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Clack | It was a glorious swipe, and neither batsmen attempted to run ; for that hit was obviously
a boundary. It was more. The speeding leather entered the covered enclosure, and fell with a dull
thud upon Archie Glenthorne's chesf. ‘' Uleh ! purgied Archie, with a violent start.



- You’ll All Enjoy This Amazing Long Story of Sport and Adventure !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
(Author ot the St. Frank’d stories now appearing in ‘' The Popular” every Tuesday.)
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What a glorious time Nipper & Co. bave, watching the world’s greafest

batsmen in action al the Test Maich 1n Adelaide! Edward Oswald

Handforth, especially, bas the time of bis life. He's vowed 1o get the

aulographs of all the Australian cricketers—bul Handy finds that fhal
1s easier said than done !l—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1.
England . Australia !

LACK! .

‘ It was a glorious swipe, and neither batsman attempted to run, for that hit
was obviously & boundary. It was more. The speeding leather entered the
covered enclosiure, and fell with a dull thud upon Archic Glenthorne’s chest.

“Ugh!” gurgled Archie, with a violent start.

“Oh, woll hit!”

“A six, by jingol"

Nipper and HHandforth and Fullwood and Travers, and a whole crowd of other St.
Frank's Removites were bunched together in that particular portion of the enclosure.
All" avound them were Fourth-Formers, Fifth-IFormers, Sixth-lormers—and even fags.
And Archie Glenthorne was the only fellow who did not know what had happened.

“Good gad!” he ejaculated, blinking dazedly. * I mcan to say, dash it, who did that?”

“Ryder!” grinned Jerry Dodd, the Australian junior. “Good old Ryder!”

“Oh, 1 say!” protested Archie, *You've not actually praising tho chiappie, are you?”

“He's hit six!” said Jerry.

“J don’t know about hitting six, old scream, but I know dashed wcll he hit me?”
complained Archie Glenthorne. “ As for the other five chappies——"’ ~

“You hopeless ass!” interrupted Fullwood. * You wero hit by a ericket ball. Ryder
swiped a beauty, and scored six{"”

Archie staried. :

“Odds bonzer and bosker!” he observed. “T mean, ericket, what? The good old
leather sphere struck me in the ribbery? Absolutely! I see what you mean, laddie.”

“But didn’t you know?” asked Fullwood, in surprise.

“ I thought some sundowncer had absolutely jabbed me in the midriff ! confessed Archie,
“The fact 1s, I was indulging in forty of the best >

“What 1”

A roar came from a scat just Lehind Archie, and Edward Oswald Handforth, the
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famous leader of Study D, leaned cver.
“What's that, Archie?” he demanded
ominously, *“Did I hear you just saying that

vou've been asicep 7™

“Well, the fact is, old cobber——"

“Did 17” demended Handforth,

*‘iﬁbsniluteiyf You see, the good old heat,
ang ’

“Aslecp!” said Handforth, in amazement.
“Here, 1n - Adeclaide—watching the Fourth
Test Maich between England and Australial
Asleep—while England is in the ficld, and
while Ryder and Kippax are batting!”
“Good gad! Really ?” murmured Archie.
Are they ?”

“What do yon mean—' are they
“Are they batting, old amplifier?”
“Aro they batting 1"’ ejaculated Handforth,
scandalised. “Oh, my only sainted aunt!
He's been sitting here all the afternoon, and
he asks if Ryder and Kippax are batting!
ITo thinks the Test Match i1s the right place
for having a nap!”

“QOh, lcave gim alone, Handyv,” said
Church. *““Archie would nap all through a
shipwreck! Don't make such a fuss!”

“Who's making a fuss?” demanded Hand-
forth, turning round, ‘' Look here, Walter
Church—""

“And don't start a row, either,” put in
MeClure, * Wateh the game, you ass!”

“By George, vesl!” said Handforth, with
a start. “ Who's bowling now 7" '

“Larwood’s come on at the other end,” suid
Church. “Chapman is as wily as the Austra-
lian skipper himself. It's a case of when
Greek mects Greek.”

L
LR

“What are you jawing about?” asked |
Handforth, siaring. “Chapman isn’t -
Greck 1V

““I know he isn’t, ass, but—"

“He's en Englishman!” said Handforth
tartly, ““ And the other skipper is an Austra-
lian. So what the dickens do you mean .y
grassing about Greeks?”

“Oh, my hat! You’ve heard the expres-
sion hundreds of time——"

“Well, they're not Greeks!” argued Hand- |

forth. “Hallo! That was a narrow shave!
17 you’re not careful, Kippax, my lad, you'll
soon be out}”

Kippax, unaware of this well-meant advice,
continued his brilliant innings. And every-
body in that great cnclosure watched with
almost feverish interest,

Adelaide! The fourth of the great Test
Matches between England and Australia! A
sunny sky overhead, a blazing hot afternoon,
white figures on the green turf! In a word-—
cricket |

And cricket ¢f the most supreme order—
Test cricket between the picked men of
IEngland and Australia. All those St. Frank’s
fellows counted themselves fortunate, indeed.
that they were zble to be here, watching
Even now, they could hardly believe it, Herc
they were, in South Australia, in the middle
of the winter term, wearing white flannels,
cccasionally gasping with the heat, and
watching the best of all cricket!

Yet the circumstances were not entirely un
precedented,

The St. Francis was not the t
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first School Ship-—although, peihaps, it was
the first vessel to voyage over the world in
| this particular way.

Half of St. Frank’s had come on this won-
derful cruise--all the occupants of the Ancient
House and the Modern House. Reggie Pitt
[ & Co., of the West House, and Armstrong &
Co., of the KEast House, were keeping the
ﬂaﬁ fiying at St. Frank’s in the meantime.

ut, really, most of the fellows who mat-
tered had come on this trip, 'The St. Frangys
was a great converted liner, and it was, In
every sense, a travelling, floating school,
Jiver since England had been left, the St.
IFrank’s fellows had “carried on"” as usual,
There had been lessons daily, half holidays,
and the ordinary routine had heen main-
tained. Nelson Lee, the Housemaster of the
Ancient House, was, for the time being,
the Head.

Already, the school had been to South
Africa, and thero had been a number of
adventures in Australia, too.

And for this very special occasion—the
Test Match—the ful{owa had been granted
extra hoyrs of freedom. During this week,
for example, while the Test Match was on,
every afternoon was available for watch-
L ing the game.

It was near the tea interval! now, and the
match was in a very interesting stage. As
Handforth had said, Chapman and his
valiant men were in the field, and the Aus.
tralians were bhatting. So far, the innings
| had been a joy to watch.

“Well, T must say that these Australians
"know how to play ericket,” remarked Nip-
per, while the ficld was changing. *“Qur
fellows know how, too—they’ve proved that
conclusively enough, and it's a rare treat
 to watch this battle of the giants.”

“Who's going to win?” asked Tommy
Watson.

Nipper grinned.

1 “Na_ fear!” he said cheerfully, *“I'm
not going to make any rash guesses, old
man’l’!l’;’ ’ 3

“There’'s no need to do an uesswork
dear old fellow,” said Tratel{a.g “Ti’s as
obvions as daylight who’s going to win this
t match.”

“Js it
“Of course,” said Travers amiably. *Tho
| best team is going to win,”

‘“Asg 1

Soon afterwards the umpires indieated that
the time for the tea interval had arrived:
the bails were removed from the wickets,
| and the players came leisurely in, choered
londly by the immense erowds.

———r——

CHAPTER 2.
Handforth Goes Hunting!

DELAIDE was filled to
overflowing for this

great.  occasion,
SE Many people, in-
s deed, had travelled
(Continued. on page 6.) '
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hundreds of miles, some from outlying ecatile
stations and isolated homesteads. The lure
of the West Mateh had been irresistible.

Not that the St, Frank’s fellows were at
all affected by the crowded econdition of the
great South Awustralian capital. 'They had
their own ship, and everything was going
on just as usual on board, The fcllows slept
in their usual cabins, and dined in the
spacious, airy saloons. The seven-mile trip
by rail from Port Adelaide to the city itseif
was regarded as a mere trifle. Fully ninery
per cent of the fellows eame daily to watch
the play--more particularly as special
arrangements had been made for their accom-
modation in the great enclosure.

Nelson Lee considered that there was a
great deal of education value in watching
this Test Match-—from a sports point of view,
at all events., Practically all of the boys
were keen ervicketers, and many of then,
would be able to gain innumerable invaln
able tips from these masters of the game.
Nelson Lee was convineed, indeed, that the
school cricket, during the forthcoming sum-
mer, would be all the better becaunse of this
winter interest in the game,

As soon as the players went in for {ca,
Handforth rose briskly to his feet. There
was a determined cxpression on his rugged
;a']:]n’ and his eyes were gleaming purpose-
ully.

“1 was going to leave it until after the
close of play, but perhaps I'd better do it
now,” he said briskly. “No time like the
present.’”’

“Do what?” asked Church.

“There’s nothing like taking the bull by
tlim horns,” said Handforth. “These Austra-
lian ericketers are sportsmen, and they'll
easily grant me a little favour like this.
Besides, I shan’t keep them more than a
couple of minutes.”

“But what are you going to do?” asked
McClure, his voice becoming uneasy,

“Do?” satd Handforth, “I'm going io gut
the autographs of Ryder, Woodfull, Kipnax,
and Oldfivld, and the others—-—"

“You hopeless ass!™ interrupted Church.
“You can’t get their autographs now!”

“Why not?”

“Because—because—— Oh,
it's impossible,” said Church ilmpatiently.
“*Don’t be an ass, Handy! How the dicken:
do you think you're going to get into the
dressing-room? 'There’s no admittance——"’

“There'll be admittance for me,”
Handforth calmly., * ‘Can’t’ never did any-

well, beecause

L faithful henchmen?

satd
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thing, my song, and I mean te get thoso
antographa.”

"You’re never catisfied!” =aid MecClure.
“You've got the autographs of Ilobhs and
Suteliffe and Chapman and Hendren and Lar-
wood and Tate "

“Theyv're the M.C.C. men,” said Hand-
forth. “I want the Australians’ autographs.”

“TPBetter not try it, Handy,” said Nipper,
[ looking round. “You'll only get yourself
into trouble if von start any of those games
now. They’ll never let vou through.”

“They might not let me through; but I'm
going through, all the same,” said Handforth
stubbornly. “If I take any notice of rules
and regulations, I'll never get any auto-
eraphs at all.”

And he made off

resolutely, amid the
chuckles of the Removites and Fourth-
Formers. Chureh and McClure, after
exchanging a hasty glance, hurried after their
Fimpetuous leader.

“LExit the great man and his bodyvguard,”
cmurmured Travers. “For the love of Sam-
son! What would Handy do without his
| Their lives arc simply
made up of pulling him out of one hole aficr
another, Well, well! What a life!”

“Hallo, hallo!” said Archie Glenthorne
suddenly. “I mean to say, hallo! Nothing
'doing, what? Good gad! Are the Anstra-
ltans al!l ont%”

“No; they’re all in—having tea,”
Fullwood.

“Tea—what?” murmured Archie dreamily.
“0Odds visions and allurements! How aboui
hounding down a spot of the good old bever-
age? What about running i1t to earth,
laddirz? Kindly lead me to it.”

“Ti's ton hot for tea, Archie,” =said Jimmy
Potis. *““Now, a nice fizzy lime-juice, with
plenty of ice .

“Ahsolutely not!™ said Archie firmly.
“(ood gad! A ripe cnough fluid, old kan-
| garoo, but absolutely a non-starter when com-
pared with the pood old India-and-Ceylon,
Kindly direct me to the tea department,
Archic would imbibe, The good old tissucs
are not only wilting, but, dash 1t, the old
 tongue feels like a chunk of washleather!”

In the meantime, Edward Oswald Hand-

forth was boldly approaching a private
entrance, which led into the playvers’ quarters.
f Really, he had absolutely no right there, hut
by dint of cool cheek he had penectrated to
L this  forbidden spot; and Church and
MeClare, determined to drag their leader
back, were well on his track.
b Just as Handforth was going in, a big,
bluff man, in light-grey flannels, came out.
He was clean-shaven, and his face was litee-
ally ecovered with tiny wrinkles. It was
rather diflienlt to judge his age, but he was
probably between fifty and sixty. There was
[ a very firm look about his mouth, although
the erinkles round his eyes helped to relicve
the severity of his countenance.

“Well, young man, what do you waut

said

.

| here?” he asked, in a “eep, booming vaice.
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“You're one of the St.
you not?"”

“Why, yes,” said Haundiorth,
pared to brush past. “Sorry, sir,
a hurry-——-"

“Possibly you are; but T must poiht ou:
that there is no admittance this way,” said
the other. “Unless you have a special
appointment with somebody, you cannot pass
throngh this doorway.”

IFrank’s boys, are

4
as he pre-
but I'm in

““ Are vou one of the oflicials, then?" asked

Iandforth.
“Not exactly, but——"

“If you're not an official, how do vou I\HD“
anything about it, sir?” demanded Handforth
stubbornly,

“Well, my name happens to be Brampton,
and ttlthuugh I am not cxactly an oflicial of
this enclosure, I think I can call myself a

LEE SCHOOIL STORY LIDRARY

CHAPTER 3.
A Spot of Bother !

WJF’? LIESS quests were
Edward Owuald Hand-
forth? favourite
rnfmpn«os. In ninety-

nine cases out of a
hundred they fizzled out—us they deserved;

but now and again his audacity would f:ﬂriv
him through,

Handforth was one of the best,
perversity was most cxasperating times,
In the present instance, he was more peor.
verse than usual. His own commonsense told
him that this was the wrong time for secking
autographs; yet he would not adnit that
he had blundered. Therefore, the only thing

but his
af

privileged person,” said the other chwrfuxlv.
o I‘a,lf.e my advice, young man, and leave this
mission of yours until
nftm the close of
play

But Handforth was

A

« JAMES " Bicycle

was to carry on,
“You really mustn't do it,

myv yvoung
friend,”

sald Sir
Avrthury Brampton
smilingly. *There i3
a right time for

not inclined to accept - everything and &
this good _advice. alld 12 Hﬂth’ wrong time. This i3
(,—hill:f.‘ ﬂnd LIﬁCiut:ﬁ thc wrong timet"
had come up by this CRICEET BATS Handforth squared
time, and they had his jaw. He looked
heard thsaa1 strninger’s . at BSir Arthur
words, Their horror - : Brampton obstinately.,
was great, therefore, TO’ BE WON ! “Are vou the
when Hﬂ.ndfﬂfth gave : manager of this
one of his most T ny cround, sir? he
defiant snorts. (See the fas::‘ma.!mg compelition o asked bluntly.
“Rats!" he said page 19.) “Well, no."
grufly. “No offence, “Have you any
sir, but 've made up authority at all here,
mind to get those autographs, and I'm going | sir?”

to get ’em!”

“Yon hopeless ass!” hissed Church, grab-
bing at his leader's arm. *This gentleman |

18 Sir Arthur Bt"amptun.”
“Is he??

“"Didn't he just tell vou so?”

“Did he?” said Handforth. *“Well, what
about it? I've never heard of him !

“Sorry, sir!” said Church, looking at the
bir man apologetically. “We're always hav-

ing trouble with him like this. He's—he's a
bit touched, sir.” _

“I'm what?"” roared Handiorth,

““He often has these spasms, sir,”’ went on
Church., “You—you howling idiot, Handy!

Sir Arthur Brampton is a multi-millionaire!

He's one of thrf most famous men in the
whole of Australia.”

“Eh?” said Handforth, momeniarily
startled. Then, with his usual obstinacy : ”I
can't help that! I'mn here to get the players’
autographs.”

And Church and McClure were to be highly
commendaed for not obeying their natural
instinets and felling Handiorth to the ground

“No authority; but I want to prevent you
from doing com{athmg rash.”

“"Then if you've no authority, sir, I'm
going in,” said Iandforth triumphantly.
Chureh and MceClure gmnnod

“Beotter let him go, sir,” said Church
hopelessly. ““And if he gets chucked out of
the enclosure, all the better.”

But Sir Arthur Brampton had lost his
smile, and his eyes had becomne grim,

“One moment, young man—one monient !
he said, his words becoming clipped and
abrupt. “I am not accustomed to this
defiance from schoolboys. Come back here!”

“Eh?” said Ifuandfnlth pausing. N>t
likelv. Sorry, ‘111‘, but

“Come back!” commanded Sir Arthuor.

“I don’t sce why I shr:rm:] " argued Hand-

forth. *“I've got as much right here as you
have——"

He broke off as Sir Arthur made a sud-
den move towards him. The next moment
Handforth felt himself seized 1n a firm, iron
grip. To his further stupefaction, he was
whirled off hiz feet, swung round, and laid

e
Ll

on the spot.

| across one of Sir Arthur’s knees.
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“Hi!” he howled. “What the dickens«!
ilere, stop it !”

Slap—slap—slap!

Sir Arthur’s hand rose and fell, aud
Church and MecClure watched, fascinated, as
they saw their leader spanked—like any
naughty infant.

“I hate doing this, by boy. It hurts me
far more than 1t is hurting you; but I re-
gard it as a duty!” panted 8ir Arthur
Brampton, as he vigorously continued his
exercise. ‘“Whether I  have any official
authority or not, makes no difference. You
have scornad my advice, and—"

“Help!” hooted Handforth wildly. “1,
Remove ! Rescue, St. Frank's!”

A ripple of laughter was passing through
the great crowd, and necks were Dbeing
crancd. The ripple of laughter changed
into a roar of mirth, and passed round the
enclosure, growing in volume. Nipper and
Fullwood and Boots, and all the other St.
Frank’s juniors, heard the yells, and they
were instantly on their feet.

A number of them, indeed, leit their seats
and went rushing off to the sceme of action.
Sir Arthur was in the midst of his brisk
work when the crowd of fellows camz charg-
ing up.

“Help!” howled Handforth, "Drag him
off 1"

And the execited juniors, knowing nothing
of the circumstances, hurled themselves at
the millionaire, scized him, and bowled him
clean over.

“Look out!” gasped Church., “Minc |

what you're doing, you fatheads! This
rentleman is Sir Arthur Brampton, the great
Telbourne millionaire!”

“We don’t care who he is!” said Full-
wood. “What does he mean by attacking
Handy ?”

“You silly chump!” roared McClure. “I
was Handy's own fault! e cheeked Sir
Arthnr, and he deserved a spanking.”

“Oh, he checked him, did he?” said Full-
wood, changing his tone. “That’s different.”

Sir Arthur picked himsell up, dusty, hot
and cross, Ho glared round at the boys
with very real anger, and, in the circum-
stances, he could not be blamed for his
attitude.

“You young scamps!” he said thickly.
“I've a good mind to report you all to your
schoolmaster! T had bedieved that you
LEnglish schoolboys were well-behaved, but
pernaps I was wrong in that impression ?”

“We—we didn’t know, sir!” panted De
Valerie, “Wao thought you were having a
lark with Handy—deing it on purpose to
make him look silly!”

“Here, I s=ay!” burst out Church.
“Handy's gone! He’s bunked in  while
we've been off our gnard.”

Sir Arthur grunted.

“I wash my hands of the entire affair!” he
said curtly. “If your—er—impulsive young

friend grossly ignores good advice, he can
suller the consequences,”

And Sir Arthur strode off, fuming, leav-
ing the juniors feeling very uncomfortablo
and embarrassed.

“You hopeless idiots!” said Church
fiercely. “Why dido’'t you inquire beforo
| you bowled hum over? He'll probably make
a complaint to Mr. Lee¢ now, and.we shall
L he forbidden to come to the Test Match to-
fmorrow. Mi. Lee might gate the whole lot
of us for this.”

“0Ob, erumbs!” said Fullwood blankly.

“As for llandy, we’ll boil him in oil when
wo get hold of him again,” said McClure,
breathing hard., “‘the obstinate cuckoo!
The stubborn idiot! The Australian players
will probably complain  about him, and
| that’ll mean more trouble. We shall  bo
' barred from the enclosure after this!”

"We'd better piake ourselves searce!” said
Harry Gresham, with a quick look round.
“We're safe so far, and the sooner we get
 back to our places, the better, Come on,
t you fellows!”

' And they all went scurrying off including
Church  and McClure, For these loyal
F youths Telt that it would be pointless for
 them to remain. Handforth had penetrated
tiie “holy of helies,” and it would only make
| matters worse if his chums committed the
same offence. Far better for them to get
back 1o their seats. Handforth had asked
for trouble, and by this time he was prob-
ably getting 1t—in quantities.

“What's all this bother?” asked Nipper
tartly, as the juniors returned, stared at by
everybody.

“It’s Ilandy’s fault!” grunted Chureh,
“le would go into the Aussies’ dressing-
room, scarching for autographs., We tried
to stop him, and thein we had a bit of bother
with Sir Arthur Brampton, the million-
aire !”

Nipper sniffed. He pretended to be stern.

b " Well, when there’s an inquiry—as there
tprobably  will be—I hope you chaps will
| accept the blame,” he said. “There’s no
reason why the whole crowd of us should be-
prevented from secing the rest of the Test
Match."”

[ “You needn’t worry,” said Harry
Gresham, “We'll own up. But how ‘wero
we to know who the man was?”

“llero they come!” went up a sudden
yell.

Cheers broke out from all parts of the
ground as the white figures of the players
emerged into the sunlight,

. And then a series of gasps went up from
 the Removites and TIourth-Formers.

 For there, amid a smiling knot of Aus-
tralian ericketers, Edward Oswald Hand-
forth was marching in serene triumph, a
grin ocn his rugged face. And at that very
moment, morcover, Ryder was scribbling in
Handforth’s celebrated autograph-book !
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Sit Arthur seized hold of Handforth, laid him across his knee, and then proceeded to spank him with

considerable gusto.

Edward Oswald hooted wildly.

It was most humiliating for the mighty Hand-

forth to be spanked like a naughty child |

CHAPTER 4.
Like Handforth’s Check !

Y only sainted aunt!”
“Look at Iandy!”
"We're looking "
“He's  with

players—and

)

don't scem to mind 1"

All the juniors were uttering similar com-
ments, and they continued to stare in
amazement  and  ndignation. Handflorth,
who deserved pitching clean out of the en
closure, was calmly walking out with Ryder
and Woodfull and Kippax and Oldfield, and
the other Australian players. What was

{hey

more to the point, they apparently had nol

objection to hig company. Iiven at
moment they had paused, and Woodfull, the
famous Victoria player, was writing come-
thing 1n the autograph book,

llaving done o, he passed it on to Old-
ficld, the New South Wales' plaver.

“Well I'm jiggered !” said Nipper blankly.

“They're sportsmen!” said Church. in an

adwiring voice. By jingo! They are
sportsnien }”
“Rather!” said McClure. "Instead of

chucking him out, as he deserves, they're
indulging him. Well, I always; Lkuew these

tho |

this :

! Australians to be sports, but I never ex-

peeted anything like this!”

“They're clapping him on the back now!”
said Duncan breathlessly.

It was true enough. Kippax had ona
hand on Handforth's shoulder, and he was
grinning widely.

i “And I've heard it said that these Inglish
i boys are slow!”™ he chuckled. “This young-
C ster deserves something  better our
Cautographs, for his cneek!”
J “He's all right,” said Ryder, with
_ " He's made of the right stuff!”

| “There's nothing wrong with old Eng
land ! declared Woodflull, with cenviction.

| Perhaps he was making a subtle reference
to the MNL.C.C, plavers, and not merely to
Handforth, The other Australians chuckled,
and Oldfield handed the autograph book to
V ldward Oswald.

“Well, voung 'un, vou’d better slip off
now.” he suggested. “Good luck to you!”

“I've got your antographs, which 1s what
I came aflter,” grinned Handforth. *Thanks
awfully, you chaps. You're true blue! DBy

than

| Q
[ smuile.

Georgo! You're bricks!”
“"That's cnough of your leg-pulling,
(3] L §
sonny, said one of the other Austrahan

players. "Don’t forget to give our kind
regards to your pals.”

Handforth, jubilant, ran off tho field, and
t he was rather surprised when the multitudes
| gave bim o rousing cheer; for Handforth
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fatled to realise that this cheer was more

or less jocular. The " Aussie” erowds are
ever  ready to appreciate a humorous
situation,

“Well, what alout it now?” demanded

Handforth, as he pushed his way past pro-
testing Adelaide citizens in order *o reach
his su%molfvllmrs. “"Who said I couldn’t get
any autographs?”

It was just as well for Ilandforth that the

aforesaid  Adelaide  citizens wero good-
natured and tolerant., Exactly how many

toes Handforth trod on, nobody knew; but
1t was an undoubted fact that he knocked
off at least half a dozen hats. However, he
succeeded in getting back into his place at
last, and he was totally unconscious of the
fact that he had caused minor destruction all
alonz his route.

“You bounder!” said Church accusingly.

“Rats!” said Handforth, “I got thoe
auntographs, didn’t I7"

“How did you do it?7” asked MeClure.

“Why didn’t those Australian players boot
you out?”

“"Decause  they’'re good c¢haps,” replied
Handforth, grinning. “As for Sir Arthur
Brampton—"

“Shush!” hissed Church. “He'll hear

i

you

Handforth Jooked round, and apparently
Sir Arthur DBrampton had heard him
already. Ifor that gentleman was sitting
comparatively near by, and he was glaring
at Handforth with no friendly spirit, The
leader of Study D eould not refrain from
grinning and waving his hand.

“1 got those autographs after all, sir,”
he said. " Perhaps I was a bit cheeky, and
I apologise. But I reckon we're quits now.”

“You haven't seen the last of me, young
man!” eaid Sir Arthur grimly.

“Here, 1 say, sir, there’s no neced to keep
it up !” protested Handlorth,

“Then sit down and behave yourself
urged Nipper.
another commotion here, Handy, are you?
You ought to be bumped for your nerve |”

“Let mo suggest, Brother Nipper, that
Brother Handiorth has earned well of his
school,” said William Napoleon Browne, of
the I'ifth. “He has, no doubt, stolen a leaf
out of my own book. You will all recall the
incidents of last week, when I hoaxed this
fair city, and carned the approbation of the

1”

muititude, A good example is always worth
following "
“Oh, my only hat!” groaned Nipper.

“Browne's going to start now!”

“He's trying to claim the credit for my
enterprise !” said Handforth tartly, “You
can go and boil yourself, Browne! It was
my 1dea to get theso autographs, and I
didn’t borrow it from you, ¢ither !

Browne shrugged his shoulders,

“ Let us not engage 1in an unseemly dispute, |

brother,” he murmured. “I would point out,
however, that I am well ahcad of you., 1
have already obtained the autographs of
these Australian stalwarts, I am merely tell-
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ing you this, lest yon should believe, in your
innocence, that you are the first. DBut you
- must bear in mind that W.N.B, leads, and
others follow.”

It was fortunate, perhaps, that play re-
| commenced at that moment, and it proved
to be so engrossing that even Handforth had
no time for arguing. He was thrilled by the
batting; he was enthused by the brilliant
fielding ; he was enraptured by the masterly,
bowling. All the other spectators, too, were
equally affected. 'The game was a sparkling
one, 'There was no half-heartedness in the
Australian batting, and never once did the
England ficldsmen give away any chances,
Every run that the Australians obtained was
gained by sheer effort.

When play ended for the day, with the
game still in a very interesting state, the St.
Frank’s fellows went back to the School Ship
thoroughly satisfied—and full of eager discus-
sions regardimg the morrow’s probahiiities,’

Of course, there would bo lessons in tho
morning, but directly after lunch they would
L bo free to come dashing back into Adelaide—
and to watch the game. During these ex-
ceptional days, work in the class-room was
enerally heyond reproach. Seldom, indeed,

ad the Forra-masters had things so satis-
factory, Nobody ever thought of being in-
attentive; talking in the class-rcoms was
almost unknown; and lessons were accom-
r plished briskly and effectively and efficiently.

The truth was, nobody wanted to be de-
tained. ‘The very thought of detention was
appalling. And the only safo way to avoid
any such disasters was to work—and to bo
constanily attentive,

Some of the seniors had shaken their
heads dubiously when Nelson Lee had ane
nounced that during the course of the Test
the school would be free during the after.
noons. ‘But it really seemed that Nelson
t Lee's policy was very, very wise |

B e

CHAPTER 5.
Every Appearance ef
Trouble !

NDEED, there cannot
bo the slightest doubt
that if Nelsen Lee
had ordained that
lessons should be held

as usual this week, practically no work would

 havo been done.

For, disappointed becauso they couldn's
sco the Test Match, the fellows would have
boen careless and inattentive, in spito of
impositions. Restless and disgruntled, they
would have frittered their time away in the
 class-rooms, and tho week would have passed
uselessly.

As it was, the mornings were so fruitful
that all the FForm-masters were confidently
saying that this weck would beat the record
for really hard work—{or consistent, earness
"attention to lessons.
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After tea, on board, the Test Mateh was
discussed in the Common-rooms, in the ecabins,
and on the decks. Groups of fellows gathered
everywhere, and the one topie of conversa-
tion was the big match., DPrep. would come
Jater—and prep., of course, could not be
skimped these davs. Ior carelessly-executed
prep meant trouble m the morning—and
trouble in the morning meant a possibility
of detention. Yet very few of the fellows
realised that Nelson Lee, in giving them
free alternoons to see the Test Mateh, had
sot the sechool a muceh harder week’s work
than usual |

Handforth came in for a great deal of
chipping. IFellows asked him 1if he was still
sore; juniors came up and gravely inquired
if Le was yet able to sit down comfortably,
But to wll this banter Handforth grinned in
triumph. Nothing could alter the fact that
he had scored—and scored heavily,

“"You needn’t think that you can get my
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“Look !” muttered Handy. *‘Ie’s—he's
just como ou board'!”

“What !”

I'ullwood and De Valerie and a number of
other juniors stared--startled. And it was
only too true! The bulky, blufl figure of
Sir Arthur Brampton had appeared on the
promenade deck, and he was now preparing.
to walk forward towards a couple of tho
ship’s oflicers who were chatting some little
distance down the deck. Sir Arthur had just
come up the gangway, and he secmed to

| hesitate as he caught sight of the juniors,

“He's come on board to complain—as he
threatened !” said Handforth blankly., O,
great Secott! We shall all be detained to-
morrow—just as the match is so interesting,
too !” *

“Let's go and apologise to him!” urged
Fullwood. -

They went up with a rush, and Sir Arthur
yrampton, who was still near the gangway,

rag out—Dbecause you found himself sur-
can't!” he said at rounded by a
length, as he leaned ENGLAND'S SELECTED! struggling, pushing,
over the rail in the excited mob.
cool of the evening. “1lallo, what's all
“1 said Ii was going CO].OU.!'Ed MEtal B&diﬁS this” he askeod,
to get those auto- v ’ " frowning. “Don't vou
graphs, and 1 jolly Siven a‘fay, In  this think you youngsters
well succeeded! And week S 18sue, did enough damage
1}}t e s e Australian this afternoon ¥"
MdAVED's F i H
pavery we real B more next week and O “And I apologiscd
e . | to you, sur!” replied
What do you fOI' the followmg 3 weeks : Handforth  quickly.
mean — ‘coots’?” “You're not going to
asked Church. complain to Mr. Lee,
staring.  “In Australian slang a ‘coot’ is a, are you, sir?”

person of no account!”

“loh ™ suid Handforth, with a start. “I
mean, they're dinkie-die Aussies. By George,
theyv're onkus—every one of 'cm !

“He's insulting them now !” said Nipper
sadly. :

“1nsulting them?”

“Well, vou just said
drunk,” said Nipper.
tipsy, old man.”

“Oh, my hat !” said Handforth. “I'imm get-
ting mixed up with this Australian slang!”

“You'd better leave it alone, dear
follow,” chuckled Travers., “If you don't,
vou'ro liable to commit a pretty hefty fawr
z_}ﬂ'.r‘:.:'

“I'm liable to do what ?” asked Handforth,
staring. “I suppose that's anolhier bLit of
Australian slang¥”

“Hun, ba, hal"

“Well, well!” sighed Travers, “Hua
doesn’t know Australian slang from IFrenc!
now ! * Faux pas’ means a false step, Handy
—an error, or slip, especially in manners,
It's a term you ought to know by heart!”

“Fathead !” said Handforth, turning red.

JThere'll probably be some trouble with
Sir Arthur Brampton vet,” said Church,
shaking his head. “ After the way Le was
bowled over and——"

T i " * .

Great Scott!” ejaculated Handlorth, with
a gulp.
“What's the matter?”

that they're all
" Onkus’' 1means

old.
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“Please don'’t, sir!” urged De Vulerie,
“If you do, there'll be an inquiry, and a
lot of us will be detained {o-morrow after-
noon.”

Sir Arthur pursed his lips.

“And you deserve to be detained, don't
vou?" he asked. “After the way vou treated
me 2 '

“But we didn't know who you were then,
sir,” said Gresham. “And we 'didn’t know
the full ecircumstances of the case. I say,
be a sport, sir! Don’t make any complaint 1"
The boys surged round with greater ex-
citement than ever, but Sir Arthur Brampton
squared his cshoulders, and took up a firm
attitude,

“No!" he said sternly. “I am not going to
be influenced by your pleadings. Certainly
not ! I came on board this vessel with a set
purpose—-"-

He broke off, for the juniors, filled with
wild anxiety regarding the morrow, pressed
round with greater persisteney than ever.
St Arvthur took a hasty step backwards, and
the weight of the juniors pressing on him
catised hu to lose his balance.

“ Heve, steady !” ho shouted in alarm.

Aud then the thing happened—the disaster,

For Sir Arthur, in attempting to regain his
balance, just missed the gangwayv. Ho
backed into a little gap, between the gang-
wav and the ship’s side.

“ Look out, sir!” yelled Iaudforth
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But it was too late ! [Fecling himself going,
Sir Arthur clutched madly, and tried to check
himself. DBut he just failed to do so. His
weight caused the gangway to move, widen-
ing the gap between that and the side of the
ship. The next moment he went plunging
downwards—and then there came a mighty
splash.

" Oh, help!”” groaned Nipper.
overboard !”

“We shall be gated for a month—not for
one afternoon !” said Handforth, frantie with
anxiety. “He’'ll be as mad as a hatter about
this! You carcless asses! You pushed him
in! Here, where’s a life-belt? Quick!”

But it was unnecessary for Handforth to
give any advice. The officers had come
hurrying along, and some of the crew, too.
Ropes were guickly thrown to the unfortunate
millionaire, and within a minute he had
been pulled safely to the deck—dripping avith
water and considerably out of breath, |

Mr. Nelson Lee bimself, having heard
sounds of commotion, came hurrying along
the deck, and his expression was grave as
he saw the bedraggled higure of the million-
aire and tho startled, scared faces of the
bovs who hovered necar by

“What's happened?” asked Nelson Lee
sharply. “Upon my word, Sir Arthur!
What have these boys been doing ?”

Sir Arthur Brampton waved a wet and
dripping hand.

“*Nothing,” he replied
“Nothing at all, Mr. Lece.
carcless of me—most clumsy.
fell overboard.”

“I sincercly hope you're not hurt, sir?”

“Hurt? No!” replied Sir Arthur, “It’s
nothing! A mere accident. The boys wero
a little boisterous, but the fault was not
theirs in any way. As I told you, I was
elumsy. A most ridiculous incident, and the
sooner we forget it, the better.
the use of a cabin, Mr. Lee?”

He and Nelson Lee walked away, with
one of the ship’s officers. The group of
juniors, hardly able to believe the evidence
of their cyes and ears, looked at one an-
other with relief and joy.

“He didn’t give us
Handforth breathlessly.

- “My only sainted aunt!”

“Great Scott!”

“What a brick!” said Nipper admiringly.
“By Jove! What a corker! And we

thought he had come on board to complain,
Handy !”

“Perhaps he has!” said Handforth, pass-
ing a hand over his brow,

“Rot!” said Nipper. “If he had intended
to complain, he would have complained

on the spot. But not likely! Sir Arthur
is a sportsman to his finger-tips.”

And everybody else said “ Hear,
with considerable gusto, -

“He's fallen

promptly.
It was most
I tripped, and

away !” muttered

hear,”

May I beg
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F dining-hall.
tonce complied, although he had been rather

]

]

’body.
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CHAPTER 6.
The Big Surprise !

I R ARTHUR
BRAMPTON bad
established  himself,
once and for all,
with the juniors.
They kucw pericetly well that the fault

had been theirs. In their excltement, they

had hustled Sir Arthur in an unwarrantable
way, and, as a consequence, he literally had
been pushed overboard. Yet he accepted 1t
as an accident, and he had gi'cme out of his
way to excuse the very fellows who had
caused his discomfiture. Without question,

Sir Arthur Brampton was a “corker”; and,

what was more, he had obviously come on

hoard for a purpose that was entirely dis-
sociated from the incident of the afternoon.

It was at dinner-time that the school
learned Sir Arthur’s real object,

As a matter of faet, he had invited him-
self to dinner: Rather to Nelson Lee’s

-astonishment, the Australian millionaire had

made a most peculiar request. Ile had asked
permission to dine with the school that even-
ing—to sit with Nelson Lee in the big
And Leo, of course, had at

puzzled as to the reason for this request.

The juniors, at least, gave him a rousing

cheer when they all congregated in the
brilliantly-illuminated dining-saloon, with
its spotless whife tables, its soft carpets and
its gliding stewards. -
All the fellows knew Sir Arthur, if not
by sight, by repute. ke was one of the most
famous men 1in Australia—a multi-million-
aire, who had done a very great deal for the
advancement of his great country. Ile was
one of the men who mattered—a”™ com-
mercial genius—and a well-known figure in
every great Australian city.

He reserved his thunderbolt until the meal
Wwas over.
Then, in response to a toast from Nelson

 Lee, he rose to his feet to make a speech.

“There’s one thing that vou 8t. Frank’s
boys may, or may not know,” he said, after
he had got well started. “My interest in

' your school is not the interest of a casual

stranger. I am an Old Boy of St. Frank's
myself.”

“Hurrah "

“By jingo! We didn't -know that, you
chaps |”

“Yes, I was educated at dear old St.

Frank’s,” said Sir Arthur reminiscently.
“It i1s many years since I was down in that
little corner of Sussex, but I know it well.
Bellton, eh? I wonder if it is still as quaint
and as old-fashioned as ever?”

“It’s just the same, sir,” shouted somo-
“Bellton never changes.”

“And Holt’s Farm,” went on Sir Arthur
dreamily., “ Bellton Wood, the old mill on
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the moor, the grey old pile of St. Frank’s,
with 1ts two liouscg——"

“There arc {ive Houses now, sir!” put in
gomebody else.

“Ah, there have been changes, then,” said
Sir Arthur, nodding. “0Of course—of course!
I remember, now. 8t. Frank’s must be a
wonderful school these days. Well, 1
mustn’t- waste your time with this sort of
talk. I came hero for a delinito purpose,
and I might as well tell you all, boys, that
I havo not yot even mooted it to your head-
master, Perbaps I should have discussed
thhe matter with him in private first, but 1
am suro he will forgive me., It was & whim
of mine to discuss it here, in front of the
whole school.”

Everybody wondered what was cominz.

“The fact is, I want
Mr. Lee, who is youv
acting headmaster, to
granut a concession,”
continued Sir Arvthur.

Put 'em in your

| Llils
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away spots, where they will sco the real
Australia. I want them to get acquainted
with our tropies, wilth our deserts, our splen-
did inland scenery. And, wn order to dispel
mystification that [ am creating, 1 will
sny at once that I have built a fleet of
twelve enormous motor-coaches, to say
nothing of at least hall a dozen tenders, on
which water and food and baggage will be
carried!”

“My dear sir!” protested Nelson
startled. * What are you suggesting?”

“These motor-coaches are somcthing quite
new,” said Sir Arthur, waxing cnthusiastic,
“They are equipped with sleeping accom-
modation, electric lighting, facilitics for
feeding, They arc so enormous that 1
cannot give you any conception of them by

Lice,

a mere verbal de-
seriplion, IEach

coach 1s fully treble
the size of anyv motor-
coach tliat you have

“Although I w a s ever sct  eyes  on.
educated at S ¢t. They are like minia-
Fravk's, 1 am an Albnm' ture yackts, and they
Austrahhan, 1 am ~ . have cost many, many
proud of it My thouzands of- pounds,
nts were native- - - They gt 1o hy-
;glrtcl El::;reﬂﬂiarls, anl Tr'm your- Ba’dges WIth \x'liz‘z&h:r:jp afullg Iat:"r:
asly Yuﬁf‘ff;f“‘f‘f;‘[ﬁf' a pair of scissors, bend f‘ar.rahi:; c&f tl.'tgi\’nrsin}g‘
, {Q0, , any kind of rough
of old stock. And I over the tab at the top countryv. Roads ace
am only loo well by no rmeans esseu-

of each badge and then

aware of the fact that tial. IEach day they
o b t many youss  push it through the ure c-:;nagl& r&f cover.
Country have many space indicated in the miles, and it 1s {m
misconceptions r e - hope that wyou, Mer.
garding tlis wonder- Album, The comPIEte LE‘I:‘, will give your
ful land.” set will make a Fine permission that this

“We've had a fow
of them knocked out
of wus, sir,” said
Nipper, with a smile.

¥l dara Eay,
nodded Sir Arthur. “At the same tuine, you
have only just scen a {ringe of Australia.
Some of you, I believe, have been up the
Murray River. But, even so, you have not
scen a hundredth part of the wonders that
this island continent can reveal. T fear that
if vou remain on board the School Ship, you
will only wvisit a few coastal towns—oar
great citios, such as Melbourne and Syduey
and Brisbane. Now that you are over here
—and it is, I realise, an exceptional oceasion
—1 want you to see the Australian iutecior.”

“]1 quite realise your point, Sir Arthur,
but don't you see the impossibility of your
suggestion?” asked Nelson Lee  quietly,
“Theso boys are not on holiday., They are
doing their scheoolwork, very much in the
usual way, as at St. Frank’s. It 1s essential
thiat they should remain on the School Ship;
and, of course, the School Bhip cannot go
into the interior.”

Show!

trip should become a
reality, Each day I
want all these boys to
go farther and
farther i1nland —right
into Queensland, and perhaps beyond, into
the Northern terrvitory!”

Jiverybody listened—fascinated, excited.

“Do I understand that these motor-coachos

are actually  built—and ready?” asked
Nelson Lee.
“I'hey have been ready for several

weels,” replied Sir Arthur. "But I have
satd nelhing about the matter, because 1
wanted to spring it as a surprise—a surpriss
during the Test Matceh, when 1 knew yon
would all be here. These coaches, let me
tell vou, are double-deckers, and they were
buile to my own designs. I will own, at
once, that 1t 1s my desice to be financially
responsible for the whole trip. And there 1s
no reason why the ordinary school routine
should not continue cxactly the same as on
board this ship. Tents will be carried, so
that ecach class can do its work at certain
Lhours of the day. The trip can occupy five

“But is it essential?” asked Sir Arthur [ or six weeks, and a very big slice of Aus-

promptly.
every one of them—on a long trip into New
South Wales, into Queensland, into the far-

}

“1 want to take all these boyvs— ! tralin ean be scen, at first hand, during this

period. And, naturally, I shall take it as a
great privilege to go with tho party.”
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Sir Arthur
flushed, excite
ling eyes.

He had flung bis bombshell, and the float-
ing zchool was startled|

aused, and he saw scores of

CHAPTER 7. |
An Amazing Scheme |
CRRAH!”

It started in
kind of ripple at
, first, and then

gradually grew
louder, swelling in volume, until it became
a mighty cheer.

“ Hurrah "

Nelson Lee jumped to his feet, and held
up a hand.

“8ilence!” he said sharply. "I quite
appreciate your desire to cheer Sir Arthur
Brampton, but this matter is one that
cannot be scttled in & moment. I really
feel, Sir Arthar, that you should hgve dis-
cussed this project with me in private.”

The millionaire chuckled.

“Strictly speaking, that was my proper
rourse,” he admitted. *“But I was half-
afraid that you might turn my scheme down.
And if the school knows about it from_ the
very outset, you may be influenced to give my
suggestion rather more consideration.”

“I think not, Sir Arthur,” said Lee quietly.
“1 am in full charge of the School Ship, and
I am responsiblo for the :afety of all these
boys. In no circumstances can I sanction any
project that might possibly result in danger.”

There was a loud murmur of dissent from
the school.

“I am prepared to accept your decision as
final, Mr. lLee,” said Sir Arthur. ‘““And,
naturally, I do not expect you to give your
sanction until you have been thoroughly
satisfied that all the arrangements are
adequate.”

“It is very sudden—very unexpected,” said
Nelson Lee, as he noticed the startled glances
of the other masters. “There aro many
things to be considered.”

“And I have considered them,” put in the
millionaire. “I do not think I have left a
single stone unturned, and I have not spared
a penny of expense. Indeed, I may as well
{ell you frankly that I have spent a small
fortune on this whim of mine.”

“Three cheers for Si: Arthur Brampton!”
shouted Handlorth excitedly. “By George!
He's a regular sportsman, you chaps!”

““Rather }”

“Hurrah|”

The juniors were particularly impressed.

Sir Arthur had every good reason to feel
angry with some of the juniors, for they had
treated him roughly, not to say disrespect-
fully, that day. But he took it all in good
part.

al
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Handforth went hot and cold all over as

faces, and gleaming, spark- | he thought of that affair of the afterncon.

He had deliberately cheeked this great mian,
who was, even then, springing his wonderful
surprise. 'The other juniors had actually
bowled Sir Arthur over! And still he bore
them no animosity.

“T have been preparing for several weeks,”
continued the millionaire complacently. *‘As
soon as I definitely heard that the School
Ship was coming to Adelaide, I made my
preparations. I had these great motor-coaches
built, according to my own specifications. [
has been my little secret. I'or fully two
weeks these vehicles have been ready, fully
equipped, waiting in a special garage. My
idea was to give the school a big surprise,
and, I hoped, a pleasant surprise.’

There was further cheering.

“I can well appreciate your excellent inlen-
tions, Sir Arthur, just as 1 can appreciate the
 school’s enthusiasm,” said Nelson Lee dryly.
“However, as I have said, this matter muasb
be gone intoe very thoroughly before I can
 give it my sanction.”

| “Oh, come off it, sir|”

L “We can trust Sir Arthur, can’t we?”

“Don’t be a killjoy, sir!®

There were many comments, coming nob
only from the juniors, but from many of the
seniors, too.

““I think you can rely upon me not to be a
killjoy,” said Nelson Lee, as he looked round.
“I will go into all the details of this plan
with Sir Arthur Brampton, and, if it 1s
practicable, I shall certainly give my full
consent. More than that, at the moment, I
cannot say.”

“ Hurrah |7
“Everything's going to be all right, then |
“Hear, hear!”’
| “Yet's give Sir Arthur another ocheer!”
“Hurrah |”
Everybody was wildly excited. ¥Even the
seniors so far forgot themselves as to leap
to their feet, and to cheer noisily. The pros-

} pect of going on this wonderful trip, into the

heart of Australia, was alluring, indeed. The
School Ship was fine—it wae wonderful—but
a land trip, such as Sir Arthur outlined, was
infinitely more promising.

Later, in the Common-rooms, and on the
decks, the fellows gathered in groups,
fanimatedly discussing the possibilities,

| “You needn’t worry, you chaps,” said
| Nipper confidently, as he stood with a group
of other Romovites on the promenade-deck.
“The guv'nor won't let us down.”

“That's all very well,” said Tommy Wat-
son uneasily. ‘““What guarantee have wo
got? Supposing Mr. Lee doesn’t think that
the arrangemenis are adequnate? What then ?:
The whole giddy plan will fall through!t”

“All the same, Mr. Lee has done the riiht
b thing,” said Travers, *“ le couldn’t possibly
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rive his consent until ho hal examined these
motor-coaches, and until he had gone into all
the details, Not that I'r. worrving much,
dear old fellows. In my. opinion, Sir Arthur
wouldn't have mooted the project unless he
was pretty surve that it would be O.K. v

“Exactly,” said Hand{orth. “That's my
opinion, too. Dut, by Jove, it must be cost-
mme him a fortune to do all th:f- a

“It may not be quite so philanthropic as
vou imagine,” chuckled Travers.

?J!

“What do yon mean'
- “Why, i1sn’t it obvious?” asked Travers.
“Sir Arthur Brampton is the great trans-
L]
port magnate.”

“Oh 1"

“He’s the man who is putling ’bus services
into operation all over the Australian con-
tinent,” continued Travers, with a nod. “IT
believe he's interested in railway::, too. With-
out wishing to belitrle the magunificence of his
scheme, I can't help thinking that he has
alxo considered the publicity value of it.”

o "Well, we can't blame him for that,” said

Nipper. “Sir Arthur is a business man, and
Pl

nothing can alter tho fact that he has had

theso coaches especially built for our use.”

“To begin with,” no/ded Travers. ‘' Dut
we shan’t wear them o.t, shall we, in six or
seven weeks? And, later ¢ + I dare say thoey
will be utilised for regular services, hotwm*n
townships which are now more or less in-
accessible. Don’t forget that there are heaps
of places in Australia that are not served by
the railway. Sir Arthur has been going very
deeply into these matters, and, although this
wheeze of his seems to be purer generous to
St. I'rank’s, it may also be a clever publicity
stunt.”

There was a great deal of sound common-
sense 1n Vivian Travers’ argument. It was
perfeetly true that Sir Arthur Brampton was
a powerful transport magnate. Thus it was
easier for him to build these great coaches
than it would have been for a man in any
oiher line of business. Travers, in faet, had
hit the nail very accurately on the head.

Not that this really affected ihe =chool.

So far as the fellows were concerned, the
project was all to their advantage. The
school authorities would nof be involved in a
¢ingle penny of expense; the whole thing,
from start to finish, would be financed by Sir
Arthur. And 1if the arrangements were
adequato and eflicient, there could be little
doubt that Nelson Lee wou'd give it his sanc-
tion. For Lee was also anxious that all the
boyvs should see as much of Australia as pos-
sible. The educational wvalue of such an
inland trip would be tremendous.

So, for the rest-of that evening, tho pros
peet of going into far Queensland—into the
little-known interior—was the one topic of
conversation on the School Ship. Even the
Test Match itself was placed temporarily into
the background.

e
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CHAPTER 8.
Divided Intarests !

N the morrow, however,
interest in the great
Test Match was fully
revived.

Morning lessons
and after lunch everybody
in order
to get into the ground in good time.
Rumours had come to the School Ship, dur-
ing the morning, that the Australian
cricketers had been doing some big things,
The game, 1t scemed, was now in a critical
stage.

So even Sir Arthur Brampton’s wonderful
idea was shelved for the time being. Crowdsi
of feilows went off to the big enclosure, eager
to find out for themselves how the game was

went on as usual, :
was anxtous to rush off to Adelaide,

Progressing.

In the mcantime, Nelsan Lee, in Sir
Arthur's ear, was speeding out towarda
Woodrille-——a  subiurb—where all the great
motor-coaches were housed. During that

morning Sir Arthur had been going into very
close dotatls, and he had impressed Nelson
Lee with the completencss of his prepara.
tiona,

“I dou’t want you to assume. Mr. Lee,
that T am suggesting this thp purely out of
good-nature,” he said, as they drove along
the sunny, picturesque roads. * Neither dn
I want you ro believe that T am merely 1n
quest of publicity. It 1s true to say that [
desire a double result. I want to do the
school a service, and I also want to advertise
these new transport vehieles of mine., |
thought that this scheme, perhaps, would be
a happy way of achieving both objccts.”

“Yes, T quite understand,” nodded Lee.

“It hes been my dream, for some years,
to inaugurate a regular transport system of
this nature,” continued Sir Arthur *“There
are immense possibilities in Australia, Mr,
Lee, Many townships, at present more or
loss insignificant, may become thriving cities
f only the transport difficultics can be over.
come. Building railways iz a very costly
proposition, and in some cases, a prohibitive
nroposition.”

“But you will mneed
vehicles,” said Nelson Lee,

“Roads?” replied Sir Arthiur, with a laugh.
“That’s just where these great coaches of
mine will score. A track—a mcre wagon-
trail—will suffico. Indeed, these vehicles have
been so designed that no roads at all are
necessary. They are ecapable of traversing
the roughest country, penetrating into the
wilds, into the trackless wastes., In this way,
townships can be connected up directly; and
in the course of time the very services of
these enaches will make their own roads, with-
out the cost of a single penny. Ifach track
will be beaten down, and will, In time,
become a rccognised route.”

rcads for your
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“It is ccrtainly an ambitious scheme.”
“But you must not imagine that I am

desirous of using your boys for experimental |

purposes,’” said Sir Arthur, smiling. “Two
of thcse great coaches of mine have been in
~service for nearly a year—not in public ser-
vice, but experimentally. They have been
penetrating into the far corners of the bush,
and not in cne single instance have they
failed. They have always ‘ got there,’ Mr,
[.ce. This 1s one reason why [ am so con-
fident that this project will be completely
successful,”

He leaned forward, his eyes gleaming.

“We all know of the great caravans of
the desert—hundreds of ecamels, perhaps,
moving slowly and certainly across the great
desert spaces,” he continued. *“ Well, these
great coaches of mine, with their tenders
will be like a modern caravan. They will
iravel in vnison—a compaet, self-contained
party. Water, food, fuel—everything will be
carried in abundance, so that there can be
no possibility of getting stranded. Moreover,
I have miade the most complete arrangements
m various townships, so that adequate sup-
plies of petrol and oil will be available,
I will go into these details with you later—
after you have seen the coaches.”

They soon  arrived at Woodville, and

Nelson Lee was deeply iwmpressed when he

ra

to the cnormous vehicles
Brampton’s genins had

was “‘introducec
that Sir  Arthur
evolved.

In gencral appearance they were very
stinilar to the splendidly-equipped saloon
coaches that one sces in the rural distriets of
Ilingland; but they were at least four times
the size of any ordinary coach.

Their size, indeed, was staggering, 'They
were tremendously long, enormously wide,
and they were double-deckers, Their engines
woere of great power, and instead of the
ordinary wheels they were provided with
ta.tt*r.piﬂa.r tractors.

“No matter how rough the ground, these
vehieles will travel smoothly and evenly,”
said Sir Arthur, with enthusiasm. “Hills, of
course, <o not matter in the least; these
coaches will be able to go anywhere,”

Nelson Lee was more impressed than ever
ufter he had seen the interiors.

Sonte of the coaches were fitted up as
lounges, with luxurious seats and soft carpets
underfoot. One or two of them were like
caravans, containing miniature suites of
apartments—these being especially equipped
for the masters, There were wash-rooms,
even bath-rooms, private compartments that
could be used as studies, and similar wonders,
And in _cach coach the upper deck was en-

tirely given over to sleeping aeccommodation. |

They were very similar to dormitories, with
neatly-arranged bunks,

Other coaches were actually equipped with
desks, in rows, for Sir Arthur had not stinted
cxpenses, These coaches could be used as
class-rooms.

“You cvidently took it for granted, Sir
Arthur, that I should be agreeable to the
trip,”” smiled Nelson Lee,

LEE SCHOOL

But |
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“Was I not justified ¥’ retorted Sir Artnur,
as he indicated the great fleet of coaches.

“I rather think you wero,” said Nelson
Lee, nodding.

“To all intents and purposes, we shall have
just as much comfort, just as much service,
as thongh we were in a first-class hotel,” said
the millionaire, “Indeed, 1t would not be.
an exaggeration to deseribe this flcet as a
mobile hotel. There is ample accommoda-
tion for everybody, and 1 think vou will
L agree that the margin of safety 1is very

large.”

“Hafely, yes,” agreed Nelson Lee. “Woe
need not even consider the point, Sir Arthur,
Even if we were contemplating the penetra-
tion of the wildest lands, this fleet would give
us confidence. But the interior of Australia,
although far-flung, is nevertheless settled and
peaceful. I could not imagine a more de-

| lightful way of getting acquainted with rural
- Australia than

this. No f{atiguing train
| journeys, no wearizome marches—comfort all
along the line. Perhaps thero is rather too
much comfort,” he added dryly. “It isn’t
wise to give boys too much luxnry.”

“Oh, well, I dare say there will be plenty
of methods by which the school can be given
some healthy, strenuous exercise,” chuckled
Sir Arthur. “I propose, of course, to start
as quickly as possible, and to so arrange the
trip that Melbonrne will be reached by the
eighth of March. T’ve no doubt that the
school will be interested in the final Test

- Match,”

Nelson Leo sintled,

“The school will be very disappointed if it
does not get acquainted with Melbourne on
or before the eighth of next month,” he re-
plied. “€Cricket is taken very seriously by
Fmost of the fellows, and even this projected
trip of yours has not caused them to lose
their interest mn the present mateh.”

The long and the short of it was that after
Nelson Lee had been into ficures and details
with Sir Arthur Brampton, the whole thing
was fixed and sgettled,

In due course the school would transfer to
the motor-coach flect—the vehicles coming on
to the dockside at Port Adelaide so that the
transfer should be simple. The great “cara-
van ” would then move northwards. and
make a semi-circular trip, finally ending at
Melbourne—where the School S‘Ifxip, in the
meantime, would dock.

Thanks to the enterprise and gencrosity of
this Australian millionaire, the St., Frank’s
} fellows were apparently in for a rare treat!

]

CHAPTER 9.
Off into the Bush

Y only sainted aunt|”
“Great Scott |
“Look,

fellows 1”
A couple of days

you

' had clapsed, and the decks of the St. Francis
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Sir Arthur stepped back hastily as the junlors pressed round him exeitedly—and next moment he
found himself falling through the gap between tho ship’s side and the gangway !

were erowded with excited, shouting juniors
and seniors. The Test Match was over, but
such was tho excitement over the new project
that even ericket had temporarily dropped
into the background. In any case, the Fourth
Test was now a thing of tho past—and the
iinmediate future held nothing for the 8t
I'rank’s crowd but the great trip into the
heart of the Australian continent.

It had been known, for a couple of days
now, that the journey was a certainty. Dut
nobody had yet seen the great coaches that
were to convey them into the wilds. Now,
lowever, they had appeared and were
moving slowly along the quay to where the
Scliool Ship was docked. The fellows had
been  expecting something wonderfel;  but
they were amazed and startled by the
actuality.

‘Tho great coaches, gleaming and ghttering
in the sunshine, rumbled alongside. And as
each coach was eapable of carrving between
thirty and forty passengers in extremoe com-
fort, and as there were twelve conches, it will
castly be understood that there was accom-
modation for all—and to spare.

Under ordinary transport conditions, and
run on A commercial basis, each of these
coaches would regularly carry from [ty to
sixty passengers on the shorter jounrneys—and

only a fow less on thoze longer journeys
which necessitated feeding and sleeping for
scveral days on end.

In addition to the passenger vehicles thero
was a number of tenders. These were con-
structed in exactly the samo way as the
coaches—but thoy were designed expressly for
the carrying of petrol, water, oil, foodstufls,
and baggage gonerally.

“Well, I'm jiggered !" ejaculated Hand-
forth, as he gazed at the great fleet, 1
thought we were pgoing to see something
pretty good, but this beats the band! DBy
George! What a sight!”

“Look at those chaps in white coats!” said
Church excitedly., " Attendants, 1 cxpect.”

“Rather!"” said Nipper, nodding. *I've
been having a chat with the guv'nor, and he

knows all the detnils. There'll be & tre-
mendous erowd of us—including all the
drivers, cooks, waiters, mechanics, and the

other members of the staff. Thern's a special
coach for all those men, by the way”

1t must Lhave cost a fortune!™ said I'ull-
wond wonderingly,

“8ir Arthur's companvy will get 1t all
back,” said Nipper. “‘When thesa coaches
aro put into regular service, thev'll be o huge
success. But we've got the privilege of using
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them first. It's jolly sporting of Sir Arthur
to think of the wheeze !”’

“And sporting of Mr. Lee, too, to agree
io 1t,”” said Handforth promptly. *“'That’s
the best of having Mr. Lee as a Head; he
doesn’t allow himself to be bound round with
red tape.”

There was a great deal of bustle and
activity during the remainder of that day—
but no disorder. Nelson Lee, in full charge
of the operations, saw that the transfer from
the ship to the coaches was carvied out
cifectively and efliciently.

All {ie Remove fellows were accommodated
in one coach-—and so with the other IFForins.
I2acl: Form had a coach to itself. Then there
was one for the masiers, and others which
would be used as class-rooms,

~ A jolly good 1dea !” said Handforth, when
Lio heard of the arrangements. “It’ll be
- jolly good for us Removites to be alone.
No prefects messing obout, or no masters
beazing it over us——"

"Dou’t you be too optimistie, my lad?t”
sard  DBiggleswade, of the BSixth. *You
juniors are going to have a prefect in charge
of you—one for cach Form.”

*h

“And DI've been unlucky enough to get
shoved 1nto your coach,” said Biggleswade,
“And if there’s any larking about, you'll
Lave to answer to me!”

The Removites wero not particularly dias-
lvessed at this picce of news. Diggleswade
wis the wost casy-going prefect in the Sixth,
and the juniors were not likely to have
much trouble with him,

“What about grub?”
“tlow are we going
travelling 7"

“They’'ve got special arrangements for
that,” said Nipper., “In any case, 1 ex-
pect we shall come to a halt for meals, and
iwo of the coaches are equipped as dining-
saloons. They can be converted about in all
sorts of ways, just to suit the necds of the
moment.”

“One of those tenders is a kind of travel-
ling Lkitchen,” said Handforth,
“"I've never seen anything so
fitted up.”

“1 suppose we shall make a start in the
morning ¥ asked Church.

“I believe we're starting within the hour,”
said Nipper. “"No nced to wait until to-
IIOTTOW.
as much of Australia as possible before the
cighth of March.”

Vivian Travers and Jimmy Potts, just at
this time, were standing ncar the front of
the Remove coach. The great engine was
revealed, for one of the side flaps had been
removed. A mechanic was making some
adjustments, and Travers and Potts were
hugely interested in that powerful motor,.

“They're of the ordinary, conventional
pattern, you see,” remarked Travers, who
was somecthing of an expert. “But, by
Samson, I've never scen anything so big as
this before!”

asked ITubbard.
to feed while we're

splendidly

nodding. |

Time’s precious; we want to seo!
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The engine was certainly stupendous; a
vast, twelve-eylinder unit, of large bore and
stroke,

. “Two carburctters, you see,” said Travers,

t as he leancd over and made a closer  ex-

amination. " And just look at the electrical
: »

 equipment.

“1'd hike to s=cc one of these on our roads
at home,” said Jimmy Potts,

“That’s just 1t; they'ro not built for

[ ordinary roads,” replied Travers. “They’re
 made expressiy to go—"
“Now then, keep your noses out of that!”
| The voice was sharp and impatient, and
" Travers and Potts turned in surprise. The
mechanic had gone for a moment, and the
two junicrs happened to be alone, locking at
the great engme. They now found a tall,
ythin man near them, He was clean-shaven,
sallow, and his hair was black. Somehow,
;I‘.rm'ers and Potts took an instant dislike to
1im.

“"What’s the matter?” asked Travers.
“We're not doing any harm "

“I'll sce that you do no harm!” retorted
the man. "Get away from this engine. You
boys are not allowed to touch anything.”

“No?” sard Travers casily. “We're not
quite fools, you know. 1 happen to know a
little bit about internal-combustion engines

“I don’t care what you know!” inter-
rupted the other. “ All these engines are in
my care, and I'm not going to have you
schoolboys tinkering and interfering and
meddling.”

“Well, you needn’t be so unpleasant about
it,” said Potts hotly. “We weren't doing
any harm.”

Both he and Travers glared at the {ellow.
They did not like his tone in the least. They
could tell that he was a foreigner, for,
althcugh he spoke excellent English, there
was, nevertheless, a slight trace of accent,
They took him to .be a Greck, or perhaps
an Italian, They were wrong, for, actually,
this man was a half-breed, with Sicilian
blood in his veins. '

Travers and Potts strolled away, and they
ran into Fenton, of the Sixth.

“You juniors getting into trouble?” asked
the captain of St. Frank’s. ‘“Mr. Verano
wasn't leoking particularly pleasant.”

“Verano?” said Travers. " So that’s his
name, is it ?”

[

“Yes, What about it?”

“That name’s too good for him,” said
(& B & M ¥ L1
I'ravers. The man’s a beast!

“You'd better not talk like that,” said
Fenton sharply. “Mr. Verano 1s the chief
mechanie of the whole outfit., He's in en-
i tire charge of all the engines, and, in his
own way, he's a big pot.”

“Well, T don’t hke bim,” said Travers.
“Big pot or not, he's a thoroughly un-
pleasant blighter!”

t IPenton frowned.

“I am sorry you should make an enemy
so quickly, Travers,” he said. “Mr. Verano
has a very high reputation; not many yecars

(Continued on page 20.)
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Who are the Twelve
YOUR SIMPLE TASK

Here is a toppiug voting contest, and
onc in which you can all take part! As
vou know, we are giving away during
the ncxt [ew wecks, poriraits of the
gixtecn members of the English Test
Team in Australia. and we thought it
would be interesting to find out our read-
ers’ opinlons of the popularity of the
various members of the side.

So, in the coupon here are given the
namos of the sixteen cricketers in alpha-
betical crder. There are only two things
for you to do. Firetly, write IN INK
in the space at the top of the coupon
(against the " X ") the name of {he
cricketer who 18 your owa perscnal
favourite. Thus if SUTCLIFFE is your
choice, write his name againgt the * X.”

Next, number offt IN INK in the other
acction of the coupon, twelve of the sixteen
men in what you think will be their
order of popularity as voted by our
readers genciany, For instance il von
think that HENDREN 15 the most gener-
ally popular, put a figure “ 1" against
his name ; if WHITE is to come second
wt 2" against his name, and 80 on.
Yhen yvou have filled in the twelve figures,
put dashes in the remaining spaces, so
that the coupon is completely filled up.

Then sign the coupen, cat it out and
KEEP IT. A furiher coupon wil appear
in each of our pext lour isspes—=&0. you
sce, yvou can have FIVE shots at winningz
the grand “ bike " l—and when the final
coupon Is given we shall tell you where
to send your efforts.

The First Prize of a ** James’.” Cycle,
Jisted at £7 15s. 0d, (as illustrated) will
be awarded to the reader who correctly
or most nearly correctly forceasts the
popular vote, which vote will be deter-
mined from the * personal preference
votes of competitors generally and
Twelve Hobbs® Bats will follow in order
of merit.

The Editor reserves the right to divide
the value of the prizes if necessary in the
event of ties, and his deeigion on all
matters coneerning thiz contest is tinal
and binding. No alterations must be
quade on coupons, which wmust be filled
up in ink.

Imployecs of the proprietors
NELsoN LEE may not compete,

ANOTHER COUPON
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ago he was one of the famous crack racing
drivers on all the big Eurpocan tracks, and
what he docsn't know about petrol motors
isn’t worth iearning. I believe that Sir
Arthur Brampton is paying him an extra-
ordinarily high salary for his services.”

“1t’s a pity the fellow ean’t use a little
common courtesy to go with his experience,”
said Travers tartly. “8till, I don’t suppose
we shall comie in contuct with him much—
and that’s ono consolation.”

And 1n this ho was right. There was very
little chance of the juniors having much to
do with Mr. Picerre Verano, the chief
techanic,

[ T ——

HAPTER 10,

. . In the Wilds !

.Wn; o

: ' é::‘“‘_‘ | WO days later, civilisa-

I ~  tion, as the St.

j Frank’s fellows knew
had been

_ it, left
pehind.

The motor-coach fleet, travelling smoothly
and swiftly, bad got well beyond the limit
of tho big townships and settlements. A
route was being followed which would take
the school acrozss a portion of New South
Waics, and then into Queensland,

Everybody had been amazed at the extra-
ordmary rapidity of the coaches. They were
capable of travelling at a very fast rate,
and, when the country was level and favour-

&=

able, the journey was continued right
through the might. For all of these coaches
were equipped with gigantie searchlights,

and, on the first night, the whole school had
been 1mpressed and fascinated by the great
spectacle of tho fleet moving along the open
scrub,

At one place there had been a halt, so that
the water-tanks could be replenished; for, in
this particular part of the country, there
were many bores, and all through the open
scrub ran the narrow silver ribbons of the
bore-drains, each about three feet wide and
perhiaps ten inches deep.

Theso drains, from the Artesian bores,
carried streams of water here, there and
everywhere. Without them, this part of the
country would be a barren waste in times of
drought.

The surprising thing, to most of the
fellows, was that the water in the particular
bore-drain that was being used for replenish-
iy the tanks was scalding hot,
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“But what causes 1t?"” asked Ilandforth,
in surprise. " Surely the hcat of the sun
can’t do 1t1”

“Of course not,” said Sir Arthur, who
happened to be near. “The water rlses
from this particular bore at almost boiling
‘point. The Artesian water i1s very varled In
this country. It differs in quality, and also
in degrees of temperature, according to the
district. I dare say you’ve noticed, too, the
peculiar form of coarse grass which grows
along vhe borders of these bore-drains. It is
| found nowhere else in Australia, and the
strange thing is that nothing of the kind in
the district was seen before the bore-drains
were opened.”

“It’s something like the grass that is found
along the banks of the Nile,” remarked
Nipper,

Jiverybedy  was enjoying himself im.
menscly. There was something new to see
overy hour of the day. Just at present, the
flcet was passing along the open plains; the
country stretched for miles on either hand,
and in the distance, perhaps, there would
Fbe o belt of tall trees. No doubt there was
a watercourse just there. In other places
there would be patches of scrub.

That evening, just before sundown, many
kangaroos were seen, for kangaroqs gener-
ally feed between dawn and sunrise, or at
sunset. But they are rather difficult to
see 1n the twilight hours, and only their
movements betray them.

“Sometimes,” said Sir Arthur, “only the
twitchings of a kangaroo’s ears will betray
its presenco. They are elusive creatures.”

There was a halt that evening, for thero
was some rough country ahead, and it was
considered that it would be unwise to travel
through the mght.

So the fleet of motor-coaches formed them-
selves into a kind of ring, and the big camp-
{fires were lit. Overhead, the sky was
wonderfully clear, with a promise of a star-
lit night,

“I say, why not capture & kangaroo?”
suggested Handforth eagerly, as he and a
number of other Removites wandered away
from the camp. “We could make a pet of
1t.”

“You'd better steer clear of kangaroos,
Ted, old man,” said his minor. “They’'re
not such amiable animals as you seem to
think,”

Handforth stared at Willy in disdain.

“Kangaroos are tame enough!™ he re-
torted. *‘They’re as gentle as kittens}”

“Don’t you believe it,” said Willy.
“Kangaroos are pretty dangerous beasts
when they’ro cornered. I've been baving a
talk with some of these men about kangaroos
and dingoes—="

“About whiech #” said Handforth, staring.

“Dingoes—a sort of native dog. In the
big sheep-breeding districts, they’ll give
quids and quids for every dingo killed.
They're a pretty hard job to trap, too, be-
cause they're more cunning than a fox.”

Church and McClure kept a sharp watch
on their leader, in case he should take 1%

-
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into his head to roam off on his own, on the
chance of capturing a kangaroo. Hand-
forth secemed to imagine that aﬁ kangaroos—
even in their wild state—were just as harm-
less as those creatures which one sometimes
sees 1n a side-show, wearing boxing-gloves.

But Handforth had evidently given up the
project, for he was squatting down under 2
tree, coutemplating the view. Most of the
trees just here wero of the eucalyptus family
—coolibans, ironbarks, bloodwood. Every-
where the gum trees were to be scen.

“1t's raining!” said landiorth suddenly.

“Rot!” said Church, glancing upwards.
“The stars are all coming out.”

“Then what's that queer rustling noise?”

Both Church and McClure heard it, too,
and a number of other fellows, who had
strolled up, were aware of the curious sound.
They stood looking up into the trce.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Fullwood. “It's
this tree, you chaps| There's no wind, and
no rain, and yet it’s rustling. It’s—it’s sort

of alive!"”

“I've never heard such eeric noises,” said
Church, amazed. “We'd better get out
into the open.”

Jerry Dodd, the Australian junior,
cauckled amusedly as he came up.

“No need to worry,” he said. “It's a

wilga tree.”

“Which?” -

“In some districts, there are superstitions
about this particular specics of tree,”
explained Jerry. “You'll hear these queer
rustlings going on, and some people say
that you'll never get any rest under a wilga
tree. Its impossible to sleep, owing to the
weird noises.”

The juniors stood there, watching and
listening. Without doubt, there was some-
thing very strange and unusual about that
tree. Not that there was any nced for
alarm. The wilga trce was not capable of
exerting any evil influence over those who
stood beneath it. All the same, the experi-
ence was rather unusual.

Bells were sounding, and the juniors reluc-
tantly made their way to the great circle
of stationary motor-coaches. Although dis-
cipline was now necessarily lax, there werc
certain rules and regulations that had to be
strictly adhered to.

Prep. every evening was undertaken as
usital, just in the same way as at St. Frank's.
Morning lessons were always held, #ind unless
the fellows attended carcfully to work they
reeeived punishment.  As Nelson Lee had
repeatedly pointed out to the school, this
was not holiday time. Work had to go on,
and if there were any signs of gencral slack-
ness, then orders would be given for the
outfit to make straight for Melbourne by the
shortest possible route, so that the whole
school could be transferred back to the ship.

Generally, therefore, there was no slacking.
All the fellows were eo interested in the
trip that they did the'r utmost to make it
a suceess, And it was certainly novel, for
while the work of the school was carried on,
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the school itself was travelling further and
fur:.jhcr into the heart of the Australian
wilds !

CHAFPTER 11,

Trouble with Mr.
Verano !

OWARDS noon of the
next day the heat
became tremendous,
for by now the out-
fit had reached a

tropical zone. Nobody quite knew whether
Queensland had yet been reached, but it
wus the general iinpression that the border
of New South Wales had been crossed. Here
and there a small township would be encoun-
rered, or perhaps a distant station. But
since noon of the previous day no habita-
tions of any kind had been scen,

And now the country was inclined to be a
bit rough. There were wmnany hills, shacp
and steep, and they bhad to be negotiated
with great care. _

Going down one of thise hills, where the
surface was treacherous and loose, the
Remove coach got partially out of hand, and
thoe driver had an anxious minute. The
juniors themselves knew nothing about it
unti] later, when Pierre Verano came on the
scene, and made an inspection. The coach
had been brought to a halt, whilst the rest
of the outflit continued on its way.

“You are a fool!” said Verano, after he
had made bis inspection. “The fault was
yours—not of the brakes. Everything 13
in perfect order.”

““All right. You zeem to know best,” said
the driver, who was a very pleasant, genial
sort of man, and a native of Adelaide. " But
I know well enough that these brakes
need adjusting. 1 was going to put them
right myself, but you wouldn't let me.”

Verano nodded.

“] am in charge of these coaches,” ho
replied. “There is not..i- ~ the matter with
these brakes.”

“I told you only yesterday—""

“You tried to tell me my own business,
and that is a thing I will not suffer!”
snapped the chief mechanic. “Come! I
will go into the driving-box with you. Let
us see what vou mean.”

The driver breathed hard,

“You don’t believe me, ¢h?” he said
angrily. “I'm not a fool! I've been driving
cars for fifteen years i

“Enough!” shouted Verano, with a sud-
den show of passion. *1 am not in the
habit of arguing with subordinates!”

“Too right, vou're not!” retorted the
driver. “I'm not going to argue with you,
anyhow. Five minutes at that wheel will
be enough to open you. eyes.”

“You will travel in the coach,” said
Verano coldly. “1I will take sole charge of
the wheel. do not want you with me.




great coach was completely out of
at the wheel, lost his head. With a
e Jumped out, leaving the massive
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Pouf! Do you think ! do not know my own
business? It was I who inspected these
vehicles, and my inspections are not faulty.”

He cliinbed into the big, roomy driving-
box-—a sort of forward compartmnent, and
separated from the rest of the enormous
vehice.

“There'll be trouble with that dago before
this trip i3 over,” said the driver darkly.
“The oiher drivers are fed up with him,
too. Thinks he knows everything. Thinks
we're all a set of duffers. He's a darned
sight too clever!”

“Are the brakes really defective?” asked
Nipper.

“Not defective—only badly adjusted,”
replicd the driver. ‘“There’'s no danger;
but, at the sameo time, 1t’s just as well that
the brukes on a heavy ’bus like this should
be in proper order.” J

The great ccach gave a lurch as Verano
sltartcd it off. He was evidently a man of
very quick temper, and now he was inclined
to be rash. Perhaps he wanted to show the
driver that he—Verano—was a very clever
man. At ali events, he had no justification
whatever for acting as he did.

For a3 soon as the coach had climbed to
the top of a steep rise, he sent it plunging
down the opposite declivity. The surface was
loose, rough, and trecacherous. Verano's
idea, no doubt, was to triumph over the
driver—to show him that the brakes were in

tip-top condition, and that nothing was
wrong cxcept the driver’s ability.
However, Pierre Verano made a very

serious blunder. "

By allowing his temper to get the better
of him, he very nearly caused a terrible
disaster. '

It was utterly reckless to allow the coach
to plunge down that hillside, for the track
was unfamiliar, and there was no
telling what lay ahead. The chief
mechanic evidently took it for

ranted that there were no pit-
alls farther on; but the way
was hidden by a great mass of
rock, which jutted up just ahead.

In the coach the Removites
were feeling a trifle uneasy.
Hitherto, the great vehicles had
taken such descents very easily,
very gingerly. All the coaches
in front had done this. But
Verano was out to show how
clever he was—to prove that this
great mass of metal was com-
pletely under his supreme control.

And over-confidence is fatal.

Just before reaching that jutting mass of
rock, Verano applied the brakes, and he was
genuinely startled when he found that thoy
failed to answer to their full effect. He had
been so certain that the driver was at
fault, and that his own earlier inspection had
been perfect, that he left tho application of
the brakes until too late. Cold beads of
perspiration broke ont upon his brow. He
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tried the brakes again, and again they did
| not function properly.

The great coach slithered sideways, almost
crab-fashion, nearly out of control. And just
round that mass of rocks Verano saw, to his
horror, that the descent became moro steep,
more rugged,

Taken slowly, this great caterpillar
' vehicle could have negotiated the hillside in
perfect safety., But with such a speed on
her, and with the brakes o-% of adjustment,
| the consequences were serious. ‘

For Verano now found that the driver
had been perfeotly justified in his complaint!

The great coach refused to answer. Sho
plunged on, reeling from side to side, sway-
ing, pitching, and threatening to overturn at
any moment !

And then, to make matters a thousand
times worse, the half-breed lost his head.

With a shout of fear,
knowing that the great
coach was out of control,
he jumped madly for
safety, making a frantic
leap out of the driving- v
box, and rolling over and
over on the loose surface

of the hillside,

In the coach, the boys
caught a brief glimpse of
him as he picked himself
up. And they knew the
worst,

“Great Scott!” shouted
Nipper, “It’s Verano!
He's jumped out!”

“Then Heaven help
us!” panted the driver.
“She’s out  of control.
She’'s  running  without
anybody at the wheel!

The fool—the cur!”

. “He’s a ocoward!” shouted Handforth,
Oh'," my hat! What's going to happen
now !

Before the drniver could take any action,
Nipper .dashed to the front of the coach.
He was nearest, and the driver, at the
moment, was hemmed in by other juniors.
Otherwise, perhaps, he would have acted as

Nipper now acted.
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The Remove skipper, realising in a flash |

that a dreadful accident would happen unless
something drastic was done, swung himseif
out of the open doorway, clawed at the
coachwork, and just managed to grab at the
entrance of the driving-box. In order to
accomplish this feat, he took a terrible risk,
but it was all over in a flash.

Nipper was in the driving-box, and he
clutched at the wheel, doing his utmost to
steady the pitching, careering monster !

Shouts of alarm were sounding
further down

from

the hillside—where the other

sing that the great coach was completely out of

'ol, Verano, at the wheel, lost his head. With a
I of fear he jumped out, leaving the massive
le containing Nipper & Co. careering down the
hill-—driverless |

coaches had come to a halt. For it could

be seen that the Remove coach was hurtling |

down on the top of them—and there was no
time to get them shifted out of the way.
Indeed, loft alone, this charging mass of
metal would have created tremendous havoe
amongst the other coaches.

Nipper, wrenching fiercely at the wheel,
and remaining as cool as ice, just managed
to prevent the coach from overturning. It
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was impossible to pull her up—to stay her
headlong progress, But by clinging to the
wheel, he could, at least, partially steer her.

It was a magnificent effort,

Using all his strength, Nipper forced the
wheel round, and by a supcerhuman efiort ho
managed to bring his charge out of a deadly
broadside skid. In that position the coach
would have crashed with fearful foree into
three of the other vehicles,

With remarkable skill, Nipper corrected
that skid, and the next moment the Remove
coach plunged on, shaving the others by a
mere inch or go. There was just
one gap through which Nipper
could steer—and, as he afterwards
admitted, it was more luck than
judgment  that  guided  him
through.

But he got through—and that
was all that really mattered.

It was certainly & wonderiul
performance on  Nipper’s part.
Many a man would have heen
unequal to the ocecasion; many a
man’s unerve would have Jailed
at the eritical moment,

But then Nipper had alwavs
been renowned {for his yesource-
fulness and pluck in the time of
danger, and these had stood him
in good stead now !

_— ———

CHAPTER 12.

=3 Knocking the  Conceit

o Out of Him !
HEW ! That

pretty close!”

Nipper fannced hims
self, breathing hard.
At last the cumber-
some vehicle had come to a standstill. The
hillside was not so steep here, and the brakes
wero effective. And not an inch of paintwork
had been harmed—the great coach had not
suffered a single scratch,

“Hurrah !’

“Good old Nipper!”

“Bravo I

‘The Removites, crowding out, their hearts
thumping heavily, gathered round the front
of the coach, cheering frantically. They,
knew well enough that Nipper had saved
them. DBut for the Remove skipper’s swift
presence of mind, but for his valiant effort,
there would have been a terrible catastrophe,

“Checse it!” said Nipper, as he jumped
down. “I was the only fellow who could
do the thing—I was nearest to the driving-
box. Don’t make a fuss over nothing.”

“Young feller, you’re bosker!™ declared
the coach driver, his rugged face flushed, and
his eyes sparkling, “Gosh! You saved most
of us from being killed—or my namc’s
Mud !”

By this time Sir Arthur Brampton and
Nelson Lee, and practically the whole school,
had come running down the hillside, from the
other coaches. They were all collecting

Wis
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round, sutouting, talking, and asking ques- “Rather!” said Handforth. “It wasn't
tions. anv accident !”

“Thank hecaven you are safe, boys!” said " It is a lie—a liel” scrc*unr:d Verano,
Nelson  Lee fervently, “The way you | waving ht:. arms wildly., “1 did not jump, I
hatdled the coach was splendid, ‘\mpu 1 tr-ll you! There was a jerk, and—

Lonestly thought that there was }:t}mg to be
a dreadful crash. Bravo, young 'un !*

“Hcear, hear!”

“(Good old Nipper!”

“But what dm‘ 1t
Arthur angrily, “Why was this boy driving,
Jevons? What have you to say about this?”

Jumn tho driver, flushed.

“No need to hh.nu me, sir L |

vasu't in charge. Mr.
out of my hands.”

And the mdignant driver gave a few de-
tails, deseribing exactly what had happened.

“Oh 1" said Sir Arthur at length. *“So Mr.
Verano forbade you to cuter the driving-bos
with him*

“He tohl me to get into the body of the
ccach, sir.’

“And then Mr. Verano, losing control of
the velicle, jumps out to save his own skin !”
caid the millionaire, in a hard voice. “ Upon
my word! What a miserable exhibition of
cowardice !

At this moment BMr,

mean?” asked Sir

r,” he said.

Verano himself came

running up~—-breathless, pale, dusty from
licad to foot.

“I am glad!” he ejaculated hoarsely.
“"The coach is safo—yes?®”

“No thanks to vou, Mr, Verano!” said tho
millionaice harshly,

“1%” cchoed the chiof mechanie.  “ But

whv is this? You do not blame me "

**1 blame vou entirely,” said Sir Arthur.
“In the first place, 1l was an act of eriminal
folly on your
rapidly down the hillside; and in the second
place vou were unmanly enough to desert
yoiur charge at the moment of peril.”

“Buot no!” shouted Verano excitedly. “1I
was flung out by aceident!”

“Dy accident?” snapped Sir Arthur.

“Yes, yes!” insisted Verano, “There was
a quh-—q jar. I was pitched sideways. 1
fell. You do not suppose that 1 leapt for
safety, leaving the coach to its fate?”

The willionaire was silent.

“You do not think thut?”
Verano de fiantly.

“] happen to have eyes in my head, Mr.
Verano,” said the millionaire, apcahmg de-
liberatoly. “TFurthermore. the atmosphere is
very clear to-day. 1 distinetly saw you leap
from the coach.”

“So did we, sir!”
juniors,

demanded

shouted half a dozen
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Verano took the wheel

part to drive the coach so |

"1 think, Mr Verano, t}mt you had better
cool down,’ mtcrmptud jir- Arthur coldly,
“I ain not accustomed to being called a liar
by one of my own cmployees. In fact, 1f
you repeat that rashness 1 shall be cumpei ed
to knock vou down.”

"“Steady, Sir Arthur!” murmured Nelson
| Lee.

“You wonld knock me down, c¢h?” shouted
Verano. “I! Verano—the wizard! Am [
not known throughout the womld as tho
Wizard Mlechanic? Did you not engage mo
because of my master knowledge ?’

“You may be able to drive racing cars,
Mr. Verano, but I'm hanged if you can
drive these coaches!” retarted Sir Arthur
“That will be enough! I will interview yon
later—when you have rccovered your com-
posure. Now, sic! See to those brakes, and
see, moreover, that they are adjusted effec-

tively.”
and blazed

Verano
Venonl.

“But you still think I am fo blame, eh?”
ke said tensely, “But you are wrong! 1
tell you it is a lie! 1 did not jump from
the coach-—"

He broke off, backing away hastily as Sir
Arthur advanced upon hitm,

(‘rash !

The Australian millionaire was a man of
his word. With a terrific right-hander, he
sent the half-breed reeling to the rough
round. There was a murmur of approval
rom the juniors—and from the seniors, too.
Sir Arthur, in spite of his millions, was a
man of direet methods—and he had dealt
with Verano in the only possible way.

“Sorry, old man—but it had to be,” mut-
tered Sir Arthur, as he glanced at Nelson
Lee, “I can't allow this hound to defy me.
I wish to heaven 1 had never engaged hin,
At the first opportunity, he leaves this out-
fit, and a native Australian will be engaged
in his place,”

“Hear, hear!”

“Bravo, sir!”

Verano was unpopular all round. The
drivers, stuff, and the St. Frank's fellows
themselves, detested him, His coneeit and
his self-importance had alicnated them com-

stiffened, his eyves

L

pletely, and this incident, mmini.as a kind
of climax, had put the seal on his unpopu-
larity.

lverybody expeeted Verano to leap to his

feet, to shout madly, and to scream with
rage. DBut the half-breed did nothing of the
sort, Slowly he rose to his feet, and his face

was pale, his eyes sullen, He advanced to-
wards Sir Arthur, and bowed stiffly.

“I was wrong!” he said, 1n a strained
voice. "Sir, 1 apologise.”

Sir Arthur's expression softened.

“That's all ng{ t,"”” he said gruffly.
don’t want to quarrel, Verano."”

“We
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“I thank you sir,” said the other. “In
future you will not complain of my conduct,
I admit my fault, and I am regretful. 1
crave your pardon, sir”

He turned on hic heel and walked away.
The incident was over. But from that

minute onwards Pierre Verano was avoided
by one and all.

CHAPTER 13,
Welcome, Strangers !

HAT evening, the out-
fit arrived at a lonely
Queensland cattle
station. The home-
stcad was one of the

finest that they had yet encountered—a really |
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“Gosh! 1It’s Jerry!” roared the old man,
ulling his hat from his head and sending it
high into the air. “I knew you wuz in this
outfit, Jerry, old kid! It’s good to see yon
again. But, darn it, you've growed!”

“How’s mother and dad?” yelled Jerry,
“How are the girls?”

“Bonzer!” replied Bill, gripning.

Handforth plucked at Jerry Dodd’s sleeve.

“What do you mean—° mother and dad
and the girls?” ” he asked, staring,

“Didn’t you know?” asked Jerry Dodd.
coolly. "This is my father's cattle station.”

“What!”

It was a gencral yell from the other Re-
movites.

“Of eourse it is!"” grinned Jerry. “Sirv
Arthur told me that we were calling here

e i

“But I thought that your people lived in

beautiful house, set New South Wales?”’
in the midst of pic- asked Nipper.
%uresquef & scfner}'. ' “So Ithegfr did; but
ome of the home- a couple of years ago
steads  were  mere GOLLEGT THEM ALL. my father shifted to
shacks, but this one, this station beecanso
owned " by a wea!lh_y You have got souvenirs of it's _bigg:a:z-,” replied
man, was almost g % . Jerry. Of course,
pa}'f:tiul- v Sl Chapman, Hobbs, Sutcliffe eur hmgﬂ iﬂ} J‘EI{EJ«'I in
ierre verano ha § - New outh "ales,
been very subdued and Larwood with this issue, and the old homestead
during the remainder s0 you mustn't miss the others is there, just the
of that day—particu- " - same. But, at tha
larly after a Ill)m-ite which are coming along. nmm!c-,nt, a}ll m y
interview  wit Sir people are here, ane
Arthur, The quarrel Look out for badges of Tate, I'm jolly glad of it.”
was i.lﬂtr(i]lﬂd 111},_ bllt Hendren and Duck“forth . “;' e 11” " I m
everybady  believed jlggered‘.' said Hand-
that the millionaire forth, “That’s fine!
would get rid of the  [N] EXT WE EK I We didn’t know that
chief mechanie at the L] we were going to
earliest possible meet your  folks,
moment, Jerry {”
In a way it was un- The Australian

fortunate, for he was a very capable mechanic
—a man of world-wide experience, DBut for
his temper and coneeit, he would have been
an invaluable asset to the expedition,

Iverybody praised Nipper for his valiant
part in that affair, and Nipper was quite
embarrassed by the congratulations that
were showered upon him. However, there
was a welcome diversion when the great
train of coaches swept towards the home-
stead, which stood out in the clear cvening
gir, white and picturesque and friendly.

Two or three horsemen came riding up
while the outfit was still a mile or two away
from the great houso,

“How did the Test Match
shouted one of the horsemen.
Australia !”

“Good old England!” roared the juniors.

The juniors were leaning out ef the win-
dows of their great ceach, waving and
shouting and laughing. Jerry Dodd was
prominent, and his eyes were gleaming with
a strange excitement,

“Hallo, Billl!” he yelled, as another
horseman rode up—a grizzled, sunburned
old veteran,

go, boys?”
“(Good old

junior’s eyes were gleaming,

“And you can bet they’ll give us a royal
weleome,” he said happily. “I’ve been look-
ing forward to this day ever since we
started.”

“You secretive bounder!” said Nipper.
“"Yon didn’t tell us a word about it!”

“I kept it as a little surprise,” chuckled
Jerry.,

A surprise it was, too; not a little one,
but a big one. Mr. Jerrold Walter Dodd
proved to be a big, smiling, good-natured
gvnltlemzm, and Mrs. Dodd wus a motherly
goul. _

There were lots of other Dodds, too.

In fact, the St. I'rank’s fellows were quite
bewildered as they were introduced. For
they proved. to be all girls, There were
seven of them, altogether—Jerry’s sisters.

Alice, the eldest, was about twenty, and .
she was a dark, slim, capuable-looking girl.
And Cynthia, just a year younger, curly-
haired and roguish-eved, and Elsie and
Grace and Mary and Joan, down to little
| Pam, aged six.

Alice and Graco were the two prettiest—
Grace, a lively, laughing girl of abcout six-
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teen, with masses of fair hair, being the
prettiest of all.

“You bounder, Jerry!” said Nipper, after
the introductions were over. “Why didn’t
vou tell us that you had all these ripping
sisters?”

The Australian Removite

“Oh they're only sisters!”
hardly thought it worth while !”

“We've heard him mention one or two,”
remarked larry Gresham, “but we never
knew that Lhe had se .n!”

“As a matter of fact, I hardly liked men.
tioning it,"” said Jerry. ™1 mean, seven of
thoem P

It was a red-letter day for Jerrv, for he
had hardly expected to have this treat. [le
had not hoped that he would be able to
visit his people while on this trip. The
other fellows, too, were equally excited,

Naturally, the Dodd girls were execited and
snimated. Never bcfﬂle had there been so
many visitors at the station. Tt was very
tcldom, indeed, that visitors of auy kind
eame, For this was an isoluted homesfead,
niany miles from any township.

At intervals, of course, Jerrv's sisters woent
into Drisbane. or perhaps Sydnev. All the
same, it was distinetly a great occasion for
enyv of themn to bave such an influx of visitors
at tie homestead.

And Mr. Dodd, in true Australian fashion,
was the very embodiment of Lospitality. 1le

rrinned.

he replied. *1
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roat lengths in order to
1s guests,

had gone to very
prepare things for

Since the house was net large enough to
accommodate the crowds, it was necessary for
the St. [Frank’s boys to sleep 1n  their
coaches, as vusual  But as for feeding-—well,
Mr. Dodd insisted upon doing the honours
as host. A wonderful alfresco meal had
been prepared in the semi-tropical garden,
amid the shady trees and palms.

And, after the sun had gone down,
thousands of coloured cleetric lights gleamed
out—thero was a big clectrical plant
attached to the station, for it was onec of
the most upto-date in the whole of Queens-
land—and there was dancing on the smooth
lawns. The Remove fellows, in particular,
felt more at home than they had felt ever
sinee they had arrived in Austrahia,

For they were tasting of the true delights
of the native hospitality, and Jerry Dodd,
being one of their own Form-fellows, made
them feel ecloser, too. Their host was net
a stranger—he was Jerry's father,

And there were Jerry’s sisters, toosto add
to the delights of the evening with their
merry laughter, their gay da*mnw and their
whole-hearted eujoyment in life.

It may have been true that the St. I'rank’s
fellows were continuing their schoolwork;
but they wero inclined to regard this whole
trip as a glortous holiday.
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CHAPTER 14.
Not at all Surprising !

RCHIE OGCLEN:
THORNE, with au
dreamy, happy look
in his eyes, stood
at the edge of the
rcat lawn in a quiet, secluded spot. Ana

ﬁe had ¢o far forgotten himself as to stand

with his hands thrust deeply into his
trouscrs-pockets. _
“What-ho!” he murmured blithely. “1

mean to say, absolutely!”
“Talking to me, brother?” said Browne,
of the Fifth, as he happened to be pﬂ,ﬁhiltﬁ
“¥h? Talking to you?” said Archie, with

a start. “Qh, 1T sce what you mean! Was
1 talking to you? Absolutely not, old
wombat |

His goaze strayed aeross the lawn, and his
eyes sparkled afresh as he beheld two of the
dancers. It was very charming there, n
that calm, warm air, with the glowing fairy-

lights and the general air of gaety. The
fellows had expected to have a good time
at the Dodd homestead, but they had never

dreamed of anything so wonderful as this.

“Good gad!” murmured Archie. " What
priceless grace, what absolute charm! |
mean to say, she’s absolutely a ripper!”

“Seldom,” said Browne firmly, “have I
met such a charming girl. Her eyes, Brother
Archibald, without the slightest exagera-
tion, are as blue as tho sapphires. Indeed,
to compare them with the sappfires is but
an insult. In this whole world there are
no ﬁapp{}ires with such lustre, such sparkle,
such——

“Sapphbires?” repcated Archie, with a
start. “You priceless chump! You elon-
ated lamp-post! You frightful fright!

fer eyes are as violet as—as thigummies,
and as sparkling as

“Violet!” interrupted Handforth, joining
them. “What rot! Her eyes aren’t violet!
They’re brown |”

“Without wishing directly to contradict
you, Brother Handy, I would like to point
out that brown sapphires are unknown,”
said the skipper of the Fifth. “I have
gazed into these orbs. I am one who knows.
I have seen into their limpid, erystal depths.
And her name, brothers! Did you ever
hear such a wonderful, musical, alluring
name? Cynthia 1"

Handforth started, and Archie jumped.

“Good gad!” said Archie. " Absolutely
not! Her name is Elsie, dear old fathead!"

“You mecan Grace!” said Handforth
coldly.

Browne chuckled.

“ Apparently, brothers, there is to be no
three-cornered duel this evening,” he said.
“Wo are at cross-purposes. I am extolling
the charms of the fair Cynthia—"

“Blow Cynthial” said Handforth bluntly.
“Now, if you talk about Grace—"
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“A fair enough damsel, ofd chappie, but

when you think of Elsie, you think eof
bliss!” said Archie gal]antiii. ‘** Absolutely !
What-ho! The good old foxtrot has

finished. Kindly excuse me, laddies, while 1

stagger imnto the middle distance and claim

Elste for the next round trip.”
“And 1,” said Browne, *“‘must

-,

: ‘ . lose ro
time in claiming Sister L%\n*_thm. for I see
that Brothers Fenton and Wilson are hover-

ing perilously clese to the maiden.”

IHandforth was about to dash off
Church and McClure seized him.

“No need to hurry, old man,” said Church.
“By Jingo! Aren’t we having a ripping
time 7"

“Let me go!” satd Handforth thickly,

“We've hardly had a word with you all
the evening " said Church, in a complaining
voice. “You've been hovering round Jerry's
sisters like a wasp round a lot of peaches!”

“Are you calling me a wasp?” demandced
Handforth, with a start,

" Not exactly-—7"

“Beeause, if you are, I'll jolly well sting 17

wheh

sald Kdward Oswald, “You—you silly
cuckoos! Look what you've done now!”
“What have we done?” asked McClure,
“The next dance has started!”™ =parcd
t Handforth
“We didn't do that,” said Church. *“h
started without us!” :
“You—you lopsided dummy!” snorted
Handforth. ‘““Grace has been collared by

Nipper! He's dancing with her! And ]

was going to have this fox trot!™

“Grace?” said Mae. “Oh, you mean one
of Jerry’s sisters? Isn’t she the one with
fuzzy hair?”

Handforth looked at him coldly,

“No, she isn't1” he replied. “Her hair is
as soft as silken strands! Her eyes aro a:s
brown as—as—"

“Mother Hake's spevial
suggested Mae helpfully.

“No !” thundered Handforth, turning red,
“You—you rotter! Fancy comparing
Grace's lovely eyes with a rotten pilece of
gingerbread !”’

“Well, you said they were brown,” grinned
Mac.

“Look at her!” said Handforth dreamily.
“By George! I didn't know that these Aus.
tralian girls could be so wonderful 1”

Without question, Edward QOswald Hand.
forth had a real eyo for feminine beauty.
A landscape of rare charm would escape his
notice altogether. DBut when he declared that
Grace was the prettiest of all Jerry’s sisters,
he had made no blunder,

As she danced now, slim, graceful and
light, ¢he looked the very embodiment of |
youth and health. She was a slim girl and
she looked all the slimmer because of her
flimsy silken dress, just knee-high, with her
dainty legs moving gracefully to the rhythm
of the tune,

“Cheese it, Handy !” said Church. “Jerry’s
sisters are all right, but you needn't go
dotty over one of them! We shall be leaving

gingerbread 7"
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licre to-morrow, in any case, and I don’t sup-
pose you'll ever sco her again,”

Handforth looked troubled.

. “Leaving to-morrow !” he muttered. “Oh,
my hat! Why doesn’t Mr, Dodd send his
daughiers to Lngland?  Why can't one or
two of them—ineludine Grace—come to the
Moor View School?”

“I1 think their mother wants to keep them
at home,” said Church, with a grin. “In
anv case, Handy, Grace wouldn't be sent to
Jingland now--she's practically left school.
Of course, there's Mary. She's only about
twoelve 39

“Mary ?” rvepeated Handforth, with scorn.
“She's a kid 1”

“Weil, you
gisters’ education—-

“Don’t be an ass!” said Handforth firmly.
“I expeet that Mr. and Mrs. Dodd know
what’s best for their daughters.”

Ho paced up and down for & moment or
two, and then he suddenly ecame to a balt
in frout of his two amused chums.

“Well, you chaps,” ho said abruptly. *1I
shall be sorrv to part with you to-morrow,
but T dare say wo shall meet again some
time."”

Church and McClure stared.

“Tart with us?” repeated Church.
do yvou mean, you chump?”

“I've decided to stay here—on the ranch
said Handforth coolly. “No, you needn't
argue., It's settled. My mind is made up!"”

seem  anxious about Jerry’s
L]

“YWhat

(S 1]

CHAPTER 15.
. Handforth’s Decision !

“
el NNOTICED by Hand-
forth, a number of
other juniors had
strolled up over the
lawn, and they wero
now standing round, listening with interest.
Handforth, in his present mood, was blind to
everything, At least, he was blind to every-
thing and everybody except Grace Dodd.
And as she was still dancing, he could not
very well go to her. .

“*Oh, so you're going to stay hero, are
vou?” asked Church, with a wink at the
others. “You're not coming with the school,
Handy ?"

“I'm going {o learn ranching,” =said Hand-
forth calmly, “I've been thinking it over,
and my mind is made up.”

“Splendid 1" said Mc@lurp, luring him on.

“T'm going to bo a suceess in the cattle
business—I've just decided 1t!" said Hand
forth cheerfully. ** And where can I learn the
business better than on this great ranch ?”

“Don’t keep calling it a ranch,” said
Chureh.

“Eht”

“Tt's not a ranch—it’s a station.”

‘Rot! I know what a ranch i1s, and this
is one!” said Handforth obstinately, *‘It's
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a dotty idca to call it a station. There's no
ratlway here!”

“Well, we won't argue about that,” said
McClure. “ITt's rather a pity you’ro going
to stay behind, Handy. How about the last
Test Mateh, at Melbourne 7%

“DBother the Test Mateh!”

“Great Scott ! ejaculated Fullweood., “Ihd
you hear that, you chaps? Ilandy has lost
lils interest in cricket |V

“Impossible ! said De Valerie,

“There are moro important things in life
than ericket !” said Handforth, with an airy
wave of his hand. “There is the business of
life! And I'm so enchanted with Australia—
30 enchanted with v

“Grace?” murmured Church,

“So enchanted with the whole country that
I've decided to stay!” continued Handflorth
hastily, “1I ghall go to Mr., Dodd later on
this evening, and I shal! put it to him plainly,

Of course, 1 don’t mind starting at tho
bottomm to begin  with. I'll become a
jimeroo "

“Ha, ha, ha”

“I suppose you mean a jackeroo?” grinned
Fullwood,

Handforth started.

“T kunew it was Jim or Jack,” he said
gruffly.  "“What'’s the differenco? Why
guibble over a trifle? I'll start as a jackeroo,
then. And in ecase you don't know 1it, a
jackeroo is a cattle station hand.”

“But what about your people?”
Gresham. “They might not approve.”
“Roughly, they’'ro about fiftcen thousand
miles away,” said Handforth complacently.

asked

| “So they can do a fat lot, can’t they ?”

“But Mr. Leo can.”

“ Jh 2

“Mr. Lee will
say,” remarked Church,

Handy, and u

“By Georgo!
said Ifandforth, looking worried.
tell you what!” he added brightly. “Just
bofore the outfit starts off to-morrow, 1'll
steal out and smuggle myself into one of tho
outbuildings, and I won’t show myself until
the noxt day. Then it’ll be too late for Mr.
Dodd to send me after you.”

Church shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, well, if you’ve made up your mind,
there's nothing more to be said,” he re-
marked. “But it'll bo pretty rotten for Mae
and me without you, Handy. And how about
the ericket at St, Frank’s? And the footer?
How do vou suppose we can get on without
you? Who's pgoing to keep goal for the
Junior Eleven? Who's going to score tho
centuries this summer, in cricket "

Handforth frowned in a worried way.

“OF course, T hate letting the school down
like this, but I feel that I'm old enough to
make my own way in life,” he said firmly,
“Why should 1 bother to go into the Senior
schanl? Why should T waste my time at
the ’Varsity? Here, in Australia, out on
these wide open spaces, 1 can live Lhe hife
of a man! It's the only life!”

robably have something to
“You're in his care,

I hadu't thought of that!”™
“Dut I'll
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It was lucky tor Edward Oswald Handiorth that the Adelaide citizens were good-natured and tolerant.
In his efforts to get back to his school-fellows he (rod on numerous people’s feet, knocked off umpteen
hats, and caused minor destruction all aleng his route.

At that moment the dance came to an end,
and Handforth dashed off to claim the [air
Grace. He was quite unaware of the many
chuckles that followed him.

“Poor old Ted!” said Willy, shaking his
head, “He's smitten again! Don't these
attacks come over hin suddenly *”

“We're going to have some trouble with
him,” said Church, becomng serious.

“Trouble?” grinned Willy. "Don’t you
believe it! Where’s Jerry? A couple of
words with him will soon put things right.”

About half an hour later, when Grace had
been claumed by Bob Christine for a waltz,
Handforth was approached by Jerry Dodd
and a number of other juniors. Edward
Oswald was standing on the edge of the lawn
again, watching the damty Grace with en-
raptured eyes.

“Hallo, Handy, old son I” said Jerry Dodd,

slapping Handforth on the back. “ What's
this 1 hear about you?”

“Don’t bother me!” said Handforth coldly.
“I'm making up a bit of poetry—— I mean

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“They tell me that you've decided to stay
at the station, here?” went on Jerry. *(Good
luck, old man!”

“Thanks!” said Handforth awkwardly.

“It's a fine life—and 1 almost wish that 1
could stay, too,” sard Jerry., “ But my father
insists that 1 shall complete my education at
St. Frank’s. And as I'm not on holiday now,
I can’t even stay on here for another single
day. The pater is a bit strict, you seo. He
knows that this is the middle of the school
term, and—"

1

“What does 1t matter, anyhow?” broke
in Handforth. “I'm staying-—not you!l”

“(roing into the cattle business, eh?”

g N

“You ought to do well,” said Jerry, nod
ding. “You're just *"e rizit stamp. And
you can rely upon my si:ters to keep you
entertained.”

“By George, rather!”
g a deep breath,.

“Not all of them, . course,”
Jerry carclessly. *“Alice is going to peot
married within & few months. JUynthia is
going to visit some of our relatives in Mel.
bourne; and Llsie and . race are going back
to their schonl, in Sydney, next week. Still,
vou'll have the kiddies to keop you com-
[JH.U}'.“

“Elsie and Grace!”
with a violent start.
In Sydney!”

“Next week !” nodded Jerry,

“But—hbut—but o

“There’ll be plenty of life here without
the girls, though,” continued Jerry. "' And
once you get right down 1into the cattle
business you’ll find it fascinating, and—'

“1've ehanged my mind,” said Handforth
hurriedly. " I—I think I'll settle in Sydney,
instead.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

“Sydney's a fine city—so I've lLeard,” zaid
Handy. “Derhaps I can get a job——"

*Ha, ha, bhal”

“It won’t do, Handy, old man!” grinned
Church., “Lven if you do get a job in
Svdney, you can’t be constantly hanging
round Jerry's sister, Grace.”

“Why, you—you—-"

said Handforth, tak-

went on

ejaculated Handforth,
" éuing back to school.
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“And there’s Irene to think about,” said
AMcClure.  “Surely vou haven't [orzotien
Trene Manners, at the Moor View School!”

Ami IHandforth was chipped =0 unmerei-
fully. and the fellows reoared with such hearty
lauchter, that he fled.  Curiously enough, he

did not utter another word about leavning
the cat!le business, or getting a Jjob in
Sydney !
CHAPTER 16.
@ Into Unexplored
g_ﬁ e tralia !
<! . ¢ Vi e
.,.-- _,_.:,__ ‘f_r HF next dav, bright

and carly, the great

coach-train  took its

loave from the Dodd

homestcad., The stay
had been brief, and Mr. and Mrs. Dodd
urged Nelson Lee 1o let the school remain
longer. But Lee was compelicd to point
ot that this was an educational, rather than
a picasure, trip. Moreover, there was a
certain  gchedule to be kept. My, Dndl
accepied these explanations, and he wished

the party God-speed and the best of luck.

All the station hands turned out to give
the party a rousing sond-off, Incidentally,
Handforth lingered long over !is farcwell
handshako with the dainty Grace.

Bat by the evening, when the gri‘ult outfil
had travelled manv scores of miles, Hand-
forth was rapidly recovering from his gloom
‘of the morning. There were so many “frosh
“c)m{u“* to see, so many new {(nings 1o
marvel at, that he even forgot his lates: love,

The travelling school was now pencirating
into the heart of a region that never before
had been explored. At least, there were no
roads or tracks; no hf)n‘wcmads, 10 slations.
Tt was a vest Jand of sci ‘ub, of plains, with
Lheve and there a bLelt of fmui. and, occasion-

ally, a lake or a stream, and sometimes a
swap.
It was practically tropical in thiz part of

Qawmn.aml. and the hcat was terrific.

The general plan, so the rumonr went, was
to penetrate into a scction of the Northern
Territory, and then to veer round and make
for Clonenrry, 1n Queensland, afterwards
making south through Longreach and Charle-
ville, then going down into New South Wales,
and possibly to Sydney, and then through
Canberra, and so on to Melbourne

But it would be some weeks—two or three,
at least—before they got down into Lower
Queensiand again.  The first part of their
journey was to be into the wilder, more
remote country.

Three days after leaving
station the outfit was well off the beaten
irack, hundreds of iniles from the nearest
Trmn:hip of any size. DMost of the fellows
Lelieved that they had alrcady crossed the
border, and that they were in the Northern
Territory.

the Dodd
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There had been ne more trouble of any
kind. Verano, the chief mechanie, was a
model of politeness and industry. Daily he
made his inspections of the coaches, and
never oncee had Sir Arthur bad cause ta
complain. Verano, it scemed, was doing his
slip of his.
Perhaps some of the conceit had been
out of him—at all cvents, it was
by everybody thwr he was a great deal
end, inecidentally, a great

noted |

more cflicie 11‘
i | TJnnL I'll ehange my mind about that
said Sir Arthur, as he sat chatting
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with Nelson Lee, after dusk had fallen. “He
is doing his work splendidly now. It only
shows you, Mr. Lee, that it iz ncecssary to
be firm."”

“If I were you, I would get rid of him
at the first opportunity,” said Lee quietly.

“But why? He is all that could bo desired
now,” said the millionaire. * Desides, he i3
a man of extremely wide experience. le 1
brilliantly clover -

“Nevertheless, T
said Nelson Lee.

don't cuite trust him,”
“It is, of course, for you

to decide, Sir Arthur. Jutb I am  not
comfortable about the man.”

Sir Arthur laughed.

“Forgive me for being sceptical, Mr. Lee,
but for the life of me 1 cannot sce your
point " he said. **What can the [ellow do,

anyway? He ought to be thankful that be
is allowed to kccp his job—he has only kept
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it becauze I had no other man available.”
“Well, keep your eye on him, that’s all,”
said the schoolmaster-detective.  “Don’t
trust him tao much, Sir Arthur, or you
may regret i, 2
The millionaire was inclined to smile
broadly at this warning. Ile had every

faith in Pierre Verano’s abilities, for the |

man had bheen in his employment for many
vears, and had proved himself to be a
master mechanie of exiraordinary brilliance.
It was for that very rcason that he had
been brought on this important trip. XHe
was one of the mest highly-paid experts 1n
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Sir Arthur's organisation. Until that unfor
tunate incident, some days ago, Sir Arthur
had never had any trouble with the man;
and Sir Arthur eould not forget that Verano
was a hot-blecoded Latin, Now that he had
had his leszon, he would prebably be more
eflicient than ever,

In the light of what was destined to
happen that very night, this brief conversa-
tion between Sir Arthur and Nelson Lee
was somewhat significant.

There was to be no travelling through the
night, for the country ahead was unknown

and wooded. It was far better to wait until |

the morning, when a start would be mado
soon after dawn.

As usual, the great coaches were all
grouped in a wide circle; but no camp-fires
were allowed, owing to the tinder-dryness
of the grass, A warm northerly wind was

blowing, too, and there was very little relief
from the heat of the day.

Many of the fellows found it diflicult to
sleep at first, owing to the uncomfortable
heat, although soon after midnight the
temmperature dropped considerably, bringing
sleep to the majority.

Iivarything was very quiet except for thae
rustling of the breeze, and as the sky wagy
rather clouded the night was very black.

Nipper, turning over in his bunk, uvoticed
a vague odour in the air, but he was now
haif-asleep, and he took no notice of it.?
Some nunutes later, however, a strong waf
of the odour came to his nostrils, blowin
in from the open window of the coaech’s
upper-deck, near-by.

“That's funny!” he muttered, silting up.

He recognised the smell now. It was
petrol,  There was nothing particularly
startling in this, considering that all these
great coaches were run on petrol.  Yet
- Nipper had never smelt the spivit so strongly
before. Ide leaned out of the window, and
was more stariled than ever to discover
that the smell of petrol was nearly stupefying
toulside. It filled the air hke a drug, and

(it came up to him in overpowering wafts!

CHAPTER 17.
Treachery !

IPPER slipped out ol
his bunk, and softly
awakened Tommy
Watson and 'regellis-
Woest and Travers.
“What's wrong?” asked Travers, sitling

up. “Hallo! There's a rummy niff!  For

the love of Samson! Petrol, isn't it1”

“Yez,” muttered Nipper. “Don’t make
any nolse, you fellows. 1 think our coach
must have sprung a leak, The tank has
busted, or something. Anyhow, there's a
' lot of petrol escaping. Let’s pop down and’
see 1f we can locate the trouble.”

Handferth sat up with a grunt.

““What the dickens are you chaps doing?”,
he asked, putting his legs over the sido ok
bunk. “Phew! Isv’t it warm? 'They told
us it would be hot up in this territory—
My only hat! Who's using paraflin ?”

“Jt's not parathn—it’s petrol,” sa1d Nipper.:
“I think our tank must have sprung a leale.”;

“0Ob, my hat!” said Handforth, in dis-
may. ‘“What the dickens are we going to
do? If we run out of petrol, we shan’t bo
table to reach the pext township! It’s hun-
pdreds and hundreds of miles away——"

“Cheesa it!” interrupted Travers. “Nog
need to get the wind up, dear old fellow,
This outfit is fully ecquipped; there's tons
of petrel, and to spare. Water and food,
too. We're all right for a couple of weeks,
if neeessarv., Sir Arthur made sure ol that
before we started out.”

-

l




“Yes, but we can't afford to losc any—
particularly at ithis rate, judging by the
niff,” sayd Handforth, * Our tank was [illed
up last mgbt, and 1t holds about a hundred
vallons,”

“Handy's night,” said Nipper. " Although
the outfit is well supplied with spirit, 1t
might wvo scrious if we lose a lot, 'lhe
sooner we can find out the source of this
leak, the better.”

1hey erept down fromn the upper deck
without arousing any of the others, und
Nipper caught tus breath in sharply when
he put his loot to the ground. For he
stepped 1into a puddle—and 1t was a puddie
of petrol!

“Great Scott!” ho muttered. "It
be [eaking at a terrific rate!”

They hurried round to the recar of the
coach, but there was no sign of anything
wrong. 1hey thought they heard u sound
of dripping, kut 1t ccased almost at once.

THE
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“Perhaps it scems moro than it actually |

is?”  murmured  Towmy Watson. “The
ground 18 as dry as a rock, you know, and
instead of soaking in 1t has formed into a
pDﬂl——-—-”

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Travers, 1n
a startled voice. “The smell of petrol is
stronger than ever here.”

“We!l, we'ro right against the coach,”
gatd Sir Montie.

“DBut the wind 1s blowing strongly,” said
Travers. " And the air ts laden with the
smell of petrol! It's coming from those
two coaches standing over there—the Sixth
Form couch and one of the dining-cars!
They can’t be leaking, too!”

“frnpossib!el" said Handforth,
~ All the same, they hurried across to the
other coaches. When they arrived, they were
nearly stupefied with alarm and consterna-
tion, For the ground hero was soaking—
soaking with petrol |

“Treachery !” said Nipper hoarsely.

“What 1"

“It’s treachery, I tell you!” snapped
Nipper. "It oan’t bo anything else!”

“Great Scott!”

“There couldn’t be two eor three leaks all
1t the same time!” said Nipper. “Some-
body has been emptyving - tho tanks de-
liherately—mal icinus?y "

“My only sainted aunt!” said Handforth,
with a gulp. "But—but that’s sorious!”

“Serious!” ejaculated Nipper. “It might
ba tragic! We're scores and scores of iniles
from any scttlement—perbaps bhundreds of
miles from any place where we ecan obtain
petrol.  And, 1if all our supply of petrol is
gone, we shan’t be able to move a yard!
These great coaches will be just about as
uscful as so many haystacks!”

“But—but it’s impossible—it's unthink-
able!” said Tommy Watson  “You must be
wrong, INipper! There's probably  some

clher explanation. 1 dare say the heat has
caused the tanks to swell and erack, and one

or two_nf them have started leaking at the
same time——""
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“Look |” interrupted {landforth. “Who's
that over there?”

In the gloom, te hiad caught sight of a

higure, crouching low, running swiftly., The
other fellows saw the figure at the samo
time, and, with one accord, they rushed
atter 1t,

Stop ! commandeod a sharp voice. * \Yhat
are you boys doing out here?”

“The guv'nor!” said Nipper, swerving.

“What 13 the meaning of this?” asked
Nelson Lee. "Have you boys been foolish
enough to interfere with any of the petrol?”

“Cheese it, sir!” protested Nipper. *1
woko up abeont five minutes ago, smelling
petrol in the air. We came out to iuvestis
gate. And we've found that two or three
of the coaches are leaking!”

“Good heavens!”

“And we just caught sight of a figure,
too, sir!” said Handforth excitedly.
“There's treachery afoot!”

“I'reachery !” muttered Nelson Lee,

He, himself, had come out because he had
fancied that he smelt petrol. But his own
coach—the ene that all the masters used—=
happened to be on the other sido of tho
circle, so that the wind Lad not carried the
odour of the leaking spirit with it, Lee had
caught the merest whitf, and bhe had at once
come out. le, like the juniors, was wear-
ing nothing but his pyjamas.

I'reachery !

Nelson Leo was a cool, collceted man, but
he could mnot help giving a start of con-
sternation as a thought crossed his mind,
Sir Arthur Bramptou had prepared for
every kind of contingency; he had cquipped
this outlit with such lavishness that thero
scemed to be no possibility of mishap. DBut
neither Sir Arthur nor Nelson Lee had pre-
pared against treachery! That was the one
factor which they had not cven thought of,

And immediately the naome of Picrre
Vorano scared into Nelson Lee's brain.

More than once he had caught Verano
looking sullen and wvenomous; he had
warned Sir Arthur of thoe man; but even
Lico himself had never dreamed that Verano
would think of taking such a terrible step
as this!

At the most, Lee had merely suspected
that the half-breed might vent his personal
spite on Sir Arthur. DBut., if it was true
that he had been deliberately emplying tho
petrol-tanks, he was placing the whole ex.
nedition 1 the utmost peril. or out here,
in these wilds, hundreds of miles f{rom
civilisation, the situation would be grave in
the extreme if there was no fuel to drive
these mounster coaches.

All these thoughts passed through Lece's
mind in a flash. He was already running,
tho juniors beside him, in the direction that
that fleeing figure had taken. And the air
was now so thoroughly saturated with petrol
fumes that there could be no louger any
doubt that all the tanks kad been tampered
with,

Nelson Lee was shouting at the top of his
voice; tho jumiors were yelling, Other
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figures were coming out from the coaches,
electrio lights were being switched on. The
whale camp was aroused.

Then came the sudden roar of a starting
motor. The next moment, headlights were
gwitched on, and everybody could see that
one of the tenders was moving.

“The petrol!” yelled Nipper I[rantically.}

It was true. This was an enormous tender
which was nothing more nor less than a tank
on wheels. It contained thousands of gallons
of petrol—the spare supply for the whole
outfit.

The juniors halted and swerved as the
great vehicle came thundering down upon
them, its headlights gleaming brilliantly.

“So!” shouted a wild, shrill voice.
“Pierre Verano has his revenge! IFools—
fools! Did you think that I would forgive
your insults? Tt 1s now my turn to laugh!”

The startled juniors caught a glimpse of
the chief mechanic at the wheel of that
lumbering tender, and it was the figure of a
man who was driven nearly crazy with the
intensity of his hatred and fury!

CHAPTER 18.

The Disaster !

TOP him!” shouted
Nelson Lee. " Men—
men! Stop him at
all costs!”

Drivers, waiters,

cooks and other men of .the outﬁF were rut
ning madly after the swiftly-moving vehicle.

Nelson Lee was in the forefront, and never |

before had the great detective raced so
hard.

He was barcfooted, although he took no
notice of this. He felt that his fcet were
being torn and lacerated, but this was no
time to bother with such trifles. That mad-
man had to be stopped at all costs, for ob
viously he had emptied all the petrol-tanks
of the fleet, and was now making off with

the spare supplies.

Seniors and juniors were running, too, and
Mr, Pyeraft and Mr. Norton and the other
masters were hurrying about, flustered and
flurried, and filled with acute consternation.
Everything had happened so suddenly that
most of the men and boys were still too

bewildered to realise what all this com-
motion meant.
Nelson Lee abruptly came to a halt,

breathing hard, his eyes aglow with alarm.

“It’s no good, men—it’s no good!” he
said. “We cannot hope to overtake that
tender now!”

The other men halted, and Nipper and
Handforth and some of the other juniors
came up, breathlgss. They all stood there,
watching the gleaming headlights of the
escaping tender as it vanished into the dis-
tance. There came the sound of crashing
scrub and bushes as the monster plunged
on, with that vengeful maniac at the wheel.
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“We're gpne, guvnor—we're done!”
panted Nipper hoarsely.
“So it seems, young ’'un,” said Lee. " Let

us pray that there is still some petrol left
in the tanks of the coaches. Men! Run
bac:k" as fast as you can—examine tho tanks

| ""What does this mean, Mr. Lee?” gasped
 Sir Arthur, as he came hurrytng up. “ Whai
has happened? I am told that there ba:
been treachery—"

“Verano!” said Lee, pointing. " Either
| he has gone insane, or he has done this
dreadful thing maliciously.”

“The hound! The scoundrel!” shouted
bthe millionaire. **And you warned me
L against him, too, Mr, Lee! 1 was a fool
not to heed your adviee! But what could
| do? 1t was umpossible to put the man in
handcufls and to carry him as a prisoner!”

“Do not blanie yourself, Sir Arthur,” said
 Nelson Lee. “ You wero not to imagine that
' the man would commit such—"

Lee broke off, for at that moment there
came a dull, thudding crash. At the same
| sccond the gleawing heuadlights of the dis-
“tunt tender were extinguished.

“He’s crashed!” shouted Nipper.

“Quick!” said Lee. "There is a chance
thut the vehicle is only disabled, and that
| tho petrol will remain intact. Even now we
might retrieve this disastrous situation. But
b - - - . »n
if that vindictive brute—-

“Look, sir!” gasped Handforth. “Flames]
The thing has ecaught fire!”

“Great heavens!” panted Sir Arthus.

And then, before anybody else could make
any comment, there came a terrifie, blind-
ing, luarid burst of flame, to be followed in-
stantly by a tremendous detonation.

"The petrol has exploded!” said Leo
 sombrely. “I was half-afraid of it. And
Verano, without the slightest doubt, has
paid the penalty for his crime!”

“And the petrol has gone!” said 8ir
Arthur, passing a hand over his brow in a

dazed fashion. “What shall we do? Our
spare supplies!”
Everybody stared, fascinated, horrified.

Over in the distance tho flames were leaping
up to a tremendous height, and a great roar
could be heard. Then something elso was
noticed. Nipper was the first to see it, and
his heart seemed to give a leap.
“The flames!” he panted,
“Great Scott! Look, you chaps!”

“They’re coming this way—they’re leaping
across the ground at lightning speed|!”

Nelson Lee saw them at the same moment,
and he spun round, with fresh alarm on his
features.

“Get back—everybody!” he thundered.
“Get clear of the coaches—get right away |

The order was taken up, and others were
shouting it. There was a regular stampede,
Fortunately, none of the coaches wus no
occupied—everybody had come out into the
open,

pointing.

——
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said Handforth dazedly.
Wkhat does
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“The flames!”
“Look! They're nearly on us!
it mean?”

“Stand clear, you boys!” said Lee, his
voice positively agonised. “That tank must
have been leaking, and it lefv a trail eof
petrol behind.”

“Oh, great Scott!” said Nipper, as he
understood.  “ It's like a trail of gunpowder
—it's like a fuse!”

There was something positively frightiul
in this situation. Xverything was happening
with such staggering speed that practically
nothing could be dong to avert the disaster.
In Verano's frenzy, he had probably opened
the taps of the great petrol-tender, and thus,
as he had driven away, the spirit had poured
over the ground, leaving a deadly trail be-
hind it—like @ miniature river; and the
spirit, of course, had not had time to soak
completely into tho ground,

“The {lames will be on us in ten scconds,
sir ! shouted Nipper. “And once they get
to the coaches, nothing on earth can save
them fromn destruction! Can’t we do some-
thing ? Can’t we cut this petrol trail?”

But, even as he spoke, he rcalised the
impossibility of any such move. If they had
had five minutes ut their disposal, they
might have done something. But there was
not even a matter of live seconds!

For, with ineredible speed and over-
powering fury, the flames were leaping over
tho ground—rushing onwards like some
monstrous thing of life!

“ Back—back !"” shouted Lee.

Many of the men, and some of the juniors,
too, were only just in the nick of time.
They leapt back, and the flames rushed past
them, between them, setting up a wall of
fire. But, mercifully, none of the boys was
touched by those flames.

Then came an overpowering roar—it was
a miniature explosion—as the ground be-
reath and around the stationary coaches
flumed up. FFor there were hundreds
gullons of petrol soaked there, and it flared
up with a ferocity that was dreadful to
witness. X

Nobody could do anything.

Nine-tenths of those men- and boys, to tell

the truth, were stunned into utter help
lessness by the swiftness of this  tragic
happening; they could only stand there,
dumb and bewildered, watching. Soon

they were compelled to back away, for the
heat from those leaping flames was terrifie.

Ten minutes carlier, the camp had been
peaceful and quict, and everything scemed
normal.

Now, Picrre Verano was dead, killed by
his own demoniac hatred and fury—Dblown to
atomns in the explosion of that plunging
tank, which had evidently struck against
some obstruetion, or, perhaps, had fallen
into a narrow gully.

And Sir Arthur Brampton's magnificent
coaches—the pride of his transport organisa-
tion—werce burning like so many torches!

of.
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CHAPTER 19.
The Roll Call !

T'S  impossible!” said
[ Handforth. in &
husky voice, “Wa
shall wake up soon,

vou chaps! We must
be dreaming all this! It's too awful to bo
true 1™

“"I'm wondering if everybody is safe!” said
Nipper. “If they weren't out of the coaches,
there was no carthly chance for them! Even
if they tried to escape, they could never get
through those flames! Ob, it’s too horrible
—too ghastly i”

“They all got out—they're all safe!” said
Travers. “The alarm was given before the
flames got here, and cverybody turned out.”

“What

0

about Archie?” put in I'ullwood
hoarsely. “You kunow what a lazy beggar
Archie is! Ile might have stoppced 1 bed.
Oh, isn’t it awful ?”

Nelson Lee and Mr., Stockdale and one or
two of the other masters and prefeets were
hurryving round, giving orders, telling every-
bodv to get further and furfuer back, well
out of the zone of danger.

Although everybody moved, they could not
tako their eyes off that terrible, yet mag-
nificent sight. For the fire was onec of the
most spectacular that any of the fellows had
ever seen. It was stupendous in its enormity
—staggering in 1ts lmpressiveness.

The flames were leaping up to a height
of {ifty or sixty feet, and the black night
had been ehanged into a brilliance that was
nearly as dazziing as sunlight. DBut it was «
vellowish, lurid light, flickering and awe-
INSPITing.

Not one of the coaches or
escaped,

Verano, evidently, had started his fiendish
work early, and he had practically finisTied
when Nipper had awakened, and when tho
alarm had been given. The man had gono
from coach to coach, opening the petrol taps
and allowing the spirit to escape. Thus,
when that fire swept up, 1t cmbraced tho
whole outfit in one flaring, flaming rush.
Every coach and everv tender was wuvolved ;
and now those magnificent vehieles, superb
in construction, masterpicces of engineering
skill, were no better than red-hot scrap-iron,

tenders lmd

with everything they had contaimed de-
stroved.

Petrol, water, food, baggage—cverything
gone | .

The caiastrophe was iveredibly awful, yet
hardly anvbody realized the soviousness of
it. But Nipper, who was stauding close to
Vivian Travers, had very quickly grasped
the appalling possibilities,

“Weo're finished, Travers—we've absolutely
{1'"&-\;1-'{ shakine his | d iolontlv
done !” he said, shaking his head vyioiently,
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as though to convince himself that he was
really awake. “Think of it!”

“I'm thinking, dear old fellow,” said
Travers soberly. “Well, welll Shipwreck
at sea could not be so bad as this”

“Out here, in this wild, practically un-
explored region!t” said ipper. “And
everything has gonc—our means of trans-
port, our {ood, our water, our complete
supplies!”

“We haven’t even got shoes to our feet,
or coats to our backs!” said Travers coolly.
“"For the love of Samson! Did you ever
know of such a situation?
—pvory manjack of us! Just pyjamas, and
all our clothing has gone west in the fire!
Shoes, shirts, suits, hats! Upon my word,
Nipper, it’s so frightfully bad that it’s no
good getting mto a panic over it. They
say that worse disasters happen at sea, but
Ih cun”t imagine anything much worse than
this I’

Nipper was silent. He was watching tho
flames. They were dying down somewhat
now, for the petrol had been consumed;
only the coaches were burning, and these
were just masses of red-hot, twisted metal.

Sir Arthur Brampton stood apart, like a
statue, He seemed to be stunned.

And now Nelson ILee was going round, |

iving orders, and the prefects were shout. |
ing to the jumniors, collecting the Forms to- |}
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We're in pyjamas |

gether. The men were being mustered, too. !
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“It’'s the roll call, you [fellows,” said
Fenton, of the Sixth, as he came up. “Mr.

Lee wants to find out if there is anybody
missing.”

“What do you
Nipper.

‘“ Personally, I think we're all safe,” said
the school captain ““Safe?” he added bit-
terly. ‘“Safe for the hour, perhaps. But
what’s going to happen to us to-morrow?”

Then came the roll-call.

When all the Forms were collected and
formed wup into lines, Nelson Lee himself
went round. In spite of the recent commo-
tion and panie, everything was now orderly.
Nelson Lee started with the fags, and he
was cnormously relieved when he found that
all the Third-Formers were present—and,
more¢over, all unharmed.

It was the same with the Yourth—and
again the samo with the Remove.

Archie Glenthorne, much to the satisfae-
tion of the other juniors. was ount there. Ti
turned out that he had only just escapcd
in the nick of time. He had remained in the
Remove coach—-right until the flames had
burst out on the other stde of the circle.
Then he had given a mad leap, and had
just escaped with his life.

The Fifth Form and the Sixth Form were
also intact—and the masters were all present.

And when the roll-call was taken among
the men a sigh of general relief went un.

think, Fenton?" asked
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fn spile of the awful nature of the disaster,
there had, at least, been no lives lost; only
Pierre Verano's. He, without question, was
dead.
escaped from tnat terrific explosion.

“Well, while there’s life there’s hope,”
sald Travers philesophically., “Thank good-
ness we're all saved, Thatl's one consolation,
dear old fellows.”

“Something always scems to happen to
' - gy . - TRt G ;
usl” said Gore-Pearco sourly. Whenever
wg¢ come on some sort of expedition, there's
a disaster. Hece we arve, stranded in the
Australtan bush! It's a rotien shame! Mr,
Lee oughtn’t to have permitted the trip!”
“You rotteri” said Nipper, turning hotl,
pn Gore-Pearce. “Is this a time to grumble.
You know as well as. I do that Mr. Lece 1s

not to blame.”

“Ho is!” insisted Gore-Pearce. “We're
ell in a dreadful hole—and if Mr. Lee hadn't
given his consent it

“Better stop, Gore-Pearce!” advised
Travers., “Nipper's looking dangerous—and,
believe me, if he hits out, he'll hic hard !V

“Yes, it’s a filthy trick to blame any-
body,” said Boots, of tho Fourth., *“ILvery
precaution was taken—every possibility was
allowed for. Why, the very thuug}lt of
danger was laughable an hour ago!”

“We're alive, anyhow,” said Christine
thhankfully.

“And how could anvhody be prepared for
such treachery " asked Nipper. “On second

THE

thoughts, thougzh, I don’t believe it was
treachery.”

“What do you mean?” asked Travers.
sfaring,

“DBut it couldn’t have been,” protested
Nipper.  “Verauno, in his right senses,

couldn’t have been so fiendish as to leave us
stranded here, in the middle of the bush.
No; it’s my belief that the man went mad.”
- “That's about the size of it,” said Hand.
forth. *“Look at the way he jumped out of
that coach, when it got away, the other day.
He was rad, than, A clever chap—a genius
at mechanics—but he was probably on the
border-line of sanily. And this tremendous
heat of the last day or two has probably
done the trick., It turned his head—and,
with o grudge against Sir Arthur, his mad-
ness took a defiuite form. He must have
believed, in some crazy sort of way, tha
he had to be revenged on all of us.”

“Ho was sane enough to try to escane,”
said Gore-Pearce pointedly.

“But not sane cnough to keep the petrol
in the very vehicle on which he was cscap-
ing,” satd Nipper. *“The faet that he opencd
the taps of that tank proves, to my mind,
that he must have been as mad as ¢ hatter.
So what's the good of grumbling at Mr.
Lee, or at Sir Arthur? How could they
prepare themselves against madness, and a
crazy desivo for revenge? And whail's tho
sood of talking now, anyhow? 'I'he damagc
has been done—and we must thank Heaven
that we're still alive!”

It was impossible that he could have |

h
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CHAPTER 20.
Stranded in the Bush !

3 ELSON LEE  was
grave and haggard,

“We must bear this
blow as bravely as we
can, Sir Arthur,” ho
was saying By a merciful Providenee, we
arc all alive, and in that we hLave much to
be thankful for.” :

“But our position?” asked the millionaire.
“Whaut can we do? IHow can we get into
communication with a township or settle-
ment?  Idow can help be brought to us:
Our plight is too terrible to contemplate! We
aro without clothes, without food »

“And without any kind of instruments,”
said Nelson Lee. “There 1s not even a com-
pass amongst the lot of us—not even a
nocket-knife.  Without exception, we are
devoid of every stiteh of clothing except py-
jainas. One or two of us, I believe, have
glippers, but the majority are bare-footed.”

“Not a cooking utensil—not a knife or
fork.” said '+ Arthur huskily, “Upon my
word, Mr. Lee, it's—it's so tragic that 16
almost becomes humorous. Stranded! With-
out food, or water, or-——— But I can’t reaiiso
it-——I can’t picture it in my mind. 1t’s un-
believable!™

To Sir Arthnr it scemed unthinkable. The
equipment had been so complete, so lavish.
Magnificent dining-saloon, with superb cut-
lery, plate, glassware, crockery. Liaborate
kitchens, and perfecily equipped dormitories
and bed-rooms.

And now-—nothing!

At least. nothing but a few twisted, red-hot
secraps of metal. There were those once-per-
feet coaches, some on an even keel, others
tilting over, and all of them shrunken and
warped and distorted. Thero was notlung
left excent nseless metal.

“Which is the nearest township?” asked
Nelson Lee suddeniy.

The millionaire started.

“Township?"” he repeated. “1 don’t
know! I have been carcfree—indifTerent as
to our exact position., I only know that we
are in a rezion that iz praetically uninha-
bited. Possibly there may be some hlacks,
Lut cven this I doubt. 1 am not surc whether
we are in Queensland, or in Northern Terri-
tory. It was our intention, as ypu may re-
member, to take out exact bearings to-
morrow, anhd to seltle on a definile course.
We just wandered into this region carelessly,
almost aimlessly, for the purpose of giving

the schoo! a glimpse of Australia n 1ts
wildest form.”
Nelson Lee left Sir Arthur’s side, and

walked forward. He rmmounted a little hillock,
and all eves were turncd upon hin.
“{Uather round, everybody !” he said, his
voice carrying to one and all. * Come, boys
—yes, you, too, men. There 1s something «
want to say to you.”

(Concluded on page 41.)
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WHO WON

Interesting facts about the four

a7

THE “ASHES!”

players who

are the aubjwz's of this week’s Free Gifts.

Percy Chapman,

B O be r-:lpt’nn

, ] o f ]
0 wm -
%2 ¢ r i cket

" team  at thn age
'-J] eh--what a
1% lream ! This

¢ was realised by
Perey Chapman,

\\"K\ % )/.@)"?( ::ll‘] nhrt H}-E' t-; n:lli;i:;
%CHAPMAE the B n i:3;‘-![ iil.n.{l
T side  when  the
“Ashes” were

taken from the Anztralians in 1920, DBut if
i some respects this smiling boy, who was
born at Reading in 1200, was lucky, therc is

none to deny that he deserves his luck.

A member of a sporting famuly, it was
obvious when (:'.Lpiu;iu went to I‘ppm*rh&ul
that he would be a great erickerer. The
hopes were stroengthened when he gained his
Blue at Combridge as a Freshman in 1920,
and two years later he scored a century in
the “battle of the Blues.”

Qualificd for Kent by residence, he has
plaved some wondorfe] innings for the county
since he left school, but it is rather strange
that he shonld be skipper of England and
not the mguhn' k}uppm of his county side,

*
John Berry Hobbs.

Is there really anything new which can
be said about Jack Hobbs? T doubt it. The
books of ericket are simply plastered with
thg name of the Surrey crack. He is associ
ated with practically every :ceord set up in
the batting side of the game. He has scored
move centuries than any other cricketer, not

even excluding W. G. Grace, and during
the present Australian tour he passed the
3,000 in Test match  ericket

ﬁg_ﬂ'l'ﬂ rate
between I*'nﬁ[fnnd and Australia only.

Hobbs 1s now 46 years of age, and he first

began to play for Surrey 23 years ago. com-
g {o London to take 1p (ruht sertously
from his native Cambridge. Many of us
may have forgotten an 1nh.re-‘»tmg feature
concerning his
youth. He had
trials for Issex.
and was turned
down! What a
tragedy for
amey 10ssex.
i As a batsman
4 we like him be-
cause he  goes
or the bowling
—can play all the
known strokes in
tho pgame with
equal facility,

!
!
|
i

]

Herbert Sutcliffe.

We often {alk
about a player
having the big
match te1131301‘:1~
ment, and we
never wonderg
what that reans;
1If we think of
Heoerbert SSit-
cliffe. Hero is
a :mnn' 1Tl Wik
rizes {o his very
best when the
ceeasion 1 s a
speetally big one, It was Suteliffe’s century on a
diffieult wicket which did so mueh to win
the " Ashes ” for England in the memorable
Tost matches of 1926,

In Australia previously he had done won-
ders, having a Test match average “down
under " of over 80, and scoring a greater
number of runs—734—than any other man
had  ever made In one series of Tests
between England and Australia.

Born at Pudsey 34 years ago, he did not
lind a regular place in the Yorkshire team
until the war was over, and it can be said
of him that the determination and tho
patience which he shows at the wicket did
most 1o make him a cricketer.

* ¥
Harold Larwood,

It, «carcely going too far to say that
Harold Larwood has achieved the seemin ly
impossible.  When you think of a fast bowler
you think of a big fellow, something approach-
ing a giant in slature or physique, But here
is o boyish-looking player of less than average
hrmht- five feet auvnﬁ—“ho has come to be
a;an»ludgml as tha finest fast bowler of the
present day,

ITe was born at Nuncargate, which in
\oftmfrhmmhue on the fourth of Nevember,
1904, ’\"Jhrn he was 16 Joe Hardstaft, on tha
look-out for likely talent. saw him lmw], and
Joo said to the Notis officials: “Pick up this
ladd: he will be good.”

The lad was then working in a coal-mine,
out of which he
was glad to get,
because his heart
was 1n ericket.
Within a year
of getting 1nto
the county side g4
of Notts hepdiy
ylayed fori&
JEng]n.nd. I isge s
pace 18 remark-
able for a
layer so small.
More power 1o
his elbhow !

i
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OPENING INSTALMENT ofF ouUR MAGNIFICENT NEW SERIAL!

RIVALS$£BLUE CRUSADERS/

SEARLES
BROOKS.

The Winning Qoal !
1LL FOWKIES, the celebrated six-
‘:‘/ teen-stone goalie of the Blue Cru-
saders, leapt upwards with amazing
agility, and met the lcather with
both fists.

Thud !
Tho shot, true from the foot of the Alex-

aggressive, and had been forcing the pace all
through the game.

But the Blues were adepts at forcing the
pace, too, and, consequently, the mateh had
been packed with thrills from the very first
moment of the kick-off. Mr. Ulysses Pie-
combe, the manager, who was sitting in the
arand stand, was wearing a worried frown.

andra United's centre-forward, was a | The “gato” was not as big as it ought te
beauty; but IFatty IFowkes' save was cven | have been. There were many thin places on
botter. The ball went soaring into mid-field, | the terraces—and in the grand stand, too.
to be instantly trapped by Dave Moran, the | On such a fine afternoon as this, with a
Blues’ skipper and League game on  the
centre-half. ; . programme, the pground

“Well saved, Fatty!”  Thrills are whatl the public always should have beemn

“Go it, the Blues!” wanls. and thatl's where dirt track pf{*ked to  capacity.

Dave Moran passed Tl , | 0 Yet the crowd was
swiftly and accurately racing has a E?rg f’””- ne Of many thousands short

to the right wing, and
Tich Harborough, of
St. Frank’s, took the
ball in his stride, and
the next moment he
was streaking away up
the touchline.

“Pass, Tich, pass!”

But the Hon., Tom
toolk his own time, and
when he centred it was a perfect piece of
judgment. Rex Carrington, the sharpshooter
of the DBlues, accepted the pass like Iightning,
and he sent in a grand first-time shot, but
by a supreme cffort the goalie flung hnnﬁclf
down, and just managed to turn the leather
round tho post,

“Corner 1"

Crusaders’

the fortunes of

A mighty yell went up from thousands of

excited spectators. It was a Saturday after-
noon, and the Stronghold, in Bannington, was
packed, 'The Blue Crusaders were at home to
Alexandra United, tho well-known Second
Division London team. It was the closing
stages of the game, and the score was one-
all. Tor once, the I3lues had been having a
still fight. 'The London team was active and

ihese tracks opens next lo the Blue
foothall ground and
the question now 1S :
Lhe
All readers will revel in the ﬁrst
chaplers of this splendid serial.

of the average.

Of course, there were
large numbers of St
Frank’s juniors present
—including Lionel Cor-

Will it affect

.- .

Jamous Blues ¢

coran, of the TKuasg
House JFourth, who
was, incidentally, the

cole owner of the Blue

(Crusaders Foothall

Club.,  Armstrong and Grifith, Reggio

Pitt and Jack Grey, Dick Goodwin and

Singleton and Doyle—quite & number of
fellows were watching.

But such stalwarts as Nipper, the Remove

captain, and Handforth, and Archie Glen-

thorne, and DBoots, und Christine, were

absent. T'hese fellows, of course, were away

from St, Frank's just now—on their world

tour, aboard the School Ship. At the

moment, indeed, they were in Australia.
“Goal 1”

Tich, tlm Blues’ brilliant winger, had taken
the corner-kick, and as the ball dropped right
in front of goal, Rex Carrington’s head shot
up, and the next second tho ball had gono
ever the goalkeeper’s shoulder into the net
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That was really the end of the game, for,
atthough the visitors tried hard to get the
equaliser during the closing minutes, Fatty
Fowkes baulked them every time. And once
again the famous Blues hiad been victorious,
They were well in tha upper half of the
l.eague table, and it was their ambition to
finish at the fop~to win promotion into theo
IFirst Division,

Indecd, but for some vecent set-hacks, in
no way connected with the actual play, they
would have been at the top now. DBut
enemiecs had been working against them, and
they had had a hard fight.

Now, haowever, all that was ever, and the
future losked bright, 4

“Woll done, boys—well done!”
Mr. Picconibe, as the players eame 1n.
hard game, and a good win,”

“We should have done better, s=ir, if all
our forwards had been in tip-top form,” said
IFatty Fowkes boisterously., “DBut Rex was
the only fellow who had his shooting-boots
on.”

“You hulking great idiot ! snorted Andy
Tait, thn inside-left. ' What about vou?
We should have won by two clear goals if
vou hadn't made a mess of things in the first
half.” :

“Don’t argue, boys,” said Mr. Piecombe,
holding up a lean hand. “lLet us be—er—
salisfied that we have won. You all played
splendidly, and 1 need say no more than
that.”™ "

The players crowded into ihe dressing-
room, noisy and lively, After the plunge-
bath they were feeling fit and brisk, with
healthy appetites for tea.

Outside, their famous hlue and white motor-
coach was wailting to convey them to St,
Frank's College. Many St. TFrank’s boys
were walting, too, on their bicyeles—ready to
accompany the, players home.

Ior at present the Blue Crusaders were
located at St, Frank’s. As half the school
was away, the headmaster had been kind
enough to allow the foothallers to oeccupy
the Ancient House. In the meantime, many
changes were taking place at the Stronghold.

A great new stadium was being built—a
sp!enﬁid grand stand, with offices, club-house,
and cvery luxury imaginable. Lionel Cor-
coran, the schoolboy owner, was very rich,
and lLe was lavishing a Jarge amount of
money on the c¢lub. '

When the players got outside they found
Corcoran standing just bevond the gates,
looking thoughtfully up the road. Mr.
Ulyssea Piecombe was there, too, talking with
John Smart, the trainer,

“Ready, Corky ?” asked the Hon. Tom Sil-
ward Harborough, running up, and elapping
Corcoran on the back.

“Fh? VYes, rather,” said Corky, with a
start, “Got your motor-bike? Good!
Mine's here, ready, too.”

“What’s happencd?” asked Tich, staring.
“You were looking pretty scrious when ]
came up.”

Corcoran f{rowned as he glanced up the
road again,

Lioomed
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“Ym_ afraid we're going to have some
trouble very soon,” he said. “Until now,
the Blues haven’t had any rivals in Banning-
ton, But the opening up of the Speedway
will probably make u big difference.”

“Think so?"” asked Fatty TFowkes, as he
joimed them., “You’re not going to tell me
that the Bannington people are going to
[orsako football for motor-cyeling 1”

“It's the latest craze, Fatty,” said Lionel
Corcoran. “And the public is always ready
to patronise something new and novel. Be-
sides, this Specdway 1is something extra
special—all tho enclosures are covered in, and
aven the track itself 1s protected. No matter
how bad the weather, the races will be held.”

“But it won't interfere with us, will 1t7”
asked Dave Moran., “I understand that the
Speedway 12 only opening in the evenings.”

He glanced up the road, too, and he could
seo the blare of cleetrie lights over the en-
trance of the noew Bannington Speedway.
Some months ecarvlier, that particular enclo-
sure had been known as the Arena—a grey-
hound-racing track—but it had been a
failure as such, and for many weeks the place
had been empty,

Now, however, 1t had been bought by some-
body who was planning to run it as a dirt
track. There was evidently plenty of money
behind the venture, too, for no expense had
been spared in preparing for the opening.

For Good Schoot Yarns
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The first meeting was advertised to take place
that very evening, and already Bannington
was beginning to evinco a great interest mn
the place. Several erack riders were adver.
tised to appear, and there were some big
prizes to be competed for. The prices of
admission were moderate, and it was evident
that the place was to be run on sound, clean
lines. No bookmakers were allowed, no het-
ting was permitted, and the sport was to
be healthy and clean and honest.

“Why werry?” asked Rex Carringion,
“The Speedway can’t make any diference
io the Blues,» ,

“1 am afraid you are wrong, Carrington,”
said Mr. Pieccombe, looking round. * Ban-
nington is not like London; there is only a
certain number of pcople. And if a great
many of them decide to spend their money
in the Specdway, then they cannot spend i
in the Stronghold. You will have noticed
that our gate, this afternoon, was by no
means a good one.”
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“Why, I thought the enclosuro was packed,

L

sir,” said Rex,
“It appearcd to bo pnchcd—but, actnally.
there were mwany thin spots,” said the

manager, frowning. “ Iiven before the Speed
way has been officially opened, we are begin
ning to feel a—cr—draught. It i1s most
disturbing—mott unfortunate !”

Ai the New Bpecdway !
THERE was really something in Mr.

Piccombe’s fears.
Much as the Bannington pcople
wero altracted by League football,
it was more than likely that a very large
number of people would “fall ” for the new
sport, Dirt tracle racing was new to Banning-
ton, and thero was every possibility that the
public would wax enthusiastic over the thrills
and Dbreathless execitement of this new form
of entertainment,

If Bannington had been a big industrial
city. with hundreds of thousands of people to
draw upon, everything might have been all
right. But Banmngton, aftor all, was limited
in its popnlation. Only tho gll‘-lb enthu-
stasm of the inhabitants had permitted the
Stronghold to bo filled at every home match,

Rivalry, in the form of this Specdway,
might have a very scrious effcet upon tho
pates.  Providing the Blue Crusaders main-
tained their winning form and gave sparkling
displays, all might be well; but if they struck
a bad palclu and lost one or two home games,
then the public would desert them in droves,
Mpr. Piccomboe was convineced of this, and his
anxicty was understandable,

“Look here, boys, I’ve got an ldt"l said
Liotzel Corcoran cheerfully. “It's a Satur-
day, and we St, Frank’s fellows are all free.
\’fhy go home to tea? I suggest that we
invade the Japancse Café, have a feed, and
then attend the opening of the Speedway.”

*“Hear, hear!” said Tich Harborough.

And Hvrrrrw Pith and Armstrong, and many

of the other St. Frank’s juniors, heartily
agreed with this proposal.
“But Iatty 1 D“L(‘*‘i was dubious,
“Motor-eycling 1” he said, with a sniff.

“Who wants to see a lot of silly chumps buzz
ing round a cinder track on motor-bikes 7

““Have you ever seen a dirt track race?”’
asked Corcoran.

“Well, no,” admiited Tatty,

“Then wait until yvou see one before you
judge the Speedway,” replied Corky., “ Any-
how. I'm interested: This dirt track locks
like being a big rival for the Blues, and I'mm
rather anxious to fiud cut how things are
going.”

“Are you gomg to have a shot on the
track yourself?” agked Rex Carrington, with
fogrin.

“1 might.”

“Good man! If you'll lend me your jigger
afterwards, I'll have a go myself,” said Rex.
“I've always been keen on dirt track racing,
and I believe T should be a success as o
speed demon.”

“Oh, do you!” said John Swmart, striding
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up, and gpeaking aggressively. *“The sooner
vont forget that rubbish, the better!”

“What's the matter, Grouser ?” asked Rex,

“You'll not do any dirt track racing—that’s
what’s the matter!” retorted Grouser grimly,
“Did you hear him, boss?”

Mr. Piccombe nodded.

“I did!” he said curtly. “Carrington, I
absolutely forbid yon to indulge in this—er—
perilous enterprr.&e i

“But there’ll be no harm in having a bit

of fun, sir.’
“Tun ! echoed the manager, “Wenld you
call it fun if you had a spill and broke a limb?”
No, Carrington, we cannot afford to take any
sich risks.. At the present moment you aro
in tip-top form, and without your services
tho tcam would be—er—erippled.”

“Thanks awfully for the compliment, sir,’
said Rex, grinning, and giving a ridelong
look at Grouser. “1 understood from Grouser
this morning that I was just about as useful
as a wooden log.”

“You're not so bad,” admitted the trainer
grudgingly.

But Rex, however, knew ihat he was the
mainstay of the Eleven. IFatty Vowkes, of
course, was simply Hl&l\t‘”mt‘% in goal, but
no team can win matches by defence alone.
And Rex Carringtoy, in his position of centre-
forward, had been scoring goals with cxtra-
orchnai}r regularity and pl‘D(‘l ion, Many of
the famous IMirst Division clubs had their eves
on him, and they would be willing enough
to pay a huge transfer fee in order to obtain
his services.

“You will understand, Carrington, that I
positively forbid you to ride a motor- -eycle
over this—er—ridiculous cinder track,” said
Mr. Piecombe sternly. “I am the manager,
and 1 expect to be obeyved. If Corcoran
chooses to risk his limbs, it is no concern cof
mine. IIe is not a player, and therefore I
have no jurisdiction over him.”

“What about me, sir?” asked Tich, “I
thought about having a go "

“Then you had better forget it, young
man !” mlc‘rrnptul Mre. IT* ernhe

“But it’s safe enough, sir,” protested
Tich, “Besides, I'm a -St, Prnnk s chap "

“I absolutely forbid you to ride a motor-
cycle on one of these tracks, Harborough—
you or any other player of the Blue
Crusaders!” snapped tho manager curtly.

And Mr. Ulysses Piccombe, having thus
delivered himself, strode off. Rex made a
grimmace and shrugged his shouldoers.

“That’s the worst of old Itecan” he said,
“He takes things for grantesd, Fe's made up
his mind that dirt track racing is dangerous,
and he thinks that if T have a shet round
the course T shall break my neck.”

“We'd better humour him, though,” said

Coreoran, “‘\f!vr all, he's fhe manager »
“And you're the owner,” said Rex. “If
vOou give me p{‘l‘II'IIES!(JH "
“Dut T don't!” said Corky coolly. “I'm

not going to take the reins out of Mr. Pie-
combe's hands, Sorry, Rex, old man, but
after what Piccan has said 1 can’t lend you
iy bike.”
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Rex was in no way upset. He rcalised
that Corky was right. Perhaps it really was
foolish to risk injury just for the sake of
having a bit of a thrill; and, as everybody
knew, dirt track racing was not exactly a
safe sport. Secrious injuries are not cemmon,

but even a minor hurt might casily incapaci- |

tate Rex for a week or two, and that would
be a serious matier,

A preat crowd of Blues and St. Frank’s
fellows invaded the Japanese Café, in the
picturesque old High Street, and later they
made their way to the brilliant, electrically-
lit Speedway. They paid their money, and
swarmed into the enclosure.

Bannington, however, was not coming for
ward as enthusiastically as the Specdway
promeolers had boped., Even when it was
close npon time for the first race, the enclo-
sure was not more than half filled.

A rider came roaring past, cvidently test-
g his maehiime—a begoggled, hei’met.etl
demon, spraying up the dirt in a dusty,
rhoking eloud. He went bucking dizzily round
the curve, skidding in the most alarming
fashion,

" Looks promising,” said Rex, with a grin.

His nostrils were filled with the smell of
burning petrol and oil. A dull, continuous
roar eame [rom the pits.

It was all new to Bannington, and the
people were finding it very fascinating.
Presently, when the first race was run, the
crowels were breathless with excitement, awed
by the daring of it all.

There came the staceato crackle of exhausts
and the shouting of the crowds. There was
the iudge, with his draughtboard flag. A
pistol cracked, and the next moment the
riders were off—four of them.

“Gosh!” said Ben Gillingham. the hurly,
bow-legged  right-hack of the  Blues.
“They’ll never get round, boys!”

The helmeted, hegoggled figures came tear-
ing over the track, at forty miles an hour or
more. The riders erouched over their handle-
bars as though they were parts of their
very machines., 'They came thundering, tear-
ing, roaring aleng, veritable Juggernauts.

And then round the first curve, broadsiding
breathlessly, skidding and bucking until it
ccomoed  impossible  that they conld ever
recover their equilibrium.

“Yo gods and little fishes
Tich, “It’s—it’s wonderful!
have a go at this, Corky !’

“You're o Blue—and it can’t be done,”
caid Coreoran calmly, “But I’m different,
and hefore lonp ’'m going to have a run
round this track. It looks hke the real thing

I}.T

cjaculated
'd love to

to me!”’

(That's the end of the first instalment,
chums. What do you think of our new
serial?  But perhaps you haven't read

enough to be able to form a definite opinion
vet?  Wait until yow've seen next week’s
instalment, and then you'll say without
hesitatian 1hat 's one of the wvery Dbest
serials yor've read for a long time.)

B————
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ST. FRANK'S AT THE TEST MATCH!

= (Continued from page 36.)
A R P T L R A TR LR AT AR

They all camre round, silent and wondering.

“There 1s no need for me to tell you that
we are in a tight corner,” said Nelson Lee,
hardly raising his voice abo.ec an ordinary
conversaticnal fone ““We have met with a
disaster which nrono could have forescen.
We are without food and water, and practic-
ally without clothing, We are stranded in
the bush—in the far interior, scores of miles
away from the nearest township. Perhaps
more than a hundred miles. We must face
this situation bravely, and we must do every-
thing we can to combat the difficulties.

“¥Yes, rather, sir!”

“Before to-day, men have been strandesd
on desert islands—etranded without so much
as a rag to their back,” said Nelson Leo.
“Yet they have survived--they have risen
above tho disasters that overtook them. We
have lost everything that we had, and we
arc thrown entirely upon our own resources.
But human ingenuity has achieved much in
the past, and 1f we are all determined, all
courageous, there is no reason why we should

HERIEL
T

—
F

| not win through to safety.”

“It is impossible for us to commence uny
march through this bush as we now stand,”
added Nelson Lee. “The majority of us are
barcfooted, and, moreover, we cannot 1 areh
without food or without water. So our first
task must be to provide ourselves with the
necessities of life—and then, perhaps, we can
fashton some manner of clothing and foot-
gear for oursclves. As I have said, it will
demand all our ingenuity—and all our
paticnce and inventiveness. We must look
upon it that we have Leen cast on a desert
island, and we must act in exactly the same
way."

And Nelson Lee was gratified to see that
the majority of the schoolboys and men were
looking cager and hopeful. As long 23 they
could Pf{mp their spirits up there might be
definite hope.

It was the spirit that mattered—the spiiit
to ricse above these appalling diflienities, and
to win through!

Yet nothing could alter the fact that the
party’s plight was one of the utmost cravity.
Here they were, lost in the Australian bush,
and nobody in the outside world knew pre-
cisely where they were |

They were thrown entirely upon their ow.
resources, and the immediate future was {ul
of the most startling possibilities !

THE END.

(“In Unknown Auvstralia” is the (itle
of next week’s gripping yarn, The St,
Fronk’s fellows are in a tight hole, but
with Nelson Lee at th.ir head you can
bet they won’t stand still doing nothing,
and they meet with all sorts of amazing
advent .res. Don’t forget that three more
Free Gifts are also coming next Wed-
nesday.)
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BETWEEN |
OURSELVES!

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH QUR READERS

S10RY LIERARY, T}
b E. S. BROOKS Farringdon Sireet,

O—Tom Bryan (Chingford)—I did not !
writec “What's Wrong With the

Rovers?”, but I am writing our new

serial, “Rivals of the Blue
Crusaders.” The " Boys' Realm "™ has now
ceased to be one of the companion papers,
and, in consequence, I am no longer writing
for it. So the adventures of Fatty IFowkes
and his fellow-footballers will now be
carried on in our new serial.

* * *

There have been about fifty Remove fellows
mentioned in  the stories—Donald Bigley
(Wellingborough)—ha!f 1n the Ancient Houso
and haﬁ' in the West House., Study A 1s
occupied by Gore-Pearce, Gulliver, and Bell;
B by Hubbard and Long; i by Archie Glen-
thorno and Brent—all these in the Ancient
House.

" » *

1f you want your full name and address put
in the Old Paper—Ivy Dean (Fulham)—you
can have this done by joining the League,
and getting in the Correspondents Wanted
column. Or, if you want to have your photo-
graph published above, just tell me so, and
I'll include your full name and address at
the same time. But I shall not do this unless
I get your full permission,

* * ¥

This page—W. E. Swonnell (Brighton)—is
cortainly not a myth. Neither 15 it any
trouble for me to reply to any of my rcaders—
although sometimes I am very much pressed
for time, and am compelled to keep readers
waiting. I never iguore any of you deliber- |
ately. You mustn't think it mecan of me to
keep you swaiting., At this very moment I
have a whole mountain of correspondence
waiting to be dealt with, in order of receipt,
You seem to mmagine that if you send me a
stamped and addressed envelope it will
guarantee a personal reply, But, really, I
don't want you, or any other readers, to pi’ar_c:
any trust in this imaginary guarantac. Send-
ing me a stamp does NOT impel moe to reply,
In most ecases, indeed, I send personal
answers to letters which have not ineluded |
a stamp; for 1 am guided by the quality
of the letters themselves. DBut all readers
must try to bo patient, and, in due course,
they will hear from me., A certain number

NOTR.—Il any reader writes to me, |
ghall be pleased Lo comment upon surh
remarks a3 are Ukely to snlerest the
majorsty. All letters should be addressed:
L'WY SFKARLES DBRCOUOKS, c¢/o The
Iditor, THE NELSON LEF SCHOUI,

e Fieetwny Houre, e -

London, E.C4 ELSIE SATCHWELL

e T

of weeks must necessarily clapse before a
printed reply can appear on this page. In
future, however, I will send a personal
reply by return to all readers who enclose
stamnped, addressed envelopes, just to assure
them that I am not pinching their stamps.!
But this reple will probably be a mero
acknowledgiment, over my signature, a fulleg
reply following at my leisure if the letter
needs it. DBut, as I have said, a stamp
doesn’t influence me 1n the least, and any
particular letter that deserves an  answep
will get 1t. 1 never mind using a stamp
lo write to a rveader if ke or she has sent
me such a letter that I smwst deal with it
personaily. And I get auite a number of such
letters which I am unable to deal with in
theso columns,

* ® *

This week all readers will have the pleasure
of sceing your charming photograph—1iilsie
Satchwell (Walsall). It ought to be charm-
ing, anyhow, if I'm to judee by the original,
but I'm afraid that somcetimes readers’ photos
have a nasty habit of altering almost beyond
recognition by the time they appear on
this page. However, we'll hope for the best,
ch, Elsie? By the way, I shall always be
pleased to hear from you—even if it's only
a grouso about something yon don’t like in
one of my yarns! And you'll carry on the
good work of introducing the Old Paper to
vour friends, wea’t you? You will? That's
the stuff to give 'em ! '

w E #*

The term “Remove” i3 mevely another
name for a Form at a Public School-—James
Sims {Toronto). It is a eclass, or division,
and in the case of St. IFrank’s it means
really a part of the Fourth ¥orm, which is
so big that 1 could not be conducted by one
Fornimaster.
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Tell Your Pals!
ELL, chums, you've got the first five
W of our stunning Free Gifts in this
issue, and now I’'m fully convinced
you're eagerly awaiting next week’s
set of badges.

These cmbossed portrait badges are un-
doubtedly the " goods,” and when you have
collected the whole sixteen and put them
in your attractive album, vou’ll have some-
tning which will be the envy of all your
nals who are unfortunate enough to be non-
readers of the Old Paper.

These non-readers will certainly want to
know  why you didn't tell them anything
about the Nerconx Leg's wonderful offer; so
the best thing for you to do, to avoid trouble
with them, 1s to bring to their notice the
magnificent ¥ree (Gifts which are being given
away in the NELgoN LEeE every week, and
then you'll be quite safe!

Popular “Patsy " Hendren, Maurice Tate,
who has been compared with Sidney Barnes,
and George Duckworth, England's best
wicket-keeper, are the subjects of next week’s

three coloured metal portrait badges. Placed
in the album alongside Chapman, Hobbs,
Suteliffe and Larwood, they'll look jolly

“posh,” T can tell you!

“Buck up, next Wednesday! ' can [ hear
some of you saving, Well, don’t forget to
ask yvour newsagent to save you a oopy of
the NELsox Lre, or you might find that
when next Wednesday does come. the Old
Paper will be sold out.

A Bike for Easter!

~Have you tried your hand at the compe-
tition on page 19 yet? Jolly interesting,

NELSON LEE SCHOOL

STORY LIBRAR}

isn't it? There’s aneiner coupon coming
next Wednesday, you know, so don’t go and
losz this week’s one. A “James” Go-Any-
where Bicycle, listed at £7 15s., is awaiting
the lucky winner, and it': going to be de-
livered before Easter, =o thut he can have
a ripping time awheel during the holiday.
Then there are {welve Hobbs' ericket bats
to be won. Ii the owners of these can’t
knock up their centuries during the coming
cricket season—well, it wou't be because of
the bats!
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Opinions, Please!
The Bt. Frank’s Touring School is in a
{ nasty predicament, eh? Stranded in the

wilds of Australia, with no food, no clothes,
no conveyvances—nothing! What are they
going to do? Edwy Seacles Drooks tells you
all about it in next week’s stirring yarn
entitled, “In Unknown Australia!l” so pre-
pare yourself for some staggering develop-
ments!

[ want all readers to write and tell me
their opinion of our new football and dirt-
track racing serial, "Rivals of the Blue
Cruzaders!” which started this week. Look
out for another exciting instalment next
Wednesday, chums! And, forgive me for
rubbing it in, order next week’s bumper
Free Gift Number of the Neison Lee now!

Tre LEpitor.:

CORRESPONDENTS WANTED.

R. T. Wood, 26, Beaufort Road, Kingston-
on-Thames, want: N.l.. new .series before
No, 34.

Emelie R. T. Bryau, Wood View, New
Road, Chingford, Essex. would like to hear
from readers in England, France and Aus-
tr:%lin; also from E. L. Parmenter of London,

J. H. Sullivan, Cemetery House, Lime
Road, Stretford, lancs, wants a correspon
dent in Ireland,

GET THIS NEW FUN PISTOL !

THE “SPITFIRE"”
PISTOL =hoots peas,
lets, and arrows. A
!?E};h with every ghot!
o8l realistic! Absolutely safe.

« SPITFIRE |
With pellets, arrow and targe:.
Post 3d. Colonial, 9d. extra. 1/6

qu Shot Automatic Pea Repeater %;6 \:
7, . 1/- Post Free

Ly - L 2] ”»
» " Wild West” -
NORWOUDS, (Dept. N.L.}, 3, Finsbury Square, Loadon, E.C.2

Bovs WA"TE (14-19) for opportunities in

CANADA., AUSTRALIA,
NEW ZEALAND, The Salvation Army pgrants
generous assistance towards training and outfit,
exercises eflicient commonsense aftereare, gnarantees
work and gives preliminary farm training. Make
immedinte application. The Branch Manager, 3,
Upper Thames Street, London, E.C4, ; 12 Pembroke
Place, Liverpool; 203, Hope Street, Glasgow; 5,

AN ORISR AT SN NN AN SRS AN SRS NN

All applications for Adverlisement spaces in this pub-
lication should be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, " The Nelson Lee School Btory Library,”
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, Loadon, E.C 4,

(rarfield Chambers, 44, Royal Avenuc Belfast.
yourself

Stop Stammering ! {"}° o8 Far

ticulars FREE.—FRANEKE B. HUGHES, T,
Southampton Row, London, W.0.1. :

FREEM applicanls for our .&f rovals «+ 75 different
Stamps, Duplicate Book,
forationQauge, Send lid.stam

StampMounts, Per.
{ ipt::u- cking, (Abroad2id.)
R.WILKINSON,Provincial

ldgs.,Colwyn Bay.

Printed and published every Wednesday by the Proprietors, The Amalgamated Press,
ceg: The Fleetway House,
Subseription Rates: Inland and Abroad, 11/- per annum;

Farringdon Street, London,
E}eﬁhtﬂed for transmigsion by Oanadian magazine post.

for six months. Bole Agents for Sonth Africa: Central News Agency
and New Zoaland ; Hngsrs.ﬂ!&rﬂm & Gotch, Limited.

New Series No. 145,

E.0.4. Advortisemaent O

td., The Fleetway House,
%nrrltdon E:rm?, E.C.4.

Limited. Sole Agents [or Anstralls
February 9th, 1909,
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Be a “Goods”

L
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OLE manager of the goods depot ... making up freight trains fw

: distant stations . . . r:ur-uuulncr slumtnm upemlmm in the vard % .

gonds for the whole country . .. coals in here and fish and fruit Jml,

there.” ‘Be '-,Dur m;rq Goods “:‘u; f*:‘inl:nd ent. Get {*nnthma vou péfd

to build your own mode! raillwav—free—1n exchange fm B.D.V. mupum
Brﬂm Sa‘i.tﬂﬂ' to-dav and get vour friends te join mn with you,

GET TIIE'“B-#-PAGE GIIF'T BOOK WORTH 5 COU P(L\Eﬁ

It contains fuil particulars of the Bassent-] .fm'kr and Bil?fz mndﬂ_ l'ai!‘}*.'n}‘ avstems., Worrte
to Codfrey Pinllips Lid., (Gift Dept. N. L.) 112, Commercial Street, London, F.1.

N——— BASSETT- ||
a— GE\lc,{“{\gﬂ LOW %{5‘:{‘“ £
260 i
COUPONS | COUPONS
BING TANK A & LALS, GOODS
wiows | CIGARETTES | cofs
COUPONS ||  COUPONS
L.M.5. OPEN “_-just like hand made” 11 0-ARM g
GOODS TRUCK || o ed 20for 111d. Pla T SIGNAL l
cov2Q s |l 10forod. Z0tor 11:2d. Plainor CorkTips | couPONs I
: Coupons also in everv packet of i
— | B.DYV Tobacco, 11d per oz, & !
11 NB4
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