A ROLLICKING YARN -z DON'T MISS IT!

[ NELSON-

lAVES
oF ST FRANKS !

A STUNNING LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY !

New Series No. 4. 2 OUT ON WEDNESDAY. May 22nd, 1926.

| VLAE T L p b 1)




THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

K
%, % o, 2220,
R
RN % I
GRIHD
SRS

e =

Study D was in a shecking state of disorder. Church and MeClure were doing their lines in the midst of

the debris of (heir hurried meal, while Handforth was drinking tea out of a flower-vase when the girls

Icokcd in. Irene Manners starcd round the “n%,‘}f; stfudy in amazement, ‘* My goodness ! >’ she exclaimed.
o at a mess ! 7’
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Fun runs fast and furious in this rollicking long complete
story of the second Schoolboy Test Match.

scassvas

CHAPTER 1.
THE MYSTERY OF ST. FRANK'S.

HREE well-set-up juniors walked briskly

T along the lane from Bellton Village

towards St. Frank’s. Their unfamiliar

caps proclaimed that they did not

belong to the famous old school. They were

all in flannels, and were evidently in a hurry,
if one could judge by their pace.

“They'll have finished tea, of course,”’ said
one of them. “T expect we shall find them on
the playing-fields, practising like the dickens.
1t’s Monday now—and the match is cn
Wednesday.”

“ And the weather looks like being good,
t00,” said cne of the others, “I had a look
at the barometer this afternoon, and it’s set
fair,”’

There was certainly every indication of fine
weather.

The May evening was brilliant.
more like July—a perfect summer’s evening,
with a sapphire sky, and a clear sunlight
which beat down upon the dusty lane. More
ideal weather for cricket could scarcely be
imagined.

As the three juniors walked up the leafy
lane, the atmosphere fairly vibrated with the
evening warmth, and there was the insistent
humming of insects in the air. Butterflies
flitted to and fro, and a gentle breeze did
something to relieve the heat.

Tho three youngsters were Hal Brewster &
Co., the leading lighte of the River House
School. This seFect academy for young gentle-
men was situated further along the River
Stowe, a mile or two distant, and was pre-
sided over by Dr. Molyneux Hogge. The

It was

River House fellows and the St.
juniors were old rivals in sport. -

Hal Brewster and Dave Ascott and Georgie
Glynn were of about the same age as the St.
Frank’s Remove—sturdy, healthy juniors who
devoted most of their spare time to sport.
And they were keen on cricket. After all,
the River House was a comparatively small
school—a mere private establishment, and
insignificant compared to the great size of
St. Frank’s. So Dr. Hogge’s boys were proud
of themselves in having such a fine cricket.
Eleven. They had done particularly well this
season, too.

Brewster & Co., finding themselves in Bell-
ton, thought it would be rather a good idea
to pop into St. Frank’s, and see their friends
before returning home. There were one or
two little matters which Brewster wanted to
discuss concerning the forthcoming match.

‘“Rather a pity we didn’t come by the
towing-path, as usual,”” remarked Glynn.
“We should have hit the playing-fields first,
then, and it wouldn’t have been necessary to
go to St. Frank’s at all. The chaps are bound
to be practising at full steam.”

‘“‘Rather,” agreed Drewster, nodding. *“It
would be a sin and a shame to waste an even-
ing like this.”’

Frauok’s

“We're wasting some of it,” grinned
Ascott.

“Oh, well, we're different, replied
Brewster. ‘We haven't got a big inatch on

Wednesday, like St. IFrank’s. The second Test
Match starts then, and you can bet that St.
Frank’s will go all out to win. What a brain-
wave, you know-—this idea of Test Matches.”

“Yes, 1t was Dick Hamilton's, wasn’t it 1"
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asked Glynn, as they approached St. Frank’s.
“Young England v. Young Australia! Eng-
land won the first match, but only by the
skin of their teeth. They’ll have to be pretty
keen to win the next.”

‘“Oh, I dou’t know,” said Ascott.
in better form now.”

“Yes, and so are the Aussies!” retorted
Glynn.  ““You forget that those Australian
chaps were practically unknown to one
another during the firgt match. They’ve been
together several times since then—practising
for the second Test. Theyre twice as hot
now.”’

“That's true enough agreed  Hal
Brewster thoughtfully. “Unless St. Frank’s
has improved a good bit they’ll lose this
week’s match. But you needn’t worry—
everybody will be on the playing-fields, mark
my words.” e

The River House fellows were discussing
the cricket sensation of the season. At least,
it was the cricket sensation in the schoolboy
world. It was a sensation which had echoed
in practically every big public school in the
South of England, and one to which the
London daily papers had more than once
referred to.

It had been Dick Hamilton’s suggestion in
the first place. The popular junior captain
of St. Frank’s, knowing the enormous in-
terest that was being taken in the big Test
Matches, had thought it an excellent idea to
institute a minor series of Test Matches.

In these games. St. Frank’s was represent-
ing England, and Australia was composed of
an Eleven of Australian boys, collected fo-
gether from a number of big schools in the
couthern counties. It was a real Australian
Eleven, too, since every member of it was a
native, and was only schooling in England.

There were to be five matches—exactly the
same as in the actual Tests. England had
won the first, and a tremendous amount of
interest was being displayed locally in the
second. It would be a two-day match, com-
mencing on the Wednesday. And there was
every prospect of a record crowd. Tor a
Jarge number of the country gentry had
decided to watch the match. TFor the first
time in the history of St. Frank’s, the general
public was interesting itself acutely in the
schoolboy cricket.

Brewster & Co. were tremendously keen,
because their own school were sppplving two
of the Australian boys. Bayliss major end
Bayliss minor, of the River House, were,
indeed, two of the most brilliant members of
the Aussie team.

“Jolly lucky for us that we had two such
ripping players on hand as the Baylisses,”
said Dave Ascott, as he and his chums drew
level with the wall of St. Frank’s. “ Rex
Bayliss is a fair demon, and he’s good enough
to be in the genuine Australian Eleven—
although he’s only seventcen.”

“Johnny Bayliss is mustard, too,” declared
Brewster. “He’s only fifteen, and nearly as
big as his giddy major! The way they’ve
improved during this last week is an eye-
opener. I wouldn’t have believed it, and I'm

“They’re

12

goiug to give these St. Frank’ S i
that they’re in for a shock,” b ohians e tip

Brewster & Co. felt that they had a kind
of proprictary interest in the Young Australia
Eleven, since their school was supplying two
such capable members. And, being such old
rivals of St. Frank’s, they were naturallv
keenly cager to see the Aussies win the second
Test, if only as a revenge for the opening
defeat.

“Hallo! Things scem pretty quiet,”” went
on Brewster, as he and his chums turned into
the niassive, imposing gateway of the great
school. “Well I'm jiggered!  Not a soul to
be scen!”’

::All on the playing-fields,”” said Glynn.

I thought of that, but I can’t hear any
shouting, or anything,” said Brewster, frown-
ing. “I know they're all here, because this
1sn’t a half-holiday—and, besides, the whole
school couldn’t be away!”

’!hey' stood there, looking across the ¢ld
Triangle,

The scene was a very peaceful one—and
very attractive, too. Immediately in front
arose the picturesque bulk of the cf:)ck tower,
with the wings of the School House on either
side. And then, on the left, were the West
House and the Ancient House, with the West
Lower rearing itself up in the evening sun-
light. The old chestnut-trees were stirring
their leaves in the slight wind. )

“Rummy !” said Ascott. “Not a sound!”

They glanced towards the other side of the
Triangle—to the East House and the Modern
House. But it was just the same. No indica-
tion of life—no hint that these grey, ivy-
covered buildings were teemimg with school-
boy life.

“Let’s go and have a look at the playing-
fields,” suggested Brewster suddenly.

He and his chums were puzzled and mysti-
fied. They hadn’t expected the Triangle to
be crowded, but they had at least anticipated
a sign of life. There wasn’t even a fag sun-
ning himself on the steps of his own House.
In the middle of the Triangle, the fountain
was playing somewhat forlornly.

Tt was well after tea-time—nearly a quarter
to six, in fact., At this hour everybody was
bound to be out of doors. They couldn’t
resist such an evening. But when the visitors
reached Little Side, they simply stood there,
staring blankly.

“Great Scott!’’ ejaculated George Glynn.

“My only topper!” murmured Ascott.

The playing-fields were bare and empty.
There was just nobody. Some nets were in
position; but of human life there was no
indication.

“This,” said Brewster, #is uncanny.”

He was right. It seemed to the thrce
startled River House boys as though some
dire tragedy had befallen St. Frank’s—as
though some mystic power had wafted every-
body away, leaving those great buildings
empty and deserted. .

“‘Blessed if I can get the hang of this at
all I’ said Ascott, staring at the others.
“Where’s everybody ? What the dickens has
happened to ’em ?”
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“It's good asking me,” said Hal
Brewster.  “Let's go along to the Ancient
House, and walk inside. 1t’s no good staying
here, anyhow. And we thought the playing-
tields would be crowded! My hat! What a
surprise !”

They retraced their steps and, passing
through the West Gateway, they didn’t
trouble to go back into the Triangle, but
skirted the West Square and entered the
Ancient House by means of the rear door.
Once inside, they paused, glancing at one
another again.

“It’s like a house of the decad!” muttered
Ascott.

This cerie silence was getting on their
nerves.  The fact that it was broad daylight,
and that the eun was streaming in, only
scemed to cnhance the mysterious nature ot
the affair,

St. I'rank’s simply basked listlessly in the
evening heat.

Lvery trace of humanity had apparently
been spirited away—for there could be no
other explanation. The whele school wouldn't
|-ah;1!_\' walk out, and lcave St. I'rank’s to
itself !

There was a mystery here which had taken
Brewster & Co. by complete surprise.

*Shall—shall we have a look into one of
the studies ?”’ asked Glynn uncertainly,

‘“Might as well,” replied Brewster. ‘‘But
I don't see that it’ll be much good. My only
hat! TI'm as puzzled as the dickens! What
in the name of all that's rummy can have
happened 7"’

no

—

CHAPTER 2.
EXTRAORDINARY !

REWSTER & CO. felt like
walking on tiptoe as they
penetrated into the Re-
move passage—a quarter
of the Ancient House that

was very familiar ground to them. As they

had entered by the rear door, the first study
they came to was Study I, where Ralph Leslie

Fullwood and Clive Russell usually resided.
Brewster cautiously opened the door, and

peeped in.

“Well I'm jiggered!”” he gasped.

There was such surprise in his tone that his
chums crowded near.

“\What’s up ?” breathed Ascott, imagining
a!l manner of horrors.

“They’re here!” yelled Brewster.

There was an indignant note in his voice,
as though he had been swindled. Craning
over his shoulder, his chums caught sight of
Fullwood and Russell within, The two Re-
movites were cecated at the table—and, wonder
of wonders, they were hard at work!

Not merely letter-writing, or anything so
simple as that—but sitting there, surrounded
by books, and obviously in the throcs of

acute  mental exercise.  Their pens were
scratching industriously.
“Tullwood!” roared Brewster. What's

the giddy idea ?”’

Ralph Leslie gave a rapid glance av'the
clock, and then he waved his hand.

“Go away !”” he said curtly.

“Lh ?”

“Ten minutes!” said Fullwood.

“What the dickensz—"’

Whizz !

A book, flung by Clive Russell, shot
through the air, and thudded against the
doorpost. Brewster & Co. dodged back, and
closed the door. They stared at one another
in sheer amazement,.

“Mad!” panted Glynn. “They weren't
doing their prep., surely 7”
“Prep., no!” retorted Brewster. “These

chaps never do their prep. until late—besides,
they don’t need all those piles of books for
prep. !’

“Then what the dickens is the idea?”
asked Ascott. “I say, let’s have a look in
one of the other studies.”

“ By Jove, yes!”’

They moved along to the next door, and
looked into Study G. Cecil De Valerie and

the youthful Duke of Somerton were in
exactly the same state as TFullwood and
Russell!  Feverishly working, they were

seated at their table,
eyes rather wild.

“Get out!” roared

“What the—"

“Pon’t interrupt !”

“But—"

Whizz !

A paste-pot hummed through the air;
Brewster & Co. retreated hastily. This was
becoming more acd more mysterious every
moment. The River House fellows halted.

“Surely they're not «li at work ?”’ gasped
Glynn.  ““Let’s have a look on the other
side.”’

They peeped into Study H, and found
Ulysses Spencer Adams, the American boy,
pacing up and @wn the room like a fellow
demented—with a book held in his hands.
He was muttering continuously to himself.
Brewster & Co. closed the door.

“They’ve all gone off their rockers!” said
Brewster blankly.

“There’s nothing else to think,”” panted
Gieorgie Glynn.  “Did you notice that wild
look in Adams’ eye? It's a good thing he
didn’t spot us, or he might have pulled «
gun! These American chaps always go about
with pistols!”’

Brewster grinned.

“Not in real life, you chump!” he said.
“You can’t judge by the American pictures!
T'Il bet Adams wouldn’t know what to do
with a revolver if he found one in his hands!
I say, let’s have a look at Archie Glenthorne.
If he’s working—well, it’ll be time for the
world to end!”

Study E was quite close, and they softly
opened the door, and looked in. They stood
there, staring dazedly. Archibald Derek
Winston Glenthorne, the genial ass of the
Remove, was sprawling on his luxurious
lounge, a book tightly clasped in his bands,
and he was reading it aloud in a monotonous,

their hair ruflled, their

De Valerie.
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feferish way—obviously ~memorising the
words. Alf Brent, his study mate, was seated
at the table, with his chin resting on the
palms of his hands. And he, too, was intent
upon intensive study. -

“Help!” gurgled Brewster.
body 1’

Archie looked across the room with a start.

“What-ho "’ he said feebly. ‘‘I mean to
say—-- Good gad! Visitors, Alf, old thing!
Odds manners and etiquette! We've abso-
lutely got to interrupt the old flow for a
moment. Welcome, laddies 4

“Lh?’ said Brent, looking up. My hat!
Who. told you to come here? Clear off!”’

“Hold on!” gasped Brewster. * We want
to know——"

“We’re busy!” rapped out Brent.

“Dash it all, Alf, old darling !I’’ said Archie,
scandalised. “I mean to say—guests!
Strangers within the gates, what? We can’t
absolutely ignore them when they trickle in
for a cheery word -

‘“Outside !” interrupted Brent, pointing at
the door. “Can’t stop now, you chaps—too
busy! Get on with your work, Archie!”

Brewster & Co. didn’t feel quite up to con-
tinuing the conversation., The very fact that
Archie Glenthorne was working convinead
them that an extraordinary malady had
descended upon St. Frank’s. It was amazing
enough to find the other juniors at work—
but it was little short of startling to sce
Archie intent upon study at this hour of the
evening.

“This is the quecrest go on record!” sail
Hal, seratching his head.” “I wonder if the
seniors are affected by the same germ? Let's
go along to the Fifth Form passage and have
a look.”

They had seen quite enough of the Remove,
and it was obviously unnecessary to penetrate
ary of the other junior studies. So they
hurried along to the Iifth Form quarters,
and opened the first door. The study hap-
pened to belong te William Napoleon Browne
and Horace Stevens. DBrowne was the cav-
tain of the Fifth, and at the moment he was
sitting back in his chair, with his fcet on the
table, reading aloud. Stevens was listening
intently.

Brewster & Co. heard a few of the words,
and it gave them a bit of a shock to realise
that DBrowne was construing Latin! As a
pastime, this scemed to be the final limit in
horrors.

“Oh, they're off
Brewster faintly.

Browne glanced across the rcom.

*“Without wishing to be impolite, brothers,
I should like you to exclude yourselves forth-
with, and close the door,” he said severely.
“Kindly remember that this is a hive of
industry. It is no place for gaping sightseers.
Away, base youths!”

“Yes, clear off I’ said Stevens., “TIt’s like
yvour nerve to butt in when you’re not asked !
What was that last bit, Browne 7”

The three River House boys closed the
door, and reeled off. They were feeling
weaker and weaker. As a last resort, they

“Water, some-

their rockers!” said

penetrated the Third Form
located Willy & Co. These cheerful fags—
consisting of Handforth minor, Chubby
Heath, and Juicy Lemon—were engaged in:
exactly the same occupation as all the others.

Fags—mere Third Formers!

And at this hour of the evening—actually
before six o’clock had struck—they ‘werc
working at high pressure. Studying! There
was something monstrously unreal about the

whole business.

Brewster & - Co. passed out into the
Triangle, feeling that further exploration
would be perilous. Some of the other fellows
might have better aims with their books.
Indeed, Willy Handforth had not hesitatad
to throw an inkpot at the intruders. And
the inkpot, incidentally, had been full.

“This is too much for me,” mutterad
Brewster, wiping his brow. “Either I'm
having a nightmare, or St. Frank’s has gone
off its chump! Would any eane human beings
stick indoors on an evening like this—swot-
ting away at lesson books? 1

assage, and

I ask you!

“Of course they wouldn’t,” said Glynn,
“They must have eaten something for lunch
—something . that’s turned them crazy!
think we ought to go and call a doctor, or
fetch the police!”

“Why not go to the Head?” asked Drews-
ster. “He can’t know anything about this
insanity. Anyhow, it’s impossible to let ths
thing rest like this. We've got to do some-
thing or other.”

Ascott scratched his head.

“They didn’t seem dotty, you krow,” he
saidd thoughtfully. “Archie was all right,
He wanted to invite us in.,

for instance. : .

Perbaps  there’s something on—something

special > ) .
“It’s something special right enough,

agreed Brewster grimly.  “Why, T've never
heard of anything like it! The whole school
indoors, working! And not under masters,
cither—but in their own studies!”

“We’ve only seen the Ancient House,” said
Glynn.

“That's nothing—the other Ilouses arve
bound to be the same. or we should see some
of the fellows about,” replied Hal.  “The
whole school, mark vou! I'm jiggered if T
know what to do.”

But at that moment the school clock
solemnly chimed out the hour of six. And
things began to happen.

CHAPTER 3.
DICK HAMILTON EXPLAINS.

\ REAT Scott!” gurgled Ilal
Brewster.

The last note of the hour
had scarcely died away
before an extraordinary

change came over the school.  First of all,
there were sounds—aqueer, confused .sounds
from within the Houses. Voices—shouts—and
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even cheers. The scuffling of feet, and then
something else happened

From every House issued streams of fellows.
Not merely juniors, but seniors as well.
good proportion of them were in flannels,
some carrying cricket bats or pads. These set
oft at the double for the playing fields. The
others came charging out, filling up the Tri-
angle, and gathered together in excited
krots, talking.

Brewster and his two chums hurried across
to the Ancient House steps as the celebrated
Handforth & Co. appeared.  Church and
McClure were looking rather worn out, but
Ldward Oswald Handforth was full of vigour.

“It’s a success, my lads,” he was saying en-
thusiastically. “Only an hour of it, and
we've all done wonders!  We'll show the
Head what we think of his giddy exams!”

Brewster halted.

“I say, you chaps, what’s the idea of all this
business?” he asked, ““Oh, ballo, Dick!” he
added, as Dick Hamilton end Tommy Wat-
son, and Sir Montie 'I'regellis West hurried
out. “Perhaps you'll be good enough to ex-
plain.” ~

The Remove captain grinned.

“Been here long?” he asked.

““ About ten minutes,”
“We've mearly had about twenty fits.
What's the idea of all this jiggery-pokery
business 7

“This which?” said Handforth, frowning.

“Well, hang it, you're ecither mad, or we've
bheen dreaming,” said Brewster. “No sane
fellow would deliberately stay indoors of a
{ine evening, and swot away at lesson-books !”

“Are you calling me crazy?” asked Hand-
forth, glaring.

“Look here, old chap——"

“Chuck it, Handy; these fellows can’t be
blamed for thinking we're dotty,” grinned
Hamilton. “Come along to Little Side, you
chaps, and T’'ll explain as we go along. No
time to stand talking, you know. Every
second’s precious.”

“8o it seems,” said Glynn pointedly.

They walked along, and Dick Hamilton pro-
ceeded to explain. On every side, it scemed
as though Bedlam had been suddenly loosened.
Evervbody secemed to be shouting at once,
and there were any amount of high spirits.
It was a strange contrast to the recent un-
carthly quietness.

“What's the joke ?”” demanded Brewster.

“T wish we could call it a joke, too,” said
Hamilton ruefully. “But it isn’t—it’s 1aore
like a tragedy. Haven’t you heard the news
about our kind-hearted Head's latest?”

“What's he been up to now?”

¢ Nothing much,” snorted Handforth. “He's
only told us all that we're mad on sports.
Think of it, you know! In the summer term,
with cricket at its height—and general sport
in progress—the Head comes out with piffie of
that sort! He jawed us the other day, and
said that we were infected by the sports
fever, and it had to stop.”

#0Oh, these masters!”

79

sighed Brewster.

replied Brewster.

“If it comes to that, old Hogge isn’t much
different. Last week he warned us about
going too far—and said that we musti't tor
get our studies.”

“It wouldn’t be so bad if Dr. Stafford had
let it rest at that,” said Dick Hamilton.
“But that’s not enough for our Head. Before
long we're going to have some fearful exams.
Special exams., you know, and unless we get -
certain percentage of marks we shall either
be barred from all sports for the rest of the
year, or be sacked. Cheerful outlook, isn't

o0

“But you don’t mean it ?” ejaculated Brew-
ster, staring.

“ Absolutely !” declared Dick. . So the
only thing we can do is to swot like mac in
our spare time. If we don’t do a lot of cram-
ming we shall get kicked out of the school,
ov barred from sports. I can tell you, we're
having a lovely time.”

* But—but can’t you do something ?” asked
Ascott blankly.

“Yes—and we're doing it,” snorted Hand-
forth. *“It’s no good kicking, if that’s what
you mean. The whole school’s in the same
boat, and therc’s no chance of a revolt—
although I'd lead one like a shot, if some of
these other fatheads would follow me!”

“We can’t do that, Handy,” said Hamilton.
“You sec, Brewster, we've decided to accept:
the inevitable—but we’re not going to give
up any sports. We're going to beat the Head
at his own game, and show him that we can
rise above this handicap.”

The River House boys were impressed.

“I say, what a dirty trick,” remarked
Glynn,  “I mean, with these Test Matches on
the go, too—and your sports carnival ir full
swing. It must be simply awful to do a lot
of extra swotting.”

“But I can’t understand, even now,”

said
Brewster.

“How it is that you were all

working at the same time—seniors and
juniors and everybody 7”

“That was Fenton’s suggestion.”
“Fenton’s?  The schoo!l captain’s, you

Pa

mean

“Yes, although it was really Browne, of the
Fifth, who thought of the idea,” replied
Dick. “He had a jaw to the whole school cn
Saturday, and suggested that we should start
on a system from to-day onwards.”

“Who, Browne?”

“It was IFFenton who spoke to the school, but
Browne put him up to it,” said Handforth.
“The school’s made a sort of compact, you
know. We're all =0 jolly wild against the
Head that we're all in the thing, heart and
soul. A few of the rotters would like to get
out of it, I dare say, but they’re afraid to.
They know what would happen to 'em if
they kicked.”

“It’s a sort of bond of sympathy,” explained
Dick Hamilton. “We were all up at six thiz
morning, you know, and put in some sports
practice until breakfast-time. Then wo
swotted hard for half an hour immediately
after breakfast. More practic. before dinner
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—and more swotting after.  Then Jessons.
Tea at half-past four sharp, and a fu]l hour at
study “from five till six. Now we've got the
rest of the evening to ourselves, for prac-
tice.”

The River Heuse juniors grinned.

“T suppose you couldn’t tuck in a few hours
of rcal hard work during the day?” grinned
Brewster. “My only hat! Youll never
kcery)l it up, you chaps. It’ll be too strenu-
ous.

“It’s worked all right to-day,” said Dick.

“You see, the idea is to use every minute of
the day in top gear. Life is simply one
feverish rush from the moment we get up till
the minute we go to bed Tenton put it to
the school, and the school agreed to try the
system for a week. If any ass backs out, he’ll
get scragged.”

“Well, it’s one way of doing things,” ad-
mitted Ascott. ‘“But yowll never be alive
by the end of the week.”

The St. Frank’s fellows, however, were con-
vinced that the plan would work. They were
still as keen as ever on sports—still mad on
sports, according to the headmaster’s view.
And they were determined not to forsake
their original programme.

The Test Matches would go on just the

same as ever. The sports carnival would not
be interrupted. And the swotting up for the
exams. would be done in addition to all the
rest. But this was only possible by utilising
every moment of the day—and even then the
only chance was to work according to a de-
finite system. It was no good leaving it to
the fellows to work in their own time. Every-
thmrr was fixed and tabulated.

Up at six_o’clock every morning, ch?”
said Brewster dubiously. “What time do you
reckon to be out on the playing fields?”

“By half-past, at the latest.”

“Supposing it rains?”

“In that case, we spend the time swotting,
explained Dick Hamilton. “So, you see,
there’s no escape, either way. We’'ve got to
be up, and put in the time at one thing or the
other. So there’s something gained every
day. That’s the gencral scheme.

“Take my advice, and go casy,” said Brew-
ster, shaking his hmd “It’s a tall order.
In fact, it’s too tall. You’'ll overdo it.”

“Think so?”

“No question of

”

it,* replied Brewster.
“Youll overdo it, and then you’ll go to
picces.  You'll lose all your form at cricket,
or go loony, or something pleasant like that.
You can’t go the pace without any rest at all,
vou know.”

Handforth snorted.

“Rats!” he said. “There’s nothing in it,
anyhow. We '11\\ay5 used to waste the time
—and now we're using it, that’s all. And
that reminds me that we’re wasting some
now! You fellows can watch us practising,
if you like—but don’t keep us here jawing!”

“Sorry, said Brewster. “Go ahead—don’t
mind us.

““Anything you particularly wanted?” in-
quired Dick.

“No—we only dropped in to see how yov
were shaping for the next Test Match,” re-
plied Hal. “You have our sympathy. Go
ahead with the practice—you can take it
from me that you’ll need every minute of it.”

“What does that mean, exactly?”’

“Well, these Australian chaps are absolutcly
rod-hot,” replied Brewster gum]y “They
were pretty warm during the first match—
but you’ll hardly know them on Wednesday.
They’ve been together two or three times, and
they’ve got to know one another’s play.”

“That sounds cheerful,” growled Church.

“Our two—Bayliss major and Bayliss minor
—are sharp as needles now,” contmucd Brew-
ster.  ‘“‘Rex Ba\h\s bo“lmg is simply fear-
ful.  Speed, I mean—and trickiness!” You
fellows had better be prepared for squalls.”

Tommy Watson glared.

“You're a nice kind of Jonah, aren’t you?”
he demanded warmly. “Is this your idea of
cheering us up—just when we're figiting

against this swotting inquisition? Can’t you
be a bit chummy ? 7
“Sorry,” grinned Drewster. “But T was

only giving you the tip, you know.

: I thought
vou might like to know.”

CHAPTER 4.
HANDFORTH GETS A NEW IDEA.

HAT night St. Frank’s went
to bed thoroughly tired
out.

It had been the most
strenuous day of the term

—the majority of the fellows having spent
every minute at work. Training, practising,
swotting—and all the ordinary lessons and
prep. in addition. Tt had been just one con-
tinuous round of f{everish activity, with hardly
a minute’s bieathing space.

And there was not much talking in the
dormitories after lights out. Most of the boys
simply fell off to sleep at once. And there
was something unusually gratifying in this
pleasant tiredness. One’s bed 1is always
sweeter when one is thoroughly worn out.

And it was warm to-night, too—close and
stuffy. On such a night as this many of the
juniors would have had some difficulty in set-
tling down to sleep. But in their present
condition they didn’t care a jot about the
atmosphere.

The cricketers were particularly satisfied.

Although they had done such a lot of
studying on this day, they had also put in
more time than usual at the nets. Fenton
was delighted with his men, and the whole »f
St. Frank’s was Ophlnlbtlc regarding thc
second Test Match.

In one of the Remove dormitories, how-
ever, two juniors wanted to get to sleep, but
couldn’t. They were Church and McClure

—and Handforth was the reason for their
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“T've got an idea ! » exclaimed Handforth, as he poked Church in the ribs. y
chaps are going to listen to it !| What’s more, you’re not going to sleep until you’ve heard it !’

¢ I've got an idea, axddygu
nd he

dug his knuckles into Church’s ribs once more.

wakefulness. He was sitting on the edge of
his own bed, talking to them. If they dared
to doze off, he awgkened them by the simple
process of jabbing them in the ribs.

“Look here, Handy, chuck it!” protested
Church, at last. “Why the dickens can’t you
gzo to sleep? Aren’t you fecling tired ?”

“Yes, but there’s something important to
talk about,” said Handforth.

“Leave it till the morning.”

“No fear!” said Edward Oswald. “I've
got an idea—or the germ of an idca, any-
how. I can’t sleep a wink until T've got it
out of my system.”

McClure yawned.

“But why drag us into it?” he complained
bitterly.

“It’s about this sports carnival!”

“Blow the sports carnival!”

“The West House collared the swimming
honours, so it's up to us to win the next
event,” continued Handforth, ‘ But what is
the next event? That's the question.”

He sat there for a :minute, thinking deeply.

“Next week we ehall be at home,” con-
tinued Handforth. “It's Whit week, and
there’ll be a short vac. It’s a nuisance, in a
way, because it's going to interrupt cur sports
programme—-""

He paused, and glared at his chums. They
had both fallen back on their pillows, and
were dozing off. He gave them two rapid
Jabs.

“Ii, chuck it " yelled Church plaintively.

“You—you rotter!” snorted DMcClure.
“We're tired out, and——"

“I can’t help your troubles!” interrupted
Handforth firmly. ‘“You've got to listen to
me. whether you like it or not. What about
the next event in the sports programme?
We were going to hold a regular sports day
this week—or, rather, two evenings of sport.
Hurdles, hundred yards’ sprint, obstacle race,
high jump, and all that sort of thing. It
was all planned.”

“Yes, but it's off now,” snapped Church.
“Didn’t Hamilton say so? What with the
Test Match, there’ll be no time for those
sports.”

“That's my idea exactly,” agreed Hand-
forth,  “Why not hold ’em during the holi-
days—in London. We shouldn’t be wasting
any time then, and we shouldn’t lose the
sports, either. Our policy is to use every
minute we can, and this 1s a way of doing
mit - :

“Oh, rather!” said Church sleepily.

“What do vou think of the scheme ?”

“Scheme?” repeated Church, with a start.
“What scheme?”

“ About the sports, you ass

“Sports ?” ;

“You—you sleepy dummy!” roared Hand-
forth. “I don’t believe you've been listen-
ing! We’'ve got to hold these races and things

1
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in London, during WLit week.
That’s the point. Where 77

“Stamford Bridge,” mumbled McClure
hazily.

“Eh?” "
<~ “Stamford DBridge,” repeated McClure.
*“Isn’t that where they hold sports meetings
and things? I thought you were saying that
you'd like to go and see some races during
the vac.”

“You—you drowsy lunatic!” said Hand-
forth grimly. “Stamford Bridge is the Chel-
sea Football Club’s ground! There’s no foot-
ball at this time of the year, ass!”

“I know that,” retorted McClure. “But
they have baseball there in the summer, and
sports mectings, and things. I must have
been dozing, I didn’t quite understand what
you meant.

Handforth suddenly gave a violent start.

“11:31\1 ’George!” he shouted breathlessly.

«Tho

Church and McClure sat up, startled.

“Why not?” said their leader, feverishly.
“The very idea! The brain-wave of the cen-
tury! My sons, I've got it. It’s also-
lutely got the finest wheeze that was ever
thought of I”

His eyes were gleaming, and he was quiver-
ing from head to foot. Church and McClure
were aroused from their sleepy cendition.
They lookad at Edward Oswald in alarm.

““What the dickens do you mean?” asked
Church.

“The Chelsea Footer Ground!” said IHand-
forth. “Don’t you understand? Why
shouldn’t we hold our sports there—on Whit
Monday ?”

But where?

_ “Our sports?” gasped McClure. “Our
junior sports ?”

“ ch !)J

“At Stamford Bridge 1’

‘‘Exactly 1”

“You're absolutely off your rocker!”

velled his chums.

“Think of the time that’ll be saved,” went
on Handforth excitedly. “We can put in
this week at swotting—and use Whit Monday
for the ordinary school sports. Don’t you
see? And if we hold ’em at Stamford Bridge
we shall get a huge crowd of the ordinary
public there.

Church and McClure simply glared at him.

“It’s mad!” said Church. “The whole
idea’s crazy! For one thing, the Chelsea
people won’t let us use the ground, and for
another, it would cost too much even if they
did let us——"

“But we could pay for it,”’ argued Hand-
forth.

“How?”

. “Why, by admitting the public, and charg-
ing them to come in,” explained Edward
Oswald. “In fact, we could make a pretty
big profit on it, and give all the money to
charity, or something.  And think of the
publicity, too! Wouldn’t it be rather rip-
ping to have our sports in London ?”

ning to give you up as hopeless.
i g g Y

But Church and McClure considered that
the whole scheme was outrageously impos-
sible.  And Handforth continued to argue.
He was so obsessed by the idea that he seemed
like talking until the morning, And at last
Church and McClure decided to let him have
his own way.

“Come to think of it, it’s pretty brainy,”
exclaimed Church. “By Jove, what a chap
you are for brilliant ideas, Handy?”

“It’s marvellous!” agreed McClure, taking
his cue. “Stamford Bridge, eh? It’ll be
glorious to have our sports there! You tell
that idea to Browne, Handy. He'll go mad -
about it!”

Handforth was greatly gratified.

“I’'m glad to find out that you’ve got some
sense, after all,” he growled. “I was begin-
i So you
think it’s a topping idea, eh?”

“It’s marvellous,” said Church.
go to sleep now?”

“You think the plan will work out all
right 77’ asked Handforth.

“Bound to!” declared MecClure.
night, Handy !”

“Oh, all right! Go to sleep, if you're so
jolly wooden!”” snapped their leader. “ Any-
how, I've worked you round, and that’s sonie-
thing. But don’t say a word about this
schemo to a soul! T'll keep it mum until to-
morrow évening at least.”

If Handforth had observed the grin which
his chums exchanged, he wouldn’t have felt
quite so pleased with himself. But they had
secured peace at last, and in their present
state of sleepiness they would have agreed to
anything.,

“Can we

“Good-

CHAPTER 6.
A LITTLE DOZE.

OST of the juniors were con-
siderably surprised to find
themselves fully refreshed
by six o’clock the mnexg
morning when Dick Hamil-

ton himself went round in the Ancient House

and aroused them. Other stalwarts were
engaged in similar duties in the other Houses.

On the previous night the fellows had gone
to bed thoroughly whacked, without an ounce
of life left in them. They had dreaded the
thought of getting up at six o’clock again.

But it was surprising how refreshed they
felt now. o

They didn’t realise that the best sleep of
all is that which is obtained when one is
thoroughly tired. This morning they were
refreshed and invigorated to an extent they
had seldom before experienced.

And the morning was glorious, too.

The sun was already shining hotly, and the
playing fields were no longer damp from the
night’s dew. DBy half-past six the grounds of
St. Frank’s were alive with seniors and
juniors, all as determined as ever to keep up
this fierce pace.
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Breakfast-time found them hungry and hot,
and during morning lessons the day became
warmer and warmer. Yesterday there had
been a cooling breeze, but to-day it had died
down. The sky was cloudless, and the sun
beat down with fierce intensity, It was like
a day in mid- August

“Phew! Eighty in the shade!” exclaimed
Rovgie Pitt as he consulted the big thcunu
meter in tho West House lobby after morning
school. “No wonder we felt so jolly hot in
the Form-room! It must be ninety in there!”

“That's a cheerful outlook for this after-
noon!” said Jack Grey, fanning himself with
his cap. “We get the sun through the win-
dows all the afternoon, you know. The giddy
place will be like an oven. I like fine weather,
but this is a bit too much of a good thing.”

Pitt was looking rathor serious.

“It is!” he agreed. “ After a spell in that
Form-room again, we shall be melted to a
state of exhaustion,” he said. “Then what
about our swotting hour between five and six ?
We shan’t be fit for it. And we can’t allow
the plan to go wrong on the second day.”

“No, that would be a tragedy,” agreed
“And there's practice again to-night,
too. Ienton hasn’t made his final selection
for the Test Eleven to-morrow, so we've got
to give a good showing.”

“This heat’s a corker,” said Rog,f.,rm sadly.

There were plenty of other juniors who were
saving the same thing. TFor the month of
NMay  the weather was astonishingly hot,
although by no means unusual. And by the
time afternoon lessons were due to commence,
the Quhunoa: had increased.

There wasn't a breath of wind, and the sun
was absolutely pitiless as it burned its way
through the biinds of the Remove Iorm-room.
All the windows were wide open, and the door
was open, too. Dut the room was like a hot-
house.

Lven at any ordinary time the fellows would
have been affected.

But to-day they were much more prone
to feel drowsy. They had all got up at six
o'clock, and they had performed strenuous
exercises  during every available moment.
Hardly any of them had allowed the heat to
i]nl(\rfcro with the settled programme of the
day.

And now that afternoon lessons were due to
commence, the effect was showing itself.
Afternoon lessons were a necessary evil, but
there was no need to exert oncself too much
over them. And the Remove felt convinced
that Mr. Crowell would be easy.

No master with a spark of humanity within
him would insist upon heavy work on such a
day.
morning, but the room had been like an ice-
box then compared with what it was now.

Outside, the stones of the Triangle were blis-
teringly hot. The whole school simmered in
the afternoon humidity. And there was no
prospect of a thunderstorm either to relieve
the heat. It wasn’t that kind of weather. It
was simply a summer’s day without a cooling
breeze.

¢ Now, boys, we shall have to pull ourselves

1

He had been fairly lenient during the

together,” said Mr. Crowell lazily. “I've
noticed that one or two of you have been nod-

ding. Under the circumstances, I am ready
to excuse you, but you mustn’t let it occur
again,

“This room’s like a conservatory, sir,” said
Handforth.

“1 am afraid it is very hot,” agreed Mr.
Crowell.

“(‘ouldn’t we go outside, sir?” suggested
TFullwvood. “Why not have lessons in the
shade of the shrubbery 77

“An attractive suggestion, Fullwood, but 1
am afraid it is impracticable,” rephed Mr.
Crowell, shaking his head. ‘“No, we must
remain here, hot though it is. Duty is duty,
and we must rise above these insignificant
trifles.”

“By George!” o_m(uhtod Handforth. “T'll
tell you \\lmt sir. How about going down
into the old monastoxy vault? It’s as cool
as a cucumber there, even on the hottest mid-
summer's day !"”

The very thought of it made 1 Crowell
feel cool for a moment, but he chook his head.

“That suggestion, Handforth, is even
more impracticable than ¥Fullwood’s,” he re-
plied. “We cannot consider any such impos-
sible notions. 1f any boy chooses, he may
remove his jacket. On such a hot da\ I will
allow that concession. But we mu;t set our
facés against the heat, and work.’

There wasn’t a follm\ who neglected the
opportunity of removing his ]ad\(-t Even
Archie Glenthorne ((l\pOn*('fl with his, and a
few minutes later the Remove attempted to
get to work.

As the fellows had hoped, Mr. Crowell was
very easy. He gave them light work, and left
them alone. Somectimes Mr. Crowell could
be very sharp and stern, for he was a great
believer in discipline.  And the present sports
fever received no encouragement from him.
But to-day was quite an exception, and he
could not find it in his heart to insist upon
strenuous work.

Perhaps he wanted to save himself, too.
For he scttled himself comfortably in his own
chair, and leaned back, with a book in his
hand. 'The Remove, in the meantime, strug-
gled manfully with the lessons, many of the
juniors fighting continuously in order to keep
awake.

At the best of times they would have found
this difficult. But to-day it was a positive
struggle.  Almost every fellow in the room
felt that it would be impossible to put in that
hour at swotting between five and six, There
was a limit to human endurance.

Once or twice, Mr. Crowell found himself
nodding. He was alarmed, for he-considered
it an actual crime to doze over his work. On
one or two mever-to-be-forgotten occasions he
had dropped off to sleep on a summer’s after-
noon, but he had seldom been detected by
his boys. And he felt that if he dozed off
to-day he would drop into a sound slumber.

And even while he was thinking in this
strain, he did doze.

It was very comfortable in his chair. The
heat was relaxing, and the hundred-and-one
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little sounds of the well-filled room only served
to lull him off. He nodded, his book slipped
languidly into his lap, and his head sank upon
his chest.

Two minutes later, Mr. Crowell was aslecp.

“Phew ! This is getting worse,” murmured
Church, fanning himself with an exercise-
book. “I say, sir, can I pop out for a drink
of water 77 he addod rising. “ Why, what——
I say, you chaps, he's fallen asleep!”

“By Jove!” grinned Dick Hamilton. “So
he has!”

“Don’t disturb him.” said Fullwood. “We
can take it easy until he wakes up—and that
may not be until four o’clock!”

The juniors stretched themselves luxuri-
ously, and lessons were forgotten. Archie
Glenthorne was already asleep. He had

fallen back in his scat and was peacefully snor-
ing. Not noisily, but soothingly. The rest of
thc ]umors were too languid even to talk.

They just sat in their places, lolling about,
and sprawling on their desks. Tt was an
immense relicf to know that Mr. Crowell was
asleep, for they were enablcd to take things
very easily.

Then Church dropped off, and McClure
‘dozed immediately afterwards. In the far
corner of the room, Forrest & Co. were

already indulging in a nap. Handforth felt
that it was up to him to wake these slug-
gards up, but he felt very much of a sluggard
lnmsclf and he was aslecep in less than two
minutes.

Others yawned, and gave themselves up
luxuriously to a mnap. About the Jlast
fellow to drop off was Dick Hamilton. But

even he saw no reason why he shouldn’t join
the others. For a moment he thought of
keeping awake, so that he could arouse the
Form in case of somebody’s approach, or in
case Mr. Crowell awoke. In fact, Dick
decided definitely upon this course.

And he had no sooner decided upon it than
he dozed.

A minute later, the entire Form slumbered.
Master and boys were all soundly off.

It was an extraordinary state of affairs—
something, in fact, that had never occurred
before. And it was partly due to the early
hour at which the juniors had arisen, and to
the tiring nature of their training. DBut it
was mostly due to the excessive lmat

Myr. Crowell was so soundly off by now that
there was practically no fear of his awaken-
nﬂ‘

The hum of insects sounded drowsily out-
side. and the blinds flapped idly as the
faintest of faint breczes stirred the hot air.

CHAPTER 6.
STOKES UNDERSTANDS.

ARM, sir!”

Mr. Beverley Stokes, the
Housemaster of the West
House, paused as he heard
that remark from Morrow,

They were in the School House

JMR.

of the Sixth.
centrance, where it was almost unbearably hot.

“A singularly enlightening remark, Mor-
row,” smiled Mr. Stokes. “I am cr]ad you
informed me of thc fact. I might not have
known otherwise.”

Morrow grinned.

“Well, we all say things like that, don’t we,
sir?” he asked. “I've just come from the
Fifth Form-room, and my heart’s bleeding.
Those poor chaps are hghtmg like mad to
keep themselves awake.”

Mr. Stokes nodded.

“I'm not at all surprised,” he said. “The
heat this afternoon is almost tropical. But I
am far more concerned for the Remove.” The

Fifth is comparatively immune from the
afternoon sun, whereas the Remove catches
it fully. I was just going along to make a
suggestion to Mr. Crowell.”

He nodded and walked off, and Morrow
weaited for a moment before braving the
fierceness of the glaring sun outside. The
Housemaster arrived at the doorway of the
Remove IForm-room and paused.

“Upon my soul!” he ejaculated.

He stood there, staring. He had expected
to witness a scene of drowsiness. but he had
never dreamed that he would discover com-
plete slumber. The Form-room was a perfect
picture.

The juniors were sprawling about in their
shirt-sleeves, in all sorts of grotesque atti-

tudes. Some were simply lying back, others
were sprawling face downwards over their
desks, and a few had sagged sideways. But

everyone was sound asleep.

“Well, 'm hanged!” muttered Mr. Stokes,
pursing his lips.

He crept in and glanced round at Mr.
Crowell. The Form-master had been hidden
by the blackboard until now, but one glance
at him was enough to convince the visitor that
he was as sound asleep as his boys.

Mr. Stokes tiptoed back again and stood in
the doorway. His first impulse had been to
awaken everybody, but he had checked him-
self in' the nick of time. A slightly-amused
light came into his eyes. After all, how could
they be blamed?

Mr. Stokes' eyes positively twinkled now.
He remembered how early these boys had got
up, and how strenuously they had been work-
inz.  And the heat of the room was certainly
awful.

Pesides, there was Mr. Crowell.
the Form-master
and the
watched,
tude.

Mr. Stokes chuackled to himself and moved
off. TFar better to do nothing. He took com-
passion on the Remove, and decided that he
would remain in ignorance of the whole
incident. It wasn’t his business, anyhow,
He had only come along to suggest to Mr,
Crowell that he should release his boys half
an hour before the usual time, but this was
even better.

“Just a minute, sir.”

Mr. Stokes glanced round. Morrow was
still about, and was approaching him. The

Obviously,
had dozed off unwittingly,

juniors, finding themselves ‘un-
had succumbed to the general lassi-
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Housemaster put a warning finger to his lips,
and Morrow halted. looking surprised.

“Anything wrong, sir?” he asked softly.

“You may consider it wrong, Morrow,
but I am but human, and I think it is very
right,” smiled Mr. Stokes, in a whisper.
“Don’t make a sound, but just take a peep
into the Remove Form-room.”

Puzzled, Morrow obeyved. He took onc look,
and nearly uttered a loud exclamation in his
astonishment. He smothered it in the nick of |
time, and crept back along the passage.

“Why, they’'re all asleep, sir, including
Mr. Crowell.”” he grinned.

“Exactly! Do you wonder?”

“By Jove, no, sir!” whispered Morrow.
“But don’t you think we’d better give Mr.
Crowell a gentle shake?”

“Certainly not,”” replied Mr. Stokes. “It
would place him in a most uncomfortable posi-
tion, and he would feel very self-conscious
about it. ~ As for the
boys, I have a certain
sneaking sympathy for
them. I shouldn’t like

Join the St. Frank’s
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so were the other fellows in Dick's immediate
neighbourhood. Then the shake was passed
on from fellow to fellow throughout the room
until all were aroused. And as each one was

warned in turn, there was practically no
sound.

In any case, Mr. Crowell slumbered
throughout the awakening process. And by

this time it was five minutes to four. The
whole Form was feeling considerably bucked.

The inactivity had cooled them, and the
afternoon wasn't quite so hot now, in any
case. The temperature had dropped several
points during the last hour, and a delightful
brecze had sprung up. That sleep, too, had
provided the Remove with just ts)lc tonic it
needed.

The fact that no lessons were done was a
matter of no importance whatever. They
didn’t count, anyhow. It was the cramming
for the cxam. which was of paramount
urgency. And, having
had this refresher, the
Remove would be able
to carry on with the

League and get this

them to get any punish- e St S five-until-six scheme
;nent. for this lﬁllght liie~81 ‘w with perfect ease.

apse.  We'd etter gt “Listen to me, you
creep off, and .leave JA fellows!” whispered
them exactly as they \ Dick Hamilton.
are. They'll wake up “There’s no need for
before ~ four  o’clock, Mr. Crowell to know a
gever lfcar.b But it will thine.”

e a lot better if we ©S“He'll find we've
know nothing about it.” ‘ \\:{’5 done no work. you

‘I understand, sir.” 07 Eertificate of Membership. Y chump!”  muttered
smiled Morrow. e KB hig ig lo certify that 7 Handforth.
jingo, I feel jealous! ——— “Don’t vou believe

'.‘I'lh?,]v s<i§'r].\' depml'ted, iti'\’f glri‘nml-.dtI Dlick.
an 1e Remove slum- “ After his little sleep
bered on. It was past "‘*‘:“x{;“"“‘“‘ all 'tho afternoon, he
three z;lroa;l_‘\l',ﬂlmml 115 OF the St Franks League .\von.r..makoB a%v c[o§l(l~
was not until the clock inquiries. esides, it
hands reached a quarter be time for dismissal,
to four that Dick Hamil- and he’ll give the order

ton roused himself. It
was really a fly that did
the trick. He yawned,
raised his head, and
stretched hinself. Then
he looked round, with a
sudden start of remembrance.

“My goodness!” he murmured. “Nearly
time for dismissal, and everybody still aslcep!
Well, I'm jiggered!”

He was feeling very refreshed. That nap
had done him a world of good. He wondcred
what he should do, for he didn't want Mr.
Crowell to awaken first. and discover the
Form in such a compromising position.

And after such a long snooze Mr. Crowell
was liable to awaken very easily now. So
Dick pondered for a few moments, and
thought the thing out. If possible, it would
be better to hoodwink the Form-master into
believing that nobody knew of his lapse.

“Wake up, Tommy!” whispered Dick
Hamilton, shaking Watson. “Not a word!"”

“Eh? Hallo? Where the dickens

“Shush, you ass!”

Tommy Watson was soon wide awake, and

Full details on p.

straight away.”

“By  Jove,
right !”

“The best thing we
can do will be to work
hard for a minute.

as though we had been at
it all the time.” chuckled Dick. “Good!
That's the way! Now T'll wake him up!”
This was casily accomplished by means of
a tiny paper pellet. Tt was a good shot, and
it struck Mr. Crowell fairly in the face, just

that's

ages 42 and 43,

Carry on briskly,

under his left eve. He started, raised his
head, and blinked. His book fell with a
thud to the floor. and hLe roused himself

thoroughly.
“Good gracious!” he muttered, in alarm.
He knew that he had been asleep. No man
can awaken from a sound slumber and not be
aware of it. But Mr. Crowell was wide awake
now, and one glance at the I'orm brought him
infinite relief. All the juniors were bending

over their work, even more industrious than
when he had seen them last. 5
“Thank heaven!” murmured the Form-

master gratefully.
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He glanced up at the clock, expecting to
find the time to be somewhere approaching
three. It was just two minutes to four.
Mr. Crowell hastily adjusted his glasses, and
looked again.

‘“Upon my soul!”

He was staggered.

he breathed unsteadily.
He had been asleep for
an hour and a half! And the Remove was
still at work! In some extraordinary way,
they hadn’t noticed his slumbers, for if they

had they would certainly have taken advan-

tage of the fact.

Outside, the big school clock commenced
chiming the hour. Mr. Crowell listened
mtentI) He wanted his ears to verify the
evidence of his eyes. The chimes ceased,
and four solemn strokes followed.

“Hallo! Iour o’clock!” exclaimed Fuil-
wood, glancing up.

“Yes, boys—yes!” exclaimed Mr. Crowell
hastily.  “Quite so, Fullwood! As you say,
four o’clock. Ahem! We have had an excel-
lent afterncon. You may put your books
away and dismiss.”’

“Thank you, sir,”
fully.

They donned their jackets, and hurried out
in perfect order. In fact, there was something
co sedate about them that Mr. Crowell became
thoughtful. He was left in the room entirely
by himself, and he glanced at the clock again.

“Extraordinary !’ he murmured. “‘I can
scarcely believe And yet, after all, what

said the Remove glece-

can I do? I have been a~!00p for the whole
afternoon! What a tcrrible affair! 1 dave
not ask for any information. H'm! 1

wonder !’ he added slowly. “I wonder!”
He had a sudden thought, and went to cne
of the desks. A moment’s examination of the
afternoon’s work enlightened him. He looked
at one or two of the other desks, and &il
doubts were ret at rvest.
“Dear me!” he breathed.
truth, eh? Well,
it I certainly did not give my boys credit
for -such tact as this! I am afraid I have
been unduly harsh on occasion.”
He smiled quictly to himself,
oughly understood.

“So that is the

and thor-

CHAPTER 7.

WILLY AND BROWNE QUITE
AGREE.

DWARD OSWALD HAND-

FORTH paused in the
Ancient House lobby.
“Buck up, Handy—

we've got half an hour out

of doors before tea-time,”” said Church
briskly. “Then half an hour for tea, and then
an hour’s beastly swotting. Don’t forget the
programme,’’

“We can’t afford to waste time,”
McClure.

But Handforth waved them into silence.

“There’s somothm" more important than
practice just now, " e said firmly. ‘I am
certain to be selected for to-morrow’s match,
anyhow—and if I do any more practising T

urged

I wouldn’t have believed

shall only get stale.
mine 7

“Which idea 7”*

“That suggestion
Monday.”

“Whit Monday?”

“You—you _forgetful asses!”  snorted
Handforth. “ Don’t you remember me jaw-
ing about it last night, in the dormitory ?
That brain-wave 7

‘“Oh, that!” said Church, with a dim reccl-
lection.  “I'd nearly f(ngnttcn all about it.
You don’t mean to say you're going to trot-
let mouldy idea out again 7"’

‘Mouldy idea!” thundered Handforth.

“Well, it’s a bit tall, izn’t it?”’ growled
Church. “If we can’t hold the general sports
this week, we shall have to postpone them
until after tho Whitsun vae.”

“Of course,” agreed ,McQ]urc.
the only solution.”’

“I can’t expect to get any support from
traitors like you!” said Handforth bitterly.
“IFine chums, aren’t you? 1 get a nppm'
idea, and all you can do is to scoff at it!”’

Church and McClure flushed.

“Ask anybody else!” retorted Church.
“They’ll scoff, too!”

Handforth breathed hard.

“When you chaps hear of something new
you just yell at it!” he said tartly. *“You
haven't got big enough brains to enceurage
an unconventional idea!”

“All right—see what these chaps say!”
snorted MecClure.

Cecil De Valerie and Alf Brent and Somer-
ton were just passing, and Church explained
the great scheme to them before Handfortit
could stop him.

“That’s what he calls a brain-wave!” ccn-
cluded Church warmly. “A St. Frank's
Sports Day at Stamford Bridge—on a football
ground—on Whit Monday! What do you
chaps think of it ?”

“Rotten!”” said De Valerie firmly.

“ Awful!” declared Alf Brent.

“Perfectly ghastly!”” yawned Somerten.

They passed on, and Handfonth glared after
themm with such ferocity that one almost
expected their backs to burst into flames,
Church shrugged his shoulders, and smiled in
a superior sort of way.

“Well?” he asked carelessly.

“Those dotty lunatics are as bad as you!"
hooted Handiorth.

“All right—here comes your
grinned McClure.  “We'll hear
got to say. Hi, Willy !”’

“Don’t you dare——" began Handforth
hotly.

3ut he was too late. McClure was already
rattling ouf the great idea. Willy Handforth
listened to it carelessly at first, and then with

What about that idea of

I made about Whit

“That’s

minor,””
what he’s

greater attention.  McClure finished on 3
sarcastic note.

“That’s the wonderful wheeze!” he
grinned.  “Our general sports on Chelsea’s
football ground—on Bank Holiday! Now,
Willy, out with your candid opinion. What

do you think of 1t ?
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‘‘ Upon my soul ! ” ejaculated Mr. Stokes. The Remove were sprawling about the desks in their shirt-
sleeves, all sound asleep ; and in his chair Mr. Crowell sat—snoring happily !

“Great!”” said Willy promptly,

“What 7 gasped McClure.

“Wonderful!” said Willy, extending his
hand to his major. ““Ted, old man, congrats'
Did you think of that all your little self?
My dear old spiffer, I didn’t think vou had
it in you! It's the idea of the century!”’

“He’s mad !’ panted Church.

“The young bounder’s pulling my leg!
growled Handforth grufly. “Look heic,
Willy, any more of this rot——""

“My dear old chap, honour bright!™ inter-
rapted Willy.

Handforth’s eyes gleamed.

“You really think it's good?”
cagerly.

“It’s so jolly good that we're going straight
to Browne!” retorted Willy. “He’s the
merchant for this scheme. Now, Ted, don't
argue!  William Napoleon is the oue aud
only organiser for a echeme like this. He'll
make it fizz like one o’clock !”

And before Handforth could object, he was
dragged forth by his minor to the other side
of the Triangle—where William Napolaon
Prowne was chatting with TFenton and
Morrow of the Sixth. All were in flannels,
preparatory to going on Big Side.

Church and McClure stood in the Ancient
House doorway, gaping. They had never
believed for a moment that Willy woula
uphold their leader’s preposterous suggestion.
And they felt, even now, that he was epcofing.

“Let’s go and listen to this!”’ suggested
Church tensely.

“Browne, old man, my major’s got an
idea,”” said Willy, as he halted in front of
the Fifth Form skipper.

asknd

he

“This is wondrous news, indeed!” said
Browne happily. “I cau scarcely believe that
Brother Handforth has at last achieved the
seeming impossible.”

“If vou're going to rot——" began Hand-
forth hotly.

“Nay!”” interrupted Browne. “Dut you
must forgive a little astonishment on my
part. Proceed, Brother Willy. I am forti-
fied. I bescech you, Brothers Fenton and
.\1.011'1'0“‘, to e«tand by me in this hour of
trial.”

Willy explained the plan, with a great deal
of help from his major. Fenton and Morrow
grinned broadly, and shook their heads.

“Impossible!” said Fenton, at length.

“On the contrary, the idea presents possi-
bilities of a bristling nature,”” declared
William Napolecon Browne firmly. “Indeed,
I can alrcady see that it is capable of won-
drous success. It shall be developed.”

“There you are!” said Willy ecalmly. “I
knew that I could trust in old Browne's judg-
ment ! Our ideas are identical! I expect
we've got more brain than the rest of you
chaps.”” he added wisely.

“From the mouths of babes and sucks
lings——" murmured Browne.

“Look here, you idiot,” interrupted
Morrow. “Are you suggesting that this

thing can be done? The St. Frank’s Junioc
Sports, on Whit Monday, in London 7

Browne smiled.

“I am not suggesting that it can be done,”
he replied. “I am merely stating that it
shall be done. It is settled. All London wi!l
flock to Stamford Bridge on Monday. Dy
only fear is that the ground will not be
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arge enough to hold all those who wish to
;ee these valiant sportemen.’’

“You hopeless ass, that ground holds from
sixty to eighty thousand!”” shouted Church.

“ Alas, a meagre number !” sighed Browne.
“But we must put up with it, since I fail
‘o seec where there 1s a bigger enclosure.
ihe Wembley Stadium might suffice, but it
is too distant. We desire a central venue.”

“It’s no good fooling like this, Browne,”
said Fenton, frowning. ‘“Even if the juniors
did hold the sports there, nobedy would go
to see them.”

“That, after all, is a minor point,” inter-
rupted Browne. “We will leave the matter
of the audience in abeyance for the moment.
It is Brother Handforth’s suggestion to utilise
an enforced day of idleness to some useful
purpose. Not merely a brainy scheme, but
a brilliant achievement. The sports will be
held, and thus there will be more time, upon
our return to St. Frank’s, to devote to cricket
practice and cramming for the exams. I did
not imagine that Brother Handforth could
produce such scintillating gems.”

And Browne, in spite of his flamboyant
tone, was really in carnest. He was a fellow
who made up his migd quickly—and who let
no grass grow under his feet.

Before half an hour had elapsed, a letter
was written to the management of the Chelsea
Football Club, and it was dispatched forth-
with. William Napoleon Browne was a man
of action, and it was a moral certainty that
the juniors had not heard the last of Hand-
forth’s brainwave,

CHAPTER 8.
HANDFORTH AND A HOSEPIPE.

III»\T about it now, my
ads?”?
Handforth  was  trium-

phant as he walked back

. ‘ towards the Ancient House
with Church and McClure. It was twenty-
past four, so they had decided to have tea
at once, and get it over. After all, there was
no time to do any cricket practice now.

“Sorry, old man,”” said Church penitently.
“But we didn’t see the idea in the right
light, somehow. I suppose it’s a jolly good
one, really.” !
_ “Your minor plumped for
MceClure. -

Handforth nodded.

“1 didn’t think the young beggar had so
much common sense,” he replicd. “But, of
course, he’s a Handforth—that accounts for
it.  Blood always tells, you know. And
Browne’s a clever chap, tco.”

*I believe he’s spoofling,” muttered Church.
“But, when you come to think of it, per-
haps it would be rather a stunning idea to
have our Sports Day in London. But it was
so jolly unu=ual, you know. It struck us so
suddenly, Handy.”

“It’s all right—I understand,”’ said Hand-
forth. “You chaps haven’t get quick brains
like I have—you can’t grasp a thing in the

it,””  said

first minute. We'll have everything at Stam-
ford Bridge. They've got a ripping cinder
track there, you know, and it’s a tremendous
size.  Lots of sports are held there every
surmmner. So why shouldn’t we have a go 7’

“'There’s one thing you’ve overlooked,”
said McClure dubiously.  “The chances are
that the place is booked up for Whit Monday.
Not that it would matter much,” he added.
“We could hold our sports any day in the
week,”

This was certainly a point, but Handforth
refused to admit it.

“Leave it to Browne!” he said airi
“Next to me, he’s about the most business-
like chap in the school. He’s taken over the
organising, and so we can trust him to sce
that everything’s done properly. And if he
doesn’t get the Chelsea ground for Monday,
T'll cat my hat.” :

They had entered the Ancient House lobhy
by this time, and it was very hot in there.
The heat of the sun had been beating upcn
the Ancient House all the afternoon; by the
time the juniors arrived in Study D, they
were beginning to perspire. Somebody had
left the window closed, and the room was like
an oven.

The blind being up, the fierce rays of the
sun had been beating in for hours, and the
air was suffocating.

“My hat!” breathed Handforth.

He went to the window, and flung it up.
But this afforded little or no relicf, for the
paving-stones outside were burning hot, and
sending up radiating wavés of heat.

“What a prospect!” groaned Church.
“About twenty minutes for tea, and then we
shall have to stew in this giddy study until
six o’clock, swotting!  Somechow, m not
quite so enthusiastic as T was yesterday !”’

“Now, then—no weakening!” frowned
Handforth.

But Church was not the only fellew in the
Remove who held similar opinions.  This
hour of work after tea was very fine in
theory, but difficult in practice. However,
practically everybody was determined to carry
on. It was the: intense heat which caused
many of them to waver.

“Don’t you think we’d better have some
iced ginger-pop instead of tea?’ asked
McClure dublously.

“No jolly fear!” retorted ¥andforth.
“You get the kettle on, and brew the tea!
There’s nothing like a cup of tea to buck
you up. Besides, it's cooling. It seems
rummiy, but it's a fact. And there’s no need
for us to frizzle in this atmosphere, either.
I'm geing to do eomething. I've got another
idea.”

“You're full of ’em to-day!” said Church.

Handforth made no reply, but strode out.
He knew that most of the heat was coming
in from the big flagstones outside. They held
the heat, and the sun was still beating down
upon them. He went to the rear door, and
scrutinised the fire hydrant which was fitted
close against the wall. .l

*The very thing!”

murmured Handforth.
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It struck him that if he soaked the flag-
stones  with cold water the heat would
ditinish, and the cooling air, entering the
study, would have an invigorating effect. It
was certainly a sound idea, but Handforth
overlooked the fact that the school regula-
tions forbade any interference with the fire-
fighting apparatus—except in cases of great
urgency,

But such a detail didn’t worry Handforth
in the least.

He never gave it a thought. He wiched to
cool  those flagstones outside the study
window, and here were the means at his
hand. It would be simple cnough to uncoil
the long length of hose, and take it outside
into the West Square. Then he could play
the water upon the flagstones all along, and
beuefit the other studies at the same time.

He took the big brass nozzle down from its
hook, and turned a tap. It was just as well
to have this off before he unscrewed the main
hydrant. Then he uncoiled the flat canvas
hose, and littered it about the flcor. For-
tunately—or unfortunately—there was nobody
about at the moment to witness these pro
ceedings. X

Handforth placed the nozzle on the floor,
and decided that it would be just as well 0
fill the hose with water before he carried it
cutside.

He gave the wheel of the hydrant a swing
round, and tugned the water on with about
half force. But it was more than suflicient
for all needs! The coils of hose on the floor
leapt into life, and ewung about all over the
rcar lobby, lashing vigorously.

“Great pip!"’ gasped Handforth, dodging.

And then, with a fearful swish, the wator
hissed out of the nozzle—for Handforth had
turned the tap on, instead of off, as he had
imagined. DBy a fortynate chance, the hose
was pointing outside the doorway, and there
was no damage caused indoors.

He made a wild grab, secured the nozzle,
and swung it up. It was rather unfortunate
that Archie Glenthorne should be sauntering
in at that moment. The stream of water
struck him fairly amidships.

“Good gad!” he gurgled. “Help! S.0.8.!
I mean to say, what——"

Archie vanished amid a smother of &pray.
A few minutes before he had been complain-
ing_of the heat. but he had no reason to com-
plain of it now. Handforth was wrestling
desperately with the hose, but it was getting
bevond him. He had never imagined that it
would be such a difficult thing to control.

“Oh, my hat!” he panted feverishly.

He swung the nozzle round, and Mr.
Pagett, the master of the Fifth, turned the
angle to the Ancient House at the exact
moment to receive the hurtling stream in the
neck.  The unfortunate Mr. Pagett almost
turned a somersault. He went down, soaked
to the skin startled out of his wits, and
utterly bewildered.

“Oh, corks!” groaned Handforth, gulping.

He swung the hose round again, and a

number of juniors in the West House, par-
taking of tea, were simply pelted with drops
of water as the spray hissed through the
windows. A series of wild yells sounded.

Handforth didn’t quite know how he man.
aged it, but he turned the tap off at last.
The hose was still whipping about, and he
dashed back into the lobby, and wrenched ot
the wheel. The writhings subsided.

*“Oh, thank goodness !’ murmured Edward
Oswald.

He went out again, in order to pick up Mr.
Pagett’s remains—for he had an idea that
the Form-master was really hurt. But Mr.
Pagett was on his feet—looking more like a
drowned rat than a human being, but other-
wise unharmed. And his rage knew no
bounds. It so happened that Mr. Lee, the
Housemaster of the Ancient House, appeared
at the same moment.

“You—you wretched boy!” gasped Mr.
Pagett.  “How—how dare you deliberately
drench me in this fashion! Mr, Lee—DMr.
Lee! I appeal to you to punish this young
idiot with the utmost severity! He is pos:-
tively dangerous!”

By this time, Church and McClure were
on the scenc, and their appearance could not
have been more inopportune. For Mr. Pagett
at once included them in his condemnation.

“It was a trick—a dcliberate attempt to
assault me!" roared Mr. Pagett. **Nog
merely an attempt, but an actual assault!”’
“Calmm yourself, Mr. Pagctt, please,” said
the Housemaster quictly.  “I cannot believe
that these boys purposely played such a trick.
Handforth, what was your idea in interfering
with that hose 7’

“I—I wanted to cool the flagstones, sir,”
gasped Handforth.

“You had no intention of playing the water
upon Mr. Pagett?”

“Of course not, sir,” said Handforth breath-
lessly. “The giddy thing got out of control,
or something. I only turned the wheel a
bit, and the hose whipped into life like a
snake! TFairly took me off my feet, sir.”

“What-ho!” moancd Archie Glenthorne.
“Wouldn’t it be more corrcct, laddie, to say
that it took Mr. Pagett and me off our feet?
Good gad! The old flannels are absolutely
ruined !’

Handforth looked dazed.

“But—but I can’t understand it,” he said.
“J distinctly turned the nozzle tap off before
I touched the hydrant——~

“You ass, you must have turned it on!”
interrupted Church.

“My hat, I suppose T did!”

“Really, Mr. Lee, T cannot understand why
vou let these boys make such ridiculous
excuses!” stormed Mr. Pagett furiously.
*Unhappily, they do not come within my
own jurisdiction, and T must therefore appeal
to you to pronounce an adequate punish
ment.”

“But it was an accident, sir!” said McClure
anxiously.

The Housemaster looked grim.,
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“Accident or no accident, McClure, I am
compelled to inflict a penalty,” he said
quietly.  “You three boys will write five
hundred lines each, and deliver them to me
before supper this evening !

CHAPTER 9.
TAIR VISITORS.

ANDFORTH & CO. heard
their fate with blank dis-
may.

Five hundred lines each!

And they had to be de-
livered before supper! This would mean
almost continuous work, and the swotting hour
would have to be devoted to the uscless task
of line writing. And there would be no
cricket practice either—and this was the last
cvening before the Test Match!

Somchow Mr. Pagett seemed to hold a
diametrically opposite view to Handforth
& Co. They considered that the punishment
was outrageous, but Mr. Pagett was positively
startled.

“Five hundred lines!”
that is ridiculous!”

“Mr. Pagett!”’

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Lee, but—but——""
The TFifth Form-master breathed hard.
“Really, this sentence is utierly out of all
proportion! These reckless young fools might
have seriously injured me! Would it not be
more fitting to take them before the Head-
master for a flogging 7”7 «

“I don’t think so, Mr. Pagett,” said the
Housemaster smoothly. “I am satisfied that
vour drenching was quite accidental. And I
think five hundred lines will convince the boys
that they must not interfere with the
spparatus.”’

He walked off, and Mr. Pagett snorted.

“You may count yourselves lucky, young
men,” he said tartly. “Since your House-
master has chosen to act so leniently, I have
nothing to say. But you are fortunate in not
belonging to the Fifth Form!”

“Hold on, sir!’ gasped Handforth, taking
no notice of Mr. Pagett, and running after
the Housemaster. “It was my fault, you
know. Church and McClure didn’t have any-
thing to do with it 7

“Chuck it, old man growled Church,
vulling him up. “It’s no_good. He won’t
believe that now, and so we'd better take our
gruel with you.”

“But it’s not fair!” snorted Handforth.

“Of course it isn’t,” agreed Church. *But
we’re generally lumped together if there’s any
lines going. It’s no good telling Mr. Lee
that we didn’t know anything about it. He’d
zive us the lines just the same for not look-
ing after you!”

Handforth was looking thoroughly alarmed.

“ But you don't seem to understand,” he
panted. “What about ecricket practice to-
night? To-morrow’s the day for the second
Test Match, and we’ve got to use every
minute !”

he roared. *But

[EL]

“There’ll be no practice for ns, old man,”
said McChure grimly. “With five hundred
lines to do, we shall have our work cut out
from now until supper-time. If we get a
tremendous hustle on, we might manage to
sneak half an hour at the nets, but it’ll be a
struggle. The main thing is to get tea over
quickly.”

“By jingo!” said Church. “That reminds
me. The ketile will be boiling over! We
ought to think ourselves lucky that we’re not
gated for a fortnight!”

Handforth’s chums thought it wise to drop
the subject, although their natural instincts
urged them to complain bitterly of his rash-
ness. Such a course, however, would only
have added to the evening’s misfortunes.

So they went back to Study D, ignoring
the unfortunate Archie Glenthorne’s feeble
protests.

The kettle had been boiling over, and there
was a puddle of water on the floor. Steam
was shooting out of the kettle spout at high
pressure,

“Just in time!” said Church briskly.

“Look at all that water!’ roared Hand-
forth indignantly. “Look at the mess you've
made here! The place is swamped!”

Church turned the gas down and glared.

“My hat!” he ejaculated. “You half-
drown Archie Glenthorne and Mr. Pagett,
you soak the' back lobby with about five
hundred gallons of water, and then you make
a fuss at half-a-pint in the study!”

“Let’s get something done!” urged Me-
Clure. “No good arguing about water. I'm
sick of the sight of it! Where’s the teapot ?
Let’s get tea over as quickly as we can, and
dash into those rotten lines!?

“You can’t make tea with that water,” said
Handforth curtly.

‘“Why not 7”7

“It’s been boiling !”

“You fathead! It’s got to boil——""

“Unless you catch the kettle the very
instant it boils, the tea’s no good!” said
Handforth firmly. ‘You can’t teach me how
to make tea, my lads! Pour all that water
away, and boil a fresh lot.”

But Church was already pouring the boil-
ing water hissingly into the teapot.

“We can’t waste time over fads!” he
snapped. “If we get any tea at all, we
shall be lucky. We’ll have a rush meal to-
day. Wouldn’t be a bad idea to start tho
lines now, and get ahead with ’em.”

Handforth gave it up. He was worried
and troubled, and work was the only thing to
take his mind off the unhappy events. He

.knew that he was mainly to blame, but he

didn’t like to admit it, although he had
admitted it freely enough to the Housemaster.
Within two minutes Study D was in an awful
state of muddle.

It was generally more or less disordered,
but now it was shocking.

There was no attempt to have tea prop-
erly. Church partook of his out of a basin,
McClure used a flower-vase, and  only
Handforth had a cup. The bread-and-butter
was cut in ungainly hunks, and the table was
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generally littered with eatables. intermingled
with evercise- books and ink-pots. The sar-
dine tin had been hackod open so hurriedly
that the oil was oozing out, and spreading

beneath one of Handforth’s ncw lesson
})ooks Fortunately, he wasn't aware of this
act.
_The chums of Study D were unusually
silent.

Church and McClure accepted the inevit-
able with stoical fortitude. Long companion-
ship with Handforth had prov ided them: with
a great amount of patience. And Edward
Oswald himself was more or less stunned by
the five-hundred-line imposition. He was in
a fever to get down to the writing.

It was five o'clock already, and St. Frank’:
was uncannily silent. for everybody elsc,
seniors and juniors alike, were :llcl\mg to

“Then why the dickens don’t you keep it
over your side?” demanded Handforth.
“Great Scott! 1t tastes like cabbage water!
Did you wash that vase out before you shoved
the tea in it?”

“There wasn’t time to bother about pads
retorted McClure shortly.

“You—you howling ass!” roared Hand-
forth, spluttering. “There were some dead
flowers in that vase this morning!”

“You needn’'t worry,” sxmppe(l McClure.
“I tipped them out!”

“But you didn’t wash Handforth
pauscd, and a startled expression came into
his eyes.

Out of the corner of his vision he had just
caught a glimpse of three faces in the door-
way. They were three very pretty faces, but
at the moment they were rather expressive

(2
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while they were still o “Dut then we couldn’t
feeding. And even Read all 1(~~xst taking just a
the best-written lines tad, id peep.”
are (,lmtb gl‘:‘at]y im- about it on b‘t‘tAnd Ib H{\"}.k “E‘glg
prove y tea stains s 3 ctter un
and occasional splashes Pages 42 Z 43 Doris  hastily. “One
of snrldinc (iil. pom}:s (nouvh for me,

And in the midst of anyhow! .
this muddle—just as Handforth was absent- “Oh, I say!” gasped Handforth. “This—

mindedly drinking out of McClure's Hower-

vase—the door soffly opened, and three
faces looked in.  But the juniors were un-
aware of this fact, for their backs were
towards the door, and the newcomers had
etolen up softly, as befitted such a solemn
occasion as this swotting hour.

“My goodness!” breathed one of the
visitors. i

She was Irene Manners, of the Moor View
School, and her companions were Doris Ber-
keley and Mary Summers. All three were
looking cool and charming in the lightest of
brightly-coloured summer frocks. It was
really amazing how cool these girls looked
amid such heat.

“Something :qmﬁ'v about this tea,” re-
marked Handforth, setting down the vase.

“You ass, that's mine!” growled McClure,
looking up.

this isn’t usual, you know. You've caught us
on ihe hop

He and hls chums were thoroughly startled.
The girls generally gave a_little warning
bcfme they arrived, and this enabled the
juniors to get tlnnga shipshape. Under no
circumstances could Study D look worse than
it looked at the moment. It was in an awful
condition.

Irene glanced at her chums, and they
nodded. It would be an act of discretion to
retreat quietly. Clearly, this was no occasion
fm the entertaining of visitors.

“We didn’t mean to stay, anvhow,” said
Irenc softly. “Don’t apologise for the study,

Ted. We understand.”
“Perfectly,” said the other two girls.
“It's—it’s  old Pagett’s fault really,”
panted Handforth, in desperation. “If it
hadn’t been for him——""
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“Hallo! What’s this?” interrupted Mary “Besides,” said McClure, “Mr. Lee would
Summers, gazing over Church’s shoulder. | know in a tick!”
“Lines! I thought you were supposed to be “Know what?” asked Handforth blankly.

studying for the examinations?”
Handforth & Co. groaned. |
“We're dished this evening,”

explained
Handforth gloomily.

“We’ve got five hun-

dred lines each to do, and they’ll take us all |

looked

the evening. We shan’t even get half-an-
hour at-the nets! And it’s our last chance
before the Test Match!”
CHAPTER 10.
~ A SPORTING OFFER.
ORIS BERKELEY
. severe,
e “Five hundred lines!”
&he said, with twinkling
“You must have
done something pclfeul; dreadful to get an
impot like that!”

“Perhaps we’d better not make inquiries,”
said Mary discreetly.

“It might be painful,” murmured Irene.

But Handforth was red with indignation.

“We don’t mind who knows,” he exclaimed.
“We just happened to soak old Pagett—and
our Housemaster gave us five hundred lines
each! These chaps had nothing to do with
it, either!”

“You soaked him?” repeated Irene curi-
ously. “Is that English or American? In
America, I think soaking a fellow means
smashing him up, doesn’t it? That’s what
I heard from Adams »

“No, we soaked old Pagett with water,”
interrupted Handforth sadly. “Quite an
accident, you know. I was cooling the stones
with one of the fire hoses, and old Pagett got
in the way. The old (lmmp was drenched !
And then the Housemaster comes along, and
has the nerve to give us five hundred lines
cach!”

TIrene & Co. tried hard not to smile.

“I think we'll be going,” said Doris
gently.
“Wait a minute,” interrupted Irene, con-

tracting her pretty brows. “Five hundred
lines, eh? And I suppose they’'ve got to be
delivered this evening 7"
“Ves.”
“And you're dying to get out to the nets?”
“There’s not a chance,” sighed Church.
“And we’ve got nothing on our programme
for this evening,” went on Irene thought-
fully. “Girls, what about it 77
Doris and Mary looked at her.
“You mean * asked Doris.
“They’d never know the difference,
Trene, nodding.
Handforth was looking puzzled.
“I can’t understand this,” he said gruffiy.
“Who'’d never know the difference? And
what was that about a programme ?”
lmht out

»” said

say, it couldn’t be done!”
('nur(-h, whose wits were quicker. “It’s jolly
decent of you girls to offer, but we couldn’t
think of it. I mean, therc’s a limit, you

know 1”2

“What’s the idea of all this doub]n Dutch ?
You—you don’t mean—— vy George! Are
you girls offering to do our lmes P

Irene nodded.

“We'll come back at six o’clock promptly,”
she replied, in brisk tones. “Unitil then, you
can get on with your cramming. We'll take
over the study at six, and you can <pend
the rest of the c\enmg at the nets w hile we're
writing the lines.”

“I say, what a lark!” chuckled Doris.

“Lark!” gasped Church. * Writing lines ?”

“Well, thml\ of how we eha]l :poof your
Housemaster ! smiled Mary. “I don’t sup-
pose we like \nmng lines any more than you
do, but this is a special occasion. And it’s
a pity if we can’t do something to help you
chaps out of a hole. I’'m game, anyhow.’

“Rather!” agreed Doris. “It’s.settled.”

Handforth & Co. were staggered. Not only
were they grateful for this sporting offer—

for it meant freedom for them—but they
were startled by the daring nature of it. And
it struck them as being, impossible.

“It’s—it’s jolly decent of you, girls, but—

but——  Oh, well, I mean, it couldn’t be
done!” exclaimed Handforth awkwardly.
“In the first place, we couldn't think of
taking advantage of you like that. Besides,
the game wouldn’t work. You couldn’t write
the lines like us.”

Doris glanced at Handforth’s
efforts.

“We slmuld try to mnid the tea stains,
anyway,” she murmured.  ““And I don’t think
our handwriting is much worse than yours,
Ted. As for taking advantage of us, we made
the offer. So don’t be silly.”

“Worse !’ ropeat(\d Handforth, referriag to
the handwriting. “That’s just it!  Your
fists are so jolly good that Mr. Lee would
spot the difference in a minute. Besides,
anvbody can tell a girl’s handwriting. We
should only get into worse trouble than ever
—and might involve you, too.”

“Rats!” said Irene firmly. “You don’t
know what we can do, my lad! W¢e'll start
all over again, and use what you’ve done to
copy from. And if Mr. Lee tells the differ-
ence he’ll be a magician. Just leave this to
us. Chuck these lines, and get on with your
swotting.  We'll be back heve at six ahalp

“But look here—-""
“That's settled !” added Ircne sweetly. “So

preliminary

long !
1110 passed out and gently closed the
door. Handforth & Co. looked at one another

in rather a scared sort of way.

“It.’s no good arguing with girls; they
won t listen !”” groaned Handforth. * Besides,
it isn't the thing. But, my hat, what an un-
holy mess! We da)en t Jet them do our lines.
Old Lee will think we've improved too mucl.
Our handwriting isn’t a quarter so good as
those girls’! TIrene’s fist, anyhow, is too mar-
vellous for words!”

Church and McClure grinned.
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“She’s going to copy yours, Handy, so you
needn’t worry about that,” said Church. “I
think it’s a topping idea, and those girls are
real bricks for suggesting it. T always knew
they were sportsmen, but this beats every-
thing! Let's get busy!”

“But I tell you it can’t be done.” argued
Handforth obstinately. “There’s all sorts of
things to think about. We can't impose on
the girls in this way, you know. Letting them
write five hundred giddy lines is an awful
nerve.”

“But they offered to!” said Church.

“And they seemed to like the idea,” added
McClure, in astonishment.

“ Besides, what about Lee ?”" went on Hand-
forth. “Xoven if he doesn’t spot the hand-
writing—and we don’t have miracles nowadays
—he’s bound to spot us.”

“We can't be in two places at once, can
we 7" growled Handforth, frowning. “If he
sees us on Little Side, he'll know that we're
not writing the lines. The girls didn't think
of that! Then he'll get the lines, and we shall
all be in the cart.”

“Rot!" said Church. “Anyhow, the girls
have offered to help us, and I'm not going to
refuse. We should be awful rotters if we
turned them down, and I think we can trust
Mr. Lee to be sporty. The chances are he
woi't spot us outside, and he'll never ques-
tion the lines when he gets them. These
masters only give our lines a glance, and
then tear 'em up!” .

Handforth nodded.

“That’s what makes me wild,” he said in-
dignantly. “We'll spend hours over an impot,
and then we'll see it torn up in front of our
eves. I mean, all that effort wasted!”

Handforth failed to appreciate that an impot
is merely a proof of an accomplished task.
And, once delivered, it is far cafer destroyed.
Undestroyed impots have a curious habit
sometimes of being “used again. It is only
careless masters who throw lines intact into
the waste-paper basket.

“Well, let’s clecar up
McClure practically,

They had lost their appetite for tea, and
in less than five minutes Study D was looking
almost tidy. although one might have had a
fit if one had glanced into the cupboards.
Outwardly, at least, the apartment was
respectable.

And Handforth & Co., resigning themselves
to the inevitable—not a very great effort—
proceeded with their special studying. A
great load was off their minds, although they
still had an uncomfortable fecling that the
whole business was a bit “thick.”

Promptly at six o'clock St. Frank’s became
alive. Before the last chime had sounded, the
fellows were shooting out of the various
Houses, intent upon the more serious work of
the evening. For the school was still more
or less sports mad, and cricket and kindred
pastimes were regarded as the chief features
of the term.

Handforth & Co. putdheir books away with
alacrity, and by this time Edward Oswald was

this mess!”" said

full of enthusiasm for Ircne's idea. Cricket
practice was now immediately possible, and
this thought alone was enough to dissipate
all unpleasant ideas of line writing. But the
girls hadn’t turned up, and an appalling
thought came to Handforth.

“I say, suppose they were spoofing us?” he
asked, startled.

“You ass!” said Church, staring.

“These girls get up to just as many japes
as we do,”’ argued Handforth anxiously.
“They’d probably think it a great lark 1o
spoof us—— Oh, T don’t know, though,” te
added, shaking his head. “They wouldn’t
;f»]u\' a trick like that. It would be an awful
reet o
_ 'The door opened, and Irene & Co. marched

in.

“Al
“Goodl!
vou like.”

“Yes, but look here i

“This is our study for this evening !” inter-
rupted Doris firmly. “You get outside to
your cricket, and don’t argue! We'll have
these lines polished off long before eight
o’clock.” s

“But you've got to get back for calling-
over n

“Rats I’* interrupted Mary. “We've got a
special permit. Come on, girls—push the
beggars out! If we don’t, they’ll keep
arguing until further orders! We can’t have
our time wasted like this.”

Handforth & Co. were hustled out of the
study, the door was firmly closed, and the
key was turned in the lock.

ready ¥’ asked Irene Manners.
You chaps can clear off as soon as

CHAPTER 11.
QUITE SUCCESSFUL,

ILLTAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE, the genial cap-
tain of the Iifth Form,
thoughtfully licked the cnd

of his pencil,
Brother Ienton, that I now

“1 take it,
have your permission to proceed with “the

good work? You will surely allow me to
adorn this page with the illustrious name of
Brother Handforth 77

Ifenton of the Sixth nodded.

“Yes, put him down,” he replied. “By
Jove, he’s in slashing form this evening,
Drowne! I wonder how he'll deal with this
onec—— Great Scott! Look at that! The
fourth boundary in succession!”’

Fenton and Browne were in  the Junior
Pavilion, watching the Remnove cricketers at
work. It was nearly seven o’clock now, and
Edward Oswald Handforth was performing a
few wonders. Against the trickiest bow!ing
that St. Frank’s could offer, he was batting
with superb confidence and judgment. For
Handforth it was an unusually finished dis-
play—for his batting was generally marred
by recklessness of the most foclhardy type.

‘“He's improving,” declared Fenton, witii
enthusiasm. ““If he plays like this to-morrow,
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Lie’ll be worth his weight in gold! And even
thoce Australians haven’t got any better
bowlers than Kahn or yourself.”

“Such compliments as these are apt to
disturb me, Brother Fenton,”” said Browne,
shaking his head. “Kindly curb this very
natural tendency to appraise my ability at its
true worth, But you are possibly overlooking
the fact that Brother Dodd is at the moment
bowling? And he is one of these Australian
giants we must face on the morrow. Brother
Handforth, apparently, is filled with the laud-
able intention of hurling Brother Dodd to the
boundary every time.”’

Perhaps there was a special reason for
Handforth’s  surprising  brilliance. After
anticipating an evening indoors, and now
finding himself with the willow in his hand.
he was like a giant unleashed. The very
svirit of freedom was apparvent in his exu-
berant display.

Church  and McClure were similarly
affected, and their gratitude towards Irene &
Co. grew as they thought of their own
liberty, and realised how- the girls must be
furiously at work. Church was even more
glad than McClure, for Church had a witd
hope of being selected for the Test Match.

It was almost a forlorn chance, but there
was mnever any telling. His batting had
greatly improved recently, and he was one of
tha best fieldsmen in the Ancient House
Illeven. At cover point he was supreme, and
in the House matches he had more than once
attracted Fenton’s approving eye.

But his name was not on the list for the
moirow’s match.

He wasn’t quite good enough. His bat-
ting was still somewhat slow—not that this,
alone, was a bar. His judgment was uncer-
tain, and he was too prone to lift the leather.
Faced by a really determined bowler, he was
not likely to last for more than two or threce
overs, no matter how much he, stonewalled.”

3ut Church was trying—and it was the |

tricrs who reaped the reward sooner or later,
He would still have three opportunities to
ficure in one of the big matches, for there
were to be five in the series.

Fdgar Fenton had got his team practically
complete. But it was lucky, indeed, that the
Mcor View girls had come to Handforth &
(‘o.’s rescue. TFor one. of the seniors would
certainly have had Handforth’s place in the
Eleven but for the latter’s surprising display
now,

Indeed, Tenton had already prepared his
list, having come to the conclusion that this
particular senior was indispensable. Fenton
tried to be strictly impartial, but it must be
confessed that he was slightly biassed in
favour of the eenior cricketers. Too many
juniors in the team brought forth many bitter
comients from the senior school.

But the captain was determined to select his
Ticven on merit—and merit alone. And, see-
ing Handforth now, he could do nothing but
scratch one of the names out, and write
Handforth’s instead. Without question, his
formn was better than the other fellow’s.

And Fenton knew how necessary It was to

The Housemaster gravely examined the impots, one after the
stood trembling, and they trembled still more as Mr. Pagett—
something strange about this? I am not satisfied ! I hav

much oo neatly written !”” Handforth gulped ; did old

use none but the best. If the rumours con-
cerning the Australians were to be believed,
the representatives of Young Australia were
now invincible.  Already they were being
spoken of as “the red-hot Aussies,”” and it
was reported that, as a team, they were the
most wonderful schoolboy combination that
had ever been formed. With true Colonial
enthusiasm they were going all out to win
the “schoolboy Ashes.”

“By George, I'm fecling fit this evening !
said Handforth joyously, as he marched to
the pavilion, later. ‘““Hallo! There’s Fenton !
I say, Fenton, any chance for me to-morrow

He waited anxiously for the captain’s reply,
for he had heard from several quarters that
his name was not on the new list.

“Youll play,” replied Fenton, nodding.

“Thanks awfully I’ said Handforth eagerly.
“1 was half afraid——"’

“As a matter of fact, I had another name
down—I don’t want to mention who it was,
or it might lead to unpleasantness,” said
Tenton diplomatically. “But after seeing
you just now I've put you down instead.”

“Incidentally,” said Browne, “you might
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The Housemaster gravely examined the impots, one after the other. Handy put on a bold front ; behind him Church and McClure
stood trembling, and they trembled still more ags Mr. Pagett—taking the impots from their Housemaster—said : ‘ Surely there is
something strange about this? I am not satisfied ! I have an impression that there has been some trickery—these lines are
much too neatly written !’ Handforth gulped ; did old Pagett suspect that the Moor View girls had done those impots ?
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Iandy put on a bold front ; behind him Church and McClure
e impots from their Housemaster—said : ‘‘ Surely there is
ression that there has been some trickery—these lines are
uspect that the Moor View girls had done those impots ?

bear in mind that Brother Fenton has acted
entirely upon my advice.”

“Any—any chance for me yet, Fenton?”
asked Church breathlessly.

‘““Afraid not, old man,” replied Fenton.
“But stick to it, you know. According to
the way you're shaping, you’ll probably gct
a look in later on.”

Church smiled gamely through his disap-
pointment.

“You mean in one of the Tests 7’ he askel
breathlessly.

“I'm making no promises—but if you keep
on improving as youw've improved during the
past fortnight, you’ll be in the running,”
replied Fenton cautiously. *“By the way,
does Mr. Lee want you fellows?” he added.

“Mr. Lee!” echoed Handforth & Co.
blankly.

“Do I »detect a sinister note of alarm,
brothers ¥’ asked Browne gently. ‘“Have no
fear. I am on the spot.”

“Anyway, it's your affair,” laughed
Fenton. ‘‘But I happened to notice Mr. Lec
gazing at you preity closely five minutes

ago. He's still hovesing about somewhere,
I believe.”

“In that case, brothers, would it not be
advisable to discreetly retreat ?”’ asked
Browne. “I can well understand—— Alas!
Too late! Brother Lee approaches, and there
is no escape.”

Handforth & Co. tried to look innocent
and unconcerned as the Housemaster walked
up. He gave them an inquiring glance.

“Let me congratulate you upon syour dis-
play, Handforth,” he said smoothly. *Your
batting is better than ever.”

“Oh, rather, sir I mean, thank you,
sir,”” gasped Handforth., ’

“T don’t like to remind you of unpleasant
subjects at such a moment, but you may
remember a little matter of an imposition,”
continued Mr. Lee. “I trust this has not
been overlooked, boys?”

The chums of Study D pulled themselves
together.

“Rather not, sir,”” said Handforth
promptly. ““Youll have them before supper,

“The whole five hundred, &ir,” added
Church. “They’ll all be delivered exactly as
you ordered. Nothing to worry about, sir.”>

“I have never credited you with magical
powers, boys, but perhaps I am unaware of
your true capabilities,” said the Housemaster
drily.  “I will wait until supper-time before
saying anything further. But I would like to
remind you that Mr. Pagett will be very un-
willing to accept any excuses—and I rather
fancy that he will be anxious.to see those
lines delivered.”’

He walked off, and Handforth & Co. looked
at one another rather dubiously.

“I knew it!” muttered Edward Oswald.
“There’!l be the dickens to pay.”

“0ld Lee’s smelling a rat already! He'll
have eyes like a hawk when we take those
lines in! We can’t spoof him—he knows we
haven’t had time to do the lines, and there’s
bound to be a shindy. Great pip! He may
stop me playing in the match to-morrow.”’

Church grunted.

“QOptimist I”* he said tartly. ““In any case,
if the girls hadn’t done our lines you wouldn’t
have been in the team at all—so you’ll be no
worse off, whatever happens.”

In the meantime, the Houscmaster was
looking rather thoughtful as he crossed the
Triangle. He was very suspicious about those
lines, but he couldn’t quite understand why
Handforth & Co. had been so certain of their
prompt delivery—although, of course, every
Housemaster knows that deputies are some-
times sccured for the writing of lines—and
every Housemaster finds it diplomatic to
possess a blind eye now and again.

Just as Mr. Lee was passing the window of
Study D, he glanced sideways through the
open casement. It seemed, indeed, as though
he deliberately went out of his way by walk-
ing across the West Square.

He caught a brief glimpse of three heads
bent hard over their work—and they were
not exactly the kind of heads one would
expect to sece in a junior schoolboy study.
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One was fair, another was dark and curly,
and the third delightfully chestnut, with en
chanting curls about the cars.

“0-ho!” murmured the Housemaster, with
an inward chuckle.

It took him about a tenth of a second to
appreciate the position. e knew those heads
well—particularly the chestnut head, for
during the last term Mary Summers had been
a visitor in the West House. She was the
nicce of Mr. Stokes, the Housemaster.

No inquiries were needed. No thought on
the matter was called for. Handforth & Co.
.were on the playing-fields, and three givls
were hard at work in Handforth & Co.’s
study. Two and two always make four.

CHAPTER 12.

{ THE THIRD FORM CONSPIRATORS.
AP, tap, tap.

' It was just after eight,
and Handlorth & Co. were
standing outside the door

of Study D. One trial had
told them that the door was still locked, and
they rapped gently upon the panels.

It was opened at once, and Handforth &
Co. stared.

“My hat!” they cjaculated, in cne voice.

Irene had opened the door, but the other
two girls were busily dusting the bookcase,
and Study D was looking strangely different.
Everything was tidy and ncat, and the whole
apartment was spotless,

“Just clearing up a bit,”” explained Irene.
“You fellows are so jolly careless, you know.
~We couldn’t go away, leaving everything in
such an awful muddle. And there’s some-
thing clse !” she added grimly.

Handforth & Co. looked apprehensive,

‘Who's rezponsible for this!”
Mary coldiy.

She pointed an accusing finger into the
open cupboard, and Handferth & Co. winced.
That cupboard was certainly in an awful
condition.

“We—we—— That is, vou see, we were
in such a rush!’ gasped Handforth. “We
hla\'on‘t had any time for days, if it comes to
that——""

Irene & Clo. broke into laughter.

“All right—we’ll forgive you,” chuckled
Irene. “We guessed the reason, but you're
jolly lucky to get off so lightly. Go away for
another twenty minutes and leave us to com-
plete the good work.”

“But—but the lines!” gasped Handforth.
“Mr. Lec’s waiting for them, you know:
You—you don’t mean to say you've for-
gotten—"

“QOh, the lincs?” interrupted

demanded

Irene carc-
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lessly.  “Here they are—all ready. Perhapa
vou'd better take them straight away.”

_ Handforth & Co. gazed dazedly at tle
inpots.  They had been hurriedly written,
it 1s true, but they were so much neater than
their own wusual efforts that they handled
them almost reverently.  And they were
uncannily akin to their own work. Although
the handwriting was cleaner and neater and
blotless, the resemblance was striking, ‘The
girls bad copied the characteristic originals
very cleverly.

“ My only hat!”’ breathed Chuirch. *This
—this is marvellous! I might have written
these myself, only they’re so jolly good!”

“Same here,”” exclaimed Church, staring
at his own impot. ““This is my fist to a tee,
except for the absence of blots and things.

I say, you girls are wonders! How the
dickens did you manage it ?"”’

“Look at minc!” gasped Handforth.

“I did those,”” emiled Irene. “I'm not

going to apologise for the blots, Ted—1I did
them deliberately, you know. I thought Mr.
Lee might smell a rat if there weren't any
blots at all. I've scen some of your impots
before,” she added gently. “And we can't
expect too much of these Housemasters,”

“Why, they're marvellous!” ejaculated
Handforth breathless!ly.  “You don’t call
these things blots, do you?"’

. “Well, anyway, go and hand them in,
laughed Irene.  “We're awfully curious to
know what Mr. Lee says. But don't come
back for twenty minutes.’

Handforth & Co. went
Summers looked doubtful.

“Of course, Mr. Lee won't be spoofed, you
know,” she said.

“Of course he won't—but he's a bit of a
brick,” said Irene. ‘““And what does he caro
as long as he gets the lines? T believe he
spotted us when he went by the window--
but that only makes it all the better.”

The chums of Study D, in the meantima,
presented themselves before their House
master, and he gravely examined the impots,
one after the other. As he had hinted, Bir.
Pagett was on the spot—intent upon sceing
that those lines were duly delivered. The
juniors waited with bold fronts, but with
trembling interiors.

“Well, Mr. Pagett,
complain of here,” said
smoothly.
creditably.”’

“I'm! I am glad you are satisfied, sir!"’
grunted Mr. Pagett. ’

“Let me congratulate you, boys, upon this
excellent performance,” continued Mr. Lee,
looking at the juniors with twinkling eyes.
“1 do not pretend to know how you have
accomplished such wonders, but necessity is
a powerful driving force. These impositions
are quite satisfactory, and you may go.”

“Thanks awfully, sir!” gasped Handforth &

cff, and Mary

there is nothing {o
the Housémaster
“These lines are executed very

Co.

They fled and Mr. Pagett frowned sus-
piciously.

“Surely there is something strange about
this 7" he asked, as his companion ripped the
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impots to shreds. ‘““I am not satisfied, Mr.
Lee. I have an impression that there has
been some trickery—these lines are much too
neatly written!”’

“That is not for us to question, Mr.
Pagett,” said the Housemaster smoothly.
*“The lines have been delivered, and they are
excellently peiformed. 1 see no rcason to
make any inquiries, or to discuss the matter
furthe,r’. If you are not satisfied, I am very
sorry.

Outside, Handforth and his chums were
congratulating themselves.

“Spoofed him!” gurgled Edward Oswald.
“By Jove, thosc girls are regular top-holers !
We've had our practice, and I'm in the Test
Eleven! And old Lee is completely diddled !’

“Don’t you believe it,” said Church. ‘‘He
knew!”

“Of course he knew,” agreed McClure.
“But he’s a sportsman to the finger-tips, and
llretended to notice nothing. I eay, what
uck !”?

The incident had not only ended satis-
factorily, but Irene & Co. had completed therr
evening’s Good Samaritan act by converting
Study D from chaos to order. Handforth &
Co. found it impossible to express their
thanks.

“Rats!” smiled Irene. “We're Girl Guides,
aren’t we 7’

“Yes, but——"

“Well, Girl Guides are just like Doy
Scouts—they’re supposed to go about doing
good actions !’ said Irene laughingly. “This
is ours for to-day! So if you trot out any
more of your thanks, we’ll get wild. If you're
feeling particularly energetic, you can stroll
home with us.”

“By George,
cagerly.

But here Dick Hamilton and Reggie Pitt
had something to say. Mecting them out-
side, they promptly joined the party, and
Church and McClure discreetly found that
they had an urgent appointment clsewhere.
Dick Hamilton and Reggie Pitt were rather
keen on Mary Summers and Doris Berkeley
respectively.  So the evening was ending up
well for all concerned.

Church and McClure's appointment proved
to be no more pressing than a cold meeting
with two ice-cream wafers in the school shop.
The place was already occupied by several
groups, and one of these groups consisted of
Willy Handforth & Co., of the Third. They
were in a far corner, and were apparently
deep in the machinations of a plot. DBut it
must be confessed that Wiily had only kept
his chums glued to the subject by constant
visits to the counter.

“It's all settled, then?’ he was saying.
“Now, don’t forget—I'll start the ball roll-
ing, and you chaps must carry on in the order
we've arranged.  And don’t overdo it. He'll
smell a rat like a shot if you do.”’

The Third Form group consisted not merely
of Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon, but
Owen minor and Dicky Jones and Tommy
Hobbs were there. The lesser lights of the

rather!” said Handforth

- months, it was cricket.

. master

Third had not been admitted, as Willy felt
that they could not be trusted to carry the
project out successfully.

Ten minutes later Mr. Suncliffe went out
into the Triangle for his usual evening stroll.
Mr. Quncliffe was the unfortunate gentleman
whe had charge of the Third Form, and there
was a certain haggard look about him which
told its own story. It was an habitual expres-
sion, and did not indicate that he was unwell.
Long experience of the Third, possibly, had
gradually reduced Mr. Suncliffe to this state.
His was a task that none could envy.

‘“’Evening, sir,” said a cheery voice.

Mr. Suncliffe turned, and looked down.

“Is it really necessary for you to bid me
good-evening, Handforth minor 7’ he a:ked.
“I have passed you at least six times within
the last half-hour. I trust there is no ulterior
motive in this politeness 77 %

“Ulterior motive, sir?’ echoed Willy, in

surprise. “I was just thinking-what a lovely
evening it is. Fine prospects for to-morrow,
s »
sir,

“To-morrow?” said the Form-master, with
assumed innocence,

“The first day of the Test Match, sir.”’

“Oh, yes, to be sure,”” said Mr. Suncliffe.
“But I am afraid you regard these Test
Matches with far too much enthusiasm, my
boy. We are here—as the headmaster himself
has recently pointed out—for the. purpose of
studying. You must learn to curb this craze
for cricket.”

Willy tried hard not to grin. If Mr. Austin
Suncliffe had one weakness during the summer
He lived for it. Even
at this very moment he was waiting for one
of the page-boys to return from the village
with tke close of play scores. For the Form-
was as greatly interested in the
county champion=hip as he was in the school
games, The Third was speculating whsat
would actually happen when the real Test
Matches between England and Australia came
off. They had an impression that itfwould be
necessary to tie Mr. Suncliffe down with
ropes. .

“I don’t know that vou can call it a craze,
sir,” said Willy, shaking his head. “Afier
all. we shouldn’t be in our right minds if we
didn’t take an interest in cricket. And that’s
not being crazy, is it, sir?”

“We need not discuss the matter, Hand-
forth minor,” replied Mr. Suncliffe, who
generally felt himself getting out of his depth
after a few minutes’ conversation with the
leader of the Third. “It will be as well if
we do not argue on these subjects.”

“They’re a bit tryving, aren’t they, sir,” said
Willy. “Feeling well to-night, sir 7’ he added
casually.

“Thank you,
young man.’”’

“H’'m! Rummy!” murmured Willy, eye-
ing Mr. Suncliffe with concern.

“What do you mean, Handforth minor ?”

“Nothing, sir, only you look a bit squiffy.”

“A bit what?” demanded the Form-master.

“Well, you know, sir—not quite yourself,”

I'm fecling perfectly well,
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explained Willy. “I thought perhaps you
were feeling the strain a bit. This heat, you
know, <n' “There’s a worn-out look on your

fa(-o, sir.’

“Nonsense !” said Mr. Suncliffe, with a
start. ‘I hr,\c never felt better. Don’t be
ridiculous, Handforth minor! And as for

T forbid you to discuss 2 He

cricket,
broke oﬂ', and his eyes lighted up. “Ah, the

newspaper !”

He went off with such a speed towards the
gates that he nearly broke into a run. And
for the next five minutes he stood there,
poring over the stop press news.

Finally he came indoors, and happened to
come across Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon
in the lobby. They regarded him anxiously.

“Anything wrong, sir?” asked Chubby
Heath quickly,
“Wrong?”’  repeated  Mr. Suncliffe.

“Wrong with what?”

“We thought you weren’t looking quite
Oh, well, perhaps we're wrong, sir,” said
Juicy, shaking his head. “Good-night. sir.”

Mr. Suncliffe passed on, frowning. But he
was rather startled when three or four other
members of his class inquired concernedly
about his “health. He went off to his own
study, with a doubt or two in his mind. And
in the meantime Willy & Co. held council.

“It didn’t work,” Chubby was sayving
gloomily.

“OFf course it didn’t!” snorted Owen minor.
“We didn’t lay it on enough.”

“ My sons, the foundation is laid—and that's
onough for to-nigln,” declared Willy firmly.

“Now, don’t forget—hard work to-morrow
morning, and good behaviour. Thursday
morning is our aim, and there’s nothing like
preparing well 1n’ad\ance.

“Yes, but—-’
“But nothing !” interrupted Willy, “A few
more hints to old Sunny to-morrow—thoe

vaguest of suggestions,
the big onslaught on Thursday morning.
sons, he’ll crumple up like a pricked balloon !

mird you—and then
My

o

. CHAPTER 13.
Q o A BHOCK FOR ENGLAND.

O far as St. Frank’s was con-
= cerned, Wednesday and
— Thursday were the only

two days of the weck that
really mattered. All the
other days simply had to be endured.

It was the occasion of the second Test
Match of the Young England v. Young
Australia series, and although nothing vital
depended upon this fixture, there was an
cnormous amount of interest taken in it.
ingland had won the first Test, and England
meant to win the second if such a thing was
humanly possible. There was nothing like
obtaining a good lead.

Luck was on the side of the youthful
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cricketers, for the next day broke fine and
hot. In fact, there was every promise of
another blazing day. Every member of the
Eleven was up at six o’clock, and a_good many
other fellows turned out, too.- The playing
ficlds were alive long before breakfast.

When the school itself turned out, there
were regular processions of wiseacres strollmg
down to inspect the pitch, and to comment
upon the possibilities of the day. All big
matches this scason were extended over two
days, and this meant some really fine cricket-
ing opportunities.

he school as a whole felt considerably
annoyed because these special days were not
sct aside as whole holidays. Nobody could
quite understand the Head’s attitude, but it
was a fact that he allowed no differences to
be made. The Eleven, naturally, missed
lessons, since play began at eleven-thirty, but
the rest of the school had to work as usual.

Fortunately it was a half-holiday, so nobody
minded much to-day. They "wouldn’t miss
nuch, for play didn’t start until after morn-
ing interval, and everybody would be out
before the match was an hour old. And dur-
ing that first hour there was no likelihood
of any sensations. The first hour of a big
match is generally slow and tedious.

As Willy Handforth had had the foresight
to prepare for, it was the following day that
mattered, when there was not even a half-
holiday. = Mr. Suncliffe was unaware of the
innocent little plot that was being hatched
against him. Willy had no compunction in
engincering this scheme, for, as he pointed
out, Mr. Suncliffe himself w ould gain the most
benefit of all.

The fellows started morning school without
much excitement. The fact that no cricket

was being played calmed them, and allowed.

them to devote their minds to lessons. Mr.
Suncliffe was particularly delighted with the
'l]l)md for he had scarcely any trouble at
a

But he was rather worried by the fact that
most of his boys inquired concernedly. and
respectfully after his health. They scemed to
detect something amiss with him, although
Mr. Suncliffe was feeling unusually robust.
But this insidious treatment was ha\mg a
slow and surc effect. Before morning inter-
val Mr. Suncliffe was not fecling quite so
chirpy. A conviction was stealing upon him
that therc must be something in these
repeated inquiries.

Obviously there could be no trickery afoot,
for the Third was on its very best behaviour,
and doing its utmost to please him. A sure
sign, decided Mr. Suncliffe, that his Form
felt sympathetic, and was anxious to spare
him. There was somcthing very deep about
this plot of Willy’s.

Fortunately, the Australians were on full
view during interval, having arrived shortly
before. They were a fine set of fellows, about
two-thirds of them being seniors. They
belonged to various big public schools within
a fifty-mile radius of St. Frank’s. Two came
from quite ncar by—from the River House
School.  Another merely from Bannington.

The rest usually played for their school
Elevens at Helmford or Barcliffe or Hazle-
hurst. For these special Test Matches, how-
ever, the Australians considered themselves
a unity. Jerry Dodd, of the Remove, under
this influence, pla\od for his country rather
than his cchool During one of these matches
he was no longer a St, Frank’s fellow, but an

Australian. In other words, he was an Aus-
tralian first and a St. Frank’'s fellow after-
wards.

By eleven twenty-five everything was ready.
Fenton was a punctual skipper, and always
liked to start a match, weather permitting,
at the exact minute. And the weather cer-
tainly permitted to-day, for it was hot and
cloudless.

England won the toss—a circumstanco
which somehow got round the school in about
five minutes, much to thé disturbance of the
various Form-masters. Nobody could tell how
these things got round. St. Frank’s felt that
everything was well. This meant.that England
would bat first, and with-the wickét in fine
condition it was a big advantage.

The England team was exactly the same as
in the first Test, with the exception of one

man: Fenton, Morrow, Wilson, Browne,
Stevens, Phillips, Hamilton, De Valerie,
Pitt, Handforth, Kahn. Ralph Leslie- Full-

wood was dropped, and Wilson of the Sixth
was included. Fullwood was still good, but
Wilson had so greatly improved that Fenton
had chosen wisely. And the St. Frank’s cap-
tain was rather worried about so many juniors
being in the team.

As usual, Fenton and Mm row opened the
Lngland innings, after Beaton, the Aystralian
captain, had led his men out on to the field.
At this period, of course, there were prac-
tically no spectators.

This was rather a pity, for there were sen-
sations at the very start.

When the school came out there was a rmh
for Big Side, and everybody was feeling
happy in the knowledge that St. Frank’s was
batting—until the score-hoard was seen.

Church and McClure, dashing out with a
crowd of others, halted and stared.
“Rot!” gasped Church. “There’s some

mistake !’
“Twenty-seven for four!” e]aculatod Tommy

Watson. “Who's been messing about with
the score 77 )
“Look!” roared McClure.  “There goes

De Valerie’s wicket !”
“Oh, my hat! And he’s only scored 3!”
“That makes it 27 for five!” groaned

Church. “I say, what’s happened? Just

when we thought England was going to set

up a huge first innings total, they fail!”
A wave of consternation went completely

throngh the school. 27—5! Tt seemed in-
credible. Fenton, 8! Morrow, 5! Wilson, 2!
Bxi;)\\‘ne, 7 not out! Stevens, nil! And 2 for
a bye!

There was
about this.

Everybody had expected to find Fenton and
Morrow batting steadily, and working up a
big first wicket partnership. But, by the look

something staggeringly awful
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of things, England was simply, falling to
pieces.  And the weather was perfect, and the
wicket all in h\our of the batsmen'!

“But-but I can’t understand it !” groaned
Jack Grey. “What’s the matter with the fat-
heads 77

“Just look at the bowling, and then you'll
understand,”’ said Fullwood grimly. “By gad,
they said these Australians were red-hot—
and thm are! They’ve 1mpr0\ ed out of all
recognition, too! They're simply demons!”

“And our chaps, of course, are handicapped
by all this rotten swotting,” said Church
indignantly. “That’s the real cause of this
collapse! They haven't had enough practice
—and thesc Aussies have been practising all
the time.’

There was a great deal of’ truth in this
statement. In fact, it was the crux of the
whole situation. Lack of practice was telling
in no uncertain way.

And worse was to follow.

By lunch-time England was completely out,
and the total score was 63! This was not
merely ghastly, but positively horrible.
Browne had done his best, and Dick Hamilton
and he had made a bit of a stand, but the
others had failed. KEdward Oswald Hand-
forth, much to hig amazement, had been
caught out by the very first ball that was
delivered to him. He hadn’t had a chance to
settle down, and Fenton’s last hope had
gone.

“0Of course, this kills the whole game!”
groaned the skipper as the last wicket fell.
“The Aussies will make a big score, and we
shall be whacked by an innings or more, I
hoped for something better than this.”

Browne nodded.

“We can do nothing but confess that the
outlook is murky,” he agrced. “Courage,
Brother Fenton, is the watchword. Deter-
mination is another watchword. Let them

burn themselves into our beings, for nothing
clse will suffice now.
tion!

Courage and determina-
We are, I am afraid, up against it.”

CHAPTER 14,
TIIE RED-HOT AUSSIES.

OWEVER, the failure of the
carlier batsmen undoubted-
ly had a big effect upon
the morale of the tail.
Nothing is more devastat-

ing to a team than to sce its opening -men

skittled out one after the other.

(onﬁdence goes, and the batsmen go to the
wicket in a state of uncertainty and nervous-
ness. Their whole play is affected, and they
scldom get a chance of revealing their normal
form.

St. Frank’s had failed mainly because of
their early disasters, and the root cause of
the trouble was lack of practice. There were
many long faces during the luncheon interval
that day, ‘and a kind of gleom had fallen over
the entire school.

One of the most miserable persons of all

was Mr. Suncliffe, and he was really begin-
ning to feel that he was ill. Again, \anom
members of Willy Handforth's famous “ Co."
had casually mqmrod after his health, and
this insistent_wearing-down policy was having
its effect. Coupled with ‘the St. Frank’s
failure, the whole sitnation was telling
heavily upon Mr. Suncliffe.

“I cannot help thinking that the Head-
master is directly responsible for this fiasco,
Mr. Stokes,” he said, as he stood chatting
with the Housemaster of the West House just
before the resumption of play. “I totally
disagree with this insistence’ upon heavy
examinations. A task is thrust upon the
school which the school resents.”

“There is a certain amount of truth in what
you say, Mr. Suncliffe, but if I know any-
thing of boys they will rise aho\o such diffi-
cu]ues, > replicd Mr. Stokes. “In a way, the
Head’s decision has put them on their mettle.
They must give full time to then studies, and
gain sports honours in addition.’

“H m! I am not so sure—I am not so
sure,” grunted Mr. Suncliffe sourly. *There
is such a thing as expecting too much, Mr.
Stokes. To-day’s affair is an ugly indica-
tion of what might follow. Good heavens,
the three succeoding Tests will simply turn
out to be farcical absurdities! Even this one
promises to end up as a mere joke!”

“I do not think it would be wise, Mr. Sun-
cliffe, to advertise these sentiments of yours
among the boys,” said Mr. Stokes drily.
“ And it might not be healthy if they reached
the Headmaster's ears either. You are a
cricket enthusiast, and you naturally feel very
strongly on the point—but the game it

over yet. :
Mr. Suncliffe gave a gloomy nod.
“No, unfortunately,” he replied. “We

have vet to see the home team trodden under-
foot by these victorious Australians! There
is no chance now—not a shadow of one!”

£ Bnt even if we are beaten, the honours
will be even—="

“Good gracious, I am not so foolish az to
expect a win every time!™ interrupted Mr.
Suncliffe impatiently. “There is nothing T
love better than a close fight. A walk-over
is never worth watching. It is this ignomini-
ous collapse which upwots me so much. If
there were any possibility of a ClO\(‘ fight,
would be in very different spirits.”

And Mr. Suncliffe's attitude was,
whole, an index of the whole school’s feelings.
Evervbody was exasperated because the
Australians would now ride roughshod to the
end of the game, and win hands down. A
thrilling fight would have been worth watch-
ing, even if the Aussies won. They were
sportsmen at St. Frank’s, and took a loss
gamely. But it was rather disgusting when
the end of the match was a fOl(‘g‘(hu
conclusion.

As everybody had expected, Beaton, the
Australian captain, went in with one of his
colleagues and settled down to a grim first
wicket partnership. The 50 went up before
Browne’s bowling broke the spell. But even
this seemed a meve flash in the pan.

on the
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Browne sent the leather hurtling down the pitch, while the watching crowd held its breath.
A stump went dancing merrily over the grass—knocked clean out of the ground ! Browne had done the
bat-trick against the Australians in the second Schoolboy Test Match |

Tor by the tea interval the Australians
were still going strong, and only three wickets
had fallen. The exact score was 102—3. And
several of the best Australian bats had yet to
go in.

“I doubt if we shall get the beggars out
to-day,” said Fenton (lubious]y at tea-time.
“Even if we do there’ll be a huge deficit,
and we shall have an almost hopcless td~k
to-morrow.

“Yes, things look pretty black,’
Morrow gloomll\

“Iiven Browne can’t attain his usual form,”
said Dick Hamilton. “H(\’s not bowling half
<0 good as he mostly does.”

\\ illiam Napolecon Browne shook his head.

“ Allow me to correct you, Brother Hamil-
ton,” he said smoothly. “Without wishing
to boast, I would like to place it upon record
that my bowling is as devastating as ever.
But these batsmen are, in the vernacular,
corkers,  They appear to know my wiles and
tricks at every turn. It is a sad day for
bowlers,”

“Why not give Pitt a chance at the howl-
ing 77 suggested Dick. “You haven't tried
him yet, Fenton, and he’s a first-class man,
vou know.”

“I've tried everything,” growled Fenton.

But when the game recommenced, it was
noticed that Reggie Pitt was put on to bowl
from the pavilion end. The Aussie batsmen
looked cool and calm: indecd, there was
almost an air of superiority about them. There
was no attempt to swank, but they could not
help assuming an indefinable attitude of con-
fidence.

7 admitted

»

least,,

“Ont 17

But fhis was rudely shattered a imoment
later,

Reggic Pitt’s first ball was very .innocent-
looking, but it completely deceived the bats-
man. He slashed it to the -boundary. At
that was his intention. But somehow
it rose, and the next second it was in Fenton’s
tight grip.

“How’s that?”

“Out !”

“Good old Reggie!”

A little interest was awakened, and the
game was watched with feverish anxicty,
intermingled with a dull sensation of depres-

sion. Pitt was successful again fifteen minutes
afterwards, and another wicket fell. The
score now stood 137—5, but there was ne

chance of a collapse.

There was not much wrong with the bowl-
ing, but the Australians simply proceeded to
pile up the runs steadily, coolly, and bril-
liantly.” Now and again fll(‘l() was a cheer as
a wicket fell. But the total crept up, and it
was almost with a fecling of relief that the
day’s play ended.

By dogzed effort Fngland had succeeded
in getting the Australians out. The total was
213, exactly 150 more than England had made.
This was an ugly deficit to face on the
morrow. Under the circumstances, the St.
Frank’s team had done exceedingly well, for
213 was not a crushing total. It only seemed
cuhhmw in comparison to 63.

“of ,course, there’s not an earthly dmnce
for us, gxo\\l(‘(l Handforth that night. “ Even
if we make 200 we shall be nowhere. Those
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giddy Aussics wil: only need to get 51 to win
the game!”

“Oh, well, it's no good cz\'ing over spilt
milk,” said (hulch brightly. “Thank good-
ness this isn't a critical game. Imagine how
awful 1t would be if the rubber depended on
ity

But this was only a false way of cheering
himself up, for at heart he was as unhappy
as any of the others. And the morrow was
faced with apprehension.

CHAPTER 15

MR. SUNCLIFFE FALLS INTO “HE
TRAP.
URTHER gloom was occa-

sioned in the morning by

the fact that a thunder-

storm had broken during

the night. Only a small
but there had been a s\\)i\‘
flood of rain, And, although it was bril
liantly fine now, the wicket was showing
signs of: deterioration.

s quite sticky in places,” said Dick
Hamilton as he inspected it with a number
of other Remove fellows. “My hat! We only
got 63 on a perfect wicket vesterday. What
are we going to get on this?”

“We shall be ali out for
Handforth hopelessly.

“My dear chap, we've got to get at least
151 to escape an innings defeat.” said Pitt.
“Dash it all, let’s force the Aussies in again,
for ;:oodncss’ sake!  We can’t let them off
as lightly as that!”

“There's not a chance in a thousand!™
De Valerie.

Browne, who lmd come up, was looking
shocked.

“What are these strange sounds
smite my ears?” he asked severely.
brothers, have I heard aright?”

“Chuck it, Browne!”

“Have I heard well

one, it 4s tluo

about 5!” said

said

which

“Alack,

and truly ?” said

Drowne., “Is this the spirit that wins battles
against fearful odds? Always remember,
brothers, that if we expect defeat we shall

get defeat. Let us enter into this herculean
struggle with a determination to win.”

- “Browne's 1ight said Dick Hamilfon.
nodding. “We've got to make up our minds
to fight like gnm death. Confidence is every-
thing. And isn’t there something big in the
idca of fighting against heavy odds 2

Browne worked hard, and before the start
of play that day he succeeded in instilling a
surprising amount of confidence into the team.
Strictly &ponl\mg, this was Fenton's task, but
Browne was the better fellow for the job.
He had an irresistible way with himn.

That morning Mr. Suncliffe heard nothing
about his imaginary illness, although, as a
matter of fact, he was looking far from well.
He took such a great interest in cricket that
he was affected by the conditions. And work
in the Third Form-room started glumly.

Willy Handforth & Co. had practically
given up their little plot in disgust. What
was there to scheme for, an)how’ What pos-
sible interest could there be in watching the
game ? England would be all out again before

lunch. and the match would be over.
So, even after the morning interval, very
little interest was taken in the game, St

Frank’s looked upon it as a foregone conclu-
sion that there was no trace of hope.

About ten minutes before morning school
was over, Willy Handforth venture \d to gaze
out of the window of the Third Form-roon:.
This was the only apartment in the School
House which had a clear view of Big Side.
And Mr. Suncliffe usunally had a hard task,
during a cricket match, to keep his boys rn
their work. This morning they had scarcely
troubled him.

“My only hat!” o;ﬂculatod Willy blankly.

“Handforth minor,” said Mr. Sunclifie,
glancing up, “what is the meaning of that
ridiculous expression ?”’

“The score, sir——"

‘“ Never mind tho score !
cliffe, wincing.
of these tragic

" snapped Mr. Sun-
“We have no desire to learn
details.  You are going to

tell us, no doul)t that we have already lost
nme \ucl\(-tt for 10 runs.’
“No, sir,” retorted Willy. “The score

stands at 53!

Mr. Suncliffe started.

“Fifty-three  already!” he  exclaimed
eagerly. “Impossible!”

“And no wickets down, sir!" shouted
Willy.

“Fiftv-three for no wickets!” gasped Mr.
Suncliffe.  “ What ridiculous nonsense!™

He tried hard to control himself, but it
impossibie. He dashed to the window an
stared out. The Third had experienced this
sort of thing before, and they knew that M.
Suncliffe was casy to deal with once I
became really interested in the game. Crowds
of fags flew to the windows,

“He's right, sir!” yvelled Chubby
“There it 15—53 for nil! TFenton and MNor-
row! T say, they're making a fine stand on
that rotten wicket!”

“It’s time to dismiss, sir!” pantod Willy.

“Indeed ?” said Mr. Suncliffe.  “Splendid’
We will go out and sce exactly how the gan:c
stands. This is an amazing smprhc- 1t
almost makes me hope that there is a chance
But we mustn’t be too optimistic.”

Regardless of the fact that there were still
seven minutes to run, the Third swept out,
and Mr. Suncliffe didn’t even know that ho
had released his Form before the time. Theo
fags were wildly excited as they raced to the
(‘rivlkor field, and they stood round breath-
lessly.

The whole aspect of the game had changed.

Anything seemed possible now. Fenton and
Morrow were fixtures, and although the Aus-
tralian bowling was as good as ever, nothing
seemed to shift England’s opening pair. They
were desperate, and they were batting
cautiously but brilliantly. And now that they
were set, they were opening out, too.

was

Heath.
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TCPPING

STORIES!

THE MARTYR!”

Handy tied to the stake!

. Some of the fellows feel like burn-
ing him and making a real job cf it !

Handy has had an idea, and—as
usual ! —he has gone the whole hog
with it.

Nobody minds Handy and his
ideas, but it’s a bit thick when he
rushes around destroying other
fellows’ property !

Cameras, watches, fountain-pens,
shoes, penknives—Handy smashes

z “ HANDFORTH

them all !

Read about it in next Wednesday’s
rousing long complete yarn of the

Stamford Bridge.

Don’t miss

“THE CASE OF THE
BLACK COBRA!”

o

Nelson Lee and Nipper solve
another thrilling mystery. This
exciting yarn is complete in next
week’s issue,

Handy’s Empire Day strafe!
Leeps things moving in next week’s lively

" Handy

story. Look out for this cover !

E St. Frauk’s Empire Day sports at

re~~~~~~~~~~ COMING NEXT WEDNESDAY!

Such a bogmnmg, of course, had an enor-
mously encouraging effect upon the morale
of the team as a whole. A bad start would
probably have meant another complete col-
lapse. DBut a stubborn first wicket stand was
calculated to put spirit into the entire
Eleven,

The school was wildly excited when the
iruth got round. Others were watching, too.
There were plenty of visitors there, including
Irene & Co., and a whole conhngont from
the River House School. When the lunchcon
interval arrived, the partnership was still
unbroken, and the score stood at 94, Fenton
having contributed no less than 63 ‘of these
runs off his own bat. He was a fine skipper,
and he was emerging splendidly in a difficult
situation.

“Good old Fenton!”

“Hurrah!”

“Ninety-four, and no wickets down!”
chuckled Willy Handforth. “My sons, we've
got a chance! Now, don’t forget! Old
Sunny’'s Inoking awfully bad! That stunt of

ours is going to be worked this afternoon.
We've got to see the rest of this match!”

“Do you think he'll be diddled?” asked
Chubby breathlessly.

“My dear chap, 1t’s a cert.,” replied Willy.
“He’s just in the right mood. Bub we
mustn’t do a thing until after luncheon.”

And as soon as the meal was over, while
the whole school was animatedly discussing
the changed situation, Willy & Co. made their
final plans. At all co\fs, they had to see the
match now. It was in such a critical state
that they couldn’t possibly sit at lessons
during the afternoon.

Almut five minutes before the bell was due
to ring, Willy happened to meet Mr. Sun-
cliffe in the Ancient House lobby. He started
violently, and uttered a sharp ecry.

“Is—is anything the matter, sir 7"’ he asked
breathlessly.

The Form-master frowned.

“The matter with whom ?” he asked coldly.

“But don’t you know, sir?”’ panted Willy.
“Your face, sir! Don’t you know?”

“My—my face!” ejaculated Mr. Suncliffe.
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*“ It must be all this anxiety, sir,” exclaimed

Willy, gazing at the master in horror. “I
say, sir, vou'd better sece a doctor, or go
to bed! Didn't we tell you 5esterday that

there was something wrong?
sOITy, SIr.
collapse.”

“ Collapse!”

I'm awfully
I was half-afraid you'd have a

repeated Mr. Suncliffe curtly.
“Nonsense!  Make no mistake, Handforth
minor, I am well aware of your tricks.
Enough of this foolishness?”

“But listen, sir—-"

“I shall do nothing of the. kind!” snapped
Mr. Suncliffe grimly.

He walked away, and met Tommy Hobbs
down the passage. Hobbs was a quiet junior,
and not given to the weakness of japing.
But he Jlooked at Mr. Suncliffe with a
startled expression, and backed away.

“Is anything the matter, Hobbs?” asked
the Form-master angrily. -

“Oh, "your face, sir!” muttered Hobbs.
“It—it frightens me! Aren’t you ill, sir?
Please, sir, shall I run off and fell a prefect
to telephone for Dr. Brett?”

“You young idiot—--" began Mr. Sun-
cliffe, making a grab.

But Tommy Hobbs bolted, apparently
scared out of his wits. And less than a

minute later Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon
turned the corner, and continued their light-
bearted chatter. At the same moment appar-
ently they caught sight of Mr. Suncliffe, and
they both halted in their tracks.

““Gireat Scott!” breathed Chubby Heath,
aghast.

“You said it
Jmcv homsol\

“Boys,” Hmudcred Mr.
the matter?

“It’s all right, sit. Don't excite yourself!”
exclaimed (lmhln in an urgent voice. “It’s
the worst thing you can do. And it's nearly
time for les:ons, too,” he added anxiously.

“There goes tha bell!” muttered Juicy
Lemon.

“You can’t work this afternoon, sir,” said
Chubby, in alarm. ~ “You can't take the
Form, sir! Ts it just feverishness, or some-
thing worse? One of my cousins went all
red in the face once, and the next thing we
]\new he was in hospital! Please see a doctor,
sir.

Mr. Suncliffe strode off without a word.
He was beginning to have an uneasy feeling
that there must be something really wrong
with him, after all. Otherwise, why should

all these boys notice something peculiar about
huu" He wasn't feeling particularly well,
anyhow, and there was certainly a flushed
sensation about his face. For the moment,
Mr. Suncliffe overlooked the fact that it was
a very hot afternoon.

He went to his study, and gazed at his
reflection in the mirror.

“{iood gracious!” he muttered, in alarm.

Imagination goes a long way, and when
it is assisted by a number of vague hints, it
can accomplish a lot. Mr. Suncliffe hap-
pened to be a bit of a faddist regarding his
health, and he had a weakness for patent

13y

would come!” breathed

Suncliffe, “what is

medicines, He thought he looked gnite ill
as he gazed at himself.

“There is certainly something wrong with
me,” he told himsolf. “I had really no idea
—— And yet

He broke off, took & deep breath, and made
his way outside. He felt much better in the
open air—probably because there was nothing
whatever the matter with him. He braced
himself and marched into the School House,
and entered the Third ¥orm-room,

Willy Handforth and half-a-dozen other
fags rushed forward, and pulled Mr. Sun-
cliffe’s chair nearer. There was something
&xgmfl(ant about this.

“Quick!”  panted Willy. “Help
down!”

Before Mr. Suncliffe could expostulate, the
fags literally forced him into the chair, and
Willy snatched up a glass of water. Hec held
it to Mr. Suncliffe’s lips.

“Just a sip, sir,” he said pressingly.

“But—but this—this is ridiculous!” splut-
tered the Form-master weakly. “Really,
boys, there is no necessity for all this fuss!
Perhaps I am not quite so well as usual, but
you need not be concerned—-"

“Oh, sir!” said the Third, in one voice.

“It's the open air vou want, sir,” said
Willy  firmly.  “Goodness knows what'll
happen if you stay in this stuffy room all the
afternoon! Take my advice, sir, and get out
into the breeze.”

“Why not watch the cricket. sir
Chubby. “That’'ll do you good!”

“The cricket!” mummrod Mr. Suncliffe
lonfrmfr]v “('ertainly not,” he added. with

a start.  “T must attend to my (luno~——'

“You can't take the risk, sir,” urged
Willy. “We can get along with a prefect Tor
this afternoon. We shall miss you, sir, but
vou must have the fresh air. Chubby, rush
along and fetch a prefect.”

“Right!” said Chubby promptly.

He dashed off. and while Mr. Suncliffe was
still protesting he returned with Payne, of
the Sixth. Payne was an East House senior,
and the stoutest fellow in the Senior School.
He was even bigger than Fatty Little; but,
of course, older. He was one of the best-
tempered fellows imaginable.

“Here he said Chubby breathlessly.
“D'you think we'd better send for Dr. Brett,
Payne?”

“Really,
feebly.

“T cav, sir!” oxclaimed the prefect,
ing. “I say, yvou know!
Form this afternoon.
in the open air.”

“You—you really think——"

“Not a doubt of it, sir,” interrupted Payne
firmly. “Take a deck chair, and sit in the
thlc somewhere. I'll jook after -the IForm,
sir. cave these youngsters to me. We
don’t want you laid up, sir.”

And Mr. Sancliffe, now thoroughly con-
vinced that he was in need of fresh air—and
cricket—succumbed to the persunasions and
went, He could hardly credit that a prefect

him

7" asked

is!”

Payne——"" began Mr. Suncliffe
star-
You can't take the

You'll Lave to get out

»
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would be a party to any trickery.
he was as keen as a
tion of the match.

Once he had gone, Willy grinned.

“What did I tell you?” he chuckled.
“Now then, Payne, you’ve got to be a sport,
you know. Therc’s plcntv of room at these
windows, and we won’t make a sound. You
can buzz off, or stay here—just as you like.
I'll give vou my word of honour that the
Third won't mal\c gny disturbance or lea\e
the class-room.

Payne grinned.

“I should get the sack if the Head heard

Besides,
boy to see the continua-

about this, but we're all human, after all,”
he said. “When a match gets to this stage,

there’s a limit to a chap’s endurance. You
can get to the windows—but be cautious.”

“Good old Payne!” chuckled the Third.
Payne himself was only too glad to deputise
for Mr. Suncliffe. For this enabled him to
stroll off and see the match. Otherwise, he
would have been compelled to remain in the
Sixth Form-room with the rest. And he
knew that he could take Willy Handforth’s
word.

For that afternoon, at least, Mr. Suncliffe
and his class were <upvom(~lv happy. And
their cfforts were not wasted, for the game
was indeed in a vital state.

CHAPTER 16.
A DESPERATE STRUGGLE,

AYXNE, of the Sixth,
| S A arrived unobtrusively on
Big Side, taking great care

to avoid being spotted by

Mr. Suncliffe.  He found
some excitement at once, for play had only
just recommenced, and Kenton was out.

Wilson was unlncl\\, and was stumped in
his first over. DBut during that over Morrow
managed to send the century up, and a roar
of cheering announced this fact to the
impatient school.

And then Browne went in, and continued
the good work. It was some twenty minutes
before Morrow lcft, to be cheered lustily for
his splendid innings. The score mounted up
quickly. The runs were coming fast, and the
St. Frank’s batsmen were going all out.

Browne scered 35 before he was caught in
the slips, and soon afterwards another man
was bowled. For a little time, it seemed as
though a second collapse was at hand. But
Dick Hamilton and Handforth delighted the
crowd by settling down and making a stand.

Although the “school itself was at lessons—
or p10~umablv at lessons—there were plenty
of spectators. For these Test Matches bhad
aroused considerable local interest, and quite
a number of people had come from Banning-
ton, to say nothing of contingents from the
various schools from which the Australian
cricketers had been drawn.

Dick Hamilton and Handforth continued
their stand, and it only needed twenty
minutes to tea-time before Hamilton was run
out, with 52 runs to his credit. Handforth
was still batting magnificently., His reckless

slogging was just the type of batting that was
needed in these circumstances. Runs were
wanted, and he was getting them.

But the remaining batsmen succumbed to
the Australian bowling. And the innings
closed just before tea-time, Handforth having
made 47 not out. And the total score, by a
curious chance, was exactly 300. Truly a
fine performance. The Australians were not
only compelled to bat again, but they required
over 150 to win the match.

There was a chance!

By this time the whole school was out, and
excitement ran at fever pitch.” England had
done so gloriously to-day that everybody was
talking of a sensational finish to the match.
“The Red-hot Aussies” were looking rather
grim now, but they were still full of con-
fidenice.

But in spite of the school’'s high hopes,
there was a limit to Young England’s endur-
ance. Most of the FEleven had worked so
strenuously that they had tired themselves.
And the effects of this were soon apparent in
the field. Lack of fielding practice was also
obvious.

During the first hour there were no less
than two missed catches, and the ficlding, on
the whole. was far below the usual standard.
The bowling, however, was tricky, particu-
larly on such a worn wicket as this. Browne,
Fenton, and Kahn used all their wiles, but
the wickets fell slowly.

With only an hour left for play, the score-
boards showed the uncomfortable total of 107
—4.  St. Frank’s had lost its excitement now,
and the game was watched with tense interest.
There seemed little doubt that the visttors
had won. i

And then came another of those sensational
periods.

Browne was bowling, and it was the fourth
ball of the over. There was something par-
ticularly stinging about that delivery. It was
one of William Napoleon’s specials, and the
batsman lost sight of it for a flash. The next
thing he knew was that his leg stump was
sa";:mv <xdc“a\s

“Out !’
&t \\'e’re getting on!” exclaimed Church
tensely. “Hundred and seven for five. They

only want about 43 to win.
Browne! Let’s have some
beauties !

The next Australian came in. Then Browne
sent down the next ball. It broke awkwardly,
and appeared to be going wide. The bats-
man made no attempt to touch it, but he
slightly misjudged the length. and it turned
out to be another of those wicked leg breaks.

Crash!

Acgain the leg stump sagged sideways, and
the bails went ﬁ\mrr

“How’s that?” }el]ed a hundred voices.

“Out, by jingo!”’

“@Good old Napoleon!”

“ Hurrah!”

“Come along, Browne! What about the
hat trick 7" reared Fullwood. “Let’s have
another one like that, and the thing’s done !”

Come along,
more of those

(Continued on page 43.)
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“I SUPPOSE you try to make your
why don’t you have a page or two
T. W. isn’t the first to ask that question,

A WIRELESS ENTHUSIAST!
paper popular?” inquires T. W.,
who lives in South Africa. “Well,

on wireless?

Well, come to that, why don't we?
because the Old Paper numbers quite a lot
of wireless enthusiasts among its readers.

All right, 1. W., suppose that next week
I cut Mr. Brooks’ story down by a couple
of pages, and fill up with some wircless

articles, that would suit you nicely, wouldn’t
it? Of course it would. But what a terrific
howl would go up from all the other fellows
who are not so interested in wireless!
Besides, this is hardly the time of year for
wireless. I think that the cricket articles
which T am giving you at the moment are
much more suitable—and so do hundreds of

Disio/oninioioioRn Do

[E] YOUR I_'ZDITOR’S C

RNER

AEEE

CEEEEEEEEE

other, 1=n’t it? Probably J. R. could have
worked that out for himself!

However, here 1s an item of interest which
may not involve the longest kick on record,
but it certainly does tell of the foothall
world's most wonderful goal. In 1904, when
Manchester City were playing Sunderland,
the City’s goalkeeper, Charlie Williamns,
scored a goal! He kicked the ball from his
own goal area, it soared down the field, and
cventually landed in Sunderland’s net! A
preity long kick that, and let’s hope it will
satisfy J. R.’s bump of curiosity !

THE OLDEST PUBLIC SCHOOL.

. B. Y.—also, oddly cnough of Bolton--
wants to know which is the oldest public
school in England. - He thinks Rugby is, and
I am sorry to have to tell him that he is
wrong !

readers, judging from the letters 1 am The oldest publie school. P. B. Y., is Win-
getting. chester, and it was founded in 1387—well

However, when winter comes along T will | over five hundred vears ago!—by Williamn
rmnomb(-ll ‘\omfl'g{’rcstxon, and will sce what | of Wykcham. In the \{'or_\" early l;lays, the
can be done. In the ‘inchester boys used
meantime, if you e®eeos NEXT WEDNESDAY !e00e0 to have a very rough
want to read a really - & time.  They had to
good wireless paper, @ o sleep on straw strewn
try “Popular Wire- § & on the hard floor!
less.” 1t js published e e All that, of cour:e.
weekly, and costs & 4 8 has been altered since
threepence. s e those Spartan days!

. °

COMING! E 5 HANDY’S HALO!

I think I mentioned b ; s \ O ° And now a few
last week that “Be- 8 Jyosseseceso0000c0e0s0c0s00e0s0s Words about mext
tween Ourselves ’ Wednesday’s big
“would reappear very shortly. Mr. Brooks is [story, “ITANDFORTII THE MARTYR!"
busy on this feature, and has promised o |The St. Frank’s juniors determine to hold

send it along as soon as he can. At the
moment, he is very busy on the extra-special
St. Frank’s stories that he is giving you,
and hasn’t much time to spare on anything
else.

In any case—as I think I have already
mentioned—he is personally replying to all
letters sent to him. As he gets a whole stack
of them every morning, you fellows are keep-
ing him very fully occupied, without any-
thing clse |

I cannot definitely promisn Between Our-
selves” for next week, but it will appear as
soon after that as possible.

«

A LONG KICK!

“What is the longest kick that has ever
been made on a football field?” asks J. R.
(Bolton) The longest kick that can be made
on a football ficld is from one end to the

theiv Whit Monday sports on Chelsea Foot-
ball Ground, at Stamferd Bridge.

Also, as it is Empire Day, Edward Oswald
Handforth gels the mpire spirit, and he
gets it in no uncertain fashion! It is Handy's
nature to do things thoroughly, and he gets
an idea that no one ought to have amthmrv
that has not been made within the Britisl sh
Fmpire.

When his ideas are not accepted, Handy
makes himsclf a nuisance—and he gets
chained to the stake! Chained to the stake
because of his ideas—a martyr!

No, tliey don't burn him! Iorrest & Co.
would have liked to do it, but they don’t.
However, there is a whole heap of fun in
this fine yarn. Edwy Searles Brooks has
put his best into it, and when you Tstart
reading it next Wednesday, the very first
chapter will tell you that you are in for u
good time!
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A
Stirring
Complete
Story.

THE WRAITH OF THE RIVER!

Nelson Lee and
Nipper in
another exciting
yarn of mystery
and adventure.

CHAPTER 1
THE THURSDAY THEFTS.

€« ES, this is Nelson Lee speaking.
i Who is that 7

The face of the detective wore 2

frown of annoyance, as he stood

with the telephone receiver pressed to his ear.

It was after midnight, he was tired out,.and

the last thing he wanted was to take on fresh
work at that hour.

“Speak- louder, please; I cannot hear you,”

he called again. “Yes, Garside’s Pickle
Works What! Another burglary ? Yes,
I'll come round at once, Mr. Garside! TI'll

be with you in a few minutes.”

Nipper, half-asleep in a big armchair, had
suddenly started up at the mention of the
burglaries alongside the Thames. All Londen
had been talking for a month past of a serics
of outrages against shops and factories, and it
was a queer feature of the thefts that they
had happened on a Thursday night in every
case. -

“Gosh, guv’nor, so we're going to be
dragged into the hunt for the ‘ wraith of the
river ’ at last!” Nipper exclaimed gleefully.
““There’s been four cribs cracked in the last
month, and the police haven’t found a clue—
just because they were too proud to ask me
to give them a hand, eh?”

Nelson Lee hooked up the instrument, and
made a grab for his boots.

“And we’ll try and do without Nipper's
help again,” he snapped. “There’s no need
for both of us to lose a night’s sleep over this
job! Call a taxi, then off you go to bed,
young ’un.’”’

But Nipper only grinned as he jumped for
the door.

“Now, guv’nor, ’tisn’t likely T'll let you go
cut alone at this time of night,” he said.
“You get into your No. 9’s, and I'll have a
taxi round in a jiffy.”

Nipper got his way, and was sitting con-

tentedly beside the guv’nor when the car
raced along White Horse' Lane and arrived
at Garside’s factory twenty minutes later.

The gates were wide open, and the office
building was all lit up. The car had hardly
come to a.standstill when a tall, white-bearded
man crossed the pavement and grasped Nelson
Lee’s hand.

“Sorry to drag you out, Mr. Lee,”” he said.
“But come along to the cashier’s office—
we've a queer tale to tell you.”” He led the
way through a big outer office, and opened
the door of an inner room marked¢‘‘ Private.”
“This is my cashier. Now, Bla.n‘d, tell Mr.
Lee_your story, just as you told it to me.”’

The cashier was sitting with his elbows on
a table, his head on his hands. He looked
up as the great detective’s name was men-
tioned, and his white face and trembling
limbs showed how shaken he was.

“There isn’t much to tell you, Mr. Lee,”
he said, in a weak voice. “I was making up
the men’s wages, as I always do on Thursday
evening, when I suddenly felt that I was
choking. I rushed for the door, but tumbled
over before I could reach it. The next thing
I remember was that Mr. Garside was bend-
ing over me, with his flask to my lips.”

“And the cash for the week’s wages—about
{lft(}'-ﬁ\'e pounds—had vanished !” Mr, Garside
said.

“I sce the door has been forced with a
chisel,” Nelson Lee said. “You are sure you
heard no sound before you felt- that choking

933

sensation ?

“No—and I've been very wide-awake for
anything unusual, after all the burglaries in
this district,”” Bland replied.

*“ And the windows have not been tampered
with,” Mr. Garside said. “Only last week I
had steel screens fixed to every window in
the place, and burglar alarms fitted to all
doors and windows. Yet, for all the pre-
cautions I've taken, we’ve been robbed as
easily as our neighbours, and Ryan—the night
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watchman—cannot find a trace of how the
fellow got in or out of the building.”

“We'd better have Ryan here,” Nelson Lec
said tersely.

‘“He’s having a run round the factory, thea
coming back here to report,” Garside said.
Then he added, as steps sounded in the outer
office: ““ Ah, that’ll be him now. Come in,
Ryan—come in!”

A grizzled, broad-shouldered fellow stepped
into the room, and stood nervously near the
door,

“Now, Ryan, tell Mr. Lee how you came to
find Mr. Bland to-night,” Garside ordered.

“Well, sir, 'twas this way,”” Ryan began.
“Mister Bland puts the money in the little
envelopes every Thursday night, an’ generally
cicars off about ten o’clock. When it got to
cleven to-night, an’ I couldn’t 'ear a sound,
I came through the big office an’ saw this
door ’ad been burst open. I found Mister
Bland curled up on th’ floor, so I telephoned
to th’ boss’ house an’ asked ’im to come as
guick as ’e could.”’

‘“Hadlo, guv’'nor, here’s a speaking-tube off
its hook,” Nipper suddenly broke in.

“Oh, yes,” Bland exclaimed casually., ]
thought-I heard the whistle blow, but when
I called through the tube there was no
answer, and I must have forgotten to hook
it up again.”

“Was that long before you fe!t the chok'ng
sensation 7’ Nelson Lee demanded.

“It was soon after I locked the door and
started work,” Bland answered. “In fact, I
thought Mr. Garside was still in his room,
and that he wished to speak to me.”

“No, was away earlier than usual to-
night,”” Garside said. “You sce, Mr. Lee,
the tube runs from my office to this room—
an old-fashioned affair, but one that saves me
running -downstairs a dozen times a day.”

Evidently neither of the men attached muzh
importance to the speaking-tube, but Nipper
had an idea that the thing had played a very
rcal part in the night’s happenings. He lifted
the mouthpicce to his nostrils, and was
puzzling over a faint smell of lilac that seemed
to cling to it, when he heard a quickly
smothered cough come through the tube!

He guessed instantly that someone must
be listening to every word spoken in Dland's
office, and he knew that if he tried to warn
the guv'nor of his find, the first word would
scare the unseen cavesdropper away.

Quictly dropping the tube, he glanced to
the table and saw that the guv’'nor was again
questioning Ryan, and that none of themn
were paying any attention to his movements.
Crossing the room, he bent as if to examine
the broken door—then slipped through, aud
crept like a shadow along the outer oflice.

In a far corner he found a winding stair-
way, and tiptoed lightly to the upper floor.
Creeping along a passage, he came to a glass-
panclled door, and his first cautious pecp
showed him the shadowy outline of a man
standing necar the window—motionless, and
with his head bent!

As his eves grew more accustomed to the
darkness, Nipper saw that the fellow had an

car pressed to the end of the speaking-tube.
There was no doubt but that he was listening
to every word spoken in the office below—and
how he must be chuckling over Bland’s casual
explanation of the unhooked tube!

Every now and then the thin beam of en
clectric torch he held flashed round the room,
and Nipper saw that another door opened out
of the place. It stood wide open, and would
probably form a handy line of retreat if
danger threatened from those below.

“Gosh!” Nipper muttered. “I’'m begin-
ning to see what has happened. The beggar
got in during the daytime, and hid in scma
quiet place until he was alone with Bland.
But he hasn’t found it as casy to get out—
what with all the burglar alarms, and Ryan

prowling about the place. Crikey! What
trick’s he up to now ?”
To Nipper's amazement, the fellow had

laid the tube down and taken a big quart
bottle from his pocket: For a moment he
flashed the torch on the bottle, and, as far
as Nipper could see, the bottle was quite
empty ! But the unknown appeared satisfied
with his inspection, for he again lifted the
tube and began to tilt the bottle into the
mouthpiece !

Without understanding the fellow’s game,
Nipper was sure that bis curious actions
meant some danger to those in the room
below! It was no time for caution, no time
to think of the risk he ran—he simply yelled
a warning, in the hope it might reach his
guv'nor. Then he tore open the door and
sprang at the mysterious intruder!

Quick though Nipper was, the other had
dropped the tube almost before the lad had
the door well open. Whirling round, he flung
the bottle siraight at Nipper’s head, and then
streaked through the opposite .door like a
hunted fox! . .

As Nipper dodged, the heavy missile hit
the wall and splintered to a thousand frag-
ments, The pungent scent of lilac instantly
filled the room, and he got just one sniff that
made his senzes whirl.  Without knowing
that he had escaped a terrible danger, he
crossed the room in three swift strides and
plunged into a brick-lined tunnel!

1t was blindingly dark in the place, and
for a time he bhad to grope his way at crawl-
ing pace. Then suddenly the darkness lifted,
and he emerged to the huge shed that formed
CGarside’s factory.

Ilelped by the moon, now faintly lighting
up a score of windows, Nipper saw that ho
was standing at the head of a rickety stairway
and looking down on a machine-filled space
in which a dozen men could easily hide.

“I might as well go on, though,” he
thought. “If the fellow’s trying to find a
way out, he’s bound to thow a light sooncr
or later—then I'll have him fixed.”

Rurning down the steps, the youngster
began to poke about in tlhe maze of the
driving-belts, vats and engines that littered
the concrete floor. Ifor a time he seemed to
have the place to himself—then, from far
ahead, he heard the clink of metal striking
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Nipper struggled madly with Sharkey for possession of the iron bar, The barge gave a treméndous heave,
and both were pitched backwards—tripping overboard into the water !

metal, and saw a pencil of light stabbing the
darkness.

The toreh was doused in a moment, but
Nipper had the spot marked, and made
directly forward. He had hardly taken ten
steps, however, when three great arc-lamips
suddenly flared overhead, and he heard
Watchman Ryan bellowing behind him!

“There’s th’ spalpcen—tryin’ to sneak off'
by the entry door!” Ryan yelled. ‘“Come on,
boss—we’ve got him !’

Twenty yards ahead, Nipper saw a fellow
dressed in a rough blue jersey, working
frenziedly at the bar and bolt of a strongly
built door. At the same. instant the thief
spotted the lad; the man saw that he could
never get the door open in time, and sprang
up the steps of a gallery that ran round the
four walls of the shed. . .

Then, while Nipper was still panting in
the rear, he saw Ryan and the thief meet
midway along the gallery. Ryan, with a yell
of rage, lashed out with clenched fist; but.
with amazing quickness, the other jumped to
the wall, lifted a foot and toppled the watch-
man clean off the flimsy gallery!

With a howl that ended in a gurgle, Ryan
tock a clean header into a vinegar-filled vat
—saving himself from a broken neck, but
swallowing enough of the sour stuff to last
him a lifetime.

The thief did not pauze to watch the result
of his desperate stratagem. Nipper was
scarcely ten yards bchind him, and Nelson
I.ce had suddenly appeared at the office end
of the shed, when the fellow threw himself

over the gallery edge, swarmed like a. monkey
down a wooden support post, and rushed head-
long for the door that meant his only chance
of escape !

For a single instant Nipper: gasped and
watched the fellow’s amazing - agility = with
admiration; then, racing back the way he
had come, he fairly flew along the gallery in
an cffort to reach the door before the other
could open it.

But he was still a score of strides away
when the thief dropped the last bar and tore
the door open—and Nipper, ignoring the
guv’nor’s warning shout, raced for the door-
way and shot out into the open!

In the light from the factory, he glimpsed
a broken-down, mud-covered car, with engine
running. One step he took towards the thing,
then a shadow scemed to spring from the
factory wall, and a stunning blow descended
on his head! A blinding light flashed before
his eyes, and he fell face forward into the
arms of the man he had tried.so hard to
capture |

CHAPTER 2
NIPPER'S FIGHT FOR LIFE!

IPPER'S first waking thought was that
N Mrs. Jones, the gu+’nor’s house-
keeper, was banging on the door and

calling him down to breakfast. Then,

with a groan, he realised that he was aboard

some vessel, with the “lan, lap’’ of wate?
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close to his head, and the wheezy grunt of an
engine not far away.

It was pitch black in the place where be
lay, and it took the lad some time to under-
stand that he was in a ship’s hold. He was
aching in every limb, and tried to move, only
to find that he was tied hand and foot, and
that a rag prevented him from uttering any-
#thing louder than a grunt.

He was wretchedly hungry, and reckoned
that hours must have passed since he had
been brought aboard. He was beginning to
wonder if his gaolers meant to starve him,
when the rumble of voices sounded in his ear.

For a moment he thought that he must be
dreaming. But the voices continued to
mumble, and at length he guessed that he was
lying close to a bulkhead, and that only thin
matchwood separated him from the speakers.

“QOne of the boards must have broken
adrift,” he thought. “If only I can wriggle
my. nut a bit closer, I'll be able to hear what's
going on.”’

By crooking his knces and digging his
clbows hard into the floor-boards, he managed
to get his head right up against the partition.
A cold draught of air told him that there waz
an actual - hole in the boarding—and now,
eveiy word came as clearly as if he was in
the cabin with the speakers. )

“It's no good you carryin’ on, Larson,”
came a growling voice. “‘If we'd left th’ kid
there he’d seen encugh to blow the gaff on
our game—an’ I've no wish to spend th' next
five years in th’ clink, even if you have.”

“An’ I say you're a block-headed muddler,”
Larson prowled. ‘It's all right you pinchin’
th' kid, Sharkey, but d’you think this ’ere
Nelson Lee’ll leave us alone, after what we
done to him?”

“Bah! Nelson Lee'll never know anything
about it.”” Sharkey sneered. “Our game’s
played out—last night’s business showed us
that plain enough. We've had a good run,
cully, but now we're cuttin’ away—an’ we’re
goin’ to hide every trace that can conncet us
with the Stepney wraith, as they calls it.”’

“What d'you mean?” Larson demanded.
“Yer can’t keep th’ kid hidden for ever, an
you can’t keep ﬂis mouth shut, either. What
are you hiptin’ at? Let’s "ave it straight!”’

Sharkey chuckled in a way that made
Nipper shiver.

“T'1l tell yer what I'm hintin’ at,”” he said
hoarsely. ‘“The old barge we're on has had
her day—she ought to ha’ been broken up
vears ago. But she’s on her last trip now,
Larson—in two hours we’ll be off Tilbury, an’
in deep water—an’ that’s where she dives to
th’ bottom !’

There was a dead silence in the cabin for
many seconds, and, when Larson answered, it
waz in a frightened whisper that barely
rcached Nipper’s strained hearing.

“And th’ kid—you mecan to leave ’im on
board ?” he stammered. :

“Well, we ain’t goin’ to take ’im off afore
§hhe| sinks!” And Sharkey chuckled ghoul-
ishly.

“ But suppose thev ever raise 'er up again,’

' the flooring boards.

Larson asked. ‘‘Suppose they lift an’ float
‘er—think what they’ll find in th’ hold !’

“Suppose  nothing !”  Sharkey enorte:l.
“Who's goin’ to pay for liftin’ this rotten old
tub?  Why, it'd cost ten times ’er price to
salvage ’er—don’t be a fool, Larson!”

“But Y'd always ’ave the fear of it on me,”
Larson stammered. ““I can’t stand for it,
Sharkey—I won’t let you do it!”

“Won’t you?’ Sharkey snarled. ‘You'll
not interfere—else there’s two of you as'll
take a sleep in Thames mud afore mornin’!"
Then he laughed gently, as if trying to win
the other round to reason. “What's come
over you, Larson? You're not goin’ to let a
spyin’ kid stand ’tween you an’ liberty 7’

“Well, T don’t like it,”’ Larson protested

weakly.  ““I don’t mind shuttin’ ’is mouth--
but I'm not in love with the way you want
to do it.”
_“It’s the way it's goin’ to be done,
Sharkey snapped. “Better come on deck,
else we’ll ’ave Gissing_comin’ to see what all
th’ talk’s about.”

“I don’t like it ’’  Larson again
mumbled, buf, the scraping of chairs pre-
vented Nipper from hearing anything more,
and the tramp of heavy feet climbing on deck
told him that the discussion had ended.

“Gosh! Two hours to live!” The terrible
thought hammered in Nipper's brain. Two
hours to live—and then to be drowned like a
caged rat!

“If only T could get these beastly ropes
loose,” Nipper mumbled through his gag.
*If only I could have a fighting chance—-"
He strained and twisted at the bonds until
they cut deep into his flesh, and only gave
up when he was panting and exhausted.

Then a new idea camec to him. The hold
must be empty, or he would not be lying on
No sooner had that
thought come to him than he began to roll
over and over, his hands groping for anything
that might help to cut or break the ropes that
made him so utterly helpless.

He roiled the full length of the hold and
picked up many bruises before he met any-
thing to bar his slow and clumsy movements.
Then, in a corner of the black place, he
bumped into a pile of the barge’s gear—first,
a pile of mooring ropes, then a long wooden
shaft that rapped him sharply over the hearl
as he knocked into it.

“Crikey, but I'm finding it to-night!”’ he
groaned, then gasped as he felt the cold
touch of metal against his cheek. “Gosh!
I believe I've tumbled on a boathook! I
wonder now—if only I can get it firmly fixed,
and get my wrists ncar the hook—"

He wasted no more time in idle thought.
Twisting and turning until he could grasp
the pole, he worked the long handle between
his tied legs, then strained his body until the
end of the pole was tilted by the pile of
mooring ropes. Another exhausting struggle
brought the pointed hook between ﬁis wrists,
and, by gripping the haft firmly with his
knees, he found he had the thing fixed as in
a vicel
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But that was only the beginning of a night-
mare struggle. He jabbed his bound wrists
down on the sharp point until his flesh was
raw and bleeding, he sawed away at the
things until his muscles ached and the agony
of cramp brought gasps from his mufiled
mouth !

When at last he was losing hope and begin-
ning to admit defeat, the first strand parted
and gave him the courage to battle on.

But another full hour passed before he
finally snapped the last frayed sirand and tore
the rope from his raw wrists. For a time he
was forced to rest, though he knew that every
minute made his danger greater.

Then, as the blood coursed back to his
eramped limbs, he tore the suffocating reg
from his face, and attacked the rope that
gripped his Jegs.  Another moment and he
climbed stifly to his feet, staggered, and
leaned weakly against

tered by the companion hood, he ventured a
cautious peep along the deck, and saw one
moody-looking fellow seated on the tarpaulin
hatch-cover.

The barge was now rolling and dipping her
snub nose into angry little waves, and the
first glimmer of dawn was showing overhead.
As if this hint of daylight was an awaited
signal, a hoarse bellow sounded from the
stern of the boat. .

“Now then, Larson, jump up and get a
hand on this ’ere wheel,”” came in Sharkey’s
voice. “More lively, man—it’ll be full day
in ten minutes, and th’ ole tub’s got to ke
bitin’” Thames mud by that time!”’

Nipper ducked out of sight until the mate
had tramped heavily past the companion and
had joined his sour-tongued skipper.

“What about Gissing?” Larson asked
moodily.  “You ain’t goin’ to leave him
below, same as th’ kid,

the rocking hull. TRAPPED ! are you ?”’ .

“Rouse up, old son!” 5 ““Oh, he’ll jump for
he muttered, working a 3 : s th’ deck soon’s his feet
wry grin to his face, Through the deepening gloom, Nip- begin  to get wet!”
“Unless you get on per could just make out the wicked- §  S}a key sniggered. ‘’R
deck before the scuttling IOO]{-C:,;W head of the black cobra as ‘it S can’t ask questions then
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booked just as sure as A moment later, its sinuous length o - " jiiftwood’s hit us, if
if those blinking ropn; shot clear,and Nipper heard the scrape & o does.’’ There came
were éfill on you.” He of its tough skin on the floor. It & shuffling of feet, as
bent and groped and felt his;cdl'vicimgelé;, l]ilen S’lid tmi:f?i’; }'i”f > the  wheel '(:har’xgcd
about on the boards. as he jumped back to the locked door/ hands. Then: ‘Keep
“Now, where’s that s er well out ’from the
il Locked In with a snake—one § Jiye TIl eve ot

touch of its poisonous fangs means § {0 Vg o

] ] ), | B1C:C3: .
CHAPTER 3. death ! ] : Nipper Knew that if
THE RAT BREAKS OUT! How can Nipper escape ? 3 the  brutal  skipper
ROPING  his Read all about it in next Wed- § caught him lb?-lo‘lv . 120
G way back to nesday’s exciting detective-adven- § “.1"“1‘_‘ e mi);tt(e ‘“Ig
t{l? bulkl)e?_d, ture story : > ii\gné;e)e;)n hae 1(1‘1031(1 make

Nipper 18- S “
t e i a fight of sorts, and, as
Sﬁll].gd Hfgld(l.:;]ﬁ’n u:z'tulsl “THE CASE OF THE Slnal;_ke_\"s leigs ahppcared
i ] e ) 3 in front of the com-
pmogpied, Bunwios s £ BLACK COBRA” | & whoowsior i
the partition, he soon 3 the spixe he carrie¢ nar

found the hole at which &mwm NEXT WEEKRK! anans  into the fellow’s ribs.

he had previously

listened, and guessed by its gnawed edges that
rats had been busy making a path from hold
to cabin.

“And T've got to follow your lead, me
lads, and make the hole bigger,” he grinned.
“There’s two toughs to face when I get on
deck—but the first job is to break my way
out of this niffy place.”

That proved to be easier than he expected.
Pushing the haft of the boathook through the
hole, he heaved upwards, and the crazy par-
tition ripped away like rotten matchwood.
The tearing crash of breaking wood sounded
loud enough, to Nipper, to have roused an
alarm from end to end of the batge; but when
he forced his way into the little cabin and
heard the uncanny whine of the wind, he

uessed that any noise he made would never
%e heard by those on deck.

Keeping a firm hold on the boathook, he
stealthily climbed the upright ladder. Shel-

With a howl that was
more fright than pain, Sharkey jumped a yard
into the air and fell across the hatch, and
Nipper, taking advantage of his momentary
panic, slipped out on the open deck and raced
along to the bow.

“Come on, Larson!” Sharkey howled,
serambling to his feet and glaring about for
a weapon. ‘‘Th’ kid’s free! He’s broken a
way out—an’ e’ knows too much!’’

Even in the half-light, Nipper recognised
the scowling brute as the thief who had
escaped from Garside’s factory. The fellow
had pounced on a three-foot iron bar and was
now creeping along the unrailed deck.

To make matters woree, the weak-kneed
mate had obeyed Sharkey’s orders and was
advancing along the off side of the hatch.
For a moment the lad thought of jumping
overboard, but realised in time that he could
never race a steam barge, and that a tap on
the head would quickly end his struggles.
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So, making the best of a bad job, he
jabbed viciously at Sharkey the instant the
fellow drew near him, then raced down on
Larson’s side, with the boathook pointing
straight at the mate’s chest.

With a yelp of fear, Larson jumped on the
covered hatch. He flung his arms up as the
untended barge gave a sickening lurch, and,
by ill-chance, he grabbed and held on Nipper's
weapon !

“Hang on to it!"’ Sharkey howled.
a hold, Larson—we’ve got 'im!”

Nipper gave a frenzied tug at the thing,
but Larson now had both hands on the shaft,
and was grinning wickedly at the lad’s efforts.
He was. pulling—pulling with the strength of
a bull—and when Nipper suddenly released
his hold, he staggered back across the hatch
and nearly pitched overboard.

But Nipper never gave him a second
glance. He whirled round, dodged a mur-
derous blow from Sharkey’s iron bar, and
crashed his fist full on to the brute’s jaw.
Sharkey grunted, and was lifting the bar
when Nipper sprang in like a terrier!

Somehow he ‘got both hands on the bar just
above Sharkey’s fists, and held on like a
limpet. In that moment the barge gave
another tremendous heave, and Nipper’s fuil
weight was flung against the fellow. Ior an
instant they swayed, then both pitched back-
wards into the water!

Down—down—down, until Nipper thought
they must be diving through the river's bed!
A thousand lights secemed to be flashing in
front of the youngster’s eyes, and he felt as
if a rope was tight-knotted round his chest !
Sharkey’s hand had dropped away from the
bar—and Nipper did not know, as yet, that
the great bullet-head had crashed on the
hatch combing and that the murderous
skipper was as harmless as a toy terrier.

Then he felt himself rising, kept his last
remnant of sense with a tremendous effort,
and was gasping deep gulps of air a second
fater. Flicking the water from his eyes, he
was almost blinded by a blue glare; but, us
his mind cleared, he saw that a motor-launch
was racing swiftly towards him—its secarch-
light never swerving from his bobbing head,
a figure leaning dangerously forward over the
bows, with arms outstretched.

Another moment and the boat was along-
side, and strong hands were under his arm-
pits. Then—and Nipper half thought that he
was dreaming=the voice of his guv’'nor
struck sharply on his ears!

“Don't struggle—youw're all right now,
voung 'an!” Nelson Lee cried, more feeling
in his voice than Nipper ever remembered
before. “Hang on—we’ll have you aboard in
a tick.”’

“Save Sharke_\"!” Nipper gasped. ‘“Dunno

“Keep

where he is

“He's at the end of your fist,” Nelson Lee
answered—and that was the firet knowledge
Nipper had that a great dead weight was
hanging on to his arm. ‘“Come on, Casey,
the lad’s done—get hold of that brute and
hau! him aboard!”’

But it was Nelson Lee who pulled Nipper
from the muddy old Thames and carefully
wrapped him in a thick rug. For a time the
lad lay back with closed eyes—then he felt
the guv'nor’s flask at his lips, and sat up
with a wry face.

Nelson Leo replaced the flask in his pocket,
but firmly refused to answer a single one of
Nipper's questions. He rushed the youngster
back to Gray’s Inn Road and to bed, left himn
in Mrs. Jones’ capable hands throughout the
day, and only visited hini with nightfall.

1t was then that Nipper heard how
Engineer Gissing—who had no knowledge of
Sharkey and ~Larson’s crookedness—had
sprung on deck and kept the mate busy whilst
he was fighting the uncqual duel with
Sharkey.

“But they’ll do no more harm this next
few years, young ’un,”” Nelson Lee smiled.
“They’re both in Charles Street lock-up at
this moment, and it will be many a long dav
before they sce the Thames again.”

“It beats me how you came to get on their
track so quickly, guv'nor,”” Nipper sail.
“There’s .about ecight million people
London—and it took you about two ticks 10
find the two you wanted.”

‘“‘Rather more than that,” the famou:
detective replied, his eyes twinkling. “But I
had a lot to go on—the fact that every bur-
glary had taken place on a Thursday told me
that our cracksman was only in Stepney on
that one night cach week.”’

“Um—and because all the cribs Sharkoy
cracked were near the Regent's Canal Deock.
vou began to hunt for a lighterman,”” Nippcr
reasoned shrewdly.

“And soon found the right one,”” Nelson
Lee said drily. “The dock gateman told me
that moat Tilbury barges make only one round
trip each week. Then he added the informa-
tion that Sharkey’s boat wusually arrived
Thursday, and had only left an hour before
I came on the scene.  That ended my in-
quiries, and sent me hurrying off to rouse out
the ncarest police launch.”

“Well, I could hardly have done better
myself,” Nipper murmured modestly. “DBut
what was in that bottle Sharkey flung at
me—it looked empty, but the room stank
with the scent of lilac when it burst ?”’

“It was filled with carbon-monoxide, cre
of the most deadly poison-gases known.,”
Nelson Lee replied.  “When Bland spoke
through the tube in his office, Sharkey must
have poured a quantity of the vapour intn

| the tube—that accounted for Bland's fainting

fit, and made the theft easy.”

““Gosh !”” Nipper gasped. “And Watchman
Ryan’s prowling about stopped Sharkey gui-
ting away—and I nearly got a quart of the
lilac etuff in my face!”” He thought over that
narrow escape for a moment, then grinned.
“But I'm thinking Skipper Sharkey’ll say
things the next time he niffs lilac.”

THE END.

(Next Week's clever story of NELSON LEE
and NIIPPER—“THE (CASE OF THFE
BLACK COBRA!"—will keep you thrilled
from beginning to end.)
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I BUDDING BATSMEN

I B 5 ST L SR B N SR K=
Getting runs is the aim of every!
batsman! This article givess

many heipful hints. B

the batsman, and if you can do
mighty i things with the willow the
admiration of your chums is a sure

THE glamour of cricket hangs round

thing.

If you aren’t a good player now, there’s
no cause to be downhearted. Some of the
best batsmen have been made, not born, and
there is no reason why, if you train yourself
in the way you should go, you shouldn’t
make yourself into a good batsman. The
only essentials are a quick eye and quick
movements of the hands; some people would
add of the feet as well, and certainly good
footwerk is a feature of the best batting.
The rest can be acquired with pains and
practice.

The best advice one can give is to make a
study of batting—to look upon each innings
as a lesson, each ball as a part of the lesson,
to be understood and eventually mastered.
Don’t be content because you have hit a ball
and made runs. Aim at hitting each ball the
right way, then you're less likely to find
vou've missed it altogether. It is the novice
who slogs, or attempts to slog, everything
that comes along. The seasoned player suits
the stroke to the ball.

THE THREE RULES.

For success in batting, there are thrce
main rules which every yvoung crieketer should
grasp and follow out right from the begin-
ning. The first—which is always to keep
the elbow up and play a straight bat—can-
not be too much emphasised. Of course, there
are some strokes—the cut and the pull, for
instance—which are not made with a straight
bat; but for all defensive, and for many real
scoring strokes, the bat must be held abso-

lutely straight. N
The second rule is to keep your eye on the
ball. From the moment the bowler com-

mences to run, watch his hand! All the time
up to the moment of hitting it, watch the
ball! Only by doing so can you hope accu-
rately to judge the pace, length, and swerve.
Never jump to conclusions about how the ball
is going to pitch, and how it will break;
follow it all the time, and don’t make up your
mind about the stroke you are going to play
until the ball is delivered.

The third rule is never to move the right
‘leg away from the wicket—that is, in the
direction of short leg. Some of the greatest
batsmen of the past have held that under
no circumstances should the right leg be
moved at all; but this theory is generally
discounted ~ nowadays, and photographs
prove that even these veterans did not always
carry it out in practice.

Such great batsmen as Ranjitsinhji,
Victor Trumper, C. B. Fry, A. C. Maclaren,
F. S. Jackson, and P. F. Warner all moved
the right foot in making some strokes, and
in playing back you are going to hamper

. down.

yourself unless you move your right foot.
The foot should always be moved in the
direction of the wicket, not away from it.

AT THE WICKET.

As every lad should find out for himself
which is the best way for him to stand at
the wicket, no rules can be laid down. But
you can take it as a general rule that the

~way that comes most fatural and easiest to

you is the best way. The usual way is to
stand with the left foot forward, just out-
side the popping crease, pointing either to
the bowler or to mid-off, and the right foot
just inside the crease. The left shoulder and
elbow should be well forward, but not so
far forward that you can’t see the bowler
with both eyes. In getting yourself into
this position, don’t assume that it is always
correct, and never.ta be changed; for, if you
do you will probably become stiff—and,
above all things, you cannot afford to be stiff
at cricket. All the muscles should work
loosely and naturally, and movements should

be easy.
THE BEST STANCE.

Some great batsmen are not very greatly in
favour of the “left shoulder forward ” stance,
but the majority uphold it; certainly for the
young cricketer it is the safest way. The
danger lies in keeping the shoulder so far
forward that it is pointing across the wicket
to the off, which means that you cannot pos-
sibly have a full view of every ball that comes
But if you avoid this mistake, you will
find it casier to play with the left shoulder
forward than to stand facing the bowler.

Of course, a good deal depends on the
bowler. Admittedly, if the balls he is send-
ing down are inclined to break from the leg,
you will have to face forward to get a suffi-
ciently clear view of the ball. But you will
be wise not to vary too much from the left-
shoulder-forward stance. .

You will have to reckon with the bowler
again when you are deciding whether to have
all your weight on the right foot, or to have
it equally balanced on both. The old idea
was in favour of equal balance, but nowadays
batsmen prefer to have the weight chiefly
on the right leg. To tackle fast bowling the
weight should be thrown back, but for play-
ing slow balls you may find it easier to keep
the weight forward.

NERVOUSNESS.

This is the great handicap of inexperienced
batsmen. Nervousness does not necessarily
mean funk, fear for your own skin, but fear
lest you let down your side—bungle a stroke,
hit your own wicket, knock up a weak catch,
or commit any of the little slips that cut
short the innings of a batsman.

Don’t worry! If you are doing your best,
you can do no more.- Believe in yourself—
confidence is the sportsman’s best friend!
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to this issue of “THE NELSON LLE

LIBRARY.”

(ADDRESS)

INSTRUCTIONS.—Reader
bership.

Cut out TWO complete Application

INSTRUCTIONS.

Applying for Mem- yform. Now pin both forms together and send

them to the Chief Officer, as above. One new

Forms from Two copies of this week’s issue of
THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY. On one of the forms
fill in Section A, crossing out Sections B and C.
Then write clearly your full name and address at
bottom of form. The second form is for your
new reader, who fills in Section C, crosses ouv
Sections A "and B, and writes his name and
address at bottom of form. Both forms are then
pinned together and sent to the Chief Officer,
The St. Irank's League, c¢/o THE NELSON LEE
LiBrRARY, Gough House, Gough Square, London,
E.C.4. Member Applying for Bronze Medai: 1t

will be mnecessary for you to obtain six new
readers for this award. Tor each new reader
TWO complete forms, bearing the same

number, arc needed. On one of the forms fill in
Section B, crossing out Sections A and C, and
write your name and address at bottom of form.
The other form is for your new reader, who fills
in Section (, crosses out Sections A and B, and
writes his name and address at the bottom of the

reader will then be registered against your name,
and when six new readers have been registered,
you wiill be sent the St. Irank’s League bronze
wmedal. 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.

Bronze medailists wishing to qualify for the
silver 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 reaches the
required number of members, they can exchango
their bronze medal for a silver or gold one,
according to the number of introductions with
which they are credited.

These Application T'orms can be posted for id.,
providing the envelope is not szcaled and no letter
1s enclosed.

You can write 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 so amongst local members of the
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 by
promoting the growth of the League.

If you want help or information on any
subject, you wiil find the Chief Officer ever
ready to assist you.
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THE ST. FRANK’S LEAGUE

THE CHIEF OFFICER’S CHAT

(All LETTERS in reference to the League
should be addressed to the Chief Offieer, The
St Frank's League, ¢ o THE NELSON LEE
LIBRARY , The Fleetway House,Lond., E.C.4.)

SO R

OW goes it with the League? The
answer s that things are progress-

ing in every way all over the country.

Of course, it stands to reason t].‘
vou cannot jump into a  fully-working
organisation like the SW.I... with branches

and ramifications everywhere, all in a tear-
g huery. It takes tnme. But we arve
comg ahead, steadily and  invincibly.
Shoals of letters reach me from all parts.
I welcome them ally and reply to them all.
A word, here, to some fellows who send
e questions for which they want answers by
vetien. T owould reply on the instant with
pleasure, but sometimes the address is miss-
g, or there is just _the name of the town.
T'hat i< not enough. 1t is like writing to:

M. John Brown,
Friday Night,
Manchester.
The postman, grand and indefatigable
fellow  though he is, cannot accomplish

miracles, even if the Post Office does now
and again find addresses by some process of
magic only known to itself. So write in the
address with full details, and oblige me!

THE HELPING HAND.

My postbag shows me plenty of things.
It proves the value of the League, and what
a recal help it is all round—this band of
good comrades, intcut on doing their bit to
help the other fcllow. One important fact
iz the readiness of members who live = in
districts where no 0.0. has yet been appointed
to \\ugh in and act as (hﬂam sing Officer.
It is up to.any member to \\mk Ihl oracle
this way, and he shows real loyalty to the
Teagne h}, deing so.

Such a wiember has had his certificate.
He is really keen on making the League an
mﬂuvmv in his nn\xghbnmhood He rallies
his friends together, and says: “Let’s get
going and form a club. We are out to help
fellows, and make the League an organisa-
tion which can be apmalul to for aiud in
sport, hobbies, and work!” Such a memher
who the ball rolling can find himself
in possession of the Bronze Medal at once,
for he has only 1o introduce six of his chums
who have come to his help. He can then
take up the full duties of an 0.0, if he has
time.

A GIFT FOR MAKING CHUMS.

sets

You will cce it is a question of showing
mitiative. 1 know some friends  of the
League are very frm.rnaioly placed.  Others

in them to make chums—it's a gift
with them! Many of the recently-appointed
0).0.s have done wonders. They have a
carte blanche to act as they think bLest in the

have it

THE SLAVES OF ST. FRANK'S
(Continued froin page 33.)

*That hat trick, Browne!”

I'rom all sides of the ground came the
-houts, but Willian Napoleon Browne took
no notice. e was chatting quietly with Fen-
ton and Moerrow, waiting for the next bats-
man to come out. Hat tricks are by no
imeans uncommon, but St. Frank's did nat
often see them.  And it was rather too much
1o expect when so much depended upon it.

A hush fell over the ground when the new
hatsman took guard. Then Browne prepared
for his run—for the last ball of the over.

“This is awful!” moaned \Villv

“I'm going to, shut my eyes!” \\hhpmenl
Chubby Heath. “Tell me when it’s over

Browne took his ran, and the leather ‘<hot
down the pitch. Nobody exactly knew how
it happened—the new man least of all—but
o fraction of a second later a stump was
dancing merrily across the grass, and every-
body appeared to go mad at once.

*Hurrah!”

“Out 1’ »

“He's done it!"” roared Fullwood.
cheers for Browne!”

It was certainly the hat trick —and William
Napoleon Browne had covered himself with
glory. The game was almost painful to watch
now. There scemed a  chance—a sporting
chance that St. IFrank’s ronhl win. The score
stood 107—T7. With just a little lnck, the
game was in England’s hands,

“Three

interests of the League, and the grass has
not grown under their feet.

But the Australians showed their mettle,
too.

tenaciouslv, they carried on the

Grimly, ) X
determined at all costs to win this

struggle,

match—a match which had seemed a mere
walk over. But Jnglan(l in spite of in-
sufficient practice, was giving the visitors a
fierce fight.

The runs mounted. but there were no more
sensations.  And the inevitable happened.

Within five minutes of the time fixed for close
of play, Australia knocked up the winning

hit, and England was beaten. But it had
been a close battle, for the Australians won
by merely one wicket. And yet, on the

previous cvening, they had expeeted to be
the complete victors before lunch.

“You gave us a !*n(
said Beaton heartily.

‘A close one, teoo.” langhed Fenton.
18 Ilm kind of cricket T like, the kind that
cecms almost too good to be true.  Well, it's
a fine reselt. We've won one each out of the
h\( v

game, you fellows,”

“This

inned  Je LY ])mhl
ood a m,mn in the

‘Honours oven.”
“Let’s hope we

have a

third Test. This one was bonzer!

But lefore tl te the brief Whitsun-
tide holidays would intervene, and there
would be no lJack of excitement. IFor the

St. TFrank's sports carnival was still in fudl
swing, and there were destined to be some
lively doings in London Town.

HE END.
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JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY AND
SEE THE WORLD.

BOYS are wanted for the Seaman Class (from
which selections are made for the Wireless Tele-
graphy and Signalling Branches). Age 15} to 163
years.

MEN ¢

20 are required for:

AN (SPECIAL SERVICE) ..
STOKERS e ee .
ROYAL MARINE FORCES oo we Age 17 to 23.

GOOD PAY ALL FOUXND.
EXCELLENT CHANCES FTOR PROMOTION.

yvou have ridden
ike a month. So &(n:l for details of Apply by letter to the Recrui
No. 400A, Mead ‘' Marvel ""—the R.N. & R.OMML.: 5 Sauffolk Street, Birmingham:
fmc t cycle ever offered on such exception- 121, Victoria Stre t, Bristol; 30, Canning Place,
ally easy payment terms. _ Brilliantly Liverpool; 55, Whitehall, London. S.W.1: 2R0.
plated, richly enamelled 1 >d in two Deansgate, Manchester ; 116, Rye Hill, Newcastle-
colours. Sent pucked . age paid. on-Tyne; or 6, Washington Terrace, Queen’s Park
Fully warranted Money nded if dis- Southampton.

Staff Oflicer,

Height Increased 5/ Complete
In 30 Days. - Course.

No Appliances. No Drugs. N Dieting.
The Melvin Strong System N R

Send stamp for iculars and
—MELVIN STRONG, LTD. (Dept.
Ludgate Hill, London, England.

 Cycle Company (Inc.) Do YOU KNOW

(Dept. S6C1), Birmingham. that there are more than 400 MOTOR INDEX
LETTERS ? How many of them do YOU Lknow ?
Send a postal order for 6d. to ALLNATT, Ltd.,

CAMERAS-

Ever-ready © Fnsign M:

HALF PRICE, | EARLEY STATION, BERKS., for two copics ol (I

Al Trand ¢ complete up-to-date list in a handy folder.  You wi
ascot soxtorm Hand Camera c S :
: g s then be able to tell at a glance
takes six plates 31 by 2} ins. without reloading. Quite '
the \nnlrh st Tor heginne

et hers el WHERE EVERY CAR COMES FROY!
BARGAIN | <ot \nun"‘\ made, \u\uul him-h

Gl BOYS! YOUR CHANGE !

LIST g o 1
]Iln\ ms, (\\| ”]"‘\‘ ated Our Constructional > the st Value
FREE. nstruction Boe 2. 106, H_\ll
price 5 3. Plates six for 8d. Postage 6d. Comiplete Set of l’\“
DOLLOND, 35, LUDGATE HILL, E.C4. POWERFUL

" MOTOR,

Ul instructions, 8'9 post free,
l]t(ll IC BELL PAR’

Send stamp for list of other Eleetric
A R, ELLIS,
(Dept. A), 5, Arthur Street, LUTON, BEDS.

£2 ooo :x;v l‘w m) '\l.mnf\l

lar vrnum, an
July Road, Ll erpool.

PR R COMPLE

\
Splandn’l Chances for
\w'\‘llt\[ IA, NEW

HEIGHT GOUNTS

Let the Girvan
3

Write for my Free Bar-
gain Lists of the best
Coventry made cycles.
Sentonlddays’approval.
carriage paid. Thousands
of testimonials.

in winning sucee
increase
particulars
Enquiry Deprt.
Road, London,

mmﬂum‘muu
e 18 covnmw

mzrmnw

COLLECTOR S OUTFIT FREE!

A fine parcel, incl. P

Case, Watermark

Fn.rLr.B(;Z ll)lfécxl'um I nps 15\? unused), Stamp Be sure to memion ‘“ THE NELSON LEE
Guide, British Colonials, Stam ounts, lc Post. 9 3 H

pt card only nw]v!c«ul..;l‘a]qw:Lvals(. H LIBRARY - When cgmn_mmcatmg
Lisburn & Townsend, London Rd., Liverpool. with advertisers.
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