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As the motor yacht, with Tom Burton on board, slid gracefully across the harbour, the hun-
| dreds of people lining the quay cheered and waved their handkerchiefs enthusiastically.
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The Race Across the Channel ! A Story that Abounds in Thrills !
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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Grown men have attempted to swim the Channel and have failed,
but that makes no difference to Tom Burton, the fifteen-vears-old schoolboy
at St. Frank’s—he’s out to try his luck, and 1if grit and determiation
stand for anything, Tom 1s certain to put up a good ** show.”—Ed.

CHAPTER 1.

Off His Rocker !

Alan Castleton, of the West House at St. Frank's, gazed at Tom Burton with
mild astonishment, It was a fine June morning, and quite a larg: nuwmber of
fellows were out in the Triangle sunning themselves before lessous.

“Deaf?” asked Castleton amusedly.

Tom Burton—Dbetter known in the Remove as the “ Bo'sun "—took absolutely no notice.
He was leaning against the doorway of the West House, staring dreamily across the
Triangle. His sunny, good-natured face was flushed, and he was evidenily “far away.”

“Chuck it, Bo'sun!” said Castleton. * What's the matter with vou, mau "

But still Burton took no notice. Alan (Castleton was one of his studv mates—the
dreamy Lord Pippington was the other—and it was most unusual for the Bo'sun to be
in this abstracted condition.

Until fairly recently, he had belonged to the Ancient House, but now lie was one of
Reggie Pitt’s staunch brigade, and the West House was the richer. Yor this bluff, big-
limibed son of Captain Burton was one of the best. _

_[Findincg that words were useless, (astleton tried deeds. Ie dug Tom DRurton in the
ribs.

“Quch !"” gasped the Bo'sun, with a vielent start.

“I thought that would do it!™ grinned Castlcton. *“Wake up, Bo'sun! Are vou catch-
ing Old Pippy’s ecomplaint?” ]

“Swab my decks!” ejaculated Burton, staring. “Oh, it's vou, shipmate!"

“Yes, it's me!” nodded Castleton, *“ What's the 1dea of staring into rothingness, the
same as Old Pippy does? Is there anything on your mind ?”

Tom Burton's eyes were alight with excitement,
::]‘::Ei,"hy scuppers!” he replied promptly, “I'm going to try it, Castleton!”

[} .

“I'm going to try'iet”

o 3 NYTHING the matter,” Bo'sun?"”
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“Thai’s fine!” said Castleton politely.
“But what are you going to try? Is this a
joke? Ts it a conun-ca-diddle thing, as the
wireless chap says? If so, I'll buy it!”

But Tom Burton wasn’t listening,

“Souse me for a lubber!’ he ejaculated
“densely. “I'm going to have a shot at 1t!
l[i’s a ehance In a thousand!”

He walked down the West House steps, and
strode across the Triangle, leaving Alan
(‘astleton puzzled and wondering.

“Dotty !’ said Alan, shaking his head.

Tom Burton was walking straight on, and
he barged straight into Nipper and Tregellis-
West and Watson, of the Ancient House.
The cheery chums of Study C were chatting
with Pitt & Co.—the subjeet, of course, being
cricket. Tom Burton walked right through
them, as a lawn mower cuts through a clump
of weeds.

;iDon’l; mention it!” said Nipper grace-
fully.

“Here, I say, Bo'sun!” protested Reggic
Pitt., “What the dickens do you think you're

doing 7’

Burton came to a halt, and turned.

“T'm going to have a shot at it!” he zaid
triumphantly. “Think of it, shipmates!”

Pitt grinned,

“Give us something to think about, and
we'll oblige!” he said. “In other words, O

the dickens are vyou getting

oracle, what
at 77

Alan Castlelton came up.

“We'd better grab him, and make -him
speak!”” he suggested. ““T’'ve been trying to
get him to explamn, but 1t’s no good, All he
~avs is that he’s going to have a shot at it!”

“Souse me, and so I am !’ said the Bo'sun
excitedly. ** A thousand pounds, messmates!™

“My only hat!”

e Bea‘u{l]‘:—
“Yes, a 1.110115&1141” repcated  Burton
tensely.  ““I'm not saying that I shall sueceed

—but you never know your luck! And no-
hody ever Joes anything unless he tries!”’

“That's true enough,” said Nipper. “In
about one minute we shall probably tryv to
bump vou, Bo'sun—and the chances are that
we shall succeed!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’

Tom Burion was geiting more and more
exeited. |

“71 tell vou, it’s a chance he shouted.
“Of course, it’s a jolly long way—but I'm
a good swimmer,”’

“A pood =wimmer "’
*Great Scott!
than ever!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's not my

p 1

~ gasped  Castleton,
He's getfing into deeper water

way to lrag, but why

shouldn't I try my luck 77 demanded Tom |}

Burton, glaring at the other juniors. ** You'll
all admit that I ean swvim, won’t you ?”’

“0h, rather!”

“We don't need telling that, Bo'sun, old
man,” said Nipper, smiling. “The way vou
swamwy from the Cull Sands to Caistowe—a
distance of over five miles—last week was
wonderful.  And you did it without tnening a
hair !’ ~

“Begad, rather!” agreed Sir Moutie
Tregellis-West. ‘It was a frightfully wonder-
ful thing, Bo’sun—it was, reallyt”’

*“Hear, hear!”

All the juniors were ready to agree on this
point. Tom Burton’s recent swim from the
Gull Sands to the mainland was still the talk
of the common-rooms at St. Frank’s; every-
body knew that his great effort had saved
the lives of the party that had been marooned
on the sandbanﬁ.

“Of course, I may be wrong,” said Burton,

taking a deep breath. “But why shouldn’t
I have a try 7"’

ar

“A try at what?” yelled half a dozen
voices,

“Why shouldn’t I make a big effort to get
hold of this thousand-pound prize?”’ de-

manded Tom. “ After all, 'm a good swim-
mer, and——"' :

“Grab him!™ said Alan Castleton. * We've
had enough of this!”’

Tom Burton was seized, and held firmly.

““Souse my scuppers!” he gasped. ‘' Avast
there, shipmates!’’
“Now, my son!” said Nipper grimly.

“Before we go any further you've got to
tell us what you're talking about! What is
it that you're going to have a try for 7"
- “Why, haven’t I told you ?’" asked Burion,
11 surprise.

“*No, you haven't!”

““Well,. you can call me a landlubber !’
ejaculated the Bo’sun blankly. *“I'd forgot-
ten! The fact 1s, shipmates, I'm going to
have a shot at it!”

At what 7" roared the juniors.

“At swimming the Channel, of course!
satd Tom Burton.

CHAPTER 2.
The Bo’sun’'s Ambition !

OR a moment there was
an amazed silence,

A number of other

juniors had collected

round, and they had
all heard Tom Burton’s astonishing words.

“The Channel 7' repeated Nipper. ** Which
channel 7’

“The English Channel, of course,”
Tom.

“You're—you're going to have a shot at
swimming4he Channel 7’ yelled Castleton.

“That’s the idea, messmate!”” nodded Tom
Burton,

There was another momentary silence, and
then it was broken by a prolongea yell of
langhter.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!™

“0Oh, my giddy aunt

“The Bo'sun’'s clean off his rocker!”

“ Hs, bha, bha!l"™

I'he erowd grew bigger, and Tom Durton

-:Ei[l

r}!

stood in the middle of 1i, flushed and indig-

nant, lverybody waswhouting with laughter.
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~“Oh, Bo'sun, it's the first time we knew
that you were a comedian!’’ gasped Reggic
Pitt, “And it's a jolly m:-d joke, too!’

The BD sun glared at
e su't a joke!" he thumlf.*red.
ir !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I tell you ’'m going to have a shot at t,”
Looted Burfon,

Ilis vehernence was so great, his indigna-
tion <o obvious, that the juniors ceased thelr
langhtoer.

“He means it!"” said Reggie Pitt wonder-
ingly.,  “Silence, O empty lieads, while the
great man explains the reason for his tem-
porary insanity !’

Tom Burton flushed deeply,

“Swill my maindeck!” he grmﬂeﬂ v
don't want vou Jubbers to think that I'm
boasting about what I can do—"

"'ﬁo don't think that, Bo’sun, old man,’
put in Nipper gently,

“Then why are vou laughing at me !

“1T mean

“Th* Oh, beecause—-"" I\Lppm paused
“The fact is, it scems rather funny,” he said
genially. “Sorry to upset you, Bo'sun, but

wo couldn’t help cackling.  We didn't know

von were such an optimist.”

“Poerhaps T am optimistic!" admitied Tom
Burton gruffly. “Maybe I'in a fool for
thinking that I can swim the Channel.  DBut
there’s  one  thing thundering c-mt'nu-—I
shan't swim the Channel if T don’i try!”

“Nothing venture, nothing win!” mur-
rred qugm Pitt,

“Yes, by scuppers, and I've got a chianee
nl *.umnnrf a thousand pounds!” said the|
Do'sun.  his  oyes glmrmng anew, i
thousand pounds, shipmafes'

" “"u&f 3

‘A thousand quid!”

“f‘ht‘-me it, Bosg'un!”

“Don't you believe me?” said Burion

aggressively,  ““All right! Look at this!

e pulled something out of his pocket—the
crumpled front page of a newspaper. It was
one of the big London dailies, aud it was
that very morning's issue.
. "Look at this!” said
1N,

He opened the sheet and Leld it out. and
right across the pagoe was the legend, in big
tvpe: “Our One Tbousﬂnd Pound Offer to
Young Channel Aspirants.”™

“You needn't trouble to read it,” said
Rurton, his voice trembling with excitement.
“I can tell you the whole thing in half a
dozen words. This paper is offering a prize
of a thousand pounds to the first British
hey or girl under twenty who can beat the
cxisting Channel record !”

ihe Bo'sun, point-

“Well, I'm jiggered!”

“And I'm under twenty!” said Buarton
giimly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

twenty!”  nodded

“*Coustaerably under
“You're only about

Nipper, with a chucklo.

f.{teon, iny son,’
" Well, what about Gertrude Tiderle?"” de-
wanded the Bo'sun 'fyromptly. © ‘:~hﬂ an

L

5

{ American girl—and she swam the Channel

and broke all records, and she wasn't out of
her teens when she did it! And if an Ameri-
can girl can swim the Channel, why shouldu’e
I have a try?

Nipper bnrame thoughtful.

“Of course, lots of penp]e are having a
shot at it this summer, he said 5]0?.!}*.
“Plenty of youngsters, tco. At the rato
things are going, they'll soon have to alter
the coursce of the eross-Channel steamers, be-
cause the Straits of Dover are becoming
littered with Channel swimmers,”

"““Ha, ha, ha!”

“There’'s my uncle, too!” said Tom
Burton eagerly,

“Your uncle?”

“By gad, yes!” said Castleton. nodding.
“Don’t vou remember? The Bo'sun was

worried about his uncle last
fahll werried,”
“Uncle Steve!

woek, and he's

r

said the Bo'sun, nodding.

“Ile's in business in Southampton, isn't
he ¥’ asked Nipper.
“That’s it, shipmate,” said Burton. “He's

been having a pretty hard time of it, and
he's liable to go into bankruptey unless he
gefs some capital. The trouble 1s he can’r
find the necessary security. But, souse me!
If T can only win this thousand pnund prize
I'll invest 3t in Uncle %tm'os bustness, and
everything will be all right!”

“Good man!” said Reggie Piit heartily.
“I admire you for your pluck!”
“Hear, hear!”

“Cheese it!” growled Burton, turning red.
“Fhere's nothmg plucky nbnut it. But
iere’s a chance to win a big prize, and that’s
a big incentive. If only I ean help my
uncle’s business I shall feel that I've swun:
the Channel for something worth while, And
I'm certain that the investment will be a
sound one. T don’t want any sccurities from
Unele Steve !”

The ]unmr'-: could not help admiring the
Bo'sun’s simple faith. He had been greatly
worried aver his uncle’s troubles of late, and
there wasn’t the shghte-}f doubt that his-

sudden desire to swim the Channel was
cecasioned by his concern over his uncle'’s
financial difficultics.

If only he could succeed in this swim, and

win the prize, he would be able to give his
uncle some valuable help. He only wanted
to make this attempt to swim the Channel
beecause it might mean the salvation of his
vnele. Being modest, the Bo'sun cared little
about the glory of the feat. In fact, he
hardly gave that aspect a single thought.

““8o, messmates, you sce how it stands!”
said the Bo'sun quietly. “There are no
catches about this newspaper offer.  Any
British younth under twenty can enter for it,
and the first one to beat the record will gt
the thousand pounds, Well, why shouldn't I
have a go? I'm game to h‘.""

“By jingo, you're game mmugh, old man!”
said Reggie Pitt approvingly. “ DBut the great

| question 1s—have you any hope of successs?’
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CHAPTER 3.
Doubts |

IPPER looked wery
dubious, and all the
other fellows were
silent. An elegant
figure came strolling

up, mildly inquisitive.

“Well, well!” =aid the newecomer. “ What
have we here? What is the weighty problem,
dear old fellows?” ;

“Tt’s about the Bo'sun, Travers,” saud
Fullwood, “He’s talking about making an
attempt to swim the Channel.”

“Splendid ! said Vivian Travers promptly,
“Good luck to him!”

“You silly ass!” said Tommy Watson.
“You don’t think he can do it, do you?”

“Why not?”

“Because swimming the Channel is a jolly
ticklish job!” retorted Watson,

“Agreed!” said Travers coolly. “‘Bat,
then, the Bo'sun is the very fellow to tackle
a ticklish job. Tf American girls ean swim
the Channel, so can British bovs! Thres
cheers for the Union Jack!”

“Tdiot!” said Watson tartly.

“Thanks!”

“Well, don't rot, then!”

“PDear old fellow, was I rotting?” mur-
mured Travers, ““Is it wrong to be loyal?
IFor once in mv misspent life T happen to be
serions, Let the Bo’sun go ahcad, and jolly
good luck to him!”

The other fellows hardly knew how to take
Vivian Travers, for he was always inclined
to be eynical or jocular.

“Look here, Bo’sun,” said Nipper briskly,
as he turned to Tom DBurton. “We all
admire you for your determination 5

“Souse me!” growled the Bo’sun,
don’t want vour admiration!”

“But have von considered all the difli-
culties?” went on Nipper. “I'm the last
fellow in the world {o tryv to discourage you.
Go ahead, old man, if yvou think you stand a
chance ! But isn’t it the wise thing to
examine all the points?”

“Well, of course,” admitted Tom,

“Last week,” proceeded Nipper, *“you
made a gallant swirn from the Gull Sands
to the coast. It was a distance of five miles,
and the sea was pretiy rough.”

“But ho had the tide with
Jack Grey.

“Nothing can alter the fact, though, that
he arrived at Caistowe as {resh as paint,”
?mdlepi'mr. “He did that five miles on his
icad——"

“And Mr. IFielding told me that I ought
to go 1n for swimming the Channel!” said
Burton tensely. “Don’t you remember,
messmates? Ny, TFielding’s a  great sports-
man, and he knows what he's talking about !”

-H'I

nim!” put in

and poodness knows what else!

LEE LIBRARY

“Oh!” caid Reggie Pilt slowly. “So it
was Mr. Fielding who put this idea into your
head, was 1t7”

i YESI’I,

“He was probably carried away by
enthusiazm,” said Fullwood. “JXor good-
ness’ sake, Do'sun, be sensible! Iverybody
knows that Mr. Fielding wasn't really
serious,”

“Wasn’t
staring,

“Of course he wasn't!” put in Reggie Pitt.
“As Fully says, he was carried away by
enthusiasm, He thought you had put up a
pretty good swim from the Gull Sands, and
' he was ass enough to say that you ought
to have a shot at swinming the Channel.”

“That’s it!"” said several juniors,

But Tom Burton set his jaw doggedly.

“I don't see why I shouldn’t have a try!”
he growled.

“Good man!” sard Nipper approvingly.
“That's the spirit that wins! DBut, yon
know, swimming the Channel is very different
| from swimming from the Gull Sands to the
mainland.”

“Of course it's different,” put in Vivian
. Travers.  “Why tell him that, dear old
fellow? Tt's about twenty-one miles across
the Channel, and nearer forty miles of actunal
swimming, even supposing the currents are
favourable. But if the Bo’sua is game, why
discourage him " :
“Hang it, I'm not discouraging him!” said
Nipper bluntly, “I'm telling him to go
ahead, But it’s just possible tﬁat he hasn't
considered all the difficulties. There aren’t
any treacherous eourrents off Caistowe. But
what about the Channel? Evervbody knows
that the Straits of Dover is filled with all
Sorts of cross-currents. Some of the world's
champion swimmers have been beaten by

them.  Men of splendid physique—men of
twenty vears' experience.”

“Yes, and girls have swum tha Channel,
too !” nodded Travers languidly.

Clang-clang |

The bell for morning school was ringing.
and the crowd broke up. Tom Burton went
off with Castleton, and the Ancient Honse
fellows drew apart from the others.

Reggie Pitt was frowning as he found him-
self alone with Jack Grey and Singletor and
Goodwin,

“Of course, he’s off his chum } 1d
Pitt gruffly. y -

“The Bo'sun, vou mean ?”

MClean dotty!” said Reggie. “How the
dickens can he swim the Channel? - What
about the expenses? Who's going to back

serious?” repeated the Bo’sun,

L him 2"’

“IExpenses?”
ously. ’

“It costs a good bit to make an attempt
to swim the Channel,” -said Reggie Pitt
impatiently, ‘““You've got to have a tug,
. _ And then
there’s all the training, too! How is the
Bo'sun going to geh the time to train? We

repeated Singleton  enri-

can't help admiring his spirit, but Nipper
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was perfeetly right. about
difficulties 2"

“Av. lad, but Burton’s a champion, all
the satae,” said Goodwin firmly,

“Dut I don't think he’'ll ever become
champion of the Channel,” said Pitt, shaking
his head, “In fact, we ought to do some-
thing about it. We ought to drive this
sillv idea out of his head. He's already
thinking that he stands a chance of winning
that thousand pounds, and helping his uncle.
It's—it’s all wrong! We musn't let him
carrv on with it.”

“But what are we going to do?" asked
Singleton, with a smile. “It seems rather
off-side to throw cold water on him. He's
so jollv keen about it. Besides, we're all
ready to admit that he's a pretty marvellous
swimmer,”

“Yes, I know that,” agreed Reggie
thoughtfully. “But we've got to save him
from himself—we've got to save him from
being the laughing stock of the school. He's
a West House chap, and it’s our job to put
things right.”

“And how are we going to do it?" asked
Jack Grey.

“By going over to Mr, Iielding, and tell-
ing him everything,” replied Reggie grimly.
“ A word from Mr. Fielding in the Bo’sun's
car will make him simmer down. It was
Mr. Ficlding who put the Channel-sivimming
idea into his head—so Mr. Fieclding will
have to put it out again!” i

And they left it at that, for the clanging
of the school bell was very insistent.

CHAPTER 4.
A Surprise !

LEADY ?" asked Reggie
Pitt Dbriskle.

Lessons were over,
And as it was a half
holiday that day the

the afternoon to themselves.

juniors had
Reggie Pitt and Jack Grey had just looked
S amto Study S, in the Remove passage in the
:‘i*%gﬁh. House. .

33 "’t-}]':ﬁat coming !” said Alan Castleton.

A astleton was alone in the study—at least,
Y8 considered that he was alone. Lord
Fippinton was there, but “0ld Pippry " was
sitfing drcamily on the lounge, and he took
. 1o interest in the proceedings. Tom Burton
. had gone off to the river, to indulge in his

fmjn%;ite pastime of swimming.
“We'd.better get off, then,” said Reggie
Pits. wanted Singleton and Coodwin

tn contd, 4t they're plaving in the House
match.” .

Two or three minutes later, Pitt, Grey and
Castleton started off on their bieyeles. The
Flouse mateh that afternoon svas only of
sccondary importance—thé Jéssar lights were
being given a chance—and :5¢ the leader of

the West House juniwhnm required.
tle was rather glad, fé was free.
1 1

J OT &
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The trio made good progress on their ride
to Caistowe ; and the one subjeet under dis-
cussion, on the way, was Tom Burton's
proposed Channel swim,

“We've got to do evervthing we can to
discourage the ass!” said Reggie Pitt firmly.
““I hope we shan’t be misunderstood. It
isn’t that we haven’t got faith in the Bo'sun.
We know he’s a marvellous swimmer, and
he's as game as they make 'em, too.”

“Rather!” said Castleton. “The PBo'sun
is as good as gold !”

“But for his own sake we've got to mako
him put the brake on, eh?” asked Grey.

“That's it!” said Pitt, “In his eagerness,
he hasn't thought of the snags. And, as far
as I can sec, the whole project is bristling
with snags. If he goes ahead, he's bound to
come a cropper, and then everybody will
laugh at him. We want to save him f{rom
that fate.”

Truth to tell, Reggie Pitt was very con-
cerned about the Bo'sun, Reggie held Tom
Burton in very high regard, and hLe hated
the thought of the sunny son of the sca

being chipped unmercifully, after his
ambitious house of cards had collapsed.
“Yes, snags,” repeated Reggie Titf.

“Snags everyvwhere |
the expense,”
“A pretty nasty hurdle,” said Castleton.

“Only rich people can afford to make an
attempt to swim the Channel,” said Reggie.
“Or, 1f they aren’t rich, they've got to have
somebody to back them. There's the expense
of training, and the expense of hiring a tug,
team launch—and plenty other ways
of getling rid of ready moncy, too.”

“The poor old Bo'sun hasn't thought of
all that,” said Grey. |

“And what about the Ilead?” asked
Castleton. “In order to attempt a Channel
swim, the DBo’sun will have to get special
leave; not for a day or two—but for a week
or two! And when the' Head hears about
Elhe uff’air, he’ll jolly soon bring the chopper

own.

“That’s what I'm afraid of,” said Reggie
Pitt grufly. “The Head'li laugh at it, and
tell the Bo’sun to get back to his studies!
That's why we're going over to Mr. Fielding
now—to save poor old Tom from these
shocks, A word from Mr. Fielding will do
the trick.”

“It'll be like magie!” smiled Jack Grev.
“I sav, why not get Mr. Ficlding to come
back with us to St. Frank’s? Let him have
five minutes talk with the Bo'sun, and then
we shan’t hear anything more about this
Channel swimming wheeze.”

“That's exactly what we shall try for,”
said Reggie firmly.

When they got to Caistowe, they were
lucky in finding Mr. Ticlding at home. As
a matter of fact, he was just setting off for
the harbour, his intention being to test onc
of his new motor-boats, Mr. Ficlding was
an enthusiastic sportsman, and he had plenty
of money to indulge his fancies.

I'irst of all, there's



8 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY L

“Well, boys, how are you?” he said, Mr. Fielding enthusiastically, “I'll help
heartily, as he surveyed the trio. “Got | him in his training—and, ves, I'l] provide
asver yvour experience of last week?” a motor-boat for him, too! That boy is

“Yes, rather, siv!” plucky, and I'm proud of him!”

“That’s good!” said Mr. Fielding. .

‘How’s the youngster who was injured ?”

“You mean Archie Glenthorne?” said
PPitt. ““Oh, he's about again, sir. Limps a
bit, but he’s practically himself.”

“Splendid |”

“To tell you the truth, sir, we came over
this afternoon especially to see you about

last week’s affair,” said Pitt pointedly.
“You remember how Tom Burton swam
from the Gull Sands to Caistowe? You

came to our rescue in your motor-boat, and

“Ah. a wonderful swim,” nodded Mr.
Ficlding enthusiastically. “By gad! I
haven't got over it yet! That boy 1s a
marvel] 1

They were standing on the gravel path,
outside Mr. Fielding's house, and he now
led the way across the green lawn to a
garden scat. Ile sat down, and lighted a
cigar.

“Yes, that boy’s a wonder!” he said
firmly, “Ile saved vour lives on that day,
by his gallant swim.”

“We know that, sir,” said Pitt quietly.
“Put something you said to Burton has
put rather big ideas into his head.”

“*Something 1 said #”

“Yes, sir,” replied Reggie. “You didn't
mican it, did you, when you told him that he
ought to go in for swimming the Channe!?”

“Yes, by glory, I did!” said Mr. Ejelding
promptly.

“What !"”

“Of course I did!” said Mr. Tielding.
“That boy 1isn’t any ordinary swimmer.
He’s exceptionally gifted—and he's got the
stamina of a giant!”

“T eay, sir, but it's serious!” said Pitt
carnestly.  “Tom Burton has practically
taken you at your word. He's talking about
having a shot at swimming the Channel.”

Mr, Fielding jumped up, his eyes gleam-
mg.

“8Splendid!” he execlaimed. “By the Lord
[farry! The boy's got grit!”

PPitt and the other juniors stared at him
blankly.

“DBut—but you don’t approve,
«ir 7 ejaculated Piit.

“1 certainly do approve!”

“But—but we came here to ask vou to see

do you,

the Bo'sun|” said Reggie. “We want yon
to discourage him——"

“Rubbish 1"

“But look here, sir—-"

“*Nonsense !” said Mr. Fielding. “Dis-

courage him, eh? Not me, my boys—not
me! Il your young friend has made up his
mind to have a shot at swimming the
Channel. I'll do everything in my power to
belp him "

“Oh, my hat!” said Reggie.

“Well I'm blowed !” murmured Castleton.

“I'll back him for all he's worth|” said

CHAPTER 5.
Mr, Fielding Gets Busy !

EGGTIE PITT was now
looking flushed and
excited.

“We didn’t think

vou'd take this view,

sir!” he :ald eagerly., “By Jove! It's
wonderful of you, sir!”

“ Wonderful nothing!” said Mr. IFiclding,
with a frown. "“This boy is ambitious ang
he deserves to be encouraged., Mind vou,
I wouldn't talk like this unless I was certain
that he ztood a chance. But he docs stand
a chance, and a good one, too! You counld
have knocked me down with a feather when

‘he told me that he had swum the five miles

from the Gull Sands.
as a flower when he had finished !
show the slightest sign of fatigue.”

“But it's an awfully difficult job,
swim the Channel!” said Castleton,.

“Granted !” nodded Mr. Fielding. “Ii’s
no child's play, DBut your friend, Burton,
i1s an exceptional swimmer, Ile’s got the
skill, he's got the stamina—and, by gad, he's
cot something far more important—deter-
mination! It's the spirit to win that gets a
fellow tnrough !’

“Oh, rather, sir!”

“Every time, sir!”

“And the Bo'sun’s got that spirit, too,
sir 1"

Mr. l'ielding looked at the three juniors
severely.

“Then what iz your idea in coming to
me?”" he demanded. “If you’re o0 sure
of young DBurton’s determination, why do
voun want me to discourage him?”

“We don’t want to, sir,” replied Reggie
Pitt. “But we thought—— That is, we
had no idea that you would take this view.
We only wanted to discourage him because
we thought it would be impossible for him
to stand the cxpenses.”

“The boy deserves to be backed,” said Mr.
Fielding firmiy. “I wouldn't consider the
matter for & moment if T had any doubts.
Mind you, he may not succeed in his swim—
but I'm downright certain that he’ll put up
a rood fight.”

“And what about his training, sir?”

“I'll sce to that,” replied Mr. Fielding.
“If it comes to that, he can use my house as
his  headquarters—and train here, in
Caistowe.”

Reggie Pitt and his two companions were
catching some of Mr. Fielding’s enthusiasm.
Now that the project was becoming a possi-
bility, the Removites changed their views.

“If you want to know the truth, I wus
wondering 1f young 'BaMon would take any

Why, he was as fresh
Didn’t

-

s1r, to
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Sneering as usual, Gore-Pearce had insinuated that Reggie Pitt might have “‘ taked ’’ the papers

in the satchel,

‘“ You rotter ! ** roared Pitt indignantly. He opened the bag and shook the
scraps of paper up and down in fron{ of Gore-Pearce’s eyes.

““ Now, then, take it yoursaHf ! *’ said

Reggie hotfly. ** Shake it up as much as you like [ ™

notice of my words,” said Mr. Tielding, in
a satisfied voice, “I'm glad—confoundedly
glad!™

“There's something else, sir,” said Pitt
besitatingly., “The Bo'sun really got the
1dea this morning—when he saw an announce-
ment in one of the papers about Channel
swimming. A thousand pounds is being
offered to any Britich boy or girl under
twenty &

“"Oh!" said Mr. Iielding slowly,

“But vou mustn't think that the Bo'sun
is influenced by the thought of getting the
money for himself, sir!” went on Reggie,
“here’s an uncle of his in Southampton—
im business,  The businesz is pretty rocky,
owing to the lack of capital. and the Bo'sun
wants to win that prize so that he can help
kis unele.”

Mr. I'ielding changed his expression.

“Good !” he said. ““That's fine! DMy
opiunion of the boy i1s higher than ever. He's
not thinking of any glory—of any pos:ible
personal gain?  He wants to make this
attemipt so that he can heip a relative, en?
I.xcellent 1"

“Qf course, we're jolly glad to hear this,
sir,” said Castleton. “We think you're a
brick for deciding to help the Bo'sun——"

“Rubbish, my boy!”

“But what about the Ilead, sir?"” went on
Castleten. “The Do'suan is only a Remove

| fellow, and the Iead might have somett:ins
| to say about all this.”

“You're not suggesting that your heacd-
master is likely to forbid the attempt 7"’ asked
Mr. Fielding.

“Yes, I am, sir,” said Castleton. *‘Dr.
Stafford is a bit old-fashioned in his ideas,
you know, and he might not approve. He
might think that it's a crazy idea for a junior
St. Frank’s fellow to make an attempt on tuo
Channel. And the chances are that he wi.l
bring his foot down with a wallop.”

“II'm!"" grunted Mr. IFielding, stroking his
chin. “That's true! Still, there’s one
solution to the little problemn. I must have
a talk with your headmaster, and try and
convince him that the box should be allowed
to go ahead. I'll get Burton the necessary
lcave of absence,” he added confidently,

“YWhen, sir?”? asked Pitt. “Do you mean
that vou're coming over to sec Dr. Stafford -

.

“To-day, sir?”

“There's no time like the present,” replied
AMr. Fielding promptly. “I'm not very busy
this afternoon, so I'll come straight away,
Dr. Stafford 1s at home, I suppose?”

“I think so, sir,” said Castleton eagerty.
“There’s a big First Ileven match on to-day,
and the Head 1s generally at home on such
occasions.”

“Then I'll get my ecar out and run over to
St. Irank's now.” said Me. Iielding.
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“May we come with you, sir?” asked
Fastleton.  ““We can leave our bikes here,
and come back for them afterwards. DBut

we'd love to be at St. Ifrank’s when you
arrvive.”

“Certainly,” smiled Mr. Iielding.
along with pleasure t”

So it come about that Pitt and Grey and
Castleton were with Mr. Fielding when the
latter’s car glided into the Triangle, half an
hour later.

Luckily enough, Tom Burton was standing
in the shade of West Arch, talking with
Nipper and Church and McClure and one or
two other Removites. The genial Bo'sun was
locking worried, and it was only too clear
that the juniors had been persuading him to
give up bhis “erazy ”’ project.

“Hallo! Look who's here!” said Nipper,
as the ca1 appeared. " I'm jiggered if it 1sn’t
‘Myr. IFielding, of Caistowe!”

The Ro’sun jumped, his eyes glittering.

“Mr. Fielding!” he shouted. “Swab my
decks! He's the very man I want to see !”

He ran out into the Triangle, and Mr.
I'iclding gave him a cheery shout of welcome.

“Well, Burton, my boy, I've come over
cepecially to see your headmaster,” said Mr,
IFielding genially, as he shook hands.

“"To see the Head, sir?” ejaculated the
Bo'sun, staring. “But—but——-"

“I'm going to help you in this Channel
swimming idea of yours, young man!"” said
Mr. Fielding firmly. “Between the two of
us, we ought to pull it off !V

CHAPTER 6.
Seeing the Head !

R. FIELDING'S words
had the effect of a
bombshell.

“You're going
help him,

to
sir 7*

shouted Nipper.
“Yes!” replied the Caistowe sportsman.
“1f Burton really wants to make an attempt
on the Channel, I'm ready to back hin!
I’ll see to his training, I'll provide him with
:he necessary motor-boat, and accompany him
on his swim, too!”

“Great Scott!”

“Well, I'm blessed !”’

“ Avast there!” bellowed the Bo'sun.
ihis right, skipper? Do you mean 1t?”

Mr. Fielding smiled.

“IMow many more times have I got {o say
that 1 mean 1t?” he said amusediy. “There,

“Is

younz man! Don't get so excited! I'm
proud of you!”
He clapped Tom Burton on the back.
“Yes, proud of you!” he repeated. “The

very faet that yon are willing to make the
attempt proves that you've got the grit in
you! I'n an idle good-for-nothing, and 1
might as well spend some of my time in a
good cause for once! Bo'sun, lad, you can

“Come |
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count upon me to back you all the way
through !’ _

“Thanks awiully, sirl” said Tom huskily.
“By scuppers! You’re a brick, sir |

Nipper's eyes were gleaming,

“By Jove, Bosun, I'm glad!” he said
‘heartily, “I've been doing the best I could
to dissuade you, but I hope you don’t mis-
understand me. I've got plenty of faith in
you, old man, but there were so many diffi-
culties 1n the way that I didn’t want you
to get a shock. Mr. Fielding’'s promise bhaz
made all the difference!”

“Yes, rather |” said the other juniors.

“Hallo, hallo!” murmured Reggie Pitt.
“Here comes old Barry! Now for some fire-
works |’

Mr. Beverley Stokes, the Housemaster of
the West House—affectionately known
amongst the juniors as ‘‘ Barry ’—came over
and shook hands with Mr. Fielding, with
whom he was well acquainted.

“Delighted to sce you here, Mr. Fielding,”
said the young Housemaster. “If you've
called to see Mr. Lee, I'm afraid you’'ll be
disappointed. Ie happens to be away this
afternoon.”

“*No; 1've called to se you, and the head-
master,” rveplied Mr. Fielding., "I think
vou're the gentleman who gdides the
destinies of this voungster, aren’t you?”

He indicated Tom Burton, and Barry
Stokes grinned,

“Fortunately, he doesn’t need much guid-
ing,  he replied. “The Bo'sun 1s quite a
good man.”

“Well, let’s bhe blunt about 1t,” said My.
IFielding. “Young Burton i1s a wonderful
swimmer, and he has made up his mind to
make an attempt at the Channel.”

“The deuce he has!” said Mr. Stokes, with
a start, ‘“Bravo, Bo'sun! I wish you luck !

“Thanks, sir!” gasped Burton. " Does that
mean that you'll let me have special leave?”

“My dear fellow, I'll not only give you
leave, but 1'l]l give you my blessing,” replied
Barry Stokes cheerily. “Any St. Frank’s
junior who is optimist enough to think that
he can swim the Channel 1s a hero! And, by
Jove, I'm not so sure that you don’t stand
a chance! You're pretty hot stuff on swim-
ming, aren’t you? Unfortunately, the head-
master may drop a spanner into the works.”

“Do vou think he’ll be hard to manage 7"
asked Mr, Fielding, with concern. “This boy
is so keen on the thing that I want to help
him. I'd like to go and see Dr. Stafford now,
and 1t would be an excellent idea if you came
along with me, Mr. Stokeg"”

“T'm your man!” said the Housemaster
promptly.
They went off at once, and the Rcmove

fellows waited in the Triangle, talking ex-
citedly.  Tom Burten was surrounded by a
hig crowd now, and everybody was congratu-
lating him.

“RSteady, shipmates—steady !” said the
Bo'sun., *“We don’t want to be too previous,

do we? [It’s quite possible that the Head wiil
forbid it.” U
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“'Lcm ve got old Barry on your side, any-

Low,” said Pitt, with delight. “Barry's a

Ll

sD r!:[”

“*Rather !™

Dr. Stafford was just coming out of his
front door when Mr. I“m!dmrr and the

Housemaster reached the other side of Inner
Court. The meeting was most opportane.
“Can you spare a few minutes, sir?"” asked
Mr. Stokes. “1 think you know Mr. Fielding,
of Caistowe, don’t you?”
“Why, ryes, to be sure,” said the Head,
23 he shook hands. ““Have you come over

LEE LIBRARY X1

CHAPTER T,
All Serens !

d HERE was something
* very final about D,
Stafford's tone.  He
made the pronounce-
ment as though the
subjeet was definitely closed.

Mr. Fielding and Barry Stokes exchanged
a quick glance.

to see the match against Redeliffe, My,
Ficlding ? | underuta.nd that the school «is :omrt hth1‘;?}:?;“;?:‘,3552?5 ;;J:ihﬂggﬂ?i as ‘it
n'.u:l.;kmg a' goodf showing, L . first glance, perhaps, it is stivthing te Roar &f
~ “Abhem! Well, hardly,” said Mr. l'w.wl a junior schoolboy having a shot at the
ing hesitatingly. i A (N

" Then let me personally escort you to the| wpp o not only startling, Mr. Stokes, but

pavilion—

“If you don’t mind, Dr. Stafford, I *-Iuouli
like a few words with you in private at once,”
said Mr, PFielding. “That is, Mr. ‘thke&
and I ave both anxious to spe ak to YOl

“Indeed!” said the Head, rather surprised
be his visitor’s serious tone.

“It's about Burton, of the Remove.
House, sir,” said Barry Stokes gently.

“Ah, Durton!” nodded the Head. “Isn’t
Lie the remarkable boy who made that won-
derful swim last week ? A creditable achieve-
ment, Mr. Fielding! I understand that you
were present at the time 7"

“It was my motor- boat that went to the
Gull Sands,” “agreed Mr. Fielding, “As for
]3111‘101’1 his performance in swimining from
the (:1111 Sands to the eoast was not 1t1910h
wreritorious, but astounding.”

“A splendid young fell
Staftord.

* Burton himself has now decided to make
an attempt to swim the Channel,” went on
Mr. Fielding. * Naturally, this attempt will
gepend upon your willingness to grant him
speeial leave ”

“QOue moment,
1 astonis shment.
sC imu-' :

Pml I am.”

“Are veu telling me that this junior school-
llD‘."—“H': Remov ite—is thinking of attcmpt-
ime to swim the Channel 7

“I'hat 13 g0, Dr. Stafford.”

“Absurd!"” said the Head coldly, “ Upen
niv word! I hope I am a reasonable man,
M., Fielding, but this is pure nonsense |”

“I am sorry you should have that opinion,
sir—because I am prepared to back voung
Burton right through,” said Mr. Tielding

n iy

-

beamed Dr. |

ow |”

sir ! inferrunted the Head,
“Surcly you cannot be

quietly, “My object in coming here s
to ask vou to grant him spcecial Jeave, so that
Jhie can immediately start the necessary

tratning.,”

“1 amn sorry, Mr, Fielding !" said the Head
stiffly. “But I am afraid I must be very firm
in this matter., In no f-irmn'nmi‘mcc'-: can 1

quite out of the gquestion,” said the Ilecad, in
a chilly wvoice.

“1 am sorry you should take that view,
"1[‘, caid Mr, Stf}]-\.(‘q “1 am th(\ bﬂ:f-d
Housemaster, and I think you will give e
credit for knowing his character and his
capabilities. If he were any other boy I
might well hesitate before approving of Mr,
Fielding's proposition. But, knowing Burton
as I do, I most heartily desire him to make
this attempt.”

The Head pursed his lips

“Good gracious !” lu, S'lit] at length,
“Surely, Mr. Stokes, you do not imagine that
Burton stands the slightest chance of sue-
cess !’

“I think he rtands a very excellent chance
of success!”

“You surprise me!” said the Head, in
astonishment. “Really, Mr. Stokes, this is
most disturbing! I do not want to be un-
necessarily sceptical, and you must forgive me
for my attitude. But this boy is only about
fiftecn years of age, and it would be eruel to
encourage him in this absurdity.”

“I should be the last man to encourage
him if I thought there was any chance of
the affair ending farcically,” put in Mry.
Fielding quietly., “The very fact that T am
willing to back the boy is surely sufficient
evidence that I have faith in him?”

“Quite so, Mr. Fielding—quite s0,” said
{the Head. *“But 1s your faith justified ?”

“1 think it 1s,” replied the Caistowe sports-
man. “You were not present, Dr, Stafford.
when Burton finished his swim from the Gull
Sands.  But it was I who picked him up in
(‘aistowe Bay. The boy was absolutely
fresh ! IIe showed not the slightest sign of
fatigne.’

“But the distance was only five miles—and,
T understand, he had the assistance of the
tide,” s=aid the Head.

"1 will grant that,” agreed Mr, Ticlding.
“But Lhe sca was very choppy at the time—
and swimming was difficult, even with the
assistanca of the tide. And yet Burton looked

allow Burton of the Remove to make thisyas though be had not swum a hundred yards.

L]

preposterous attempt !

T was astounded.”
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“1’m!” mused the Head. “1 do not
know what to say.” :

“The boy  possesscs a  magmiicent

physique,” put in Mr. Stokes quickly., “As a
swimmer, he is phepomenally gifted,  As
you know, sir, he holds all the St. Frank’s
reccords for swimming. Of his stamina, 1
have not the slightest doubt. He is capable
of great feats of endurance—and I honestly
and truly believe that, granted favourable
conditions, he can conquer the Channel.”

“I amn convinced of it,” added Mr. Fielding
hiemly.,

The Head was wavering.

*“But he is only a boy!” he protested.

“T wish you wounld get the question of age
out of your mind, sir,” urged Mr. Fielding,
“as you are probably awave, the Channel
has already been conquered by an American
rirl.”’

o Yes, of course,” said the Hecead. “ Miss
Ederle, I believe?”

“She was only eighteen when she swam
the Channel,” said Mr. Stokes. “And if
an American girl of eighteen can succeed in
this difficult feat, what 1s to prevent a British
bov of fifteen emulating her 7"

“1 see—I see!” murmured the Head.

“The present record is held by a French-
man, I think—a man named Michel,” said
Mr. Fielding. ‘“He swam the Channel in
eleven hours and five minutes—a truly re-
markable performance. Young DBurton is
anxious to lower this record, if he possibly
can. I have secen him swimming, and I know
that he possesses a wonderful stroke.”

“And what of his parents?” asked Dr.
Stafford. “ Do you think they would agree?”

Barry Stokes laughed.

“Captain Burton?’ he repeated. “My dear
sir, the boy’s father will be the first to support
himm. And here 1s Mr.. Fielding, with every
facility at his disposal, ready to back the
attempt.”

“But what of Burton’s studies ?”

‘““He will need a clear fortnight of freedom,
so that he can go into training unhampered
by school work,” said Mr. Fielding. ‘ After
that, I have no doubt he will be willing
enough to put in some extra hours at his
studies. Not that it is a really important
question,” he added dryly. “Think of the
prestige for St. Frank’s, sir, if one of its
junior schoolboys succeeds in swimming the
“hannel !

“Of course, I quite see your point,” ad-
mitted the Head, stroking his chin. “My
only fear is that the boy will make a hope-
less failure of the attempt. And then St
Frank’s will only receive ridicule.”

“Then you can put that fear definitely out
of your mind,” deeclared Mr. Fielding.
“Whether Burton succeeds, or whether he
fails, there can be no question that he will put
up o fine performance.” :

The Head suddenly smiled.

“ Upon my word, gentlemen, you have con-
vineed me,” he said good-naturedly, “ Provid-
\ Burton receives his father’s consent, I

Wy e
'I.lﬂ
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- indignant.,

'go in for a thing of this kind!

F
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will grant him this special leave. After all,
the boy's very willingness to make the
attempt ts an mdication of his pluck and
determination. It would be a great pity
to stifle those fine qualities. Yes, yes! I
will make a pomt of sending for Burton at
once, so that I can personally wish him the
best of luck.”

“That's splendid, sir!” said Mr.
delightedly.

“And you won't regret your decision,” de
clared Mr, Fielding, *“ With your permission,
sir, I shall take Burton to my own house at
Caistowe, so that he can use 1t as his train-
ing headquarters. T shall personally super-
vise his training, and I hold myself
responsible for his safety,”

And so it was settled,

By tea-time, the whole school was talking
about 1t. The seniors were ipclined to be
The juniors raved unrestrainedly.

A Channel aspirant from St. Frank's—and,
what was more to the point, from the Junior
School !

“Well, well said Travers complacently.
“ Nobody can say that St. Frank’s isn't vp to
date!”

“Yes, we're certainly in the swim!"” agreed
Nipper, grinning.

““And the Bo'sun will do it, too!” :aid
Reggie Pt enthusiastically. * Good man!
He may not beat Michel’s record. but I'll
guarantee that he’ll swim the Channel! He's
a marvel "’ o

And even cricket was given a second place
in the common-room that evening. Channel
swimming had become the one topic of con-
versation,

=tokes

[ Ay

CHAPTER 8.

In Training !

HIS interest did not
wane with the passing
days.

On the very next

half-holiday, a whole

crond of Remove fellows got on their
bicyeles, and pedalled off to Caistowe. Tom
Burton’s determination to attempt iho

Channel swim was no longer regarded as a
joke. St. Frank’s was agor with interest.
The seniors still continued to look wpon
the whole business with disapproval. It
was like the nerve of a mere junior to
Unfortunately,
the seniors had nobody in their ranks who
could approach Tom Burton’s form.

Everybody in the Remove was an expert on
Channel swimming. Everybody knew all the
facts and figures.

“1 don’t sec why the Bo'sun shonldn’t do
it!”” remarked Nipper, as he and the othey
Removites cycled to Caistowe.

“Ile’s going to do it!”’ satd Reggie Pitt
confidentlv, “He's a West Honse chap!'”

Continued anpage 14.)
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CLOSE-SEASON FOOTER THRILLS ABROAD!

i THE]-‘OOTBALL '
o W ‘ REPU BUC f

{:; CHARLES WENTWORTH ®

You must meet the Blue Crusaders—the finest footer team 1n the League!
They're on tour in a tiny republic in Central Europe and find themselves
caught 1n a revolution. There's a whole heap of excitement in store for the
Blues. Fatty Fowkes, the genial sixteen-stone goalie, " Tich ©" Harborough,
the lightning, midget winger, Ben Gillingham, the stocky, bow-legged back—
these three pals are in for a lively time. And so 1s Mr. Piecombe, the cranky
manager who used to be a schoolmaster—old Piecan as they call him behind
his back. You'll find this amazing complete yarn, entitled ** The Football
Republic ! " out this week in—

THE BOYS REALM

Other features include a stirring new serial of open-air life and adventure,
a rollicking series of complete yarns, a set of side-splitting cartoons, and a

page of topical sports gossip. Try this week's copy—and you'll become a
regular reader of the BOYS" REALM.

Out on Wednesday Price Twopence

i Liky i
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(Continued from page 12.)

“Hats!?

“Of course, I'm not denying that a good
deal will depend upon luck,”” went on Reggte.
“Swimming the Channel is something like
playing a game of bridge—you can’t do much

unless you have the cards. And the Bo'sun
won't succeed unless he has favourable con-
ditions.  Given those, his skill and stamina
will earry him through.”

“T believe it, too!” said Fullwood, “In a
direct course, 1t’s only about ecighteen miles
across the Srtraits of Dover, and the Bo'sun
has alrecady proved that he can swim until
further orders.”

“If he eould do the eighteen miles straight
off, the thing would be a cert, dear old fel-
lows,” said Travers. “But according to ali
ihe iext books on the subject, it’s necessary
to swhn about forty miles, owing to the sct
of the tides. But, of course, he may be exira
Jucky.”’

“In the old davs. they didn't know the
iricks of the Channel, as they do now," said
Nipper. ‘‘For instance, when Burgess swam
the Chaunel in 1911, he took ncarly twenty-
(wo hours, and it was reckoned that he swuamn

123

about sixty miles!

“They know more nowadays!” said Reggie
complacently, ‘““So many people have been
swimming the Channel during the past few
years that they’ve got to know all its tricks.”

“Yes, rather!’ said Fullwood. “Look at
the way Michel took advantage of the tides
when he swam the Channel in eleven hours.
Of eourse, the Bo’sun has taken on a pretiy
hefty job. 1t'll be a miracle if he lowers
'hlicgel's record.”

“He'll do it!"”’
supreme faith.

““Hear, hear!” sang out the other West
House juniors.

Nipper and the Ancient House contingent
chuckled. Just because Burton now happened
to be a West House fellow, Reggie Pitt and
liis men looked upon lhim as their own especial
property.

Of late, there had been a perfect epidemic
of newspaper buying at St. Frank’s. As a
rule, the juniors took very little interest in
the morning papers. But now they grabbed
them eagerly, and searched the columns for
the latest information regarding the many
Channel aspirants.

The Londen papers had made quite a
frature of Tom Burten’s training. Steh
licadlines as * Schoolboy’s Remarkable Pro-
gress,” and * 8t Frank’s Junior in Training,”

said Reggie Pitt, with
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and *‘ Phlucky Schioolboy’s
commonplace.

St. Frank’s, in fact, was in the public eye.

Ivery day the juniors examined the weather
reports, and they were particularly anxious
to know the condition of the Channel,

Just at present, the weather was excced-
ingly fine, for an anti-cyclone had spread over
the enlire kingdom, and had extended over
the better part of Irance and Belgium and
Holland. 'The daysg were sunny and windless.

“1 don’t be!icvg in too much tramning:!”
said Reggie Pitt, with a frown. ‘“As soon
as the Bo’sun is ready, he ought to make Ins
attempt. This weather won’t last for ever,
you know!”’ )

“ Just what I was thinking,” said Nipper.
“The conditions are absolutely idecal now.”

“Yes, but the Bo’sun hasn’'t trained sufb-
ciently yet,” argued Fullwood. *“Hang it.
he’s only been on the job for two or three
days.”

When they reached Caistowe, they found
Tom Burton down on the beach with M.
Fielding. A number of Press photographers
had just been snapping him, and crowds of
interested spectators were round, too.

“Good old Bo'sun!”

“Bravo!”

The juniors crowded round, and Mr. Iield-
ing smiled good-humouredly,

“T was rather expecting you fellows,” le
said. “Well, the Do’sun is progressing.
Yesterday he swam sixteen miles without
turning a hair!*’

“Swab myv decks!” growled Burton.
wasn't anvthing. skipper! The seca was
calm as a river!”’

“Sixteen miles, eh?” said Reggie enthusi-
astically. “Jolly good, Bo’sun! Were vou
exhausted when yvou came out?”

Chances,”” were

gt ]
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“Just a bit tired, shipmate,”” said the
Bo'sun. )
“Nomnsense!” laughed Mr. Ficlding. “IIa

came out of the water as energetically as
he had entered! The boy’s a wonder! Yes,
and what’s more, he’s in perfect condition.”’

“Then why shouldn’t he make his attempt
almost at once, sir?” asked Nipper.

“He's going to!” replied Mr. Ficlding, in
a confidential undertone. “But this is on the
strict q.t., understand! If the weather keeps
as it is for the next two or three days, our
young friend is going to make his bid for
the record.”

“Good egg!” said Reggie breathlessly.

“We're not saying much about it yet!"
went on Mr. Fielding. “Too much training
will do the boy harm. And the sooner he
makes his attempt, the better. Once this
spell of fine weather has gone, we may have
to wait weeks and weeks for another favour-
| able opportunity.”

There was further excitement among tho
juntors.

So Tom DBurton was going to make his
“shot ” at the Channel long before his fort-
night of special leave was over! This deeision
was a very wise one. The juniors knew, only
too well, that a fellgw gould casily get stale

through over-training.
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It was far better fo take advantage of

this weather, and go out for the record at
once,

v doing this, too, the Bo'sun would steal
a march on any possible rival.
“And, as it happened, a very formidable
rival was already in the field!

CHAPTER 9.

Startling News !

EXT morning the
~weather conditions
were inspected  very

anxiously by the Re-
move.

But the juniors needn’t have worried. The
sky was cloudless, and there was hardly any
wind. The barometer, too, was high, Nipper
& ('o. were down early, and they met Reggie
Pitt and a few other West House enthusiasts
in the Triangle.

“Well, there's no sign of any change. thank
goodness,”’ said Reggie Pitt, as he stood in
the warm June sunshine. **What's the latest
about the Channel tides?”

“Nobody's got a paper veb,” replied
Nipper.  “But if the Bo'sun is wise, he'll
start his swim to-morrow, or the next day at
latest,”

“I'm not so sure about him being wise,”
satrd TIfullwood. “He'’s only been training
for three or four days, and 1t’s unheard of
for a Channel swimmer to start on the job
until he has had two or three weeks hard
training.”’

“Yes, and the majority of them overdo
16," said Reggie Pitt sagely. “They use up
their cnergy in their practice swims—and
then, just when they decide to go all oul for
the big event, the weather changes. and they
liave to wait two or three weeks!"’

“LIxactly ! agreed Nipper. “And during
the period of waiting they go stale. Once this
weather breaks up, there might not be
another favourable chance until August, or
Repternber.  In my opinion, it's now or
never!”

“Besides, the Bo’sun’s had all the training
ke needs!” argued Singleton, *“Some of you
fellows seem to forget that he has been swim-
ming every day for weeks past. He has prac-
ticallv lived in the river—and I don’t know
how many times he has gone to (‘aistowe, for
sea swunming. He's 1n tip-top condition
now,"

A shout went up as Vivian Travers was
observed in the gateway. He had a news-
raper in his hand, and it was evident that he
had made an early visit to the village. The
lemovites ran up, and crowded round him.
““What's the latest, Travers " went up the

saout,

“A  bombshell, dear old fellows,” said
-'E;Eiﬁun Travers coolly. * Literally, a Lomb-
shell !

“Wlhat do you mean,”$ou ass?"’

15

: I say,” replicd Travers,
‘Prepare yourselves for a shock. . Barle Stan-
ton is liable to kick off on his Channel attempt

“Txactly what

“Oh, my hat!”

“Aund who the dickens is Ilarle Stanton %"
"As far as I can make out,”’ said Travers,
“he is picturesquely known as * The American
Boy Wonder.” In fact, Le scems to be ho

|
i at any moment!"’
{
1
|

stuff!”

“ American ¥’ repeated TFullwood,

“NYes,™

“What rot!” said Tullwood. *“How can
he be an earl? There aren't any carls in

America ¥’

“I believe vou're right,” nodded Travers,
“Dut ¢ Earle® happens to be the fellow's
Christian name. Or, as thev say in America,
his first name.”’ |

“Let's have a look at that paper!” said
Nipper briskly,

“With the greatest of pleasure,” smiled

Travers, “But I can tell you the whole
thing in a nutshell. Earle Stanton iz n

Boston boy. of sixteen, and he has Licen in

secret training for some weeks past. Now
at last an enterprising journalisi has
succeeded in  getting hold of the factz.,

Nothing definite ig known, but it is rumoured

' that the American Boy Wonder will stare

liis Channel swim to-dayv!”
“To-day !™ velled a chorus,

| Alas, it s only too true!” sighed Vivian

Travers. "l'ortunately, the appearance of
Farle Stanton on the scene makes no
difference to the Bo’sun’s chance of winning
the thousand quid, Only British boys are
eligible. At the same time, it would be
pretty rotten if this American won the toss
and took first knock !”

The Remove was full of consternation.
Before half an hour had elapsed, many other
newspapers were available, and they all
featured the “storv ™ of Ilarle Stanton, the
American Boy Wonder. And there could
be no doubt that the whole thing had been
very cffectively staged by young Stanton’s
backers, -

With true American love of putting over
a stunt, they had kept voung Stanton’s train-
ing a sccret until the last moment. Now,
with a tremendous flare of tmumpets, tho
facts were made known. Earle Stanton,
aged sixteen, of Boston, Mass,, U.S.A., was
ready to start his Channel swim at any
moment! And, what was more to theo
poiut, he would probably be on his way—
according to the newspapers—before another
issne of the dailies could be printed.

“It'll be absolutely rotten if this American
chap gets ahead of the Bo’sun,” said Nipper,
in a worried voice. “What are we going
to do about it?"”

“Iadn't we better ring up Mr. I'ielding's
Liouse, and have a word with the Bo'sun?”
suggesled Reggie Pitt,  “Perhaps they
haven't seen the newspapers yet 7"

“T'hat’s not very probable,” said Nipper.
“All the same, it’s a good idea, We must
have a word with Tom Burton! We want

' to know what he's going to do!”
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They hurried to the telephone in the
Junior Common-room of the Ancient House.
A crowd of fellows hung round, eager and
anxious. Within a couple of minutes, Nipper
had got the number, and he was relieved to
find that the Bo'sun was available.

“That you, Bo’sun?" said Nipper,
a pause,

“Why, hallo, shipmate!” came the Bo'sun's
cheory tones.  “What's the trouble?”

“Haven't you seen the newspapers?”

“Swab me for a landlubber!” laughed
the Bosun., “I can't be bothered with news-
papers! I’ve just come in from a practice
swim. I was up at five o'clocky and——"

“Well, Bo'sun, you'll have to put some
speed on!” said Nipper briskly. " There’'s
an o8

aftor

American boy in the field !
““Souse me!”
“ A chap named Earle Stanton, of Boston,”
taid Nipper, “There's quite a lot about
him in the newspapers this morning. Ie's
heen keeping his training a sceret, but
row he's ready to make his attempt on the
Channel! In fact, there’s just a chance
that he'll start his swim to-day !”

"By scuppersi” ejaculated the Bo'sun
excitedly., “Is this a fact, messmate?”
“Yes, of course it is!” said Nipper. “And

we want to know what you're going to do,
Fom.”

"Mr, Iielding is making arrangements
for me to start my swim on Saturday >

“Saturdav!” yelled Nipper. ‘' And
day’s only Thursday! You can't wait
then, Bo'sun!”

“I can’t, by scuppers!” agreed Tom Bur-
ton grimly. “Leave it to me, shipmate!
I'll go and see Mi. I'ielding now—and T'l]
ring you up later,”

“¥on mean, you're going
slan?”

“Yes, rather!” gaid Tom.
ns a fiddle, and I'm impatient., T don't
want fo wait till Saturday! Great marlin-
spikes! We don't want this American chap
in get ahcad of us, do we? 8St. Irank’s
must be first "

“(Good old Bo'sun!”

A few moments later Nipper rang off, and
there was much exeitement in the Remove.
They had to wait now--they had to wait
until T'om Burton rang up and told them
of the laiest decision,

fo-
nntil

to alter the

“I'm as fit

—— e,

CHAPTER 10.
The Challenge !

. FIELDING was in
the "big lounge hall
of his house, stand-
ing by the open door,
when  Tomm Burton
My, IFFielding was reading

approached him.
A newspaper.

“Have you scen it, sir?” panted the

.

l

' breathlessly,
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Bosun. ‘“'Have you seen the news about
the American boy, skipper?”

‘\Tr Fielding turned.

“Yes.” he replied. “I am reading it
now. They have been keeping very auiet
about voung Stanton!”

“What are we going fto do, sir'.-‘”
demanded the Bo’sun excitedly. . "This
Anmrnan chap is going to start on his swim
to- f]tl‘r

“There is no definite statement f{o
effeet, Bo'sun.”

“Well, he might do, sir.’

“\What he might do, and v.hat he does do,
| are two very different things,” smiled Mr,

that

I‘wldm,r.:. **Now, Bo’sun, you musn't excite
}m.ueif The Channel is open to every-
bodv, and we ecannot grumble at these
Americans for their nmdest}r I rather
admire them.”

“Modesty !’ gasped the Bo’sun. “ Souse

me for a mackerel! Modesty in Americans.™
Mr. Fielding chuckled.

““A most unusual trait, ch, Bo'sun:” he
smiled. “ Yet we must be fair. As a rule,
the Americans are overfond of talking for
weeks in advance, It is refreshing to sce a
reversal of the order. Earle Stanton and las
backers have kept very quiet, which malkes
it diffiecult for me to believe that thev are
Americans, by the way! Anvhow, to-day’s
n*port is the first news we have had that
this Boston boy has been in training. And
now he's rveady to start on his swim.
Splendid!™

“Splendid ! said the Bo’sun, staring.

“T am quite delighted,” said Mr. IFielding
calmly. **For, frankly, Bo’sun, 1 believe
ithat you will prove the better of the tweo.”

“That’'s very nice of you, skipper, but
what if this American boy gets the start?”
asked Tom Burton anxiously. "His swim
will be all over by Saturday ”

““No doubt!” interrupted Mr. Ficlding,
stroking his chin, “Look here, Bo'sun, I've
been thinking., llow do you feel?”

*Xit, sie”

“Ready to make an immediate stayt ®”
“Try me, skipper!” said the Bo'sun
cagerly.

”L'nnd! Then we'll be off this after-
noon !"

“"You—you mean that I'm fo have my iry
at the Channel at onece, sir?” asked Burton
“Swab my decks! That’s
good hearing, cap’n!”

“I'm glad you think so,” replied Mr.
IFrelding.  *“The conditions could not be
more favonrable. This morning 1 have
received reports from Dover and from Cape
Grisnez,  The Channel is in an unusually
docile mood. The currents are favourable,
and the barometer is steady. Furthermore,

| the temperature of the Channel waters is

several degrees higher than usual. It would
be folly to miss this opportunity, Bo'sun.”
“1t r:r-rtamly would, 51!‘ i
“It all depends on you,” said Nr. Ficld-
ing. ‘“Bul if you are rﬁﬁ?lmg strong enongh,

and plucky enough—-
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Without doubt, Earle Stanton, Tom Burton’s rival in swimming the Channel, was a [ormidable

opponent.

He was a fair young giant ; his frame was big'and brawny, and his muscles were like
masses of eoiled rope beneath his sunburned skin.

““ He's got the advantage ol our man In size,

sir,”’ said Nipper, addressing Stanton’s backer. ‘* But size doesn’t always count, does it ? '’

“Oh, cheese it, sir!” growled Tom Burton.
“It's not a question of pluck! 1 shall go
off my rocker with anxiety unless wo do

something straight away! When do you
reckon ywe shall leave port?”

**This afternoon.”

“Why not this morning, sir?"

““Beeause certain preparations must be

made,” smiled Mr. Fielding. “You'd better
take another light practice thiz morning,
Bo'sun, while I attend to all the details.
I shall have my biggest motor-boat ready,
and we'll slip down the Channel during the
cool of the evening., On second thoughts, it
would be a better plan to take the small
rotor-vacht. More room on it—and she's
got cabins and a saloon. There’ll be quite a
crowd with us, including Press photographers
and other newspaper representatives, We're
rnot going to have any quibbles about this,
Bo'sun! 5o we shall have plenty of wit-
noesses !’

“But if we don’t start until this afternoon,

sir, I shan't be able to enter the water
until nearly midnight!”
“That's exactly what I am planning,”

rnodded Mr, Fielding, “At midmght, the
tides will be in their most kindly condition.
Tiven if we started earlier, it would be
useless, for you couldn’t enter the water until
midnirht, So we'll settle it at that., We'll
take the wyacht, and we'll leave Caistowe
Iate in the afternoon.”

a

The Bo'sun, of course, had his head filled
with nothing else but the thoughts of the
swim. But there were a hundred and one
details for Mr. I'ielding to attend to.

Without waiting for any breakfast, the

| famous sportsman went off, knowing full

well that he had to pack a full dag’s work
into a single morning.

The first thing Tom DBurton did was to
ring up St, Frank’s.

Nipper and Reggie Pitt and a few others
were hanging about in the Junior Common-
room, waiting for the call to come, and
Nipper fairly leapt at the telephone when
the bell rang.

“Hallo!” he said sharply.
Yes, rather!
Bo'sun ?”

“It's all right,
Bo'sun's eager voice,
afternoon!™

“What!"”

“Not the swim !"” said Burton. *“The swim
will start at about midnight, from Cape
Grrisnez. DBut we shall be leaving Caistowe,
in Mr, Fielding’'s motor-yacht, at about tea-
time.,"”

“(Good man!” said Nipper heartily, **This
means you're going to make an effort to
beat the American chap, ¢h?”

“You bet it does!” said the Be'sun, “I'm
cpoing all out, shipmates!”

“Hallo! Eh?
It's me—Nipper! That you,

messmate!” camo the
“We're starbing this

3
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“And Mr. Fielding 1s taking his motor-

vacht, is he?" said Nipper thoughtfully,
“By Jove! I wonder——-"
“You wonder what?” ®

“Never mind!” said Nipper. “Thanks
awfully, Bo'sun, for ringing up. I'm jolly
glad to hear {hat something definite 13
settled. You'll be leaving Caistowe Harbour
al about tea-time, eh?®”

“That's 1t !"” said Burion.
a final practice swim now.”

“I'm going for

“Good man!  You'll win, Bo'sun!” said
Nipper confidently, “The whole of 8t.
Frank's i1s backing you, don't forget. And

vouw've just got to pull it off |7

e

CHAPTER 11,
The Deputation !

NCITEMENT ran hich
when the news was
spread,

Practically the whole

Remove gathered in
the Triangle, and the air was full of shouts.
Nobody had expected Tom Burton to make
his attempt on the Chanuel so early.  J.ess
than a week bad elapsed sinee the idea had
heen first mooted, and many fellows were
doubtful. They considered that the Bo'sun
had had insufficrent training. ‘The majority,
hewever, were enthusiastically certain that
the Bo'sun would “pull it off,”

“We shan't even be able {o see him off !7
said Reggiec Pitt .dolefully. “They might
leave at about four o'clock this afterncon,
and we shall be stewed up in the class-room
until it's too late! What a frost!”

“Yes, and what abaqut the swim itself?”
asked Jack Grey indignantly. “Burton’s a
St,” Frank’s chap, and he ought to have a
crowd of St, Franlk's fellows with him on the
gwim 1o encourage him!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Absolutely, laddies!” said Archie Glen:
thorne firmly., *‘I mean to say, it’ll be some-
what poisonous for the dear chappie if we're
not on the good old spot! What about rally-
ing round and doing something?”

“But what can we do?” asked Church help-
lessly, ““Kven if it were a half-holiday we
could only go to Caistowe and sce the
Bo’sun off in the yacht. The actual swim
doesn't  start until midnight—from the
IF'rench coast.”

“We shall have to wait until to-morrow !”
growled Iollwood disconsolately. “ And it
might be mid-day before we hear anything
definite. I say, what rot! Can’t somebody
think of something?”

But it was time for morning lessons. The
bell was insistent, and could not be ignored,
Mr. Crowell was very good-tempered, on the
whole. The Remove did practically no work,
but the Korm-master, knowing the facts, was
reazonable.

-
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As coon as Jlessons were over— mueh
to the relief of the Remove, to say
nothing of the relief of Mr., Crowell
—a kind of mass meeting was held

in the Triangle. Tt was blazingly hof out
there, for the day was cloudless, there was
no wind, and the temperature was somewhere
in the region of the cighties.

“We want to be in this Channel-swimming
busmess '** said De Valerie grimly,

‘““Hear, hear.”

“I don’t see why we should be left out of
it!” went on De Valerie. “It's not fair!
The Bo'sun is a Remove chap, and we ouglit
to get a Jook n!”

“Yes, but how?” demanded Doyle, of ihe
West House.

“There’s only one thing to be done,” said
Nipper briskly, as he pressed his way into
the middle of the throng. “We’ve got to get
up a deputation to the Head!”

“He won't listen to us!” said Pitt sadiv.
“You know what the Head i1s. He docsi't
see things in the same way as we do! We re-
gard the Bo'sun’s swim as all-important. but
the Head probably thinks it’s a mere ivifle.”

“Then we've got to educate him,” said
Nipper firmly.

“Hear, hear!”

“Let’'s ask bim for a half-holiday ™

Wi L;{}Ddin

“No, that's nol necessary!” s=aid Nipner,
“I've just come from the telephone, and T've
been talking to Mr. Fielding.”

%% bal ™

“The vyacht won't start from Caistowe
Harbonr until five o'clock,” said XNipper.
“8Bo we can do our lessons this afternocn, as

usual, We don't want to ask too many
favours of the Head.”
“But there’s nothing to worry about !™

said Dovle exeitedly. “ We can easily get {c
Caistowe by five o’clock, and then we can
give the Bo’sun a good send-off 17

“Yes, rather!”

“Hurrah!®

“We want to do more than give him a
gcod send-off ! shouted Nipper. “1 think
that Reggie Pitt and a few others, at !east,
cught fo go on the yacht and cncourage the
Bo'sun during his swim !”

“*Hear, hear!”

It was a perfcet roar of approval.

“Naturally, wo can't all go on,” went on
Nipper.,  “DBut it's only right that a
repesentative few should be on that yacht.
AMr. Tielding, by the way, is an absolute
sportsman, ke told me that we can all come
along if we want to, There's plenty of
room on the vacht—plenty of accommodation.
And (he more the merrier!”

“IIurrah !

“Dravo, Mr. Ficlding 1”

“As coon as T heard that he was takin
the yacht, T started thinking!™ dcontinue
Nipper cheerfully. “3Mr. Fielding is agree-
able, and now it rests with the Head. o
let’s fix on this deputation, and go to the
Head's honee rieht away. There's no time
hke 1he present!®
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“Absolutely not agrreed  Archie Glen-
thorrz,  “In the cires., dear old cheese, I
rathier think you'd better leave this to rae,
I'li bave a heart-to-heart talk with the Head,
and convinee him that——"

“I'mi afraid you'd take too longz, Arclie,”
inderrupted Nipper gently. © You're inclined
12 be long-winded, old man.”

“CGood gad!” said Archie,
(b, I see what you mean! Long-winded,
vvhat? Not absolutely concise and brief? A
cdashied foul accusation! I rather pride my.
selt on being enappy.”

But Arctie was ignored.

“Tour of usz will be enough,” =aid Nipper,
“We den’t want the deputation to be too
large or the Head might get vatlyv., Reggie
Piti. Singleton, Travers and myself. How's |
thal?  Two Remove fellows from each
Hese ®"

“What about us?” demanded Duster Doot s,
of the Modern House,

“You don't count!” replied Nipper,

“You silly gss—="

“You're in the Fourth, and (le ]'0'-.11‘.*Il|

| ¥

“Long-witled?

doesn’t get a look in!" went on  Nippev
brisk!v, “"The Modern House and the gt
I{ous¢ are out of this business! s
Remove stunt, my lad!”

|
:'L ]
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what 1t wanted, DBut one thing was cerfain.
They were full of determination—full of
cagerness. And they weven't going to let the
Head rest unti! he had pl‘!'}rui;e{] to let the
Remove take a part in this great Chauned
swim !

But, as Nipper well knew, 1t waz going fo
be a ticklish proposition !

e

|z

CHAPTER 12,

-

Not So Easy!

R. MALCOLM STAT-
FORD  adjusted s
pince-nez,  and  eyed
his  visitors g
illgﬂ}'.

“Aliem! T think I can guess why you
lhave come to see me,” he said desly. 1
have already learned that Burton iz to leave
(laistowe this afternoon in order to be at Cape
(:risncz by midnight, when he means to cons-
nienee his Channel swim. No doubt you
want my permission for some speeial send-
olt. Is that ™

—

*Yes, rather!”

“Buzz  off, wou
Formers!™

And Johin Busterfield Boots and hits

silly  Fourtii-

men, much  to  their disgust, were
snnuted down.
The  deputation, consisting  of

Nipper, Pitt, Travers and Singleton,
then marched off to the Head's house.

The rest of the Remove waited in
tne Triangle, anxious and excited,
Nobody  quite  knew  what  the

deputation was about to proponse,
"This wasn't surprising, for the de-
mitation itself was rather hazy as to

————

Handforth’s Third Test!

Two seemingly impossible tests
has Handlorth performed since
Lhe's been at St. Jim’s; he's
knocked out a prefect and he's
scored a century in First Eleven
cricket, DBut will his luck still
hold good when he tackles his
Third test ?

Whal is it ?

Ah | Nothing less — dou't
lnugh—than slecping a night
in his House - master’s bed !

Do you fancy his chances, you

chaps who know Handy so
well 2 If you're interested vaom
must read this week's GIEM

a1id see how E, Q, 11. fares,
U Sale Now

Price

THIS IS THE 2
COVER TO

5
e

_~1~'; LOOK FOR, BOYS! ;
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“Well, hardly, sir,” suid Nipper.
rather more than that,”

“Indeed!” said the Head.

The deputation was standing in froni of
his desk, and all four juniors were looking
calm and determined. This was a very ex-
ceptional occasion, and they knew that they
were in for a fight. Why was it that head-
masters were always so hard to manage?

“We want you to let us go on the yacht,
gir,” said - Nipper boldly.

“On the yacht?’ repeated Dr. Stafford.
“Do you mean that you want to go on board
the vessel before it sails?”

“We want to go with the yacht, sir,
murmured Travers. ‘““To be more cxact, we
want to be with Burton during his swim.”

“That’s it, sir,” said the other members
of the deputation.

Dr. Stafford looked astonished.

“Am I to understand that wyvou are askmg
my permision to go on Mr, Xielding's yacht,
end to accompany Burtomn throughout his
swim:"’ asked the Head. ‘“Are you shggest-
ing that you should be at Cape Grisnez when
the swim starts, and that you should be up
all night, following the swim?”

“You've got it in a nutshell,
Nipper.

“Then 1 am very much afraid- that 1
must give vou a big disappoiptment,” said
Dr. Staflord coldly. **I am prepared to con-
sider any rcazonable request.
mao:xt unreasonable,
question, ™’

“We thought you'd say that, sir,” re-
marked Travers smoothly. *“But will you
allow us to point out the urgency of the

»

sir,” said

It 15, in fact, out of the

cu.u.’e? It’s not merely for ourselves that
v:.'{{, re_larskmg this. There’s Burton to con-
sider.

“T fail to see how Burton can be affected,”
commenied the Iead.

“Oh, bul he can, sir!” argued Travers.
“He'll have a much casier time if a
crowd of Remove fellows are on the yacht,
cheering him  and encouraging him.  OQur
schenio 1s to buck him up all the way across.
And we shall take it in turns, too, to swim
alongside, so that he's got——"

“'That 1s enough, Travers!” interrupted the
Jlead., *1 cannot allow this.”

“But, sir——-"

“In the special ecircumstances, 1 shall
allow you an hour off this afternoon,” said
Dr. Stafford. “Therefore, if you wish, you
may go to Caistowe and give Burton some
encouragement beforo he starts. But as for
accompanying him on the swim—no!”

“But why mnot, sir?” asked Nipper
earnestly., “ Burton is the very first St,
Frank’s fellow to try it, and it’s only right
that we shauld spur him on all we can !*

“And it'll be only the Remove, sir!” urged

Regoie  Pitd. “The other TForms don't
count !’
“Good gracious!” said the Head. 1 really

thought that you were talking about vour-
selves—just the four of you! Are you sug-
pesting. Pitt, that the entire Remeove should
go on this expedition ?”

 the Head dryly.

But this is|{
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“Yes, sir!” :

“Then it is more impossible still !’ de-
clared the Head finally. “In fact, it 1is
ridiculous! 1 am surprised that vou should
come to me with such a preposterous sug-
gestion 1"’ .

“It's just a difference of opinion, sir,”
murmured Travers. ‘‘You think it’s pre-
posterous, but we think it’s the best idea of
the term! Mr. IMielding has invited us, too.
He says that we can all go if we get per-
mission.”

“Then Mr., Fielding was very unwisel”
said the Head curtly. “I am surprised
that he should act so thoughtlessly., Why, if
I gave my consent to this request, you would
all be away from this afternoon until about
mid-day to-morrow. What about vour sleep 7

133

“We don't need any sleep for once, sir!
argued Nipper.

“I am ready to believe that you wounld
forgo vour night’s rest quite willingly,” said
“But, Hamilton, 1 cannot
even comsider this proposal. I do not wish
to be harsh, and I quite apreciate your eager-
ness. But there is the rest of the school to
consider.,”

“How, sir ?”

“If 1 allow the Remove to accompany
Burton’s swim, the whole school will want to
go,” said Dr. Stafford. “It is inevitable.
And even yvon must realise that sueh a thing
i1s impossible.” :

“Yes of course, sir,” said Nipper quickly.
“The whole school can’t go—we should need
a liner! But Burton is a Remove chap, and
the Remove has a special interest in the
swim.”

“*And a special reason for expecting
favourable treatment, sir,” added Travers,

“Oh, indced | said the Head, adjusting his
glasses. “So the Remove demands speecial
faveurpeble treatment?”

“Not demand, sir,” “But
it certainly hopes.”

“Please, sir | urged Roggie Piit, bending
over the desk. - *We're Burton's chums, you
know—we want him to whack this American
bov. We¢ want him to beat the record for
the Channel! And if we go on the vacht,
go that we can shout encouragement to him,
it’ll make all the difference! A thing like
this doesn’t happen every term, sir, and we're
asking you to be specially generous.”

Dr. Stafford removed his pince-nez,
polished them, and placed them back on his
nose,

“Hm! Well, of course, there is samething
in your argument,” he said at length.
“T'pon my word! I hardly know what to
sav.”
"Be
cagerlv.

“1 have a mind to be generous,” replied
the Head. *“ But, my dear fellows, there is a
difficulty, I cannot pessibly allow the entire
Remove Form to go on this trip. It is too
unreasonable—too much to expect, And yet
I agree with vou that Burton needs every
pos=sible encouragement.”

¥

said Travers.

generouns,  sir!”  exclaimed

Pitt
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“The Nemove's presence on
would buck him up enormously,
Nipper.

"‘I dare sav it would,” nodded the Head.

“And 1 bave not the slightest doubt that it
would buck the Remove up, too!” he added,
with a smile. “You tell me that Mr.
Fielding has issucd a general invitation 7”

“Yes, sir.”

1 da nct doubt your word ;
conrse, verify this,” said the Head thought-
Fully, *“I shall make a point of ringing up
Mr. Ficlding during the afternoon.”

“But—but we want to know at once, sir!”’
satd Pitt, in dismay.

“Tmen you shall know at once,” replied the
Head., “Since Mr. Fielding has issued this
wavitetion, and since he is willing to accept
the rc*«-ponninhtv for your safety, I do not
propose entirely to disappoint you.”

“Then vou have decided on something,
sir ?" asked Nipper.

“Yes,” replied Dr. Stafford, as Le thought-
fally leaned back i1n his chair. "1 have
deeided 1"

but T must, of

0

CHAPTER 13,
The Lucky Twelve !
HE deputation waited

Stafford amused him-
self by keeping them
on tenterhooks.

“This i3 my decision,” said the llead at
length, ‘Twelve of you shall go.”
.. Uh gix 1"

“Thanks awfully, sir!”

“Yes, tweive of you,” repeated the Head.
“In granting this special leave, I am taking
into consideration the fact that Burton will
be encouraged and cheered by your presence.
I think myv decision is & gencrous one, and 1
Lope vou will agree with me. Twelve Re-
moeve bovs have my permission to make this
trip on Mr. Fielding's vacht. Naturally,
this is subjeet to Mr. Fielding’s verification
of what you have told me rcr"udmg lns
invitation.”

“Of course, sir,” said Nipper.

ti mL it's very &purtmg of you,
“Rather, sir!”

“A dozen of you will, T faney, make quite

sufficient noise to encourage the swimmer,"
raid the Head dryly. “As to which twelve
Lovs shall go, I will leave this to the I'orm
to decide. I dare say you have vour own
moethods.”
“Weo'll wangle it. sir,” declared Travers.
“You will do what?” asked the Head.
“ Arrange it, sir,” said Travers coolly.
“Well, vou may go,” smiled Dr. Stafford.
As socn as vou have reached your decision.
the names of the twelve boys must be handed
in to your I-Inuﬂi:-m'tq’mr That i1s all.”
“Thank you, sir!” chorused the members

the deputafion, -7

“And we
sir."”

|

of

breathlessly while Dr. -

l
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“One moment, thouzh!"” said the Ilead.
*““Ir 1s most unlikely that you will settle your-
selves to work this afternoon. The twelve
boys who are elected need not attend in the
[Form-room, but can get off to Caistowe as
soon as thev like, after reporting to their
respective Housemasters.”

“You're a brick, sir!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Thanks awfully, sic!”

The deputation went out, gleeful. And
there was a great roar in the Triangle when
the MHead's decision was disclosed. It was a
mingled roar of indignation and approval.

“Only twelve of wus!” shouted .Church,
“What about all the others?”

“Naturally, they won't be able to go,” said
Nipper. “But I think 1t's jolly decent of
the Head to allow a dozen to go on the trig.
He's a sportsman!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Bravo, the Head !”

“And how the dickens are we going to
dectde ¥ demanded Hubbard. “If it's lef:
to Nipper or Pitt, they'll choose their own
pals, and the rest of us will get left out 1u
the cold !

“Oh, you can trust them {o work it in their
own interests!’’ sneered Gulliver.

“Yes, they're good at that sort of thing !
said Gore-Pearce sourly.

e Nipper was quite calm.

“Look here, you fellows, there's only one
way in which this thing can be settled!”
he shouted urgently. **There's got to be &
meeting of the full Remove—"

“There’s a meeting alrcady ! interrupted
De Valerie. " Everybody's here !

“Then we might as well settle it at once !
said l\lppel, as he cast his eve over the
throng, * There’s going to be no favouritismu
in this business., The twelve who go will be
the twelve lucky ones.”

“What do you mean, dear old fellow?"
asked Travers.

“T1 mean that we're golng to draw
replied Nipper.

There was an immediate uproar.

“Hear, hear!”

”('cmd old Nipper !

“No favouritism—ihe same chances for all
of us 1"
“Bravo

“ But \‘Hllt- a minute!” sang out Greshiaa,
“I'mm not quite sure that this will be faie.”

“Not fair?” said Pitt, staring. * What
do vou mean ™

“Well, the Bo'sun 1s a West House chap.”
said Harry Gresham uncomfortably. “Natur-
ally, you West House fellows arve iwnoro
interested in him than we are—"

“Rats " roared the Ancient House
Removites.

“Well, at least,

lots.”

they think th(‘. are "
amended Gresham.,  “And if we draw lots,
az Nipper suggests. there’s a distinet chavee
that Reggic Pitt himself will be left out iu
the cold.” :

“¥YW hat of 2"

“That's true '™ agreed Pitt.
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“Well, you're the leader of your side,” said
Gresham, "Il be a bit beastly if you are
wnlneky in the draw 1

“Can't help that!” said Pitt cheerily, “1I'm
willing to take my chance with all the other
chaps.”

“Good old Reggie!”

“ Al rvight, then— go ahead !” said Gresham.
“But [ was going to ofter to stand down, if
same ol the others would back me up.”

“ Very gencrous of you, old man, but there's
nothing doing ! said Nipper politely. *“ Every-
body in the Remove has, the same chance in
this draw—and that’s as it should be. The
Head had given permission for twelve of us to
o, and the sooner we can get it scttled, the
better..  Now then, we'll soon know our
fate !

The business of drawing lots was quickly
arranged.

Two or three jumiors hurried indoors, and
when  thev emerged they were carrving a
satchel, of the kind that is used in paper
chases,

“There can’t be anything fatrer
than this'!” said Reggie Pitt, who
was carrying the satchel.
“There's a scrap of paper in
here for cevery fellow 1n the
Remove—just one each to go
round. And twelve of them are
marked with a cross.”

“Good egg!”

“Tet's have a dive!”

“T'he fellows who pick the
. papers with a cross will be the
winners,” said Reggie. ‘“Now
then, line up! We don’t want
any confusion or excitement.
Take it calmly, children!”

“1I'm not sure that it's fair!”
said Gore-I’carce.  "“"You may
have arranged those papers

“You rotter!” roared P'itt in-
dignantly. ' Look here!”

He opened the satchel and
shock the scraps of paper up and
down, in front of Gore-Pearce’s eyes.

"Now then—take it yourself !” said Reggie
hotly.  *Shake 1t up as much as you like—
and examine cvery scrap of paper, if you
want to!”

“Why take any notice of the rofter?” said
Nipper. “We know it's fair enough, Reggie.
Let’s go ahead!”

Gore-Pearco retired, confused. And the
business of drawing lots commenced,

“Rats and blow and dash!” said De
Valerie, who was the first one to take a dip.
“I've drawn blank I

“Hard luck, old man!”

* Next, please !” said Reggie briskly.

“Why not take a dip yourself?” suggesicd
comebody.

“All right ! said Pitt. ““I might as well,
{1 suppose !

He dived his hand in, and his heart boeat
rapidly as he saw that a cross was on the
scrap of paper that he produced.

“Thank goodness!” he gasped. “I'm next

1 *a

man in !
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**Ha, ha, hal®

“Good old Reggie!” said Nipper heartily.
“I'm glad you've drawn lucky !”

Travers plunged his hand in
sighed.

“Well, well ! he said, tossing his blank -
| serap of paper away., “J was never any good
at this sort of thing! I'd rather back a horre
any day !’

And so the draw went on.

, and then

CHAPTER 14.
A Little Bargain !

wam PON the
whole,
the draw
was  sin-

- gularly
well balanced. For in the end it
was found that seven Ancient

Looking through the glasses, Reggie Pitt saw so
on the sunlit sea, and he saw the limp figure ol
Stanton had failed—and T

Iouse fellows nad been lucky, and tive West
House juniors.

And both Nipper and Reggie P’iti—he
Jumor leaders respectively—were in  the
picked dozen.

There was plenty of grumbling, naturally,
but nobody could say that the draw had been
unfair.  For everybody in the Remove had
stood exactly the same chance.

The twelve fellows consisted of Nipper,
Watson. Gresham, Chureh, Fullwond, Archie

Glenthorne and Teddy Long, of the Ancient
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- House; and Ditt, Castleton, Fatty Little,
Singleton and Johnny Onions, of the West
House,

* Lucky beggars!” szaid McClure enviously.
“It's like your nerve, Churchy, to lecave me
out m the cold !”?

Church looked uncomfortable.

“Sorry, Maec, but how could I help it?” he
protested.

““ Ass !

I was only kidding !”’ ’
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ie him thrill.
youth being pulled over the gunwale,
still swimming strongly !

There was a boat bobbing about
Earle

“If old Handy had becen here, he would
have kicked up a terrific fuss!” said Church,
“By the way, you chaps, I had a letter from
Handforth this morning, and—-"’

“Blow Handforth!” interrupted De Valerie.
“We're not interested in Handy now !

“But you will be before long !” said Church
tartly, “He’s coming back to St. Frank’s
goon! Ie’s been away for two or threo
weeks, but you needn’t think that he’s left
the old school for good!”

But nobody was taking any notice of him,

23

‘Lhere was much  jubilation among (e
fellows whe had been lacky.,  Teddy Long
was crowing at the top of his voice. He was
overwhelmed with execitement, and some of
the other fellows were inchined te be bitter,

“How can anylsdy say that there is justico
i this world?” said Potts disgustedly,
“Fellows hke Russell and Duncan get left out,
and that cad, Long, is one of the twelve!?

“Dear old Aqellow, it’s just the way of
things,”’ murmured Travers.
“Not that Long will go on this
irip. I have an impression that
he will be quite willing to sell
his place.”

“By jingo! shouted Jack
(irey. “That’s an idea, you
know !’
~ ““Rather!” said Russell. ‘11,
Long!  Just a minute, my son!”

Teddy Long was strutting
about, trying to make himself

look 1mportant. He dido’t care
a toss about Tom Burton’s chances
in the Channel swim. MHe had
taken no iInterest in the affair,
ever since the very starvt. He
was, n fact, a nonentity in the
Remove, and it was  just  the
“eussedness ? of things that led
him to draw. a paper with a cross
L 01 if.

“Want me?”’ asked Teddy
carclessly, as Russell came up.

“Yes!”? said Russell. "'Youre
not keen on going on this trip, are you?”’

“Yes, I am!” taid Teddy Long promptly.

“Rot!” broke in Jack Grey. **Look here,
I'tl give you five bob for your place!”

“Pen bob!” said Russell hurriedly.

“Here!” gasped Grey. “'That’s a bit thick,
Russell "

“And why is it thick?” put i Vivian
Travers coolly. **We're all ehygible for this
game, 1 fancy. Fifteen bob, Long.”

Teddy Long opened his eyes grecdily.

“You—vou mean that you'll give me fifteen
bob if I'll let you go in my place ¥” he asked
breathlessly.

“ Exactly |”

" Look here, I'll make it a quid!” chimed
in Dunean,  “It’s the only quid I've got,
but——""

“I'hirty bob !” beamed Travers,

“Oh, you bounder!” groancd Dunecan.
“That’'s wiped me out of it!”

Teddy Long stood there, his face Rushed,
his little eyes gleaming. Until this minute,
he hadn’t realised that he was in such a strong
position. Money was of far more value to
him than the trip on Mr, Fielding’s vacht.

“] don’t see why I should sell my c¢hance !”
he said loftily. “But if any fellow is partica-
larly eager, I don’t mind doing him a favour.
But it’ll cost him five pounds!”

“What ! roared Jack Grey hotly.

“Five quid!” nodded Long.

“Why, rou—rvou young shark:!”™
Russell,

E;a-f'r-'.*{l
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“I'tve quid!” ivsisted Teddy Long coolly,
“That's my price!”

“In that case, dear old fellow, there’s no-
thing doing ! said Travers, as he put his
pocket-book away. “Much as I admire the
Bo'sun, and muer as I desise to see him con-
quering the Channel, I rather fancy that five
quid is exorbitant.”

The other fellows took their
Travers, and they all walked away.
Long looked blanis.

“Hi!” he howled. “T—T didn't mean it!
What’s the highest bid?”

“Two pounds—spot cash!” said Jack Grey
promptly.

“ Sorry, old man—three pounds!”
Travers.

“Done!” gasped Teddy Long. “Let's have
the money, Travers!”

“With pleasure!” said -Vivian Travers
smoothly.,  “It is quite understood that I am
to go in your place, and that no further dis-
cussiont is necessary.' i

“That's right!” agreed Teddy.

And the three pounds were handed over,
The snecak of the Remove grabbed them
eagerly, and stuffed them into his pocket.

“Splendid!” beamed Travers. ““I was quite
ready. of course, to go up to a fiver if 1he
other fellows had pushed me. But why throw
money away ?7” 3

“You—you rotter!” roared Teddy Long,
in dismay.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jolly good, Travers!” said Nipper, thump-
tiir him on the back. *Good luck to you !
i'in jolly glad that you're coming with us!™™

‘“ Absolutely ! said Archie. “A dashed
priceless exchange, what?”

The same game was tried on several of the
other lucky juniors. I'atty Little was ap-
proached by a whole gang of grim-looking
juniors, but he turned a deaf ecar to all in-
ducements—at first.,

And then, gradually, he was worn down.

Somerton, of the Ancient House, bought
I'atty Little's place for thrce pounds ten. It
was a small enough sum for the youthful
duke, and he paid up cheerily, Fatty Littie
was perfeetly satisfied, for three pounds ten
was a small fortune to him, and he had a fatal
woeakness for tuck, .

Church and Watson were approached in a
similar way. but nothing could move them.
They had determined to go on this trip, and
they turned a deaf ear to every tempter.

tip from
Teddy
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So, at last, the whole affair was scttled.
and the names of the twelve juniors wero
sent in to their reapective Housemusters,

When afternoon lessons started, there were
twelve vacant places 1n the Remove Form-
room. And the lucky juniors were eyeling
cheerfully through the broiling heat towards
(faistowe,

They were off on the Great Adventure—off
to encourage the Schoolboy Channel Swiramer
on his great task—and they were determined
to cheer him to victory!

CHAPTER 15.
En Route !

WAB me for a jelly-
fich!"” ejaculated the
Do'sun, grinning.

EHe was standing on
the deck of Mr. Ficld-
ing’s motor-yacht, Endeavour. The owner-
captain himself was just within the little
chart-house, making an adjustment to one of
the instruments. )

“Just come and look at this, skipper!”
chuckled Tom Burton. “The gang’s here!”’

“Tho gang!” repeated Mr. Fielding,
coming out on te the deck. ““By the Lord
Harry! 8o it 1s! I'm glad, Bo'sun! It'll
do yvou good to have a St. Frank’s crowd acar
by while you're on the swim!”’

““Souso me!” gasped the Bo’sun. “You
don’t think they're coming all the way, do
you, sir?”

“Of course they're coming all the way,”
smiled Mr. Fielding. *“Look at the bags
they’re carryving. Besides, I've had a talk
with your headmaster, and I knew all about
it. . But I was so busy that I forgot to tel!
you."” : .

A minute later, the St. Irank’s contingent
arrived at the gangway. All sorts of envious
glances had followed them from the Caistowe
populace as they had strode down the quay-

side. INow they came tumbling on to the
Iindeavour’s deck, shouting cheerily and
laughing.

“There he is!’’ roared Reggie Pitt, making
a rush at Tom. “Good old DBo'sun!”

“Hurrah!”

“Good luck, Bo'sun, old son!"’

“You'll do 1t!”

“Sink me for a shark!’ panted Tom Bur-
ton, as he found himseltf overwhelmed, “* Iasy
on it, messmates! Easy on it! What do you
think I'm made of 7"

He was thumped on the back, jabbed in thn
ribs, and his hands were shaken as though
they were pump handles. * At the end of it
he was gasping for breath,.

“Well, well!” smiled V' ian Travers. “&o
evervthing's ready for the start, eh? Dear
oll fellow, we're coming along to give you
our moral support. We represent St. I'rank’s.
While you swim the Channel in actual fact,

we shall swim the Channel in the armchair
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style.  And you can Dbe quite sure that we
shall give you plenty of advice!”
“Now then, young men!” said Mr., IField-

ing good-humouredly, “Don’t you think |
you’ve battered” the poor fellow about

enough? Don’t forget that he's got a big
ordeal in front of him!”’

“It's all right, skipper—they haven’t lurt
me!” grinned the Bo'sun. “Souse me! But
I'm glad to see them heré! I’'ve just got to
win through! I can’t fail in front of all these

chaps ™
~“Faill?” laughed Nipper. “Not likely,
Bo’sun! That’s a word that we've wiped out

of our vocabularies! By the way,”” he added.
““Where's (Captain Burton ?”

“Oh, the skipper’s laid up,” replied the
Bo'sun, bis face clouding momentarily as he
thought of his father. *He wanted to come,
of course, but the doctor absolutely forbid
him to. Said the excitement and all that
would do him a tremendous amount of harm.
So, much against his will, he’s decided to
stay 1n port.”’

There was plenty of bustling about on
board now.

The IEndecavour was a smart vacht—not par-
tteularly big, but up-to-date in every way.
Ar. Fielding had plenty of mmoney to indulge
his fancies, and his motor yacht was the iast
word in comfort and efficiency.

There was plenty of accommodation. .too.
Not that the St, Frank’s fellows required any
cabing to themselves, There would be no
thought ef sleep for any of them—unless they
took a nap on one of the saloon lounges prioy
to the swim. '

And this, in fact, is what many of them
i,

But just at present there was altogether too
munch to sec--too much to be interested in.

The Endeavour left her moorings twenty
minutes after the St, Frank’s fellows had gonao
on board. Hundreds of people had come
down to the quayside, and hundreds more
were * lining the beaches. Rousing cheers
went up as the motor-vacht slid gracefully
across the harbour. There was much handker-
chief waving, and a general air of enthusias-
tic optimism, ’

“T’'ve got to do 1t!"" muttered the Bo'snun,
as he stood on deck. his face flushed and his
eyes gleaming., By scuppers!
all these people down! They trust me—they
have faith in me! Swab me for a lobster! I
shan't dare to come back unless T suceeed,
shipmates!”

“You will sueceed, old man,”
Pitt confidently,

“MThere’s one thing, there’'ll be pleniyv of
witnesses,”” smiled Nipper. “There can’t be
anv doubts about the anthenticity of this
swim, Bo'sun.”’

“ Just what T was thinking.” nodded Harry
Gresham.  #*There are same strangers on
board, too. Keen young fellows, by the look
of them. too! .bo vou know who they are ?”

Alan Castleton chuckled.

“Newspaper men, mostly,”” he replied.
“I’ve just been making ingquiries. There’s
a reprezentative of a topical film company,

satd Reggie

F

I can’t let |

=3

too—a camera man. Oh, there's going to be
some interesting things to wateh later on!”
By the time the yacht was out in the open
Channel, a good deal of the exeitement had
died down. The fellows gloried in the od-
venture. It certainly was enchanting out
there, on the blue, sparkling sca. On such a
hot day as this, a sca trip was a real delighi.

“Well, young men, there's tea down In
the saloon, if vou like to go and jomn n,” said
My, Fielding, as he approached the group of
juniors. ‘* And later on we shall serve dinner.
We're taking things casily, and we hope to
get to Cape Grisnez well before midmight.
There’s no reason why the thing should be
rushed.” :

“Tea, what?" said
happily., “Good gad! 1 knew there was
something wrong, laddies! Absolutely! The
good old tummy is positively yelping for a
dose of the usual! Kindly lcad me to the
India and Ceylon!”’

“Ilave you heard anything more about tne
American chap, sivr i asked Nipper.

“No, nothing further,” replied Mr. Field-
ing thoughtfully. *‘Stanton and his tramer
are very quiet. Theré 1s a rumour, however,
that the American boy does not intend to start
his swim until to-morrow night. If that i
the - case, we shall have neothing to worry
about.”’

“There's

Archie Glenthorno

nothing to worry about, in any

case, sir.'' said Reggie Ditt prompily. “ 1l
back the Bo'sun against all comers!”
* Hear, hear”
* Absolutely !”’
Mr., Fielding smiled. _
“'I'hat’s the spirit, young ‘uns!” he said

approvingly, **There’s nothing like having
confidence in vour own champion. And this
confidence of vours is thoroughly justified.
By gad! Young Burton is a wonder! He's
got a stiroke peculiarly his own, and it takes
him throngh the water at an incredible speed,
And his stamina is extraordinary. 1 believo
he'll do it 1 believe he'll win!” .

This same spirit of optimism was spreading
thoughout the party. The Bo'sun himself,
perhaps. was the coolest individual on board.

He conld hardly realise that the great hour
was nearly at hand, He knew the nature of
the tusk that was in front of him, but it did
not wive him a moment’s uncasiness. He
might fail. but he was determined af least
to put up a valiant fight. And if he did fail
in this ercat swim, it would not be for the
wani of irving:

CHAPTER 16,
The Surprise !

1HE Endeavour purred
on her way leisuvely.
The summer's even-
ing was glorious. The
se, was asfonishingly
calm, and as the ivst stars began to twinkle,
it was obvious that the night was: going to
be as perfect as the day.
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The fine weather spell was continuing.

One or two of the St. Frank's fellows
were on deck, leaning over the rail, watch-
ing the twinkling lights along the coast. I'or
the Endeavour was still hugging the English
shore, since, a little later, she would call at
Dover,

But most of the juniors were below, taking
advantage of this slack period. They were
slecping on the saloon lounges, getting them-
selves ready for the excitements of the night.

At Dover there was only a short delay,

Certain formalitics had to be attended to,
and Mr. Fielding was very busy, A burly
gentleman with a face like mahogany came
on board—evidently a pilot. Mr., Fielding
had a brief conversation with some other
officials, and finally the Endeavour put ont
to sca again, and this time she headed across
the Straits, in a- direct line for Cape
(irisnez. :

“We shall be at the starting point long
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before eleven o'clock,” remarked Nipper,
as he stood necar the chart-room with Reggio
Pitt and Travers and Castleton, “Still, that
won't be any too soon.”

“No fear!” said Reggie. “The Bo'suu
has to be greased before he goes into tho
water, and it's vitally important that Le
should start his swim at the exact minute,
The tides are very favourable just now.”

“Where is the Bo'sun?” asked Somertorn.

“Below—resting,” replied Nipper. “ He
doesn’t want to, but Mr, Fielding insisted.”

Mr. Fielding himself came along, and he
stood by the rail, watching the receding
lights of Dover Harbour.

“YWell, young man, there's goine to be somo
excitement,” he said amusedly,

“Rather, sir!” |

“I mean some special excitement,” added
Mr. Fielding,

“By Jove! Has anvthing happened, sie?”

asked Nipper cagerly.
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Mr, Ficlding’s eyes were twinkling,

“It hasn't happened vet,” he replied.
“But, by all appearances, this swim of the
Bosun’s will resolve itself into a race.”

“A race!”’

“Earle Stanton and his trainer—to say
nothing of a tugload of newspaper men and
other sportsmen-—have already set off for
Cape Grisnez,” said Mr. Fielding dryly.
“*They ought to be there by this time.”

“Oh, my goodness!”

“Then—then the American boy is going
to make his attempt to-night, too ?”

M Exaetly I murmured Mr. Fielding, “ He
intends to take advantage of the same tide
as the Bo'sun.” ; & 1

“Well, 'm blessed!” said Reggie glecfully.
“That's fine!”

“I'm not so sure about it being [ine!”
prowled  Alan  Castleton.  “Blow  this
American boy !”

“Rats!” grinned Pitt. “He's got just as
much rvight to the Channel as the Bo'sun
has 1™

“Well, of course, if yon lonk at it like
that.!” said Castleton.

“It’s the only way to look at it,” nodded
Mr. JFielding. “ Personally, I'm wvery glad
to hear this picce of news. Tt will act as a
big spur to the Bo'sun. Not that he really
needed onel”

“All the same, sir, it']l put him on his
miettle,” said Nipper. “ And there’s nothing
like a race to gel the best out of a fellow.
Keen as the Bo'sun 1s, he'll be all tho.keener
when he finds out that he's challenged. Does
he know about this yet 7" 8

“Not yei!” said Mr. Fielding. “I thoughs
it better not to tell him until we were nearly
at our destination.” '

Later on, Tom Burton came on deck, Ie
found it 1mpossible to sleep—his inward
oxeitement was too great. He wanted to
he 1n the fresh air, and most of the otlier
follows came up with him, Even Archie
(ilenthorne tore himself away from the com-
fortahle lonnee, and he sallied on deck with
the others. The French coast was now loom-
g up out of the summer's night.

““Heard the latest, you fellows?”
P’itt cheerily.

“Yes!” said Fullwood, his voice full of
excitement, “Is it true? Is this American
boy starting his swim to-night

“So we understand, dear old fellow,” said
Travers. " Pretty good, ch? We shall have
something (o watch!”

“Souse my scuppers!” said the DBo’sun.
“The last T heard was that Stanton was going
to try his swim to-morrow, But it’s all the
better if he enters the water at the same
time as me. Swab me! I shall bhave to be
smart if I’m to beat this American wonder!”

Nipper laughed.

“In all probability, he’s not such a wonder
+8 rumour has suggested,” ho remarked.
“The Americans have a habit of crowing
before tho event for publicity’s sake. We've
never seen this chap, Stanton, and we know
practically nothing * about him. But I'll
guarantea that the Bo'sun i a better man v

sang out

)
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“Hear, hear!”

“8t. Frank's for ever !

“The Bo'sun's going to win !”

Vivian Travers coughed.

“"You'll pardon the hint, dear old fellow,
but isn’t this rather hke crowing before the
event ?” he murmured,

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“I'ravoers right!”
“We've been ertticising the Americans, and
we're doing exactly the same thing! It'l]
be a far better policy to keep quict—until
the Bo'sun has conquered. Then we'll cheer
ourselves hoarse!”

After that, there was a good deal of fresh
excitemoent. There was all the business of
manceuvring (he lndeavour close in to the
shore. Boars were put off, and the Bo’sun
and Mr. IMiclding, accompanied by two gentle-

chuckled Nipper.

.
IS

men  of pugilistie appearance, wenb ashore
first. The St. IFrank’s crowd came along in
another boat. It had been suggested that
they should stay on the yacht, but they

scouted the very idea. "They wanted to be on
French soil when Tom Burton walked inio
the Chaunel at the start of his swim.

It was very dark on the beach, but fariher
along the coast—not more than three or four
hundred yards away—brilliant lights were
gleaming. And just cut from the <hore a
i}i_:’.{ tuglmni wias :stancliug b}'.

“That's  the American crowd!” =said
Nipper, as he looked in that direction.
“They're getting ready. I say, it'll be a bir
offside if Stanton sets out before the Bo'sun.”

“What difference would it make asked
Pitt.  “Iach party has its oflicial timekeeper,
and although they swim in a kind of race,
it won't much matier if one swiunmer gots
off before the other. Still, it would be rather
vich if thev both entered the water at the
same moment,”’

On the beach, the scene was even more
impressive. Gleaming scavchlights from the
vacht swept the shore, and made the sands
as light as day in this particular spot,

There were crowds of people in the back-
ground, watching eagerly.

There was no delay. Tom Burton was
promptly  scized by the pugilistic-looking
gentlemen. and the business of greasing him
commenced. The 8t. Frank's fellows stocd

PEE
.

round, talking animatedly, and offering all
sorts of advice that was mostly ignored.
And

arrived,

in the middle of it all a stranger

CHAPTER 17.
The Start !

P2 1LL, folks, this looks
good to me!”

‘The stranger spoko
heartily, and  lis
American accent was
He was a big, blufi-looking

im a Palin Beach suit and a

\ A -".
N

unniistakable.
man, cdressed
straw hat
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" Hallo,
fellows.
“I'm from thé Stanton crowd,” said the

sir!” shouted the St. Frank’s

stranger genially, *““Goddard’s my name—
id Goddard.”
Mr. Fielding came forward with out-

stretched hand.

" Pleased to meet you, Mr. Goddard!” he
said, with genuine delight, “My name's
Fielding.”

“Well, that’s fine!” said Mr. Goddard, as
they shook hands. “ You're the backer of this
British shcoolboy, eh? Well, I'm behind
voung Stanton. And I don’t mind telling
you that I've wagered five thousand dollars
that he'll be baving breakfast in Dover
before your schoolboy is half-way across!”

“Then you’re a very rash man, Mr., Cod-
dard!” said Mr. Fielding dryly.

‘“Maybe,” nodded the American, “DBut
TI've got plenty of faith in FEarle. You
haven't seen him swimming—I have! And

that makes a difference. All the same, folks,
I wish your man the best of luck, Ile's got
sand, that schoolboy!”

“Hear, hear!” echoed the
fellows.

“When is your champion going to take the
water, sir ?"”" asked Nipper.

“Sayv, we'll do the thing properly !” replied
Mr. Ed Goddard, “‘Let them both enter at
the same minute, eh?  How's that, Mr.
ielding ¥

“I'm quite agreeable,” smiled Mr. Field-
ing. ‘“‘Let them both start off at the same
time, and then it will be a real ecross-
C'hannel race.”

“Hurrah !”

“And may the best man win!”

“Yes, rather!”

Mr. Goddard went over, and he examined
Tom DBurton critically,

“Fine figure—good muscles—plenty of pep,
too, judging by the set of his jaw,” he com-

St. I'rank’s

mented. “Yes, he's surely a hefty proposi-
tion,”
“You said a mouthful, sir!” grinned

Reggie Pitt.

“Well, kid, T wish you the best of luck!”
said Mr. Goddard, as he smiled at the
Bo’sun., *‘But, say, I'd just like you folks
to take a peek at Earle!”

“Why not?” murmured Travers.
plenty
tellows, Let's stroll along.”

When Mr. Ed Goddard went back to his
own party, most of the St, Irank’s fellows
accompanied him. They found EKarle Stanton
on the beach, and like the Bo’sun, he was
being greased by his trainers.

And, without doubt, this Boston boy of
sixteen was . formdable rival.

He was a fair young giant, and be looked
nearer twenty than sixteen, His frame was

“There's

of time before the kick-off, decar)|

big and brawny, and his muscles were like

l'ci'ltzl.‘:iﬁﬂﬁ of cotled rope bencath his sunburned
sk, 3

“Well?” emiled Mr, Goddard,
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““He’s got the advantage of our man in
size, anyhow, sir,” said Nipper critically.
“But size doesn't always count, does it?"”

“It goes a long way!"” retorted Mr.
chdarg.

ILarle Stanton waved a hand to the visitors.

“Sav, when this picnic is over, I'd like
to meet you guys!” he said cheerily. “1
guess we'll have a little cclebration over in
Dover in the morning.”

“That’s fine!” said Travers. * We'll wait
for vou!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Aw, cut it out!"” grinned Stanton. “Dy
the time yen folks get to Kugland I shali
have had & Jong nap!”

There was a good deal of chipping of this
kind, and much laughter. Evervthing was
very good-natured and friendly,

But it was clear that the Americans re-
garded the St. Frank’s schoolboy as a very
unimportant rival. They did not take him
seriously, They knew his age—knew that ho
was a mere junior—and they were inclined
t> treat him as a joke.

In fact, one of their main reasons for
suggesting a simultancous start was that they
could have the laugh over the Bo'sun. It
would be rather good fun to sec Stanton
getting further and further away from his
voung rival. Iarle Stanton, the American
Bov Wonder, had crossed the Atlantic in
order to conquer the Channcl, and he cer-
tainly wasn't going to be frightened by a
mere schoolboy !

Shortly after
ready,

Tom DBurton was standing on tlie sands
near the water's edge, looking grotesque in
his covering of grease., The whole scene was
dazzingly brilliant in the glare from tho
searchlights.

IFurther along the shore Iarle Stanton.
was ready, too. From the American party's
tug came the strains of jazz music, A dance
band had been engaged especially, and it was
alrcady making the night lively with
syncopated musie. .

Stanton himself was wearing a peculiar kind
of swimming cap, It looked almost like a
helmet. But the Bo'sun disdained any of
these ‘“fancy fixings.” He was wearing
nothing but a single-piece swimming suit,
and he was cool and confident,

“All set?” came a hail from along the
beach,

“Yes!"” shouted Mr. Fielding,

“Good luck, Bo'sun!”

“Hurrah!”

“Absolutely 1" said Archie, pushing for-
ward and grasping Tom Burton’s hand.
“Laddie, you can count on us to cheer youn
Odds horrors and foulness! In othcr
words, good gad!”

He released the Bo'sun's hand, and gazed
in a fascinated way at his own fingers, They
were smothered in grease, and all the other
fellows yelled with laughter,

“I mean, all in = good cause, what?"
murmured Archie bravely. “Kindly hand

midnight everything was
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Dazedly Tom Burton walked out of the sea on to

LEE LIBRARY
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the beach, and Nipper and Pitt and others rushed

forward with the idea of saving the latest conqueror of the Channel from being mobbed by the
enthusiastic crowd.

over the cleaning malterialg, somebody! I'm
in a poisonous mess, dash 1t!"

“Ha, ha, La!”

'There was further shouting, and the sounds
of the jazz band wafted louder.

“Rather a pity we didn’t bring seme

musical instruments,” ecommented Church.
“Rats!” said Reggie Pitt. *“*QOur man
doesn’t need any music to urge him on! The

Bo’sun doesn’t want to swim te the beat of
a trap-drum!”

““Hear, hear!” murmured Travers. “Per-
sepally, I'm rather sorry for poor Stanton,
He'lt probably go clean out of his mind
before he's covered half the distance! Save
us from our friends! They think they're do-
g their best, but, by Samson, we'd often be
bhotter off without them!”

And T'om Burton, at least, agreed.

I1e looked upon this Channel swim as some-
!.hini; important—something earnest. And he
needed no jazz band. '

CHAPTER 18,
Well Away !
Y'RE offt?®

“Hurrah!”
“Go it, Bo'sun!”

g 111

The beach echoad
_ and re-echoed with
the cheering. Burton and Earle Stanton

had enfered the water at the same moment,
some three or four hundred yards apart.
Now thev were both swimming out strongly
from the beach—setting off towards that far-
distant shore on the other side of the Straits.

Behind ecach swimmer went a small boat
confaining the trainers. Mvr, Fielding was
in the rowing boal that accompanied Tom
Burton, but there was no room for any of
the St. Frank's fellows.

They were to follow in the yacht, a short
aistance behind,
Half an hour laier the scene was interest-

‘ing.

ﬁ'nm Burton was swimming strongly, with
(he boat just hehind him.  Ifurther in the rear
came the Endeavour., with her decks crowded
with the St. Frank's fellows. About lmalf
a mile away larle Stanton was swimming

with a similar procession in bis rear. Strains
of lively muste could still be heard, occa-
| sionally  wafting across the calm avater.

| But, much to the gratification of the Bo'sun’s
supporters, this music was only borne to them
in occasional snatches,

“He's going strong!”
tentedly,

“Honestly. do vou think he'll do it asked
Castleton,

“That's rather a difficult
answer, old man,” replied Nipper. “The
Channel isn’t an ecasy proposition, Iet's wait
until he's half-way across—and then we shall

said Nipper con-

question  io

ba in a better position {o judge.”
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“Supposing this American fellow pgots
across first, and does 1t in under the cleven
bhours?”

“Well, it won't make any difference to the
Bo’sun,” replied Pitt, “He’s DBritish, and
that newspaper offer of a thousand pounds
was only open to British competitors.”

“"But it wil make a difference,”
Nipper quietly.

“How?"”

“Because the thousand pounds will only be
paid over it the British youth beats the exist-
ing 1ccord,” said Nipper, “And if Stanton sets
up a new record, and the Bo'sun fails to do
beteer, there'll be no money.”

“That's rotten!” growled Castleton. “ And
thie poor old Bo'sun is counting on that cash
like anything! He’s keen to help his uncle,”

“Why worry, dear old fellows?” drawled
Vivian Travers. “All the talk in the world
won't make any difference. You'll do far
better to keep your eye on our pal, Sianton.
Unless I'm much mistaken, he's forging
ahead !

“By jingo!"

“Yes, they're beating us

“Oh, my only hat!”

There was no mistake about it.  The
American was getting further and further
ahead.  This mecant, clearly enough, that
Farle Stanton was swimming more rapidly
than Tom DBurton, He was making much
better progress; and it was impossible to say
that he was more favourably assisted by the
tides. Both swimmers had exactly the same
conditions,

An hour later the anxiety on board the
Endcavour was intense,

For by now the rival tug was only a little
blur in the distance ahead. Her twinkling
lights could just he seen. No longer did the
sounds of the jazz band come floating across
the placid sea.

“This is pretty awful!” groaned Castleton.
“Poor old Bo'sun! He’s being whacked to a
frazzle! That American chap is making Lim
look positively silly !”

“They weren't far wrong when they de-
scribed him as the * American Boy Wonder,’
were they?"” said Church glumly. “He must
be a giddy terror! Burton has been swim-
nming strongly, and yet this American chap
has pot clean ahead! It’s—it’s uncanny!”

“It's rotten !” said Pitt gruffly.

And so it went on—with the heopes of the
St. IFrank’s party getting lower and lower.

By three o'clock, as dawn was breaking, the

said

1!1‘ 1

rival tug was two or threce miles awav,
Stanton  had completely outstripped  his
British rival,

Rut if the Removites were torn with

anxicty, Mr., Fielding was calmly confidert.
He was sitting in the bows of the rowirg
boat, watching the Bo’sun intently and
closely. This was the most eritical period of
the swim.

For three hours Burton had been in the
water; and now he was having some trouble
with the tide. An awkward cross-current was
menacing his progress. Furthermore, it was |

just the period when he was due to get his
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“second wind.” If he got it, all well and

good—he would be able to swim on con-

fidently and strongly.
“All right, Bo'sun?"

at intervals..

called Mr. I'ielding

“I'm fine, sir!” was Tom's invariable
reply. :

“Still feeling fit?” -

“Sousd@®ne! I haven't started yet, sir!"

sang out the Bo'sun. “That American lubber
has got well ahead.” .

“PDon’t worry about him, my boy,” said
Mr. Fielding quickly.

“T'm not!” replied the Bo’sun.

And there was a tone of sereno confidenco

in his volce.

CEE

“Feel like anything to eat or drink yet?
“No, thanks, sir—I can carry on for
another hour.”

And Tom Burton carried on.
plugging on steadily—swimming with dec-
liberate strokes, There was no fluster about
him~—no flurry. He just went on, swimming
strongly and surely.

But when full daylight came, the rivals
were almost out of sight.

“I'm afraid there’s not much hope now,”
said Castleton, in a gloomy voice, “The
lead is everything in a swim like this.”

“0Oh, well, we needn’'t be downhearted
about it,” said Nipper. “ILven if the Bo'sun
doesn’t break ary records, he will still have
put up a jolly fine performance.”

“But he'll make a record, if he swims tho

e was
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Channel,” said Regyie Pit, “1le’ll be the
first schoolboy to have done it.”

“There’s that, of course,” agreed Castle-
ton. “But it's a pity he couldn’t have shown
this American chap a clean pair of heels!
That’s what's making me so jolly wild !

“Why get wild, dear old fellow #” smiled

LTravers. " The race isn't over yet! In fact,
it 1sn’t half over. And look what a glorious
morning !’ he added, waving his hand to-

It

wards the 1ising sun. “By Samson !

makes a fellow feel good !’

“Yes, rather!” said IFFullwood. “7The carly
morning ¢ the best (e of the day. 1 think
II .Ei‘**,l,l always get up at four o'clock after
this !

“THE ST. FRANK'S
GALA!"

Lord Edgemore, that genial old ear] whom
the St. Frank’s juniors have assisted so much in
the past, organises the gala, and he invites the
whole of the school to attend.

Everybody is intensely excited, particularly
the juniors. Even Claude Gore-Pearce becomes
interested, but only because he sees here an
oppertunity of getting his own back against
the ear]l, whom he hes good reason to diglike.

Unexpected things happen owing to Gore-
Pearce’s caddish actions, and altogether Nipper
and Reggie Pitf and all the other prominent
Removites find themselves having a lively
fime. For, in addition, Hal Brewster and his
chums of the River House School have also
heen invited to the gala. and just at the moment
there js intense rivalry between the two schools.

This yarn shows Edwy Searles Brooks in good
form. Look out for it mext Wednesday.

“THE CRUISE OF THE
BLUE BIRD!"”

Another rousing instalment of
Brisbane's wonderful adventure serial.

o nORDER IN ADVANCE!

Coutts

There were many chuckles, and some of the
gloomy expressions vanished. For, in spite
of themselves, the St. Frank’s fellows were
bucked up by the glory of the sunrise.

And Tom Burion, in the meantime, kept
plurging doggedly on.

CHAPTER 19.
The Sensation !

REKKER, yonu
fellows !*”  shouted
Harry Gresham.

He had just ap-
peared from the
saloon slairway, and he crossed the deck to
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the spot where most of the juniors were
crowded,

“ Anything fresh ?” he asked.

“Nothing !”  replied DPitt. “ At least,
nothing much. Stanton’s party have disap-
peared—that’s all 1"’

“Disappeared !” echoed Gresham, staring.

Ilc looked across the sunlit sea, but there
was no sign of the rival party.

“By jingo!” he ejaculated,.
well ahead now!”

“Ior once, the Americans weren't boast-
ing " said Somerton. “This swimmer of
theirs is an absolute marvel! The Bo'sun is
swinuning pretty wonderfully, and he has
alrcady done better than most other Channel
swimmers, That just shows you what pro-
gress Stanton must have made!”

“Let's all go down to breakfast,” said Irull-
wood grufily.

“Absolutely ! agreed Avchie.  “I trust
there is tea on the menu, laddies? Colfee, of
course, is the corrget thing, but there's
nothing like a cup ol the real juice to make
a chappie leel bucked.”

Tlhiey all went down, and partook of an
carly breakfast. It was not a particularly
merry party. IJoverything scemed to be going
wione,

“Tf this American nerchant had to break
all records. why couldn’t he have done it
to-morvow ?”"  complained Tommy Watson.,
“Why couldn’t he have given us some peace
of mind? As it is, instead of cheering the
poor old Bo'sun, we feel like kicking some-
thing !

“Oh, well, let’s hustle over this grub, and
go on deck again,” said Reggie DPitt.

“What’s the good?” growled Castleion.
“"We shall only get the pip.”

“What vou fellows need is faith,” mur-
mured Vivian Travers. " The Amertcan chap
hasn't won vet!”

“Yes, by Jove, you're right, Travers!”” said
Pitt promptly. “We're a set of rotters for
having anyv doubts about the DBo'sun. Of
course he'll win !”’

“"Hear, hear!” echoed the others.

noticed that Vivian

“They've got

But it was T'ravers
smiled. Perhaps bhe smiled because those
“Hear, hears!” were not very convincing.
As soon as the meal was over, they hurried
up on deck and crowded 1n the bows,

“How’'s everything going, Mr. IFielding #”
yelled Nipper.

Some little distance ahead, the rowing-hoat
was lazily moving on the water. Mr.
Iielding turned his head.

“Splendidly !” he rveplied. “The Bo'sun is
doing wonders!”

“QOh, good man!”

“Keep it up, Bo’sun!”

“St., Frank’s for ever 1’

“And don’t worry about that American
merchant!”’ yelled Reggie Pitt. ““ Ile may be
out of sight, but perhaps hec's got into a
different current.”

Tom Burton raised a chcery arm into the
air,

“Hurrah!” roared the juniors.
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“He says he’s forgotten the American
bov ! shouted Mr. Iiclding. *Gad, that's
the spirit!"

“Yes, rather! Keep it up, Bo'sun!”

They all watched with interest while the
schoolboy Channel swimmer was being fed.
1lot, nourishing broth was given to him from
a vacuum flask. This was followed by chunks
of choeolate, and other sustaining condensed
foods.

The Press photographers were busy at this
period—one of them being in the boat with
Mz, Fielding. The reporters were active, too
~—making notes and writing up the “story ”
of the swim. They were preparing an hour-
by-hour account of the valiant schoolbox’s
fight.

After this brief pause {or food, Tom Burton
carried on again—swimming with the same
steady stroke. There was nothing hurried in
his movenients, and he was still calm and un-
rufled. As Mr. Fielding had said, he had
forgotten all about his American rival, and
was concentrating his energics on his own
sWim.

And so another hour slipped by—and still
another. |

By seven o'clock the sun was high, and
the day was beginning to grow warm. Ships
of various kinds hove into sight, and some
of them came quite close., The sailors lined
the decks and waved cheerily. Then, at
about half-past seven, Vivian Travers was
found staring steadfastly 1n one direction.

“What are you looking at, old man?”
asked Nipper, as he joined Travers.

“ Nothing much, dear old fellow,” mur-
mured Travers. “Only the American tug.”

“What!"” j

“Strictly speaking, 1t 1s a British tug—
but T think you know what I mean,” said
Travers. “Curiously enough, she is in sight
again, Significant, what?”

Nipper stared, his heart thumping more
rapidly.

“By Jove, I should think it is significant "’
ha said tensely. “Hi, Reggic! 1 say,
Cresham! Have you seen this?”

“Hecn what ?” asked half a dozen juniors,
running up.

" Look over there!” said Nipper. “T'ravers
spotted 1t first. It's the tug that's accom-
panyving IBarle Stanton!"

“Well, I'm jiggered !’

“We're overhauling it !’

“(iood gad1t”

A wave of excitement went through the
Findeavour, Sailors came up from below,
and stared over the sea. The reporters were
busy with their notebooks. And in the boat
ahiead, Mr. Fielding was using his bino-
culars occasionally. Now and then he spoke
sonie cheering words to Tom Burton.

In this way another hour went by.

I'or the yacht's progress was, of course,
very slow—since it had to accommodate its
speed to the swimmer ahead, But there
could be no denying that something had gone
wrong with the American boy's swim.

I‘or as the minutes passed, the tug grew
neaver. At least, the St. I'rank’s party crept

' rush ’ start,” replied Pitt.
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ncarer to the tug. This latier vessel was
stationary, her engines stopped, and one or
two boats were dotted about near by,

Nipper had secured a pair of binoculars,
and he was gazing through them cagerly,

“Yes!” he gasped at last. 1 suspected-it
all along—and now” I'm certain!"

“What is it?” demanded Reggie Titt,
“Let's have a look through those glasses, you
bounder !”

“ All right, then—look ! said Nipper.

“Why bother about the glasses?” yelled
Castleton excitedly.  “We can see without
'em! Look, vou fellows! The American
oh:i,plislbei'ng pulled out of the water! Ie's
failed V' :

And Reggie Pitt, through the glasses, saw
with crystal clarity what the other fellows
could only guess at. He saw a boat bobbing
about on the sunlit sea: and he saw the lunp
fizure of the American vouth being pulled
over the gunwale!

CHAPTER 20.

The White Cliffs ol
England !

S failed—he’s
failed !”

It was a great
shout, and it went up
. from every throat.
Not only the St. I'rank’s fellows, but all the
other occupants of the Tndeavour were
excited and tense,

IFor now the truth was clear to all.

Farle Stanton, the American Bov Wonder,
had been pulled out of the water, and was
ttz'cun now being carefully transferred to the
ng.

And Tom Burton
strongly—still
determination,
of his rival.

“Hurrah !” yelled Tonuny Watson.
good cgg!”

“Here, steady!” protested Nipper.

“0Oh, what's the pood of being a hypo-
erite ¥ demanded Tommy Watson., “We'ro
glad, aren’t we?”

“Yes, I supposc we are,” admitted Nipper.

“Of course we're glad,” said Tommy.
“We all thought that the American chap
had beaten the Bo'sun to a frazzle—and now
we find that he's failed! We should be born
idiots if we pretended to be sorry!”

“Well, we can be sorrv, and glad, too,”
said Reggie Pitt cheerfullv, “We can beo
glad that the Bo'sun hLas a clear field—Dbut,
at the same time, we can’t help feeling a
little bit sorry for this American fellow. If
yvou ask me, his failuro is entircly his own
fault.”

“How do you make that out?”
Johnny Onions.

“Why, he expended all his strength in a
“IHe thought

~was  still swimming
plugging on with dogged
unworricd by the fortunes

“Oh,

asked
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he would get anead—and keep ahead. But
that sort of thing can't be done.”

Nipper nodded.

“In just the same way, a runner in a

long-distance race will get miles ahead of

the whole field,” he said. ““But long before
the course is completed he falls out,
whacked., It's the man who nurses bhis

etrength that wins,”

“The hare and the tortoise over again,
dear old fellow,” said Travers, smilingly.
*“ Aesop was a wise old bird!”

It was, of course, idle for the St. Frank’s
juniors to pretend that they were anything
else but pleased. They were inclined to
believe that Reggie Pitt's theory was correct.
The American boy had paid the penalty
for over confidence; he had used up all his
strength in the first half of the swim, instead
of reserving his stamina for the more
diflicult period.

And although the juniors were sorry for
bim, they were intensely relieved. .

Tmn Burton, on the other hand, was quite
unaffected when Mr, Fielding told him that
Jsarle Stanton had been taken out of the
water. Burton had been swimming steadily
ever since the start, and he had not been
worricd by any outside influences. With
rare wisdom, he had been swimming in an
exasperatingly leisurely way. Yet this
policy of his was clever.

He was already well past the half-way
mark, and now, just as he had hoped, the
tides were all in his favour. The time had
come for him to make his big effort.

Earle Stanton had made his own big
effort too early—when there was no real
reason for it. But the Bo’sun took brainy
advantage of the currents. And now, with
an energy that astonished even Mr. Fielding,
he changed his stroke, and swam on with
so much freshness that one might have
supposed that he had only now entered the
water.

He astomished everybody—particularly the
P’ress representatives.

And now the white clifis of England were
within sight, growing perceptibly clearer and
nearer. A kind of tense, bottled-up excite-
ment affected evervbody on the yacht.

“That voungster's a deep beggar!”
one of the newspaper men. ““By Jove! He
was only fooling us at the beginning! He
conld huve kept pace with the American kid
as easily as possible, if he had hked!”

“1 believe 1t !” said Nipper, who happened
to be near by. “And yet Burton’s pace
wasn’'t so slow, either. According to the
majority of Chamml swims, he has already
made history.’

The Press man smiled.

"1 don't nmuim at you boys being
~eited ! he =aid. “You'll have a bit of a
iob to 1-;(}{*_[) Burten at your school after
this affair!”

“Oh, don’t you worry!” grinned Reggie
’itt.  “The Bo'sun won't take any notice
f prwise. or anvihing like that. He won't
et swetled head.,  When Lie gets baek to

sald
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St. Frank’s he'll just drop into the ordinary
way of things again,

They felt that thev had to talk, in order
to pass the time. But their eyes, for the
most part, were turned in the direction of
that bobbing head, which could always be
sten 1n advance of the rowing boat.

“It would have been better if the
American chap had stuck it, instead of peter-
ing out,” remarked Pitt thoughtfully. “Wu.

want, the Bo'sun to win, of course—hut it’ll
hﬂ a bit tame, his ﬂni::h‘.ing‘ on his own.”
“Finishing, did youn say?” asked Tra
mildly.
“YB‘; ra
““Aren’t you an optimist, dear old fellow ?”
“What do you mean, vou ass?”

“Nothing !” said Travers. ““Ounly that
the most difficult part of the swim is ahead
of the Bo’sun. 7The critical part—ihe part
that conquers nine out of everv ten Channel

VOIS

aspirants,’

"H'm!” . grunted Reggie. *“1 suppose
you're right.”

“Unhappily, there .is no supposing about
it,” said Travers. ‘“Goodness knows, |

don’t want to be a Jonah—and, in f.'u:t, I
personally believe that the Bo'sun will do
it. But we've got to be pwpawd for the
other thing. And T think you’ll grant that
the dear old fuilnw has already put up a
magnificent show.’

“Hear, hear!”

Vivian Travers was undoubtedly correct.

It wouldnt do to take anything for granted.

The ehffs of England were within sight—
but many a Channel swimmer has been
taken, exhausted, from the water when only
a bare mile or so from the beach.

These last hours were the ecrucial ones.

- “8o near, and yet so far!” murmured
Reggie, as he stood staring at the ecoast-
line. “By Jove! I wonder! He's going
ahead like a T'rojan now. But can he stick
it? That’s the great question. Can he stick

it?”
But nobody—not even the Bo'sun himself—
could answer that question.

=== "g-e- = "
--ﬂ?-—._

CHAPTER 21,

-
'“"'a_-.- : o The Congueror !
ﬁ-_—“ﬂ" = —
. NCITEMENT ran
~ | h:gh
mile — only
7 nncﬂhwr mile ' said
Reggie Pitt breath-

lessly. “Uh, good old Bo'sun!”

“Bravo. old man!”

“Hurrah!”

“Go it, St. Frank’s—stick it, Bo'sun!”

The Removites raised their voices, cheer-
ing and shouting encouragement. They
were no longer on board the Endeavour,
but were in one of the vessel's boats,

As the shore was so near, Nipper had
persuaded one of the officcrs to lower tho
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boat, and the juniors had crowded into it;
now they were some little distance m

advance of the swimmer, and to his left.
As the Bo'sun swam, he could see them—
although only occasionally. I'or he kept his

head down, and he was using an over-arm
stroke. With rhythmic, mechanical regu-
lavity, he lifted h.s head in order to take

in a breath of air, and then down it went
urr-un

“Nine hours and fiftcen minutes!” said
Nipper tensely, as he looked at his watch.
“By Jove! If he keeps on like this, he'll

break the record! He'll do the trick "

“Come on, Bo'sun—just a last spurt,
son !’

“Think of your Uncle Steve I”

“Hurrah!”

It is doubtful if Tom Burton heard any of
these shouts clearly. At the best, he must
only have been aware of a blur of sound.
The truth was, he was now in a condition

old

of semi-exhaustion. He was swimming
mecham(ra!ly—yet, at the same time, all his
faculties were with him.

And he knew, grimly, that he had to keep

on. Nothing must interfere with that! H('-
had to keep on! The beach was com-
paratively  close—tantalisingly close—and

already there were crowds of people lining
the shingle, standing there shouting, waving,
and g{*ttmg more and more excited.

Actually, the spot was somewhere between
Dover and Folkestone, and usually this part
of the coast was more or less quiet,

But it wasn't quiet on this eventful morn-
ing !

Hundreds of people had collected, and
hundreds more were coming-—-from FYolke-
stone and from Dover, and from other places.
The news had sprfmd round that the British

schoolboy had nearly completed his Channel-

swim, and that he was. on the point of
coming ashore.

The Luses that plied along the coast roads
were filled to overflowing, DPrivate motor-
cars were humining to the scene. Crelists
wore arriving every minute. IFor it was iIn
the height of the holiday scason, and there
were many thousands of people along this
coast who.had nothing to do. They were
down here for pleasure, and this was a real
bit of exeifement.

"Mr, Tielding sat in the boat, just behind

the swimmer, his face set and his eyes
troubled. .
The 8t TFrank’s fellows had noticed

notiiing particular, mainly because they had
been at a distance. But Mr, Fielding knew
that the wvaliant schoolboy was nearly at
the end of his endurance. He had made a
tremendous spurt, and he had accomplished
marvels. DBut it had been uinpossible to
keep this up. 'The tides, too, had helped
him, and he had taken every udmntaﬂ'e of
them,

Plslathmg could alter the fact that he was
“all in,

There was every reason for Mr, Fielding's
anxicty. Had Burton come thus far, onljf
to sce vietory snatched away from him {Idr.ng

|
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the last half mile? ‘This, indeed, would have
been a cruel blow. I'er if he succeeded now.
he would beat the record—and thus he would
win the thousand-pound prize that he had o
set his heart on.

“DBo’sun, lad !’ shouted Mr. Fielding, lean-
ing over the bows of the boat and sLnrm'r
‘mumhly at the Removite. * Fasy, DBo'sua
[—eas;:;! P'erhaps wvou'd like a little stimu-
ant ?

Dut ‘no sign came from Tom Burton. He
kept swimming on—Dblindly, and with
machine-like precision.

“Upon my word!”’ muttered Mr,
“The boyv's will-power 1s
beaten—absolutely worn out,
keeps on|”

He glanced across the sparkling waters to
the sandy beach, and he saw the thousands of
people collecting there. They seemed very,
very near! And then another series of shouts
came from the boat over to the left. The St.
Frank's fellows were giving their champion
further encouragement,

“Come on, Bo'sun!”

“West House for ever!'

“Hurrah!”

“DBo'sun—Bo’sun!”’
“Keep it up,
there!”

But Tom Burton showed no sign of hear.
ing even these encouraging shouts, Gradu-
ally his stroke was gottmg slower, and it was
only occasionallv that he lifted his head out
of the water. Nr. Fielding was watching
with greater anxicty than ever.

“Good gad!” came an exclamation frow
Archie Glenthorne. “l.ook at him, laddies.
I believe he's whacked!”’

“Never!” shouted Pitt,
“Bo'sun!"’

Mr, Fielding was standing up now, and he
gave a muttered command to the oarsmen.

1he boat slewed slightly, for it was in danger
of overtaking the swimmer.

““He's done—he’s fintshed
I'ielding, in anguish,

For Tom Burton had now ceased swim-
ming, and he was just wallowing in the sea.
His face looked bluish, his eves were closed.
and his whole countenance was haggard and
cdrawn.

FIL;Idng.
uncanny |  He's
And yet he

Reggie Pitt.
You're neariy

velled
old fellow!

Reggie

' muttered Blr.

“Come along, you boys!™ shouted DIlr.
Tielding wurgently. “Liend a hand here!

He's done! We've gof to take him in !’

“Ol, my hat!”

.‘:,,s}nd it's only a hali a mile to the shore,
sir!”’

“Never mind that!"” snapped Mr, Tieldinz.
“It would be all the same 1f it were only half
a vard! We're not going to let this boy
sacrifice his life! Quick! Ie'll sink!”

The two boats converged, and at last Toin
Burton scemed to realiso what was happeun-
ing. Perhaps this brief rest had restored nis
witz. He gave one or two feeble strokes, and
he opened his eves. He stared hlankl'
dazediy ITe saw Mr. TIielding leaning out
of Hn:- boat towards hir,

“ A little nearer,” said the Claistowe sports-
-



incoherently.

mnall.
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Come, Bo'sun, my
boy! You must let me help you out.”
fom shook the water out of his eyes.

“That’s better.

‘““Help—help me out?”’ he muttered, half-

“Swab me!

Why, what——

But—but I’m still swineming, sir! I haven’t
done it yet!”

“Never mind

that!”

“You’ve got to come out.’”

completely,
“Come out!” he ejaculated hoarsely, as

he stared round.
landlubber!

“Yes, it 1, but -

far t"’
“About half a mile,” said Mr. Fielding,

in agony.

“By scuppers!
And he put his head down, and a roar went

“Can’t do 1t!” interrupted
Wateh me, sir!”

“But you can’t do it—"’
the Bo’sun.

The words seemed to awaken the swimmer

“Why, souse me for a
Is that the beach over there,

“How far, sir?” panted the Bo'sun. “How

up from the 8t. Frank’s juniors when they
saw that Tom was settling down to a final
spurt.

minutes, and you'll do it

kind of {renzied strength.
that tantalisingly near beach!

“Hurrah!"’
““He’s going to do it, after all!”
“Good man, Bo’sun—only
!H'

Tom Burton heard—and

another

few

he swam with a
On—on towards

said Mr. Fielding. |

t
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And a rolling cheer went up from the

thousands of spectators ax riiey saw that the
schoolboy swimmer was still sticking it.

CHAPTER 22,
Good Old Bo’sun !

R. FIELDING'S words
had acted as a fery
stimulant.

Never for a
moment would Tom

Burton consent to be taken o.t of the water!

He wasn’t beaten yet! His legs were so

numb that he could hardly tell whether he

had any limbs or not. He just swam on
mechanically—but his brain was now active
enough.

He just had to keep on—he had to win!

And nearer and nearer grew the shore—
with those throngs of holiday makers, all
waving and shouting and cheering,

The St. Frank’s hoat had grounded now,

{and the juniors were wading in the surf and
dancing about, watching the Bo’sun’s head,

out there, so comparatively near. It wonld

| be bitterly eruel. if he collapsed now—with

only a few hundred yards to finish.
The excitement was particularly intense, for
everybodv on the beach knew  that the
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“ American Boy Wonder " had failed. That
picce of news had swept through Dover and
Folkestone, and along the other coast towns,
with the .spced of lightning. The people
knew, too, that the St. Frank’'s junior was
still carrying on—and, furthermore, that he
stood an excellent chance of breaking all the
records!

“He's here—he’s here!”

* Bravo!l"’ .

“(Come on, Bo'sun—another twenty vards!”
velled Reggie Pitt frantically.
tr, old man!”’

“Oh, Bo'sun—don’t let the Channe! beat
vou during the last minute!”

Afr. Fielding’s heart was in his mouth, Ile
could sec clearly enough that the youngster
was being kept up by a false strength now.
At any moment he might collapse. Within
the next twentv scconds it was possible that
he would erumple up and sink like a stone.
In that case, the only thing would be to haul
him into the boat when he rose to the
surface.

Jut no—he still kept on.

And then the Bo’sun was seen to stop
swimming. IHis head and shoulders came
out of tho water; he staggered: then he
blundered on blindly, holding his hands level
with his shoulders.

“He's touched the bottom !

“Hc’s landed—be’s done the trick!”

“Hurrah!” |

“Oh, well swum, young 'un!” :

It was frue! The Bos'un was on the sands,
walking blunderingly forward—unable to sece,
unable to feel Twice he stumbled, but
comething seemed to keep him up.  Mr.
I'iclding was now standing up in the boat,
his face flushed, his eyes aglow.

“Well done, Bo'sun!” he said bLreathlessiy,

“Geood boy—splendid fellow !”

There was no heldiag the erowds now. In
their hundreds they came dashing oul into
the surf, careless of getting wet. They sur-
rounded the schoolboy swimmer, and many
hands helped him out of the water. At least,
they tried to help him, But the Bo'sun, with
a lnst effort, waved them back.

“No, no!” he whispered., “Let me come
right out—yes, right out!” -

Nipper and Mt and the others pressed
round, with the idea of saving their scliool-
fellow from the enthusiastic exuberance of
the ecrowd. Tom Burton walked on dazedlv—
until he was on the dry sand, bevond the last
lap of the waves. Then suddenly, dramatic-
allv, he collapsed in a heap.

“(Gangway, there!” roared Nipper. “Lend
a hand, you fellows! Sharp's the word!
We've got to rush him out of this crowd!”

The Removites gathered round in a kind
of bodyguard, TFour of them lifted the
evhausted Do’sun, and the olhers forced a
wayv through the throngs,

They didn't rest until they were off the
beach, until they had carried their burden
nto a nearby dwelling, the owner of which
was only too ready to provide the accommo-
dation,

¥

;
|

“Youve done |
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Mr. Fielding came hLurrying up, and he
was aglow with satisfaction,

*He's done 1t, boys!” he said delightedly.
“The Bo'sun has swum the Channel 1iv
record tiume! Thirty-seven minutes quicker
than any othcr swimmer!”

“Hurrah!” :

The house was positively besieged:. But
for tiwvo or three hLours nobodyr was allowed
to enter. Tom Burton was resting, and then,
after that, he went through intense massage,
and he bhad a hot bath and food,

Ile was bewildered, dazed, But by this
time all his wits had returned, and lus
recovery wis rapid.

*“Here, swab me he eaid protestingle.
“There’s no need to make such a fuss, ship-
mates! I'mo all right now! And the fact
that I've done it is enough to make wme
shout with joy. Great marlinspikes! TI'm
thinkine of Uncle Steve and that thousand
quid! It was worth it ali—worth every bit
of it! But I don't scem to remember much

11

lof the swim towards the end.”

“But you did ir. old man!”

“I wasn't helped, was 17 asked DBurton
anxiously,

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“My dear ass, yon wouldn't ailow env-
body to touch you!” grinned Reggie TPitt,
“Now, come along—the photographers are
waiting for you!”

“Oh, help!” groaned the Bo'sun.

But there was no getiing out of ir, Ile
was oblired to go outside, and his astonish-
ment was great, for there were thousands of
people waiting to cheer lum. Tilm cameras
clicked, and the whole scene was destined to
remain long in Tom Burton's mind.

And after- that came the triumphant motoe
drive home along the coast towards Caistowae
and St, Frank's,

The school welcomed him with a thunder
of cheering. For Tom Burton, of the Re-
tmove, had made history.

Not that the Bo'sun cared much for the
honour and the glory, He lLiad succeeded in
what he had set out to do! He had won
that thousand pound newspaper prize. and
he would be able to invest the money in his
uncle’s business, And that, so far as the
Do’sun was concerned, was the main issue.

But, mach to Lits crabarrassment, the sehool
continued to congratulate him, and féte hin
and honour liim,

He was thankful enough wlhen St
Frank's simmered down—when he was
allowed to take his ordinary place in the
Remove and to become a normal sclioolboy
once again! e

THE EXD.

(Next week's yarn—you'll bLe pleased Fa
hear i's an extra-long one—is entitled
“The St. Frank's Gala!"' Nipper and hisz
cheery chums are well to the fore, and they
hare a wonderfully exciting time. And
don't forget, too, that the early adventurcs
of the St. Frank's boys are now appearing
in “The Popular,” published every Tuesday.)
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BOYS !

By COUTTS BRISBANE
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Opposed to a seething mob of frenzied Solomon Islanders, Jack Manby,
Ned Sutton, Captain Manby, and the other members of the schooner

Blue Bird find themselves in desperate straits.

ik

But they are all of that

never-say-die = type, and they mean to come through smiling !
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The Seaplane !

APTAIN MANBY emptied his rifle,
dashed a man to the ground with the
hutt, tripped as someone grabbed his
legz, and went down under the rush

of a dozen shrieking savages, Big Tiumo, the
bo'sun, whirling an axe, k.o.-ed a man, and
then was felled himself, elubbed from behind.
Ned Sutton’s smoking rifle was grabbed as
he strove to relead. He closed, desperately
hitting out with his fists, then had tho wind
knocked out of him as the fellow fell on
top of him, shot by IHutton.

Another few seconds, and the whole party
would be overwhelmed, another story added
to the long chapter of Pacific massacres,
but

With a deafening roar that set the very
carth vibrating, something vast, and swifter
than an eagle, fell swoeping from the skies.

It swept at the raving, blood maddened mob,
skimmmg just above the heads of the closc-
packed throng, all striving to get at the
last defenders of the bungalow doorway,
sending them flying to earth as thongh a

thunderbeolt  had smitten them. Then
spinning steeply round, 1t came thundering
back.

Jack, still giddy from the blow on tle
head, leaning against the veranda rail as

he worked his rifle with the fury of despair,
paused to gape in utter astonishment, while
his reeling brain strove to believe that what
be saw was no hallucination, but the real
truth.
“S-seaplane !”
doing heref”

Obviously it was doing its bit for the canse
of the white man. Motor roaring, the air
whistling as 1t came, it drove at the attacking

he gasped. “W what’s it
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mob. its floats but a few feet from the

ground. A shriek of horror rose from a
couple of hundred throats, down fell the
savages as death swooped upon them. Roar
ing, it passed, rose to turn again for another
dash—and with that the savage nerves gave
way., Howling for mercy, they rose and
bolted for the trees, rcached them, and
dashed madly away, their demented screech-
ing drowned by the thunder of the ’plane.

It rose above the lagoon, dipped, slid
down and down, and took the water, slowing
as it eame, Then, gliding towards the shore,
sagging to port as one of the floats filled, it
finally came to rest a few feet from the
beach.

Captain Manby, bleeding from several
flesh wounds, rose slowly and painfully, for
Lhe was bruised all over, brushed the battle
sweat from his eyes, and hobbled across to
where Ned writhed under the body of the
man who had fallen on him. He hauled him
up, and grinned as the boy blinked uncer-
tainly. )

“We're saved by the skin of our teeth,” he
chuckled, “Look there! It was touch and
go, though. That ’'plane touched up a few
of the gang, and they went, ch ?”" Steadying
the lad he looked around lum. ‘¢ Muster the
men, Timo?’’ he called hoarsely.

“Timo gone dead, Jim Tincan gone dead,
me near gone dead,” responded Tom Cheese
from the ground in a weak voice. Hampered
by his wound, he had been bowled over and
trampled upon.

Equ:}rting Ned, who was rapidly recover-
ing, Manby moved across to the veranda and
deposited him beside his son.

“Timo isn't dead. I saw him move,” said
Jack shakily, “DBut. alt our fellows are
knocked about, and I'm afraid poor Tincan's
settled. The airmen are coming ashore, dad.
How did they happen along here I”

“I suppose they belong to the new Hydro-
graphic Survey. I heard about it before we
left DBrisbane. Are you much hurt, Hutton?”
Manby called.

“ Better than might have been expected,”
replied the planter, knotting a handkerchicf
about his head. ““Only a scalp wound. DBut
what a bit of luck! We'd have been all scup-
perced in half a minute 1f these chaps hadu't
come, Glad to sce you—never more glad to
see anyone!” he added, as the two young
alrmen came up at a run,

J

CAPTAIN MANBY Is skipper of the sclhooner
Blue Bird, which is approaching CGraden
Istand, in the Southern Pacific. He i3
accompanied by his son "'

JACK MANBY, and Jack's cousin

- NED SUTTON, two adventure-loving boys,
aMhough the former lacks the cautious
nature of Ned. From the deck of the

lue Bird they sce that the bungalow
wherein resides Hutton, manager for the
man who owns the copra crops on the
island, is surrounded by a secthing mob
of mutinous Solomon Islanders. Tue

“Jolly glad to be on hand,”’ responded the
foremost, stared at (aptain Manby for a
moment, then thrust out his hand. "I might
have guessed you'd be where the scrappmg
was going on, captain!” he ecxclaimed., *'It's
a long way from the North Sca, but perhaps
you remember me, sir?”

“Young Trotter! You're doubly welcome !
eried Manby, and shook the hand heartily.
“ A thousand thanks! We were having hara
timies when you turned up. How do you
come to be here so opportunely?”

“I've got a survey job, sir. The charts
want revising rather badly, and someone had
the sense to see that a ’'plane was the ideal
thing for the work. We can spot a reef
twenty fathoms under from aloft, y'know,
But this 15 my pal, Coombe. He came out of
Dartmouth a day too late for the Big Show,
took to wings, and here he is.”

“Hard Iuck, missing the cirens, Mr.

(Coombe,” said Manby. “Trotter was my
signal midshipman for a while up in tho
Bight, and we saw some liveliness.”’
“You seem to have been keeping it up
here, sir,” replied Coombe, looking -round at
the Solomon men stretched motionless or
dragging themselves to the cover of the
grove.

“*A rising of labourers imported from the
Solomons. This 1s the manager of the planta-
tion.”” Manby introduced Hutton. “Dut
we're not out of tho soup yet,” he added.
“We scem to have lost only one man killed,
and for the moment these fellows are scared
out of their seuses, but I'm afraid they'll
start again when you go off, Trotter.”

“It we could only get Rua-Rua, the
leader, they'd settle down,” put in Hutton.
“1 couldn’t get a shot at lhim. He kept in
the rear, and scooted among the first flight.
If we could only follow him up and pot him,
there’d be no more bother.”

{ I propose that you should send a message

to the others, telling them to come in and
deliver up their weapons and hand over
Rua-Rua, or else we'll turn the big bird
loose on them,”” suggested Manby. Then,
turning at that moment, added, in a shout:
“Hi, don’t Lkill him] There¢’s your messenger,
Hutton!”

Mitchie, his face swollen out of recogni-
tion, and two of the Blue Dird's native crew,
had been moving about among the [fallen.
They had carried the body of Jimn Yincan to
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| the veranda, had helped Big Timo, who Lad
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WHAT HAPPENED 1IN THE FIRST INSTALMENT:

captain, with the two boys and a party
from the schooner, go to the rescue and
suceced in driving off the savages for a
time. Hutton explains that a native
named Rua-Rua is the cause of the
trouble; Manby decides to give chase and
{ry and capture Rua-Rua. His party set
out, but, meeting the savages, they are
forced to retreat towards the bungalow,
and socon the mere handful of whites find
themselves in a perilous positiown.

(Now read oy.)

S
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heen stunned by the blow of a club, to his
feet. As they did so a Solomon Islander, who
had suffered m the same fashion from a gun-
butt, and had been waiting a chance to bclt,
had leapt to his feet, only to be grabbed and
thrown down. Manby’s shout came only in
time to cave his life. He was now dragged
up and lugged forward before Hutton. -

“So far, so good!” said Manby. “ But
vou're the boss of the situation, Trotter. How
long can you stay ?”

“We're under orders to report as soon as
possible at Bauro, but we'll see you through

‘“ Look out!* yelled Ned suddenly,
tut his warning came too late.
moment the two British boys [ound
their rifles fossed aside and they were
in the grip of the Solomon Islanders.

oy

ﬁh !: 1

this.  Our port float is damaged, and we
must take time to repair that. But if you
van get those fellows up here peacably, 1
think we have the makings that'll put tne
finishing touch to their scare.”
“Good lad!” exclaimed Manby. “Give
vour message to this beggar and send him
off, Hutton. Make it hot and strong, and
tell him if he wants to avoid a horrid death
he must return with word of what the others
miend to do. And now I vote that we all
spend  a  little time patching ourselves.
Where are my bovs? Hi, Jack—Ned!”
There was no reply. The boys had dis
appeared, though they had been close by
sulv a minute or two before—close enough
to hear what Hutton had said about the
necessity . of .catching or killing Rua-Rua if
the rising was to be quelled. At that Jack

had touched Ned’s arm and drawn him away
round the end of the bungalow, out of sight
of the others.

Running Down Rua-Rua !

’ 'YOU feel beter now, Ned?” Jack

D demanded. “I'm quite fit again.

And have plenty of
cartridges?”

“I'm all right,” replied Ned. “I was

sickish for a little, but it’s gone. And T've

got about twenty cartridges left. Why?”

you

‘ f—.-' -
Next -

X JialT Y.

. i — .

now's our chance,” said Jack
“1 happened to see the way Rua-
He was
himself. for the rest went the other
way. Now's the time to cateh him. Hurry
up, and we'll get him before he can join
the others,”

“Oh, rvot!” execlaimed Ned. *“‘If we ran
into a bunch of them, they'd scupper us!
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Come and tell uncle, and see what he says!

“1 tell yon, Rua-Rua went off the opposite
wayv, and he hasn't had time to 10in the
others vet. [If we buck up, we'll eatch him.
Besides, dad 15 wounded and tired. He ought
to have a rest.” nrged Jack. “It’s a matter
of mintites. If we don’t go now, it'll be too
late,”

Ned hesitated,
judgment, yielded,

“Becausze
excitedly.
Rua went off. over there to the left.

all by

then, against..his better
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“Very well, on condition that we only go as
far as that path,” he said, “and that we
scoot back at the least sign of danger.”

They hurried across the strip of turf behind
the bungalow and plunged into the deep,
greenish shadow of the grove, making towards
ithe path that cut across it. Presently they
reached it and halted, listening. Nothing
stirred, there was no sound save the muffled
murmur of the surf on the reef.

“Let's go back,” said Ned. “We Laven't a
chance of finding the brute. He's had time
to get clear.”

“Has he? Look over there, There's some-
thing moving,” whispered Jack excitedly.
“There!”

Something had flashed in one of the few
ravs of sunshine that penetrated the thick
foliage overhead. It disappeared, came again,
and this time there was no mistaking it. It
was a knife lashed on the end of a pole, the
weapon that had distinguished Rua-Rua.
And then, below it, peering round the trunk
of a palm, appeared the shock head, dark
face and gleaming eyes of the man himself.
He glaved at the two boys for an instant, then
¢lid out of sight before they ecould raise their
rifles,

“We've got him! Come on!” breathed
Jack exultantly, and began to run, Ned, who
had forgotten caution, hard on his heels, If
they could only get the man, the 1sland would
be at peace.

But Rua-Rua gave them no chance for a
shot at him. He kept well ahead, and though
the spearhead glinted in plain sight the man
contrived to keep himself almost invisible as
he glided on at a pace that maiutained his
lead despite all the boys could do.

If the boys had but had some expericnce in
the wiles of savages, they might have
hesitated, but the excitement of the hunt put
an ond to thought. They dashed recklessly
on, confident in the power of their rifles.

The ground rose gradually, then fell away
in an abrupt slope. The coconut palms gave
place to serub, and suddenly they were in the
open on the rim of a wide, grass-grown bowl
—the crater of the ancient voleano that, ages
before, had created the island. Long ago
volcanic action had ceased, soil had gradually
gathered on the barren rocks, coconuts
brought by currents from other isles had
sprouted, while the coral insects built the
reefs.

Then man had come to the island, an
ancient race of whom nothing is known,
whose name and history remains a mystery,
but who left their strange gods carved out of
Lard stone in many an island to puzzle learned
men,

One of these huge idols lay in the midst of
a clump of brushwood in the middle of the
howl. Once it had towered (hirty feet from
base to crown, but time or an earthquake had
overthrown it and in falling its head had
hroken off and rebounded so that it stood
upright, lgaking as thoygh a giant peered up
through the ground,

LEE LIBRARY

The boyvs paused, staring, and for the first
time doubts of the wisdom of their pursuit
assatled them. Then they saw that though

Rua-Rua had disappeared, his spearhead
showed behind the giant head of the idol. He
had hidden himself behind it, forgelting

through panic or stupidity that the wcapon
betrayed his lurking place.

“We've got him!” exclaimed Jack trium-
phantly. “If you go to one side and I take
the other, one of us will get a fair shot at
him as he bolts. Better pot him in the legs.
and then we can go and get help and make
him prisoner,”

“Hold on a moment. Let’s make sure.”
said Ned and, kneeling, took careful aim at
the broad blade of the spearhead.

Crack! The bullet sped true, the knife,
fairly hit, flew into a dozen pieces.

“Jolly good shot!” applauded Jack. “Per-
haps he’ll surrender now that he's disarmed.
Come on!”

Trapped !

IFLES at the ready, the two boys
R descended the steep slope. alert for a
sudden dash. But there was never a
movement, not a whisper of sound, not
a rustle amongst the bushes. Rua-Rua must
be crouching terror-stricken behind the idol's
head, ready to make a last spring for life. At
any moment he might come leaping out
against the very muzzles of the rifles.

Now they were almost within touching
distance of the head, now theyv circled about
it on either side—to meet face to face behind
it. No Rua-Rua! There lay the spear shaft
and the fragments of the knife head, but their
owner scemed to have melted into thin air.

Yet even as they discovered that he was
gone, they saw the explanation. Beside the
headless shoulders of the fallen 1dol was the
dark mouth of a cave running into the side
of the crater, which once perhaps had been
the entrance to a temple. Since Rua-Rua
could be nowhere else, he had certainly dived
into it.

“Now we've got him for certain!™ ex-
claimed Jack, stooping to pcer into the dark-
ness.  ““Hi, Rua-Rua! Come out! Walkee-
walkee, no killee ! he added, with some dim
notion that the man might understand pidgin.

12

“Comee walkee topside!

No answer. Never a eound from within.
Jack fired. The report boomed back to their
cars, the bullet brought down a shower of
fragments from the rock roof, but no human
voice responded,

{  “It doesn’t scem deep. Lef's go in,”
suggested Jack. _
“No fear!” said Ned quickly. *“He's

tucked away in some hole, and he'd jump out
and smash one of us before we saw him., One
of us had better stay on guard while the
othher—— Look out!”

Ned's voice rose to a vell as a shadow fell
| on them from hehind, and they whirled about
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—too late! Hard hands gripped them, throw. | the end, old man,

ing aside their rifles, so that Ned’'s shot flew
skyward. They were held, thrown down,
kicked. A dozen of the Solomon men were
about them, making them fast with tough
fishing-line, while Rua-Rua, grinning evilly,
looked on.

In a trice the two boys were securely bound
hand and foot and lugged into the cave. A
fow seconds later the mystery of Rua-Rua's
reappearance was explained, for the cave
ended in a eircular chamber roofed with slabs
of stone. On one side the roof had fallen
away allowing exit into the clump of brush.

“Golly, what asses we’ve been!” groaned
Jack, as they were dropped on the rock floor.
“Rua-Rua simply led us into a trap. He had
those fellows hiding up in the bushes. He
popped through here and came round behind
us with ’em. We're properly diddled!”

“But what will they do with us?” asked
Ned, ;

“I don’t know. Kill us most likely, for
I don’t suppose they’ll think of trying to get
a ransom for us. It’s all my fault, old man.

“0Oh, 1 was keen enough to come, too!”
Ned said. “But can’t you talk to them?
Perhaps they could be bribed with the
premise of bacey and trade stuff.”

One man had squatted beside them, while
the others went out chattering. Jack tried
his few words of the Fijian tongue picked up

from the ciew, but either the man didn’t
understand or was indifferent. He merely
kicked Jack in the ribs, and, stretching

himself, pretended to go to sleep.

“Nobody saw us go. Perhaps one of the
men may be able to track us through the
woods. but I'm afraid——-"
trailed to silence,

A wisp of smoke wafted through the cave.

“They’ve lighted a fire. Perhaps someone
will see the smoke,” suggested Ned.

“Perhaps! It'll be dark in another couple
of hours, and after that there’ll be no tracing
us. Poor old dad! He'll be frightfully cut
up,” murmured Jack mournfully. “Try and
et your wrists loose.” :

Ned tried, but all in vain, The men who
had tied them were masters of the art of
malking a prisoner secure, Time passed.
They saw the ray of sunlight that fell through
the hole in the roof move upwards and at
last disappear., Night was coming. Their
ankles and wrists were growing numb when
at last Rua-Rua and a couple of men
appeared.

They lifted the boyve, carried them through
the cave and dumped them down on their
feet, leaning against the great stone head.

Before it two fires were dying down to red
coals in two trenches lined with stones which
were red-hot, and at the sight Jack groaned.

“Ned, old chap, I'm afraid we're done for,”
ho said in a low voice. ‘“These Solomon
Islanders are cannibals when they get the
chanee, and those trenches are ovens!
They're going to make long pig of ue. It's

d

Jack’s voice |
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Forgive me for bringing
you to it, Good-bye!”

- And as he spoke Rua-Rua grabbed Ned’s
shoulder and flung back his right band. In
it gleamed a short, broad-bladed knife!

(Yed and Jack are “up to their necks™ in
trouble all right, and things look pretty
rocky for them. There's Captain Manby, of
course, and you can bet he’s not. standing
still, But will he be in time to réscue the
intrepid youngsters? Next week’s gripping
instalment will tell you. By the way, lads,
have you told your chums about this corking
serial?  Youw musn’t let them miss a good
thing like this, you know.)
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Magnificent Programme.
TTIIS timo the cheery old N.L.L. has

notched up a finer record than ever.
The splendid serial of the South Scas
has fairly knocked spots off all com-

petitors, Onde again Coutts Brisbane, with
his wonderful sense of drama and sensation,
is on the target. Come to think of it, I
had been asked over and over again for a
rouzing yvarn of the mystic South, Now 1t
has come, and, combined with the splendid
St. Irank’s storics, forms a programme of
reading matter that can’'t be beaten any-
where, In a fortnight's time, too, that
popular feature, “Betwecen Oursclves,” will
reappear,

Butterflies.

A correspondent who lives right in the
midst of bricks and mortar asks how he is to
be a butterfly collector. If he writes to
Messrs, Watkins & Doncaster, the famous
naturalists, of 36, Strand, London, he can
eot a practical book on the subject, but he
will have to do his collecting right away in
the country, where at this time of ycar the
stately Brimstone, the vivid Orange Tip, and
the brilliant butterflies of the Vancssa group
are to be found.

- «$hould He Join The Scouts?

A reader up north asks me whether he
should join the Scouts, 1 think most certainly
he should, for one learns a crowd of useful
things in that great organisation. Scouts
mean business all the time, and cone way
and another they get more out of life than
others. The training helps a fellow in lots
of directions,

What About Sussex?

Herve's a  kettle of fish! Someone who
ought to have known better has been saving
that Sussex i1s no great shakes, Just a few
uninteresting coast towns, and for the rest
commonplace. A Sussexite writes me an
indignant, Jotter about this criticism. It is
all fudge. Sussex is opa. of the finest counties
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Y
The Editor. &

Your Kiditor welcomes leiters from all his rcaders ;

send him one now. Address it to: The Editor,

“ Nelson Lee Iabrary," Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4.

in the old land. The critic was talking out
of the back of his neck. What about the
glories of Ashdown Forest? What of the
rolling Downs and the Weald ! Sussex takes
a lot of beating.

Motor Cycling,

William Downs, 152, Shirley Tload, South-
ampton, asks who won the motor-cycle speed
record. This went to O. E. C. Temple on
a machine of his own design, This corre-
spondent would like to hear from keen motor-
cyelists,

The Report.

This has gone off with a bang, as becomes
its title, I'or this special Report is the title
of a smart liftle magazine run by Harold
(. Dell, Field View, Parsonage Lane, Ring-
wood, Hants. Hobbyists, story writers, and
sportemen of all kinds will be interested in
this dashing little enterprise.

From Far and Near!

Albert Cruickshanks, Annandale, Sydney,
asks for a St. Frank’s Annual. 1. 8. Talbot,
Meclbourne, wants to know if Willard is still
at St. I'rank’s, He is, he am. F. Davis,
St., Pirie, wants to make invisible ink, Hae
must ‘cut an onion in half, dip his pen in
it, and write. The writing will become dis-
tinct when warmed at the fire. Miss Dora
Brigham, Norwich, hates changes in the
N.L.L. But one has to have these from time
to time. Ellis Gregg, Swansca, might put
the name of the League on his writing-paper
with pleasure. Thomas Kirk, Sutton-in-Ash-
field, sends a good joke, but I've no room
to publish it here. Much obliged to Percy
Young, Edge Hill. I will also quote Dickens
to him: “Thank you, Mr. Copperfield, for
those few kind'words.” T'. Y. writes a good
lni*t_ter, and he knows what ought to be. Sce
this:

“Be kind to littlo animals
Wherever you may be,
And give the stranded jellyfish
A push into the sca.”
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| OUR WEEKLY POW-WOW!
(Continued from previous page.)
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That's a straight tip for summer seasiders.
(‘ecil Recken, Belfast, thinks the paper 1is
improving every week. Clarence Prince,
(leethorpes, is tremendously interested in
our serial, A, R. Winkle, Stoke-on-
Trent, wants another St, IFrank’s paper as
well, bedause he has finished with N.L.L.
in a winkling, ITarold Lewis, Hammersmith,
is kasn on a S, Frank's Magazine., A. D.
Luke. Plymouth, zavz his favourite character
iz Archie—and no bad judge, either! H. M,
Petrrzen, Cape Province, thinks the =ame
wav,

League Members Please Note!

I'romn now  onwards all  eorrespondence
appertaining to the &r, Frank’s Leagne
'a he addressed fo:

St I'rank’s League,
5. Tallis House,
(Carmelite Street,
Fondon, 15.0.4,
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CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

. W. Stone. 13. Somersei Street, Church
Road. Baltersea, London, S$.W.11, wishes fo
correspond with readers (ages about 14) in
Australia: interested in driving, riding. and
keeping norses,

D. H. C. Evans, 27, Hubert Grove. Stock-
wel., London, S.W.9, wishes {o correspond
with an American chum, :

Wifred G, Wardle, 44, King Street,
Maidenhead, Berks., wunts back numbers of
N.L.L., old seriezs, Nos. 1-227, 230-40, 250,
238, 206, 272, 275, 282, 287, 281-304, 308, 312,
224, 327, 360, 304, 380, 383, 408, 412, 416,
143G, 444, 446, 455, 403, 472, 4T4. Please state
numbers and price.

B. .. Rixon, 91, Alexandra Road, New-
port, Mon., wants to correspond with readers
interested in the films,

Roland C. Beacham, 67, Edgewond Avenue,

Toranto 8, Canada, wishes to hear from
readers in Bediord., Raedditeh, and Barnet
Green, also with a Hirh School veader
Aunstralia,

H. Clark, 15, Harrizon Sireet, Carlisle,
Fngland., wishes to hear from readers in the

dritish Empire who are willgg fo join his

ITobbics Correspondence Club: also from
stamp colleciors in Canada, Straitz Settle-
ments, Northern Africa. e also asks

J. White, Bloemtontein, to write to him.

Reg. W. Thoreau, Moreland House, Craig
Streat, Jersey, Channel Islands, would like
to hear from stamp collectors anywhere,

especially Canada, U.S.A., Johore, Holland,

A———— -
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I'rance, Belgium, Ttaly, and New Zealand.
He can correspond in English and IFrench.

Fred Grove, 14, New Street, Wilton Road,
Victoria, Lendon, S.W.1, wishes to cor-
respond with readers in South America,
India, South Africa, and China. All leiters
answered.

Cecil Riecken, 6, Annandale Street, Belfast,
wishes to hear from readers with back num-
bers of the N.L.L. for disposal.

Arnold Melville, 3, Duncan Road, Vinecent,
East London, South Africa, would like to
correspond with readers who are interested

in books, music, Rugger and swimming. All
letters answered.
Ernest M. Looch, e¢/o Brent Boarding

House, Knysna, Cape Province, South Africa,
wishes to hear from readers on the subject
of organised ontdoor games and sports in
general.

(reorge Tuish, 9, Iarvey Street, Canton,
Cardiff, wa: new series ‘“N.L.L."” 1—90;
also wishes to correspond with readers.
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