's out on some business of yours, Mr.
Rodd,” " Nipper answered sharply., “I fer-
reted your name from the housckeeper—sho
heard Nr. Leo mention it on the ’phone.
There's only one way to trace him, that’s for
you to tell me why you called him in—to let

t me try and follow where you sent him.”

Mr. Rodd frowned, and he was silent for

many seconds,.

“If I hesitate, it 1s because I don’t like
admitiing that I have been robbed of valu-
ables belonging to another person—that 1
have betrayed a trust,” he said at last. *I
can tell you little of Alr, Lee’s movements—
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except that ho left here to hunt for John
Ellidge and the jewels ho has stolen.”

“That's something, anyway,” Nipper
answered quickly., *‘But who is John Ellidge,
sir, and what %as he stolen ?”’ |

“Ellidge, my lad, was my confidential mes-
senger,”” Mr. Rodd said sourly.
ing he disappeared with a £4,000 necklace—
and I must produce that necklace to-morrow,
or declarec myself a defaulter[”’ i

“And it’s now B8 p.m., and the guv'nor’s
got to be traced first!’’ Nipper -gasped. “But
if he was after the necklace, Mr. Rodd, my
job mn finding him might bring us up wit
‘Ellidge, so tell me what this messenger of
yours has been doing, sir.”

“Six days ago, Lady Irene Pargrave
brought me -a- diamond necklace—rose-tinted
stones, of which the smallest was missing,”
Mr. Rodd explained. *“ Stones of that colour
are remarkably scarce, but I promised to
replace and match the missing gem in time

for Lady Pargrave to wear the necklace at’

the State ball to-morrow evening.”

“ And Ellidge has got away with the lot ?”
Nipper asked.

“By a remarkably clever scheme, he has,”
the jeweller admitted. °*‘This morning’s post
brought a letter from Lady Pargrave, asking
that the necklace should be sent to her house,
in Brighton, by special messenger travelling
on the four-thirty train. I wondered at her
change of plan, but never thought to giestion
it—and Ellidge left here with the necklace
soon after four o’clock.” s & " BB
“PBut 1t was only ten minutes past when
.you ’phoned ths guv’nor,”’” Nipper protested.

Mr. Rodd smiled sourly. .- - ‘ :
“Ellidge had not been gone five minutes
~ when a call came from Lady Pargrave, ask-
ing me if I had yet matched the missing
stone,”” he said.” “You can imagine 1
amazement!” He mopped his damp forchead,
as if the words brought back the shock all
over again. “I rang off as quickly as I couid,
" ’phoned My, Lece to meet me at Victoria
" Station, and hurried round there as fast as
2 taxi could take me.” -

“ And what happened, sir ?”” Nipper asked.

“ Nothing,” Mr, Rodd answered shortly, I
scarched the four-thirty, carriage by carriage.
‘"I could hardly yet believe that Lllidge had
swindled me in such a bare-faced fashion!”
He sighed, and shook his head. *Mr. Lee
-dashed into the station just as the train drew
out—but never a sign of Ellidge did we scel”

“You've trusted Ellidge with valuables

before to-day, of course?’’ Nipper asked.

“Nearly every day this five years past,”’
Mr. Rodd answered, “I1'd have trusted him
"with my Ilife—the scoundrel! And yet, I
ought to have ‘seen what was coming—he
gave me hints enough!”

Nipper stared. -

“He's been saying for weeks past that
-somebody was following him—that somebody

-had got to know he was in the habit of carry--

ing & fortune in his breast-pocket,” the
-jeweller continued, and he laughed mirth-
lessly. ““He’s been waiting his chance to get
his hand on something really big—knowing
that I'd sooner pay than drag the police in

“This morn--

|

’

-call.

and admit that I was unable to guard my cus-
tomers’ treasures.” - ]

But Nipper was hardly listening. His
thoughts were full of Nelson Lee and the
terribly significant “ Ah-h-h ! of his telephone

“The guv'nor would almost certainly make
for Lollidge’s ¢ digs.” first,”” Nipper muttered.
“Whero does this man of yours live, sir?”’

- “Mayrick DMansions, Victoria,”’ Mr. Rodd
answered. ‘‘But the police ought to be toid,
now that Mr, Lee—"’

“You leave the police alone—until to-
morrow morning, anyway!  Nipper ex-
claimed, making for the door. ‘“The guv'nor’s
helped the police many a time, but he'd
never forgive me if they were called In to
help him.”

“I was thinking more of the Pargrave neck-
haq? than of Mr. Lee,” the jeweller replied-

rily.

But Nipper was already speeding for the
street—and the necklace was certainly not
taking first place in Zss thoughts! =~

CHAPTER 2.
'~ A DOUBLE SURPRISE.

A AYRICK MANSIONS proved to be
M -an old-fashioned house let off in
. flats. A brass plate on the hall door-
way told Nipper that John Ellidge
lived on the third floor, and, racing up tho
stairs, he was astonished to find that Ellidge’s
door stood wide open, and that the room was
brilliantly lighted!

Creeping cautiously down the passage,
Nipper could hear someone moving about,
and, as he drew near the door, the smel! of
cigar smoke showed that whoever was within
was certainly making no sceret of  |his
presence. . :
"Could John Ellidge have returned?
scemed impossible,

1t
Yet who clse would dare

4 to trespass in the place so soon after the thief

had yun away? _

Whilst * Nipper hung back, debating "the
problem, a bent form suddenly darkened the
doorway and peered uncertainly down the iil-
lit lobby. _ P

“Ah, I thought I heard someone!” the
fellow said in a husky wheeze. ““Don’t stand
there—come in, come m!" g

It now dawned on Nipper that the door
had been left open for the very purpose of
hearing anyone approachin§ dotvn tllle pas-
SAZ0, -gHe knew that he might quite casily be
walking into a trap; but he must either go
forward, or give up the search for'the guv’nor
right awair. His first quick glanée showed a
comfortably  furnished living-room, and,
through a wide-open door, a small bed-room
ll;)haclit contained nothing but a narrow camp-

ed. :

“Well, sir, if these are Mr. Ellidge’s
rooms-—"’ Nipper began, as if in doubt.

“They are; but John’s not here, confound
him!’’ the old chap wheezed, standing aside
for Nipper. to enter. “Here he goes inviting
his Uncle Dean down, bringing him all tha
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‘way from Sunderland to come and see London

Town. Then he isn’t here to meet me—
lecaves me to do what I like, and not a word
left In excuse.” - |
He stood locking at Nipper, his pale face
in strong contrast to the black that clothéd
him from head to foot. In place of a collar,

a black silk scarf was bound tightly round his

neck.

He was pufling jerkily at a newly lighted
cigar, and his beady eyes were darting
nervous little glances at the lad.

‘““ That’s too bad, sir,” Nipper said.
long—"

He broke off suddenly. The man was
staring at him in a queer fashion, and.
abruptly, he stepped ncarer the lad. His
manner changed, and his beady eyes glinted
as he hissed: |

“Who are you—what
d’youy want here ?”’

Nipper gave Dback
stare for stare. He knew
that Dean had guessed
who he was and why
he had come to these
rooims.

“T’lIl tell ySu what I
want, mister,”” he said
quietly. “1 want to
know what youw've domne
with Nelson Lee—and
I'm not leaving this
place until 1 find out!”

Dean’s lips bared in
a sneering grin.

“Well, if that i1=n’t
rich, he snarled.
“There hasn’t been a
soul in this room—Nel-
eon Lee’s never been
near the place, you
young fool!”

“That’s a lie!” Nip-
per  snapped. “Mr.
Dean, you might have
fooled me, only youw’ve
forgotten to remove the
band from the cigar you
are smoking!” -

“What d’you mean?”’ the man gasped,
sudden fear leaping to his eves. “I don’t
know what youre talking about—but I tell
you there’s been no Nelson Lee in this room

“Then how do you come to be smoking
one of his cigars?”’ Nipper demanded. His
hand shot out, and he cnatched the burning
leaf from Dean’s fingers. “I thought so—a
Ramon Ardillo! Quecer that you smoke the
same brand as the guv’nor, sceing he has
them speciaily imported for his own use!”

Dean wasted no more time in argument -
there was really nothing he could say. With
& bitter yell, he launched himself straight at

“It’s a

»

Nipper.
Nippe: lashed out as the man sprang at
him,” The thud of his fist cchoed acrcss the

i’oom as Nipper got home on his jaw; Dean’s
1icad jerked sharply backwards, and, as if

iglt)?g;by springs, he crashed acxjoss the heavy
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For a sccond Dean lay there, then he rolled
off the table, staggered, recovered, and
snatched up a heavy poker! He was already
between Nipper aud the door, but, as if that
was not bad enough, the window was sud-
denly flung open and an evil-faced ruffian,
with the chest development of a gorilla,
sprang into the room.

“ Another of ’em, mate ?’’ the fellow rasped
hoarsely. * Lemme get at ’im—I’ll put ’im to
sleep”’ i
Nipper hadn’t the slightest doubt but that
he would. He took one glance at the un-
gainly brute, realised that he was nicely
trapped, and acted with lightning speed.

Snatching up a chair, he flung 1t hard at
the legs of the newcomer.. Then, turning in
a’ flash, he saw Dean creeping to lock tha
door, and, ramming the table forward wiih
all his weight behind
it, Nipper pinned the

man hard against the
wall ! :

With a scream of
pain, Dean flung the

poker straight at Nip-
per’s head. But the Jad
anticipated the move by
a second, dodged, and
wrelniched the door vio-

lently open. '

I.ike a marathon win-
ner he.raced down the
passage and took the
first flights of steps four
at a time. Other doors
were  alrecady  opening
and startled faces ap-
pearing, but Nipper
guessed that the mur-
derous ruflians would
not dare to attempt an
open pursuit. What tale

the they would tell the
startled flat-dwellers
he neither Lknew nor
cared. But he was

- quite certain that these
; vicious crooks had some
vital reason for occupying Ellidge’s rooms,
and that the only way Ec could help the
guv’nor was to get outside Mayrick Mansions
with a whole skin and a clear head,

CHAPTER 3.
NIPPER TAKES CHANCES!

DOZEN startling thoughts were buzz-

ing in Nipper’s head as he dodged

' past a slcepy hall-porter and gained

_ the strecet. Ho began to doubt

Ellidge’s guilt. Was it possible that the

Jeweller’s messenger really had Leen followed

and put out of the way? TIn that case, it was

more than likely that Dean was occupying

the rooms with the sole objeet of scarching

them—and he couwld only be scarching for the
stolen necklace ]
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Again, there was Dean’s denial that Nelson
Lee had visited the place, and the man’s mad
rage when Nipper had proved hiin a hiar, If
any other proof were needed, the sudden
appearance of Dean’s ugly partner showed
that he had been listening and waiting to
trap the lad—and the brute’s plain hint that
he had already put somcone “ to sleep ” could

only mean the guv’nor or Ellidge.

“Gosh !’ Nipper suddenly grinned.
that gorilla-man was able to spy on me from
a window f{ifty feet above the ground, it's
worth {inding out how he did it. He carries
a Jolly sight too much beef to be a cat

burglar, - and I'm' thinking these back
premuses’ll be more interesting than the
iront,” ' *

Hurrying "to the wide alley that lay along
the back of the buildings, Nipper stopped
when he' judged that he must be somewhere
- opposite Ellidge's rooms.

To a lad as nimble as he, the climbing of
- the eight-foot- wall between -the alley and-the
back of the inansions was a simple matter. A
run, a jump and a heave, and he was on top
of the rougil brick and peering into the dark-
ness of  what scemed to he a neglected garden.
'Lhere was not a sound or movément from
below, so Nipper dropped without hesitation
and groped his way towadrds the buildings
whose lighted windows showed which tenants
were at home and which away.

“Now, that big brute wouldn’t try any
spout-climbing tricks,” Nipper mused, as hec
felt his way along the damp brickwork.
“ He's either had a good strong ladder, or
Oh, crumbs!” He chuckled a little as he
blundered headlong into cold ironwork.
“Well, 1if I'm not the prize jabberwock! I'd
clean forgotten that these flats are bound to
have an outside fire-escape !

Stepping back from the building, Nipper
could now make out the iron stairway clamped
to the wall and rising until it was lost in the
darkness overhead. Now that his eyes were
growing accustomed' to the gloom, he could
¢ a narrow hand-railed balcony running
below the windows of each floor. -

There was not a soul in sight when Nipper
started to climb the iron stairway. He had to
pass several lighted windows, but the luck was
with him and he reached the third-floor
balcony in eafety. Then, creeping up and
down, he saw that scveral windows carried
heavy curtains that hid the view from the
balcony; and he was beginning to despair of
ever finding Ellidge’s room when the husky
voice of Dean came faintly to his ears.

In a moment Nipper was down on hands
and kneces, and soon found. that the sounds
izsued through a cracked pane at the bottomn
of the framework. A little picce of glass was
missing, and, by placing his ear against the
hole, he could make out every word that was.
spokoen,

“I've had enough of fooling about,
Kedder,?” Dean was saying savagely. “ That
little beast might have howled us out quite
easily! If he has any idea that Kllidge is

“1f ]
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being searched for, he might even be
the police. at this very moment !”’

“I ain’t in love with the place meself,”
Kedder said hoarsely. ‘‘The shiners must bo
here esomewheres—why mnot make ' Ellidge

peer BN A TE v Y PR
open ’1s mouth, in th' way I've asked you to
do till I'm tired ?” ‘ |

“You’re a cold-blooded beast,” Dean
answered. “DBut you're right, Kedder, it’s

cttin’ too hot in this place. Come on, pull
um out an’ let’s get it over!” ;

Nipper listened in amazement. His keen .
eycs had searched every hole and corner of
the room, and he could have sworn there was
no place in which a man could have been.
hidden, He could hear the two crooks moving
away from the window, and, with a sudden
resolve, he felt for his penknife. Inserting
the blade through the hole at which he had
listened, he managed to Jift the curtain suf-
ficient to sce what was going on within.

Dean and Kedder were bending over a.
huge, old-fashioned ottoman couch that rested
against the opposzite wall. Even as Nipper
took his first glimpse, they were raising the
hinged seat. and in another moment they had
dragged a bound and gagged man from its
box-litke interior !

“Now, Ellidge, we’'ve wasted cnough time -
on you,”” Dean snarled, as they callously
dropped the man to the floor. “ D’you intend
to tell us where you've hidden those stones,
or d’vou not?”’

Ellidge shook his head bravely and glared
in defiance at the men who bent over him.

“Then » you leave ’im to me,”’ Kedder
growled, "“I've a way of makin’ fellere speak
—I've done it afore, on bLeiter plucked ’uns
than this. Lver ’eard of a hot singe ?”’ he
lcered, pushing Dean aside and bringing out
a box of matches. *“Yer ain’t, eh? Well,
I'll show yer what it is=—an’ yer can nod yer -
’ead when you’ve ’ad enough!”

The sight that followed made Nipper grit
his tecth with rage. He saw Kedder strike a
match and hokl the flame so close to Ellidge's
head that the hair sizzled and the scalp must
have been severely burnt.

The blood rushed to the poor fellow’s face,
and he writhed in helpless agony. Kedder
grinned, ran his hand up and down the singed
hair to prevent it from flaming—and applied
the match still closer! i _

The sight was too much for Nipper. With
a blind rage that killed all thought of caution,
he sprang to his fcet, smashed the window
open with a single kick, and crashed his way
through the broken framework!

“You rotter!” he yelled, springing acroass
the room -and slamming out at the hand that
still held the charred match. ““I’ll make you
suffer for this i

But Nipper was fated to suffer first. Whilst
still on his knees, Kedder Jurched forward,
grabbed the lad by the legs and pulled with
a strength that lifted Nipper clean off his
feet. KEven as Nipper’s mouth opened to yell
for help, Dean’s bunched fist rammed into his

telling

=

| face, and the disaster was complete |
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CHAPTER 4.
KEDDER MEETS HIS MATCH.

¥ N seconds only, Nipper was+tied and
I gagged as securely as the man he had
tricd to help; propped in.a -sitting pos:-
tion against the wall, he glared back at

his captors in open contempt.
“Drop those curtains back in place, Dean;”’
Kedder ordered, in a low growl. ‘“Now,

young ’un, this is the second time ye've

butted in to what doesn’t concern you!”’

. He knelt in front of Nipper, his gross face
within six inches of the lad’s. - :
“Bo ver didn't like th’ little treat I was
- givin’ Ellidge, did yer?”’ he sneered. -*‘I
was only persuadin’ ’im to answer a little
question—yer know that, don’t yer?’ His
coarse hapd shot out, and a great finger and
thumb twisted Nipper's ear with the foree
of+ a monkey-wrench. “Well, me lad, ’e's
goin’ to answer it now—an’ yow're goin’ to be
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the thing that’ll make ’im!” .

“What d’you mean, Kedder?” Dean whis-
ered. ““I ain’t standing for anything that’ll
and us ip—" .
_ “You get out o’ me road—this is a man’s
ob ! the huge brute snarled. He clbowe!l
Jean contemptuously aside, and turned on
Ellidge with a leer. “You've stuck it well;
so far. DBut me patience iz finished—are yer
goin’ to tell me where them shiners is, yer
stubborn fool 7**

John Ellidge glared back a decfiance that
rought Xedder near to madness.

s All right, me brave lad,”” he sneered.
JThen we’ll see what the kid thinks o yer
Indness.’’ " :

So that Ellidge would miss nothing of the

1
*
LS

e——

iper rammed the fable foward, w.th all his weight behind it,. pinning the crook against the wall !

as he had stated.

acony he intended for t{he lad, - Kedder
propped the messenger up and dragged him
to Nipper’s side. 'Then, quickly tearing ofi
Nipper's shoes and socks, he rattled the
match-box in front of Ellidge’s eyes.

“ Learnt this little trick in Rio,’* he snecred.
“Yer put a light under-a feller’s toes—it
urts like billy-o, an’ ’¢ can’t put a foot to
th’ ground fer months after. You watch now,

an’ see th’ young ’un squirm, just ‘cos you

won’t open yer mouth.”

- He struck a match and slowly lowered it
to Nipper's foot. He was playing with
fiendish cleverness on ISllidge’s feelings, and
there was not the slightest doubt that he
meant to- carry out the programme exactly
The flame was actually
within an inch of the lad’s bared foot when
a ' stiled moan from the messenger made
Kedder again turn his head—to see Ellidzu
nodding submiszion and accepting defeat.

“Y'mean it?” Kedder snarled scowlinglv.
““Yer mean you'll tell us where you’ve hidden
that diamond necklace 7

“Of course he means it,” Dean said quick!s.
He came closer to Ellidge., ‘‘He’s nct safe.
Kedder isn’t—so you’d better not try any
tricks, as he’s warned you! Youll not try
to yell now, if I loosen the pad from your
mouth ?”’ L -

Ellidge shook his head, ignoring the violent
signals that Nipper was making for him to
stick 1t out. And Kedder, scowlingly dis- -
trustful, stood over the messenger. with his
huge fist suggestively eclenched, whilst his
{mrtner in crime loosened the gag a scant
1alf-inch.

“Now, Elhdge, rip it out,”’ Kedder ordered.
“Where’s the stones—quick 7’
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Lllidge’s throat worked painfully, and he
made an effort to speak. -

“Ialse bars—firegrate!”’
faintly, at last.

“Lummy, we'd ha' looked for a week!”
Kedder grunted truthfully. .

Then, to Nipper’s unbounded astonishment,
Kedder fiddled about with the bars for a
moment, lifted them out one by one, and
began unscrewing a cunning cap. that fitted
over each end. .

Ellidge himself had fallen weakly back, and
Dean was watching his pal’s movements with
eager anticipation. The first and second of
the hollow bars were peered into and proved
cmpty. As he viciously twisted at the third
© and last bar,”’ Kedder's scowl became almost
murderous,

Then, with a enarl of fury, e lung the bav
at the semi-conscious man.

“So ye’d dare to double-cross me, after
all " he hissed. “Tell me where those stones
are, or U'll put you—-" | - ’

“T-they were there—I can’t tell you a-any
more,” the man gasped.

“Then, if yer won’t——"" Iedder began,
and stopped abruptly as the curtain was
whipped aside, g -

““Now, Kedder, do be reasonable.” The poor
fellow has told you all he can—and don’t comre
a step nearer !’

The huge brute had dropped Ellidge as il
the messenger had bitten-him. He was on his
fect in a second, ready to give battle; but

he whispered

his -courage failed when he saw a wicked

automatic pointing straight between his eyes
—and &aw who held 1t! . |

As for Nipper, he was trying to yell with
joy, though his gagged mouth merely uttered
a series of gurgling sounds. Still, that didn’t
matter; his face was one huge grin as he
stared at the set features of Nelson Lee—and
the grizzled, grim-looking fellow who stood a
foot behind him{ '

“No, Dean, keep away from that door if

vou value your skin,”’ the detective advised. |

*“*Make yourself useful, for once—free those
fellows, and be quick about 1t!”’ -

The order was rapped out so authoritatively.
that Dean jumped to obey like a whipped cur.
But Kedder, made of stegner stuff, was
crouching forward.

S0 I didn’t ’'it,vou ’ard enough, Nelson
Lee!” he snarled. *““If ever I ’as th’ chance
again—-" _ -

His enormous fist suddenly shot out with
all the weight of his body behind it. But the
head he aimed at flicked aside like a light-
ning flash, dnd, as he lurched forward, Lee's
left took him behind the ecar and crashed him
to the boards with a force that shook the
room. Before he could attem.rt to rise, both
Lee and his compantion had piled on his back
and stéel bracelets had snapped-on his wrists.

The heart had quite gone out of Dean, and
he never as much as murmured when Nipper
trussed him up with his own discarded ropes.
Then Ellidge was attended to, and Nelson
Lee introduced his: companion as Inspector
Redfern, of Scotland Yard. :

‘It was quite fortunate that I remembered
that you lived in Mayrick Mansions,

and it was not
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Redfern,” the detective smiled. ‘I was hardly
in shape for tackling these two beauties on
my own, and it’s lucky for Nipper’s sake that
we.arrived when we did.”

“I'm still in the dark as to what this busi-
ness means,”’ Redfern grunted. “I know
Kedder of old, but I'd like to hear what shady
game he’s been up to this time?”’ |

“And I'd like to know what you mean,
guv’'nor, by giving me the fright of my life
with that telephone call!’’ Nipper grinned.

clson Lec’s eyes twinkled.

“We’ll hear what Mr. Ellidge says, first,”
he suggested. “ After all, he has. been the
cause of the trouble.” i & :

John Ellidge groaned. |

“Mr. Rodd will have told you that I started
off with Lady Pargrave’s necklace in my
pocket,” he said. *“The letter asking for i
to be sent to Brighton was a forgery, though
I had no idea of that until I guessed I was
being shadowed, soon after I left the shop.
That fellow you call Dean was following me
—I'd scen him before, and suspected his
game.,” g -
~ “But why did you turn in here to hide tha
jewels?” Nelson Lee asked. )

“The house was near, and I knew they’d
never let me get back to the shop,” Ellidge
answered.© “I'd had those hollow bars maile
to-hide any stones I might have to keep over-
night; I often arrive back fron: Amsterdam
with diamonds long after the shop is closed.
Fearing I was ‘cornered this time, I made a.
suciden break for the house, hid the necklace
in- that bottom bar, and was just making for
the telephone to warn Rodd, when that great

- brute broke in by the window,”’

‘“An’ if Dean 'adn’t been &0 chicken-hearted
I'd ’a’ ’ad the sccret outer yer long ago!”
Kedder growled. |

“But the necklace wasn’t there,”” Nipper
cried.  Then, suddenly, he stared at the:
guv'nor, and grinned. I believe you've got
em, guv'nor!” he exclaimet.

Nelson Lce smiled.

. 1 had them—for about five se;:onds,” he
admitted. 'Then, seeing the blank look in

-Kllidge’s face, he added: “They’'re quite safe,

but 1 had better cxplain exactly what hap-
pened, After listening to Mr. Rodd’s story,
I came here looking upon you as a thief. The
moment I entered this-room I noticed that
no fire had ever been lit in your grate. That
set me examinin% the fireplace more closely,
ong before I hit upon the

secret of your hollow bars! I found tll:e neck-
lace, of course; but that only convinced me
more than ever that you were the thief, and
that you must come back for your plunder
sooner or later.” ' | :
“And all the time I was lying -on this
couch, unable o make a sound, and nearly
?hﬁked for want of air,” Ellidge said rue-
u y- = - i
“It was unfortunate for you that my eyes
turned, first of all, to your firegrate,” ﬂceo
agreed. “JI can see now that when I sud-
denly entered the room, these beantics we've
canght must have been scarching your bed-
room, 1 was 'phoning Nipper to come and
toke the neocklace to Rodd, when I heard a
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:iep behind me and ‘was struck déwn almaost

petore I 'could turn my head.” B
Nipper winked at the ceiling.
“Some heads can stand

murmured, s

It took me some time to get over Kedder’s
knock-out,”’ Lce continued. *“When I did
recover, I found myself tied up hand and
foot and lying in a dirty attic. I managed to
get rid of .the rope eventually—thought of
Redfern, and lost no time in getting to hini.”

“But, I say, guv’nor,” Nipper protested,
“vour life story’s very interesting, but the
nocklace is still missing !, '

Nelson Lee laughed.

- Iedder was drinking tea, Nipper—actualiy
drinking tea!” he said. *‘I had one sccond
to decide, "and if you'll look in the tea-
pot—""

anything,”’ ' he

But Nipper was alrcady hauling cut the
stones—wet, but unljarmed; Lee had dropjied
themn into the teapot just before he was struck
down !

;. The pot had formed a safe enough hiding-
place, and the siones had been within arm’ s
length of the crooks all the time!"” .

Nipper wiped themy dry on his handkerchicf,
then he set himself to the very pleasant task
of helping Inspector Redfern get the two
crooks safely under lock and key.

THE END,

(Next Wednesday's detective yarn is enditled :

“THE MYSTERY OF THI CHINLSE
VASE!” The vase was a husee affair, tremend-

ously leavy, and Nipper didn't know what was in
il—unor did Nclson Lee. How they solved the
mystery forms a most exciting yarn—read all
aboul it next week.) « -

"HINTS TO HIKERS!

—

" And if you don’t know what hiking *’
is, this cheerful article will tell you!

>

RE you fond of walking, fresh air, and
A the country ? If so, try hiking. . Never
heard of 1t? Well, to put it briefly,

: it is the term given to exploring the
countryside—with your house and food on
your back! o
That sounds, perhaps, like
Actually, however, if you set the right way
about if, you will find that it is one of the

most enjoyable ways of spending a day, o

a week-end, or longer, that you have ever
experienced. Give it a trial, and you’
wonder why on earth you never went hiking
before. *

‘Now, having made up your mind to give iy, & vdld midduy Toneh 5s Fest.

this recipe for happiness and health a test,
pershade a pal to accompany you. Yank out
a map of your distriet, and, presuming that
vour first dose of hiking i1s to last from SBatur-
day afternpon until Sunday night, select a

cireular route which you feel you can manage: |

without getting blistered feet, and which is

well off the beaten track. You want to forget

trains, buses and main roads during the trip.
~ "WHAT TO CARRY.

Here is a list of the necessary equipment,
Of course, as you ave going with a pal, you
can share some of the items.

Mackintgsh  (iight-weight, if possible),
sweater or jersey, billy-can or mess-tin (ex-
Aviny ones cost only a few pence), knife, fork,
and spoon, soap In case, toothbrush, comb,
mirror, towel, rubber slippers, ground sheet—
most  essential, this!—small tent or bivvy-
sheet, bootlace—as a *‘spare,”’ and for tying
up the tent, blankets (two usually sufficient),
Pylamas (really a luxury when hiking),
candle, matches, food, small first-aid set, note-
book, pencil, map, change of stockings, and-—
if you're willing to put up with its weight—
4 camera, :

All these items must be carried in a ruck-
sack, which you can buy or make, and which

angs on your back by means of shoulder-

hard work. |’

straps. To avoid friction’ on your shoulders,

see that the ‘ruck-sack point of suspensmon is

over your backbone. That is, the two straps
should be connected to a ring in the top
centre of the ruck-sack—mnot to the sides,

A QUESTION OF WEIGHT.

If your ruck-gack, when loaded, weighs
fwenty pounds or more, you must dispense
with some of the luxuries or substitute light
for heavy articles. A pack coutaining addi-
tional luxuries should not weigh more than
séventeen pounds—inless you are a Samson.

Rest during the hot part of the day, and,
leave your cooking for morning and evening®

Get permission before pitching your teat
on private ground; and leave it as tidy—or -
even tidier—than you found it.

GREEN'TENTS ARE BEST.

If you purchase a hike tent instead ol
making one, inform the shopkeeper that the
weight must not excecd three and a haif
pounds. * Do not necessarily buy the first he
shows you. Get him to open it out, so that
you can thoroughly examine if.

A green tent is preferable to a white, as
the sun’s rays are then absorbed by the

material, thus keeping the air within quite

cool. Another advantage of the green tent
is that insects are not attracted to it as, they
are in the case of white. : .

A most important point to remember is
that push-buttons—similar {o those on some
agloves—are most unserviceable in  camp.
While pitehing the tent you often find your-
self standing on the edges. And ii you
happen to stand on the push-buttons, they ars
{lattened immediately. Ordinary buttons and
buttonholes are much to be preferred,

Drink very little when on the hike. If you
get very thirsty. suck a tomato or a clean
pebble. - Sweets will make your - throat drier

L than ever. T
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address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together and sent to the Chief Oflicer,
The St. Frank’s League, ¢/0 THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C4. Member Applying for Bronze Medal: It
will be necessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. For each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same
number, are needed. On one of the forms f(ill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A gnd B, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section C, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom ¢f the

form. Now pin both forms together and .send
them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new
reader wiil then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you will be sent the St. Frank’s League bronze
medal. There is nothing to prevent you from
sending in forms for two or more new readers at
once, provided that each pair of forms bears the
same date and number. , i

Bronze medallists wishing to qualify for the
siiver or gold medals can apply in the same
way as for the bronze medal, filling in Section B.
Every introduction they make will be credited to

them, so that when the League. rcaches the:

required number of members, they ‘can exchange
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,

according to the number of introductions with_

which they are credited.

These Application Forms can be posted for 1d.,
providing the envelope is not sealed and no letter
is enclosed.

You can_vrite to fellow members living at
home or in the most distant outposts of the
Empire,

You are offered free advice on choosing a
trade -or calling, and on emigration to the
colonies and dependencies.

If you want to form a sports or social club,
you can do s0 amongst local members of the

1 League.

A FEW OF THE ADVANTAGES OF JOINING THE LEAGUE.

You are offered free hints on holidays, whether
walking, biking, or camping, .

You can qualify for the various awards rby
promoting the growth of the League.

If you want help’ or information on any
subject, you will find the Chief Officer ever
ready tq assist you.

-

-
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AT

THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

(Al LETTERS in reference fo the League should be addressed to the Ckz’ef' (jﬂz‘c;zr, The St.
Frank’s League, c/o THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The, Fleetway House, London, E.C.4.)

—

: Y first job this weck is to tell numerous
-\4 friends that a further list of 0. 0.’s .will
A

be issued shortly, thus bringing our
' register up-to-date.
the big Badge subject. It-is not the prospective
Badge that is big, of course. 1 intend that little
embiem of membeérship of our topping League to
be small and to the point, a regular Multum in
Parvo, just room for our slogan, Wisdom and
Boldness, which we take in Latin as * Consilio
et Animis.” |

A Birmingham member—namely, R. Terry, 24,
Ryland Street, Ladywood, Birmingham, says he
"wants to have an 0. 0. nearer than two miles.
What is he to do? Well, Organising Officers
don’t spring out of the ground, nor do they grow
on ecvery bush, but my Brum chum can carry
on for the Léague by collecting a few chums to-
gether and telling them what the League can
do and is doing. In answer to this corre-
spondent’s question, the_ offlcial organ of the
S.F. L, is the NEusoN LEE LIBRARY,
Editor is always right on the spot to answer
queries and assist.

A LONELY LAD!

‘A New Zealand friend tells me thc League has
bucked him up eonsiderably. *“I came out here
under a farmiinz scheme, and have to serve flve
years in order to get the hang of the work. At
first I was lonely enough, but as luck would
have if, a fellow on the next station to mine
turned out to be a reader of the N. L. L. That
made us chummy, and we are working to get up
a club, This is a first-rate country, hut not-
many fellows to know. That's why I am glad
to get a few. correspondents.” -

This is the:-holiday scasan, or,
start of it.
or _ hiking, or. _ biking,
Glasgow reader asks me how he is fo make- a
packsheet waterproof, as he is making prepara-
tions.for a jaunt. That.is simple enough, Paint
the materinal with linseed oil, and when
over it with a solution of alum.

" THE LOST BIKE!

Bad luck this, and no error! A Worcester-
shire ehum. says he left his bike at the edge of,
a wood while. he went hunting for a special type
of beetle. He captured the nimble Coleop, but,.
alas, when he got back to his jigger—well, ir
You take me, lhie did not get hack to his bhike!
Some annexer had bolted with the machine.
What was the victim to do? There was, and s,
only one course open. Foot it to the next village.
And inform- the police. The particulars will be
circularised. There is nobody I detest more
35];2“ the bike thief. It is the meanest thelt

at least; t—]ief:

As you all know, I am glad to give the hos-
P:tahty_ of my Chat c¢orner to all questions,
complaints, suggestions, and so forth. It is a
rum thing, perhaps, to go round ‘the world ask-
ing fgr complaints. But grouses—or is the plural
]:Erlce. I give it up!—show keenness, and keen-
‘fess means getting a move on. And the more-
h‘:e compare notes and trot in new ideas, the
etter will it -be for everyhody.

HOLIDAYS! :

A great many questiong hare reached-‘wme
about holidays and how to take them. That

I am also busy on-

and the |

Exerybody is talking about c.ampin;_".;,
or a fishing trip. A

dry, go-

seems simp_]'e'.' Take them whenever circs. permit.
A Warwickshire reader.fells me he and his pal

~think of exploring the lesser-known districts of

Warwickshire. There is wonderful country in the
neighhourhood of Stratford and Shottery which
has nof changed a bit since the days when

:William Shakespeare strolled about the Ilanes

looking for some idea he had lost, and long
before that, too! E

One of the best holidays I have heard of in
a quiet way was one taken lasf year by a couple
of friends on the great canal which links up
Sussex, Hants and Middlesex with' the Midlands
and the North. There were comfortable quarters
on & barge, and the cost was little enough. No-
body who had not made the experiment could
imagine the novelty and interest of, sceing the
Old CBuntry Trom the point of view of the inland
waterways.™ Sometimes you get reniinded of
Holland., It is a real eyc-opener.

SHANKS’ PONY!

The walking toar is hard to beat. T am not
going te suggest that two pals on a tramping’
holiday with knapsacks, and the world before
them, will do more than have a pleasant holiday.
That is what they -are out to get. But there is
something else to it as well. F’rinstance, n
couple of congenial spirits see life at a new
angle, and it i3 in such circumstances that joily .
notions pop in. There are all Kinds of possi-

. hilities and opportunities in such a jaunt. I

know one case where a fellow on tramp for his
own pleasure put up at a big farm, and staved
a few days. The farmer liked him so well—
the "cut of his jib ‘and all that—that the visitor
wa§ asked to remain on at a good wage. As
the prospects were better than what he was
doing in town, he froze on to a good thing, and
has never regretted it. -y I

But such things come in the exceptional class.
‘We were thinking of the holiday with that gooul
mount, Shanks’ pony as_ companion. It is
the. way to find the bhest country. The walker
has the footpaths. He may be able to make
-good little sketches of what he seécs, or he can
snap them with his camera. If he js interested
in history, he ean drop in at some of the old-
world. places and look at the ancient towns
where bygone worthies lived—and fought!

SPANISH!

This is great! A Kennington chum asks me
how to learn Spanish. He is. keen _on the llngo
of the €Grandees and the Doms of nut-brown
Iberia. (N.B.—This i3 what the poets dub
Spain.y Spanish is a fairly easy language as
lanzuages go—and they do gzo if you don’t prac-
tise them! I studied Spanish with a Gibraltese,
and found it fascinatinz. A little guide, or a
short course of conversational lessons, will soon
pave the way to a working Kknowledge of the
-tongne. My chum will be able to say “No tengo
dinero” with the bhest, but I hope he won't
have any ocecasion to use the phrase, since it
signifies *“I have no cash.,” Colloquial Spapish
presents no ditficulty, but if you go deeper yon
come plumb on a tribe of ancient words from
the Moorish, and they are fair twisters, I give
yon my word, though mighty interesting—as the
old salt said of the submarines, -
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CRICKET PRACTICE

A helpful chat on how to make the most of work at the nets and -
half-hours of fielding practice.

: LOT of fuss is made about net prac-
A tice, and young cricketers’ mouths are
made to water cvery year by pictures
~1n the papers of famous men or famous
coaches at the nets. Or perbhaps if you live
near a club sufficiently aristocratic to boast
nets, you go and ecat out your hearts with
€nvy as you stand admiring.

But if you haven’t nets yoursclf you don’t

need to be too despondent about it, for they
are very much overrated luxuries, and often
do morc harm than good. It is well known that
some of the best cricketers nowadays don’t
care much for them, and the lads whose pitch
is nothing more than a piece of waste ground
may gect more useful experience—if they go
-the right way about it—than any amount of
net practice would give them.
- The main thing against netstis that they
encourage slogging: the youngster who 1s
practising batting should never slog, but
should concentrate on timing and judging the
ball, so that he can meet it with just the
right stroke. Many a stroke that the batsman
thinks 1s good is really weak, because in an
open field the ball would be caught. The
man with the bat goes merrily on, probably
making himself proficient in certain strokes,
only to find out when the actual games come
along that ho is caught early in every inn-
ings. This means that. besides letting his
side down, his practice has been wasted, and
he - has to start all over again. |

Another weakness of nets is that they don’t
allow of fielding practice. Some cricketers,
I know, don’t consider this neccssary, but you
have only got to think how much the success
of such  teams as Yorkshire and Susscx
depends on their fine fielding, and to think
of the difference that a missed catch may
malke to a match to realise how important
it 1s. How often have you read in the paper.
“ Jones, who made a valuable 72, was missed
when he was only 3”? If Jones’ 72 has
helped his side to win, and the other side was
vour favourite team, what have you thought ?
.In the first heat of vour wrath, you’ve prob-
‘ably felt like choking the unlucky man who
missed the catch. And as a dropped ecatch
may lose a match, so many a brilliant one
saves it! '

WONDERFUL CATCHES!

Look at those two unforgettable catches
that Bill Hitech made when Surrey were play-
ing Middlesex 1n 1921, Did you see the
match? You remember how a Middlesex
batsman was swiping a ball from Fender to
leg for a 4, when, to his utter amazement,
he found that Hitch had caught him out by
practically J:)icking the ball off his bat. It
was a wonderfully plucky thing to do, for if
the Surrey man had missed at such close
range—well, * Billitch’'s ¥ ericketing days
would probably have been over! At the
same fime, it was a triumph of skill in field-

e

ing, for it was the fielder's perfect knowledgo
of Fender’s bowling that enabled him to know
with just what stroke the batsman would play
that particular ball. The other catch was one
of those that nobody seems to d6 quite like
Bill Hitch. It was a fine hit—the ball was
travelling—a boundary this, you said. Then
vou gasped as an arm that seecmed to be yards
long shot out—and another “life” at the
wicket was ended., You can say what yon
like about fielding not being important, but,
even from a merely spectacular point of view,
catches like that are every bit as fine to
watch as the cleverest hat-tricks and the most
stylish centuries.

VITAL FIELDING.

If you are keen on cricket, but don’t scem
to have the ability either to bat or bowl well,
has it ever occurred to you to make vourself
indispensable to the team by virtue of excel-
lent fielding? 1It’s worth trying, and you’ll
enjoy it and get just as many thrills as if
you could do big things with the bat or tho
ball. One thing worth considering is that
whilst one fault or weakness may end a bats-
man’s innings almost before he’s started, the
fielder’s ““life ” goes on all the time, and =
mistake can be retrieved.

IFor practice in catching, several of you
should throw the ball to one another as havd
as vou can and at varying heights. The most
difficult ball to catch is the one that comes to
you shoulder-high, and you should particu-
larly pracfise this. It 1s no good throwing
the ball into.the air and catching it,. as it is
very seldom a real ‘“skier ¥ comes vour way
in & game,

This sort of practice doesn’t teach you any-
thing new, and the most valuable experience
ts gatned by ficlding whilst the bowler and
batsman are Fractising.

Try yourself in every position, so that you
get used to every kind of ball, and never miss
an opportunity of attempting a catoh. If
there aren’t sufficient players to fill all the
regular positions in the field, you can manage
without men on the leg-side and mid-on, but
have a ficlder at mid-off, cover-point, and
behind the wicket. _

Catching is only part of the art of ficlding.
Vitally necessary to good ecricket is smnart
work in the field—neat picking up of the ball,
quick returning, and accurate throwing, How
often one sees lads’ games spoilt by faulty
throwing-in that wastes time and gives away
runs. If every fielder took a pride in his
fielding, therc wouldn’t be these ragged edges,

‘and the games would be much brighter.

Learn to pick up the ball and veturn it with
as few movements as possible—for the best
way of doing this you cannot do better than
spend a day at a county match, and keep
your cyes on the fielding. If that doesn’t
make you a believer. in the importance of °
fielding in the game of cricket. nothing will.
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A YARN YOU WILL THOROUGHLY ENJOY |

Another Attractive Volume Containing one Long, Complete Story of Schoolboy
Life and Detective Adventure at St. Frank’s College. In thiz great story of St,
Frank’s are described the amazing events that happened after the expulsion of
a popular Removite. It is a yarn that holds the interest from start to finish. |
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NOW ON “ *»» A Tip-Top Long Complet.-e' Story

sace! EXPELLED!  oschoiiicm peica:
Price One Shilling. THE MONSTER LIBRARY.
HEIGHT GOUNTS

in winning SUCCESS. Let the Girvan Sy.’str-m
increase your height. Send P.C. for
particulars and our £100 guarantee tu
Enquiry Depr. A M. ., 17, Stroud Grc—«n
Road, London, XN.4.

STAMP ACCESSORIES FREE,’

[ne. Collection 60 diff. Siamps (50 unused}, Metal
Tweezers, 100 Gummed Album Headings, Stamp
Mounts, ‘Collctor’s Guide, cte., ahw]ulclv free,
Send p.e. requesting -mplmah ‘and further free
pnckc*t lluta

Lisburn & Townsend, I.ondon Rd., vaerpoo .

Nothing more to rem:t till you have ridden
the bike a month, o -cnd for details of
our No. 400A, Mead ‘' Marvel '"—the
finest cycle cver offered on sucl’ exception-
ally easy payment terms. Brilliantly
p‘ated richly cnomelled and lined in two
colours, Sent packed {free, carriage p'u-:l
IFully warranted. Money refunded if dis-

| SEE THE WORLD.

BOYS are wanted for the Scaman Class. (from
i which selections are made.for the Wireless Tele-
graphy and Signalling mehc ). Age 15} to 16}
yvears. A
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T 20 LIECHTENSTEIN PICTORIALS,OBSOLETE,
6 LARGE CRETE, BEAUTIFUL PIGTDRIAL"*
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ticulars FREE. — FRANK B. HUGHES, 7,
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