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foacl tma* Talkie™ must be
‘he ambition of wany a boyish
fitm * fan.”  The opportunity
o do so comes the way of the
M. Frank’s fellows this weeh—
and—>by fove !—don’t thev bave
an exciling time, too !

CHAPTER 1,

A Peppary Customer!

ILLY HANDFORTH. of the Thira
Form at St. Frank's, looked round |
tnquiringly and then picked the

hrs.
“Might as well take this, vou chaps.” he
remarked. I dare say i1t'll come 1n uzeful.”
“"How do vou know it doesn’t belong to
<omebody 7" asked Chubby Heath dublously.

“My dear ass, you can always ﬁnd’gmfh
balls on the links,” said Willy, *“They :
don't belong to anvbody-—thev're lost balle, |

golt ball out of the litte clump ot |

It L don't grab this, some caddy will cons
along and nab ™

He looked round again, and the only pe:
son i sight was a solitary individual in plus
tours, abour rwo hundred vards away, 'This
gentloman was approaching. his golfl baw
sling over his shoulder.

At present. the 8t. Frank’s School Tra:
was “parked 7 in the Southampton distriet,
and to-day being a half-holiday, the three
Third-Formers were out for a ramble, Thoev
were in the Royal Chase, or Common—which
i= a great area of primeval forest-land, and
really a portion of the Royal Forest of Bere.
This erear narural park is nnspoiled, and



beautiful beyond deseription. And tis valuc
to such a thickly-populated place a: South-
ampton is diflicult to estimate,

It is really a wonderful arca of wooded
countrv, with elm, oak, birch and pine—
with picturesque thickets of holly, hawthorn
and firs. The golf links was not actually
in tho Royval Chase.

The fags had left the latter place behind,
and bad wandered casually on to the links.

Willy was tossing the golf ball carelessly
in his hand when the gentleman in plus
fours arrived elose at hand. The fags could
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row see that be was rather elderly, with
white hair, and a big, bristhing moustache.

“Good gracious me!" he cjaculated,
coming to a sudden halt, and pointing a
mid-iron straight at Willv., * How dare you,
sir?  Put that ball down at once! Of all
the infernal impudence! FHow dare you in-
terfere with that ball?”

“What's the matter, sir?" asked Willy, in
mild surprise. “I'm not doing it any harm.”

“Harm!"” thundercd the other., “You im-
pertinent young puppy! That’'s my golf
ball! What are vou doing herc? Who gave
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vou permissicn to veine on the links? Drop |
that ball at once, and go awayl”

Chubby IHeath and Juicy Lemon, Willy's
inseparable chums, looked on rather uncom
fortably. They had felt that some trouble
would come of Willy's action in picking up
that ball. The trouble had come even sooner
than they had anticipated.

“Do you hear me?” roared the angry
man, ‘Do you want me to lay this club
across your shoulders??

“Go casy, sir,” protested Willy.
isn't your golf ball”

“Rubbish! I distinctly saw it fall in this
direction———7>

“That's right, «ir,” nodded Willy, * There
it is—Iying just over there, in that little
hollow.”

He pointed, and Chubby and Juiey grinned,
There, sure enough, was a whito golf ball,
showing plainly in the short grass.

“Well, upon my soul!” cjaculated the
eldeyly gentleman, “I am sorry, my boy!
IFor the moment, I thought that you had
picked np my baill”

“That’s all right, sir—I knew it wasn't
vours,” said Willy. “I saw yours come roll-
in;;t down, and I wenldn't dream of touching
it "’

“H'm! I'm not so sure of that,” szaid
the old gentleman., * However, I'll say no
more about 1t.”

He turned aside, in the dircetion of his
ball, but suddenly he checked -himself. Then
he turned back, and looked at the three
juniors contemplatively. .

“Doing anything 7 he asked . bluntly.

“Nothing in particular, sir,” said Willy.

“Then you'd better come and ecaddy for
me,” said the old fellow. “My name is Owen
—{(olonel Charies Owen.” 1

“Yes, sir,” said Willy, “Right-ho! We'll
caddy for you, if you like.”

“Good boys—good boys,” said (..e colonel.
“Splendid! T couldu’t ind any infernal ead-
dies when I started out. Don’t know what
the boys are coming to nowadays!”

He turned towards his ball, after dropping
his golf ba%-;.

“1 say, this is a hit thick, isn't 1t?"” mut-
“We're

M T his

tered Chubby. not caddics, you
know !”?

“I should think not!” protested Juicy
Taemon. *“1It's like his nerve to get us on

the job! What does he take us fort”

“Cheese it, vou fatheads!” muttered Willy.
“There’s no harm in doing the old boy a
good turn, If you don’t like it, you can jolly
well clear off.”

The colonel was looking over towards the
green, the flag of which could just be seen
over a rising knell,

“The u]neE or the mid-iron,” he muttered.
“Don't quite know which. Fairly long dis-
tance. Yes, the cleck.”

He selected the cleek from his bag, took
his stance, and puffed a bit,

He swung the eclub up, brought it down,
and a clod of earth shot into the air, the
golf biall travelling awbout two yards. Colonel

Owen danced up and down, his face working
with fury

“Confound !” he bellowed, *I knew that
would happen if I used that wretched cleek !
The thing's no infernal use whatever!”

He threw it aside, grasped the mid-iron,
and tried again,

This time he succeeded in getting a good
drive, and the ball went hissing away to-
wards the green. aik

“Absurd!” said the colonel, glaring at
Willy.  *“ Absolutely ridiculous! Seven !
Seven strokes to get here—and the bogey,
for this hole is only five! Hoaven knowy
how many I shall take to do i6!” ° "7

“That's all right, sir,” said Willy.
“You're only practising, aren't you?” .

“What difference does that make,” vou
young idiot?” retorted Colonel Owen. “I
play werse when I'm playing in a match!
Much worse! A confounded lot worse!
;s\‘hat.’tlm deuce do you know about it, any-
ow 7’

“All right, sir—let’s be getting on,” said
Willy coolly.  “TI've spotted where your ball
went, I know exactly where it lies.”

“QOh, you do?” =aid the colonel approv-
ingly, *“Good boy—good boy! My long
sight isn't what it used to be. I'm bhanged it
T can sce the ball when I get in a good
drive. Heaven knows that I don't get n
many! A wonderful game, golf! A mar
vellous game !”

Willy shouldered the bag, and they all went
off towards the green. They found the ba:l
lying rather badly, just behind a tuft of
turf, in a shallow hollow. The green was just
down a littlo slope, about twenly yards
away.

“The mashie, I thinkgsir,” said Willy.

“Mashie?"” said the colonel. * Nonsense!
Arrant nonsense! Good gracious, boy, are
you trying to tecach me how to play golf 7™

“T was only making a suggestion, sir,” said
Willy modestly.

“Then you can keep your suggestions 1o
yourself I” puffed Colonel Owen, *“This lie
18 a tricky one. The niblick, sir! Give me
the niblick!”

“Just as you hke, sir,” caid Willy, “ But
if you use the niblick, I'm afraid you'll drop
too short. It'll loft the ball too much.
haven't played golf, but I’ve often caddied
for my pater.”

“Give me the niblick, and don’t presume
to arguc!’” fumed the colonel.

Willy handed over the niblick, and the

'y

colonel took his stance—this being quite a
long procedure with him. Finally, aftez
much pufling and blowing, he swung tha

niblick down, got it well under the baill, and
lifted 1t high into the air. It fell with a
thud only a%nut ten yards farther on,

“T knew it!” he bellowed. “1 know
what would happen if T used this infernal
c¢lub! That ball ought to have been on the
green !”

“Try again, sir—and use the mashio this
time,” satd Willy, unmoved.

The old gentleman: snorted, said nothing,
but tock the mashie when Willy handed 1§
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to him. And this time he made a perfect
stroke, and landed within a yard of the hLole,
on the green, -

“(:ad! That was better!” he shouted joy-
fully. “That was better, boy! Splendid!
Dest stroke I've made this afternoon !”

Arriving at the green, the colonel took
the putter from Willy, and sucecceded n
holing in the ball

|

5

There came a soft “click " as the head of
the club struck the ball dead true, Then the
““zing ’ as the ball went winging on its flight
through the air. It fell in the far distance,

quite near apparently to the green.
“Splendid!  Splendid!" shouted Coloncl
Owen, dancing up and down in his* excite-
ment, “The best deive T've made for weeks'’
And T wouldn't

in one more look at that
stroke. He was WHO'S WHO AT ST. FRANRA'S. wooden eclub., I
immeoense|ly : wouldn't  touch
leased.  All his F it. Boy, you've
ad temper had hrought m ¢
gone, and he . Juck ! What's
beamed upon the the bogey for
fags with joy. this hole "

“We're gel- “T'ive, sir,”
ting on!” hLe said Willy,
said boisterouslv. glancing at the
o LTI]DH my word, sand box.

yvoiug man, your
advice was good !

“Five!” roared

Its  liks = youz Lhr_»r‘r: olonel.
¢conf ounded “"lill';ht IHCI{ 1 E
check to give me f’" ) g el
any advice—but E%;m o RI{E:;?L
it was good! Dis- Don’t smfﬂ
{%“N{l}- aud pm[l; about there
nely gooad! ~ : ;
Where's the next {T-Trmg my clubla;
tee? Eh? What's - e, G et
the matter with I _!E Esd n;l
this counfounded ,"EI”",‘,& o .
course” Where's L
tlie next tee?"” He was s0
“Isn't that it, pleased that he
sir? asked went striding
Willy, pointing. along at \%’gﬁat
pace. 1lly
N . b Ve winked  at
O e :ll ;’{iltt'? Chubby . Heath
& and Juicyv
i & évﬂﬂ {1 [Jf Lemon, and
;“' '”;‘ , }.’ 1" they were all
«anded hun the e beginning to en-
wooden driver. 4, jov themselves.
I “IL don’t want 'f* , There was
that !”  he said ' something
i”{.p.ﬂti enitily ALAN CASTLETON. rather atirac:
ony me th° pemove Form. Study § 11 shout o'
“l hazdly 4 customer. The
think so, siv,» A thorough bad lad was Casllclon when be  oxperience was
said “}'i_ll:f. i:hak- first came lo St. Frank’s, bul now be is true :‘ather novel,
r o ¥ i
S owll got 1as bl and one of the best. A heen sporfs- % Lo
muech better Man, being exceptionally clever on the fool-  yva1i  sir — only
drive with tho ball ﬁf]_d_ about thirty
wooden elub, It's vards from the
not an iron shot, green," said
I''n sure, sir.

There aren't any bunkers in
the way, or any hazards, and it's a clean
darive.”

The colonel looked thoughtful,

‘Gad! Do vou think so?" he said wonder-

ingly.  “I've a mind to try it, boy! Yes,
give me that wooden driver!"

Willy stuck a little woowen peg in the
ground, teed the ball, and stood aside. And

Colonel Owen got in a most beautiful drive.

r Willy, pointing,
of yours."
“Don't speak to me!” puffed the colonel.
“Let me concentrate on thiz, Give me tho
brassey.”
. "Not the brassey, sir," protested Willy.
“If you use the brassey you'll hit the ball
miles too far. You want the mashie.”
“I want the brasser, boy!” frowned

“That was a lovely drive

tlie

| colonel,

“Confound your impudencel”



Willy handed him the mashic-iron,

““What’s this?” bellowed Colonel Owen.

“Here, confound you, I'm not going to have
-— H'm! Perhaps you're right, though!”
he added in surprise. “Boy! I believe you
are right!”

e tobk his shot, and he nearly went
purple with excitement when the ball
drnp}}ed beautifully on the green and stopped

nearly dead.

“Two.! On the green in two!” he shouted
thicklfv. “Boy! Give me the putter!
Quickly! Let me have the putter!”

“Take it ecasily, sir,” advised Willy.

“You'll spoil everything if vou get exetted
now. This is the time to go coolly at it.”
They went on the green, and Willy looked
at the closely-clipped turf with a keen eye.
“If I were you, sir, I should aim about
eighteen inches to the right of the hole,” he
said, ““The ground rises a bit that way, and
if you give it the right impetus it’ll curl in.’
“Nonsense !” said the colonel, looking at

the hole, “Stuff and nonsense' What
rubbish !’
“All right, sir—you see,” said Willy.

“Don’t forget that I've brought you luck,
sir—that’s what you said yourself,”

“Upon my word, so you have!” muttered
the colonel. “I'll try it, boy!”

ITe took the putter, wasted nearly half a
minute in hesitation, and then took his shot.
The ball rolled gentf}' along, curved round n
@ beautiful half-circle, and dropped neatly
into the hole.

—————en

CHAPTER 2.
Colonel Owen’s Invitation!

OLONEL CHARLES OWEN executed
' a dance of triumph.
- “Three!” he shouted excitedly.
“By gad! I've done this hole in
three, boy! Two under bogey!”
“Yes, sir,” said Willy, nodding. “Jolly
rood, sirl”
The colonel started.
“Good! And it was your doing!” he said,
looking at Willy in amazement., “If it
hadn’t been for you, 1 should have driven

oft that tee with the iron. If it hadn’t
been for wou, I should have wused the
brassey instead of the mashie. And if it

1

hacdn’t been for you——

“That’s all right, sir,” grinned Willy.
“1 was only making a few suggestions, I
don’t want to be impertinent——="

" Im}}ertment be hanged!” interrupted the
colonel. “During the “last six months I've
had no less than four professionals coaching
me, and not one of them has done me as
much good as you have! Never knew such a
thing in all my life! Amazing! Staggering!
Here, boy, take this!”

He pulled a pound note out of his pocket
ltml held it fowards Willy.

“Not likely, sir I’ protested the fag. “I've
done nothing to earn a quid!” .
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“If you don’t take it, young man, 1'll tear

it up!” roared the colonel, “Where's the
next tee? Come along! You've brought me
luck 1"’

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were
amazed., But Willy took it all very calmly,
As he had said, he had ofien caddied for his
pater, and he knew quite a good deal about

If he had no actual experience of it

olf.
%B had scen plenty of it, and he knew. the

theory all right.

Colonel Owen was evidently onc of thote

gentlemen who took golf very seriqusiy.
While he was on the links everything else n
life was dismissed from his mind, He wge a
golf fiend. He was the kind of man who
will, after making a bad stroke, smash his
club across his knce and fling it .away.
And this, of course, 1s a most unfair procecd-
ing, because the club isn't to blame in the
least, Golfers are frequently npt to blame
their clubs for their own bad play.

At the next tee the colonel made another
good drive—with the wooden club again. .In
all probability Willy’s advice was quiip
superfluous. But in some pyschological kind
of way he had given Colonel Owen fresh con-

fidence. And, a nafural result. the
colonel’s play was vastly better. In golf one
plays badly if one lacks confidence. But 1

ono gets a feeling that everything is going
well, then there is gencrally an improvement.

And so great did the colonel’s confidence
become that before he bad finished his prac-
tice he was three or four hundred per coent
better than when he had started. And ho
put this all down to Willy's presence.

“Never in my life have I played so well!”
he declared at length. ““Never! And all
through a mere boy! The thing is ridienions
—preposterous! But it happens to be true.
Boy, I shall need you again. I shall need
you to-morrow. I'm playing in a match i-::—
morrow, and you must caddy for me—yes
and give me your advice!”

“I wouldn't presume to do that, sir,”
Willy. “I'm nnl:.r a schoolboy, and——"

“l don’t care what vou are!” broke in the
colonel impatiently, “I don’t care if yon're
a Hottentot! Young as you are, you've got
a shrewd head screwed on your shoulders.
You've an uncanny way of knowing what
to do. You're better than all the proles-
sionals lumped together. HHaven’t I had a
demonstration of it? Haven't you shown
me? My boy, I never played so well before
Never!”

“Well, I'll try to get off if I can, sir. but
I can’t promise,”” said Willy, “It’s a hali-
holiday to- da.y, but it's mot a half-holiday
to-morrow.”

“Stuff and nonsense!” said the colonel.
“What do I care about half-holidavs? Where

I 533
“YWe're

said

do you live? What is yvour school?

“8t. Frank's, sir,” said Willy,
from the School Train, vou know.”

“Ah, yes, to be sure " said Colonel Owen,
noddmg “T've heard about it. The School
Train, eh? Well, give me the name of vour
headmaster. I'll sce him—I'll arrange this

-
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I'll give vou ten pounds to come with me
to-morrow, Ten pounds, young man!”

“If you'll make it all right with Mr. Lee,
siv, I'll be glad enough to come,” replied
Willy  chieerfully. “But I'm not so sure
about the ten quid. I don't think I ought to
take it.”

“Where are you going now?” demanded
thie colonel, ignoring Willy's reference to the
'{10“,“5" “Going back to the traiu? No?

ps 7

“Well, we thought about doing so, sir,
although it's not necessary vet,” said Willy.
“Plenty of time before calling-over——""

“Hungry?” barked the colonel,

“Rather, sir,” grinned the three fags in
ole voice,

“Good! Then come with me!
home with me!"” said Colonel Owen.

“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Willv. “We'd
love to.  But I was just wondering about
that slice of vours.”

“Slice *” cjaculated the colonel, as though
he had been stung,

“I rather think vou've developed a slice
lately, sir,” said Willy, with the air of a
zolf professional. “I've noticed a tendenev
now and again " '

“Don’t tell me!” broke in the colonel, with
a heavy frown. “Don’t I know it? I'm
always shlicing these infernal balis!”

“You're inclined to lift vour shoulder a
bit swhen vou drive, sir,” said Willy, “ That
woil't do, vou know. Have a shot or two
now, and my chums will stand a good way
off, and retrieve the balls. Practise driving
for a bit, sirl" '

The colonel grunted and his eves sparkled.

He practised driving—and Willy gave him
onc or two tips. In the meantime, Willy was
chuckling gleefully to himself. There was
something quite fareical in this situation—
a mere junior schoolboy giving advice to a
peppery old colonel like this, particalarly as
Willy had never playved golf in his life,

Uncannily enough, however, Willy's advice
was sound—not because he knew a great deal
of golf, but because the colonel was auto-
matically improving his plav, He was really
responsible for it—not Willy. It was merely
Willy’s presence which had brought about
this tmprovement.

““ Astontshing—that’s what it 1s.” said the

Come

colonel, after a while. “ Positively asto-
nishing! By gad, boy, I've never felt
happier in all my life!”

“That's the spirit, sir,” said Wills, nod-
ding.

“Never felt happier in all mv life!" re-

peated Colonel Owen. “Sir Henry thinks
he's going to beat me to-morrow—and I
thought he'd beat me, too; but he won't,
by gnd! Not now! He won't beat me!”

“Of course he won’t, sir!” agreed Willy
promptly. “You'ro going to slosh him into
the middle of next week!"”

“1 shall certainly slosh him—— Eh? 1
shall do no such thing!" frowned the colonel.
“RBut T shall beat him, box! Make no mis- |
take about that! But you must be with me

as my caddy, Do you understand?”

“What time docs the matceh start, sie?”

“After luncheon.”

“I'm afraid I shall be at lessons, sir—="

“Hang lessons! Confound lessons!”
roared the colonel. “I'll see vour school-
master about this! And now—cowme along !

They went towards the club-house, and,
having arrived, Colonel Owen took his golf-
ba% in, and then joined Willy & Co. again,
A big car was walting.

“Jump 'in!"” invited the colonel boister-
ously.

He was as good as his word. Evidently he
meant to take Willy & C'o. home, so that he
could give them a good time, And they,
of course, made no objcctions.

HE colonel’s country Lome, it scemed,

I was situated well within the New

Forest, and the fags enjoved a motor-

run of five or six miles before their
destination was reached. Chubby Heath and
Juicy Lemon were wondering how they would
get back; but Willy did not concern himself
over such a detail as this.

The colonel drove the car himself, and
the three fags occupied the rear seats.
Willy’s eyes widely open all the time—watcl-
ing the various aspects of the countryside.

““So this is the New Forest, eh®” com-
n;er_ltq:;:i Chubby Heath. *‘Don’t think much
ol 1t.

“You wouldn’t!” said Willy tartly,

“Well, it’s not a forest at all!” protested
Chubby . “Look at tho open country—the

({

—_—

wide expanses of grassland.
New Forest was all trees.”

“Rats! The recal meaning of the word
‘forest’ is a tract of land in 1ts wild,
natural state,” said Willy. “It docsnt
follow that every bit of that:land must be
covered with trees.”

“Well, what about animal life?” put in
Juicy Lemon. “There's nothing here—not a
giddy rabbit, even! I haven't spotted a
hiving thing since we came along.”

Willy sighed.

“I don't blame you, Juicx,” he said
patientlv. “You were born without brains,
so I can't expect you to—"

“Here, cheese it!"” protested Juiey,

“Born without brains!” insisted Willy,
“Why, you silly chump, you didn’t expect
to find an open-air zoological garden here,
did vyou? The inhabitants of these woods
and heaths have a habit of making them-

I thought the

' selves invisible when human beings appear.
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Vhey're naturally shy. There's plenty of
wild life in this forest, if you only know
where to look for it, and 1f you only go
about it in the right way.”

Willy was quite right. The New Forest is,
in its true sense, a great national park. It
is a large tract of really wild forest.

And, as Willy had hinted, one cannot
actually see the real beauties of the forest
by following the roads which run through
it. One must get off these roads, and go into
the forest itself. And when one goes into
these wilds there is very little chance that
one will be disappointed.

But care must be taken, since it is easy
enough to get lost in this great sixty-
thousand-acre wilderness,

RIGINALLY, when the New Forest was
0 appropriated by William the Con-
ueror, its boundaries extended from
Southampton Water on the east, the
<pa coast on the south, and the River Avon
on the west, and to the north it extended
more or less to a line drawn between Salis-
bury and Winchester. At that time the forest
could not have been much less than one
hundred and fifty thousand acres in extent.
But during the centuries its arca has been
gradually diminished by encroachments, and
now it has shrunk to about ninety-two
thousand acres, and of this total over sixty
thousand acres remain national property,
every part of which is unenclosed and free
to the public.

And here can be found almost cvery aspect
of sylvan and rural beauty. In no other
part of the country is there a greater variety
of wild bird life to be found. There are
<ome wonderful walks and drives in which to
indulge through the forest glades, and round
about Lyndhurst and Brockenhurst there are
<ome charming rambles to be had.

At Stony Cross, ncar the Shovel Maker’s
(‘ottage, a prospect of thirty miles can be
surveyed. At Piper’s Wait, on Bramble
1{ill, there is a magnificent view of the whole
forest in all its full luxuriance. On Long-
cross Plain the spire of Salisbury Cathedral
can be seen, and on Cut Walk Hill, near
Tyndhurst, a wonderful view of the Dorsct
coast. the Necedles, and Southampton 13
possible,

Not that many of the St. Frank’s fellows
were keen on this sort of thing. They were
more interested, perhaps, in the busy life of
Southampton, in the shipping, and so forth.
The New Forest was rather too quiet for
them, too peaceful. They wanted something
more lively.

Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were
rather bored byv the beauties of the forest;
Willy Handforth enjoyed that drive because
he was near the homes of the wild things,
and Willy’s love of animals was so great
that he wanted to stop the car, and go ot}
for rambles into the woodland glades,

But he restrained himself, knowing that
there was no time for this sort of thing just
now, DBesides, he was rather hungry.

And ultimately Colonel Owen’s home was
reached—a fine old country mansion, nestling
amidst the trees in a picturesque valley. And
the colonel kept his word to the letter. He
entertained his young guests sumptuously.

CHAPTER 3.
Willy's Day Out!

6 ND now,” said Colonel Owen briskly,
A “what about to-morrow, young
man ?”’ :

It was time for Willy & Co. 10 be
coing, and the colonel had strofled eut with
them on to the wide terrvace facing,:the big
house. He was in an excellent humour; and
he had apparently enjoyed entertaining these
three young visitors. Mrs, Owen and her
two daughters and two small sons, it sdemed,
were away on holiday, somewhere in the
North., The colonel was having a free and
easy time of it.

“Well, I'd like to come round with you in
to-morrow’s match, sir, but I’'m not at all
sure of 1t,” said Willy, shaking his head.
“If I suggest anything like that to my Form-
master—or even to Mr. Lee—he’'ll probably
say it can’t be done.”

“But it can be done—it must be donel”
insisted the colonel, with a sudden frown.
“What nonsense! Tell your masters that I
insist !’

“That won’t have any effect on them, sir,”
said Willy, shaking his head. *“‘But if you
come along and see Mr, Lee you might be
ablo -to wangle 1t.”

Willy had no doubis regarding his own
ability to “wangle” it single-handed; but
he was rather keen on having a ride back to
the School MTrain in the colonel’s car. [t
would solve a little problem. He could not
very well ask the colonel to drive the three
of them back. But, by suggesting that the
colonel should come and see Nelson Lee the
difficulty was overcome.

“H'm! Perhaps you're right,” raid the
old gentleman thoughtfully, “We don't
want any mistake about it. We can't have
any blundering. After what I've seen to-
day, my boy, I must have you with me to-
morrow afternoon. By gad, it'll take ten
years off my age if I beat Sir Henry to-
morrow. Absolutely ten years! I've never
beaten him yet, and didn’t think 1 ever
should. But now I'm beginning to hope.”

“That’s no good, sir,” said Willy, * You've
igpt* to make up your mind you will beat
im.

“You're right—you're positively right
shouted the colonel. “Yes, I'll beat him!
By gad! I'll slosh him into the middle of
next week, as you have put it.”

“That’s the spirit, sir,” grinned Willy.

“What’s more, I'll come back with you
now!” went on the colonel grimly. “I'll
sﬁeak to your headmaster, and I'll arrange
this business, You boys might as well come
along with me."

“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Willy.

IH‘
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Willy Handlorth, looking very imporiant, steppad jauntily out of the luxurious limousine as the

liveried chauffeur opened the door.
dumhfounded astonishment.

““ My hat ! "’ gasped Edward Oswald Handforth, staring in
““ What’s my minor coming to—rollinzg up in a whacking great car

like a bloated millionalire [ **

wondered how on earth Willy did it.

It wasn’t the first timne they had

wondered, either. Things they could
never hope to accomplish Willy accomplished
with supreme case.

As a result ot the colonel’s suggestion, the
three fags arrived back at the School Train
in good timie for calling over, and naturally
they lost no time in spreading the news about
their adventure. They rather boasted of it.
They had been entertained by Colonel Owen
at the latter's stately country mansion in the
New Torest.  What was more, Colonel Owen
had brought themn back in his own car.

“What rot!” said Edward Oswald Hand-
forth, of the Remove, when he lieard. ** You
can't kid me with a yarn like that!”

CHUBHY IHHEATH and Juicy Lemon

“Nobodyv's tryving to kid you!" said
Chubby Heath. *It's a_fact.”
“It looks like 1t, Handy,” remarked

Church. “There's thoe colonel’s car, anvhow.”

“And when he drove up he had nobody
hut these three fags with bhim,” added
Me('lure.

“That proves nothing,” argued Handforth.
“In all probability the young scamps were
trespassing on the ecolonel's property, and he
has brought them here so that he can make
a complaint against them.”

(‘hubby Heath and Juiey Lemon grinued.

“A complaint?” said Chubby., “Why, vou
Lig ass, Willy and the colonel are like long-
lost brothers, When the colonel goes away
he'll probably kiss Willy goad-bye.™

“Not for me,” said Willvy as he joined
them., “The colonel’s moustache 1s a bhit teo
bushy. T might get lost in the rough.”

““What have you been up to, my son?"” de-
manded his major sternly,

“Kverything,” replied Willy, “It's simple
enough. Colonel Owen is suffering from a
disease,”

“He looked healthy enough when I saw
him,"” said Church.

“Oh, I think he's healthy enough; but it's
a discase, all the same—a hopeless disease,”
said Willy., “In facr, it's an incurable
disease.” '

“Well, what is 1t%"" asked Handforth.

“Goll.”

“What ?»

“Golf.”

“What do you mean—golf?”

“Golf 1s a pgame,” cxplained Willy
patiently. ““You take a little white ball, and
yvou go on the links and tell vourself that
vou're going to drive the ball about two
hundred yards, and vou drive it about
twenty; then yvou go purple in the face, and
stamp and rave., That's golf,”

“You silly voung fathead!” roared Hand-
forth. “Do vou think I don't know what
colf 189"

**Nobody knows it—until he's plaved it."
replied Willy sagely., **And even after he's
plaved it he doesn’t know it.”

“But just now you said that the colonel
was suffering from a discasze,”

“Yes-—golf,"”

“But golf isn't a disecase,
lunatic!”” snorted Iandforth.

“You may not think so, but ask any
golfer!” retorted Willy,  “Colonel Owen

ltappens to have an extra bad attack of 1t

you youug
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jrist now, and that’s why Chubby and Juicy
and 1 have had such a ripping time,”

And he explained the events of the after-
noon to his interested listeners. By the time
he had finished they were all inclined to
grin, and they all agreed tthat the three

fags were “lucky bounders.”
I the School Train. Some of the splen-

didly equipped coaches of this train were
divided into compartments, each compartment
being a very comfortable little room. Others,
of course, were class-rooms, dining saloons,
dormitories and so forth.

“T don’t want any arguments about this,
Mr. Lee!” said the colonel, as he glared at
the School Train’s Head. “Ive told you
how that bov improved my game. I want
him to-morrow afternoon. Do you under-
stand, sir?”

“But to-morrow not a half-holiday,
(‘olonel Owen,” said Nelson Lee gently. “1
do not think Handforth minor can be excused
his lessons A

“Stuff and nonsense ! broke n the colonel,
rizing to his feet. “Fiddlesticks! Rubbish,
sir. I tell vou, I've got to have that boy!”

“But do vou seriously think that he has
any effect upon your game?”’

“Think !” retorted the colonel fiercely.
“Think! By gad, sir, I don’t think—I know !
That boy has brought me luck. Te-morrow 1
<hall beat Sir Henry Markham, I've never
heaten Him vet, and until T met this boy
[ never expected to beat him. But now I
know—I can feel it in my bones, sir! With
ihat boy as my caddy I shall achieve the
dream of my life !”

Nelson Lee smiled,

“Well, Colonel Owen, 1 wouldn't like to
hatter one of vour dreams,” he said dryly.
“In the ecircumstances T will give this boy a
pass for to-morrow afternoon.”

“Splendid !” beamed the coloncl. “'Thank
von, Mr. Lee—thank vou a thousand times!
I don't pretend to know why this boy gives
me such confidence: T can’t explain why I
want him to be with me, It's ridiculous.
[t’s absurd. And vet, by gad, it happens to
be a fact.”

Orutside the colonel pushed his way through
a crowd of juniors and clapped Willy on the
back.

“ All serene, sir?? asked Willy.

“Yes, it's settled,” replied the colonel,
with satisfaction. “You're free for fo-
morrow afternoon, yvoung man. Come over
carly, Come over to lunch if vou like.”

“TH try, sir, but it’s a goodish way,” said
Willy carelesslv. ““We haven't got our bikes
on the School Train, and I don’t know if
there are anyv ’buses running-——--*

““Buses !” broke in the colonel, frowning.
“Nonsense! I'll send my car for you. What
time will suit vou best?”

“Well, we come out of morning lessons at
about half-past twelve, sipr——"

“Good!” said the old zeldier, “I'll have

N the meantime, Colonel Owen had found
his way into Nelson Lee’s study on

i

N the following afternoon
' Owen’s dream came true,
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the car here by iwelve-thirty, and you shall
have lunch with me before Sir Henry arrives
—unless he gets there early, and has a bite
of lunch with us. All the better if he docs
—all the better. Well, that’s settled.”

And the colonel shook hands with Willy,
waved to the other juniors, and strode back
to his car.

“That’s the way it's done, my sons,” said
Willy calmly. v

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated
Chubby, in awe. ‘‘How the dickens do you
do it, Willy? An afternoon off—lunch .with
a big pot like Colonel Owen—and a car seni
to pick you up! How do you do it?’ <+

“It’s a knack,” replied Willy cheerflilly:

Colone!

He had not only beaten Sir Henry
Markham, but he did it with con-
summate ease. And the latter gentleman was
astonished and rather bewildered. He had
loocked upon this match as a certainty for
himself. And never before had the colonel
played such accurate golf. All his strokes
were good; his driving was perfect; his ap-
proach shots were things to marvel at; and
his putting was a hundred per cent better
than it had ever been before.

Whether it was pure coincidence, or
whether Willy really did have some effect
upon the colonel, remained a problem. But
the colonel very handsomely attributed his
sneeess to the St. Frank’s fag.

“The bov's a marvel,” he said (o Sir
Henry, as they left the links, ““ Absolutelv a
marve!! Never known anything like if, by
gad! Knows exactly what iron to give me,
and his very presence instils confidence into
me,”’ '

Sir Henrv Markham laughed.

“You're not telling me, colonel, that vour
game has improved because of your caddy?”
he protested.

“T'hat boy is no ordinary caddy,” said the
colonel, *“He's different., I don’t know how
he's different—but he i1s different,”

“Well, there’s a remarkable improvement
in vour game,” agreed Sir Henry. “I don’t
mind telling you that T expected {o win this
mateh quite easily.”

“But I’ve beaten vou, eh?” chuckled the
{?{)IOH’E‘I gleefully. “Yes, by gad, 1've beaten
yvou !

He insisled upon Willy eoming in for a
rather late tea. In the great lounge hall he
found a visitor awaiting him, and he
frowned. SBomething seemed to tell him that
the full jov of the evening was to be marred,

“Rivers!” he ejaculated, glaring at the
visitor., “Iow do vou do? What the deuce
are you doing here, sir? You don't tell me
that you've come to bother me with business
affairs, do vou?"”

“T'm afraid T have, colonel.”

“Then, by gad, wyou’re going to be un-
lucky. Yes, unlucky, sir!” snorted Colonel
Owen.

“It’s about this big film,” went on the

L other, quite unruffled,
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Sir Henry went upstairs to indulge in
a quick tub. Willy remained in the lounge
hall, 1dly looking at the paintings.

At the same time, he turned the name
“Rivers ” over in his mind. Somehow, it
scemed familiar,

“JFilms, eh?” said the colonel, with a
grunt.  “I don’t want to know anythin
avout films now, Rivers. I've just pln}'cg
cighleen holes of golf, and I've beaten Sir
Henry handsomely. Gad! The best game
I've playved ~

“No doubt, colonel,” interrupted Mr.
Rivers in an incisive toue, “I knew you
were on the links, and I'd hike vou to re-
member that I've been here, "waiting for
vou, for mearly two hours. This business
must be dealt with now !

Willy turned, and looked at Mr, Rivers
with greater curiosity. He knew who the

gentleman was now. Mr. Osbert Rivers, the
famous film man—the production manager of
the British Bulldog Film Company, Limited.
Willy beheld a rather short man, sturdily
built, active and alert. Iis eclean-shaven
face was full of character—full of vitality
and encergy. His eyes were twinkling as he
beheld the colonel, and vet, at the same time,
there was a light of impatience in them, too,
Mr. Rivers was a man of action, and to
wait here for two hours, cooling his heels, had
been rather an ordeal.

Yet he had realised the folly of interrupt-
ing this gamo of golf. Colonel Owen was a
rather diflicuit man to deal with, and Mr.
Rivers knew that he regarded golf as of far
greater importance than films. The fact that
the colonel was chairman of the British Bull-
dog Film Company, Limited, was a mere
detail, Unfortunately, Mr. Rivers had to
take this detail into consideration. The
chairman was not a business man in any
scnse of the word, but he had to be reckoned
with. He owned over half the shares in the
company,

Willy did not stare rudely at Mr. Rivers,
but he certainly gave him a very keen in-
spection. He regarded Mr. Rivers as a much
greater man than Colonel Owen., He had
read about him in the papers. He was an
Englishman who had spent many years in
the United States in the film world—and now
his experience was benefiting British com-

panies.

“Can't this business wait until to-
morrow {” the colonel was asking impa-
tiently.

““No, it cannot!” insisted the other grimly.
“I am here, Colonel Owen, and I'Ml stay

right on this spot until we get this thing
scttled. No, sirl You won't get rid of me
so castly!”

The colonel sighed.

“I suppose not,” he admisted reluctantly,

“Very well. How long will it take §”

“That depends on you—cutirely,” replied
Mr. Rivers promptly,
CHAPTER 4.
Willy's Guests!
before Colonel

T was a full half-hour
I Owen and Mr, Osbert Rivers came out
from the library, They were both
laughing, and Mr. Rivers was tucking
some papers away into his pocket-book,

“Well, we're going right ahead, coloncel,”
he was saying in his brisk way. *“We sha!l
be on location in the Isle of Wight on Satur-
day. I expect we shall get all those outdoor
scenes completed, including the blowing up
of the training-ship. When I start shooting,
I shoot?” :

“Er—I suppose it's really nccessary ac-
tually to blow this ship up?" asked the
colonel dubiously,

“Necessary 7" echoed Mr, Rivers. “ When
I make & picture, colonel, I make it tho-
roughly, Realism is the kevnote of film-
making to-day. Well, we'ro all set.”

The “human live-wire " thrust out his
hand, shook the colonel’s, and a moment
later he was off. There came the whirr of
an engine starting outside, and then the
purr of Mr. Rivers' car as it glided off.

“An astonishing man!” said the colonol,
shaking his head. “Hardly gave me a
chance to say a word, by gad! And ho got
what he wanted, too, confound him'"

He happened to sce Willy, and he started.

“Good gracious!” he ejaculated. “I'd for.
gotten all about you, voung man! Have
}'u}:l‘l't_meu _lm;:g all the time?®"”

es, sir

“Most careless of me,” said tue colonel,
annoyed. ““I ought to have scen that you
were comfortable, Forgive me, my boyv., An
unwarrantable breach of hospitality,”

“That's all right, sir,”” grinned Willv, “]J

suppose that gentleman was Mr, Osbert
Rivers, the big filin man®”

“Yes, ves,” noddel! the eolonel. “Pro.
duction manager of my company.”

“Your eompany, sir*"

“You didn't know, ch?” ehuckled the
colonel. “I'm the chairman of the Pritish
Bulldog Film Company, Limited. Rivers is
a smart man—a keen man—Dbut. confound

himi, he's a man voun ecan't get rid of until
he's had his own way!"”

Willy was very interested.

“You're making a film now, sir, aren't
you—in the JTsle of Wight!" he asked

“I'm not making it—hlecaven forbid!"” said
the colonel. *“I don't keow anything about
films!"

“And vet yvou're chairman of the company,
sir?"” asked Willy innoccutly,

¢
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“Xh? Oh, ves,” =aid tho colonel. * Bui
that's nothing—nothing whatever. Being

chairman of the company merely means that
I've got more moncy in the concern than
anybody else. Aund these follows can't act
without my sanction. Not that that makes
any difference, cither—because this infernal
Rivers gets my sanction whether I want to
give it or not! Never knew snch a man!”

“Is it o big film, sir?” asked Willy.

“One of the biggest tulking pictures yet
attempted,” replied the colonel, with some
pride. “A super-production, young man!
Not that I'm in favour of these confounded
talkies. Don%t like 'emr.  Don't like any
flms, if it comes to that. However, we're
catering for the public, so we must give
the public what it wants,”

Willy'’s mind worked rvapidly. He had
used his ears, and Le knew that some scenes
in this big film were to be shot in the Isle
"of Wight on Baturday. And the Isle of
Wight was only a comparatively few miles
from the location of the School Train. And
Saturday afternoon was a half-holiday.

Willy had enough shrewdness to know that
if he and any of the other juniors went to

the scene of the film-making, they would
be promptly sent about their business, A
flm director will not willingly allow a num-
ber of schoolboys to stand about while he is
shooting his scenes.

But here was Colonel Charles Owen, the
echairman of the company, and Willy was
well “in” with him. It was certainly a
priceless opportunity,

“Well, come along, my boy—come along,”
said the colonel boisterously. ““Hungry, eh?
Bo am I, by gad! Nothing like a round of
golf to give you a good appetite.”

FTER an excellent meal, Willy pre-
A pared to take his departure. ce
again the colonel had insisted that
his car should be at Willy’s disposal.
Nothing, in fact, was too much trouble for
this junior schoolboy. The colonel was
mightily ({Jleased by his success of the after-
noon, and it was for this reason, perhaps,
that Mr. Osbert Rivers had found the colonel
so easy to handle,

“Well, you'll have to come again Willy,
my boy—you'll ecertainly have to come

ain,” said the colonel, as he shook hands.
'"“Pity your school isn’t permanently situated
in this district. A great pity. Put this in
your pocket, and give your friends a good
time.”

He handed over a ten-pound note, and
Willy backed away.

“Not likely, sir!” he protested. “I don't
want that money.”

“Rubbish! I insist—"

“I'd much rather not, sir,” said Willy
“TI've enjoyed myself immensely. And if
you feel that you must give me something,
I'd like it to be something different.”

“What is it?"” asked the colonel. *“Any-
thing you like, lad—anything you like.”

A pass to see t}mse film scenes being shot
~atuvday, sir.?

0
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“Eh? Oh, 1 see—1 see!” said the colonel.
“Good gracious, yes! Of course! I should
have let you had that, in any case.”

“'T'hanks awfully, sir.”

“You'd like to see how these things are
done, ¢h?” went on the colonel, chuckling

“Well, it's a talking picture, sir—and 1"
awfully interested in the talkies,” said
Willy. “We don’t often get a chafice of
sceing one of them made like this. I'd hike
to tuke some of my friends, too. And 1
we haven’t got official permission, we. shal
be shoocd off the set, or whatever it’s called,’

“1 dare say you're right,” nodded the
colonel, “My boy, you are perfectly
welcome! You can take as many friend
as you please. What does it matter 1o me’
Go ahead! Tell Mr. Rivers, when you see
him, that you have my sanction "

“I'm afraid that won’t be enough, sir—
not for Mr. Rivers, anyhow,” said Willy
“He looks like a gentleman who can bs
pretty determined. I'd much rather have &
written pass from you, so that it’s oflicial,
and all signed and scaled. Just a few words
will do, sir—giving my friends and myseli
 full liberty to be on the spot while these
shots are being taken.,”

“Wait a minute,” said the colonel,
He tore a sheet from his notebook, wrote
signed 1t with a flourish. _
“There you are!” he said boisterously.
Full per-
mission for you and as many of your friends
as you like to take, to see these talking
without hindrance. It is a full, comprchen-
sive pass. And if any of these film people
know much about films, but, by gad, I am
the chairman of this company !”
very successful afternoon as he
drove back to the School Train in
have been able to get that pass; but, just
because of his luck in the matter of the golf,
have got anything he liked out of the old
gentleman,
Willy happened to put his hand in his hank-
kerchief pocket, and he felt something erisp
note, and he went rather hot with indig-
nation.

“The
old boy must have been pretty emart to ges
that in there without my knowing!”
noticed some pencilled words on the back
of the note: ‘“You'll need a good feed for
Willy grinned.  After all, the colonel was
right.
told himself complacently, ““We can make
a regular picnic of it—and I'll be the giddy

the necessary magic words upon if, and
“That’s all you need, young man,
pictures being made—to go where you like
try to stop you, just let me know. I may not
W ILLY was feeling that he had had a
style. Ordinarily, he would never
the colonel was virtually his slave. He could
And just before reaching the School Train,
and crinkly. He pulled out the ten-pound
“Well, I'm jiggered!” he muttered.
He smoothed out the ecreases, and then
vour friends in the lsle of Wight.” And
“Well, perhaps it’ll come in handy,” he
(Continued on page 14.)
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1s nol usually given lo wriling

HEERIO, chaps!
C Unaceustomed

as I am to

"HANDFORTH & te

SENSE

2NO)
N8

slightest  pro-
vocation he turns into
a roaring lunatic and

public speaking _ . distributes black eyes
and all that—by ihe IONSCHSE, '?Hd one would hesitate and swollen noses ad
way, the gent you see [0 call this ﬂ?'{i‘d? such. Bﬂf lib. |
at the head of this Hf'fﬁv hnnsflf 1;;51‘5{3{1 ypoﬁ 1his Oh, T nearly forgot.

bright chat isn't me-—I

mean I. I rather
thought  that  illus-
tration a reflection on
me when the editor

showed it me, but he =aid I ought to be
glliui'c-ful for having a sketch for my chat at
all,

However, to resume my narrative, as they
say in the best cireles, having deecided to
write @ chat the next best thing 1s to know
what to write about.

Now let me see. The title of this effort is
“Just a Line of Nonsense!” Oh, 1t’s easy,
then; I write about Ted. Of course,
vou're all familiar with him. When he
learned that T was to write my worthy views
for the NELSON LEE, he made me promise

not to say anything that would make him
foolish, and I said T wouldn't. And as 1f
anvthing 1 said could make him look a
bigger fool

But he's not too bad, even if he does scowl
every time I waft into his vision., He had
the nerve to call me a checky little bounder
this morning when I asked him for a little
advance to tide me over till the week-end.
Like most elder brothers, he's frightfully
mean about his money—and I only asked
him to lend it to me, I eventually made
him see the light of reason, by promising to
tell vou fellows how well he's done in ericket
this scason. He then slipped me hali a
crown, and told me not to speud it all at
once.

By the way, Ted is awfully keen
Irenn Manners. That's his worst fault.
He's got such a tender heart, and Ircne
i= his special soft spot.  You ought to sce the
way ho moons about whenover he has a tiff
with his girl chum, Needless to say, he
also becomes a positive danger to the public.

about

titlc—and his cffort is certainly
amuising.

I promised to say somne-
thing nice about Ted's
cricket—well, it’s not
too bad. He ought to
be fairly good at it, in
fact, after about another ten years.

OW, about my t{wo pals, Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lernon. Quite a
| nice pair of children, you know,

_except when  they're naughh and
I'm put to the painful nececssity of hangmg
their heads together. On such occasions I'm
very impressive, telling them beforchand
that this is going to hurt them much more
than it's going to hurt me.
Without wishing to blow my own trumpet,
I can safely say that I'd make a fine school

captain, and make things hum. TUnfor-
tunately a large majority of the fellows
don’t exactly see me to evo with me,

although the fags are with me to a man.
Buat imagine me as captain. The first thing
Id do would be to abolish fagging. Also I
ould sce that some of the Third were in
rlm School Team. Another alteration I
should make would be to introduce another
half-hol, every week. Nothiug like holidays
to make a chap work, And uﬂ“ for Ted, he
would have to be kept in his place, even 1if

his brother were captain of the school. Also,
I would——
Oh, here come Chubby and Juley, inter-

rupting a chap when hf:% doing =0mcthmg
worth while, I've a jolly good mind to
bang the two fatheads' htadﬁ tngetlﬂer—*nn
I won’t! We'll go along to the ivtkbhﬂp
and spend Ted's half a erown.

(Vext weck a number of prominent St.
Frank's boys will give yov their views on
“My Ideal Bank Holiday!” FLook out for
ticts entertaining artiele, chrme.)
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! St. Frank’s In The “ Talkies!”
I (Continued from puge 12.)
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hest! My only hat!
iiteresting,”

He had been unwilling to accept that
money, aud he thought 1t very decent of
tue old boy to put it surreptitiously into one
his pockets. Well, if the colonel 1'{:uﬁy wanted
to stand the St. Frank’s fellows a feed, all
well and good. That money should be used
for a feod—every peuny of it—and for
noething  else.

In this way, Willy felt that he could accept
it hounourably.

DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
E sniffed. it
My

“Here he is!” he said tartly. )
hat! Rolling up in that whacking

This is going to be

¢icat car like a bloated millionaire! All by
mmself, too!”
Willy had arrived back at the School

I'rain; the colonel’s car had just driven up,
and had come to a stop on the quiet road
which ran alongside the railway siding. The
chauffeur, havinhg opened the door for Willy
te alight, saluted, and continued on his way.

“Well, here we are!” said Willy gaily.

“You're late for calling-over!” said
major, in a stern voice.

“Who cares!” rephied Willy.
I've got a pass!”

“How did the game go?” asked Nipper,
smiling, *“Did the colonel win?”

“"Rather! And he’s as pleased as a cat
with two tails,” replied Willy. "Gave me
a whacking great feed, and I've only got to
-ay what I want and he’ll supply me. For
two pins he'd salaam to me,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if T can make it out!” said Hand-
forth, scratching his head. “ You don’t know
o giddy thing about golf—never played it
in your life--and yet you can twist this old
chap round your finger!”

“It’s just luck, old man,” explained Willy.
“I'm not taking any credit. TEE colonel was
making some awful mistakes, and I hap-
pened to give him some advice that was
nseful.  After that I could do anything I
hked with him., I've now got him so that
e'll eat out of my hand.”

“Lucky young beggar!” said Buster Boots,
of the Fourth.

Willy looked round contemplatively.

“Half a minute, you chaps!” he sang
cut; ““Yes, you Remove fellows! And vou
rourth-Formers! And you fags! Gather
vound !

More out of curiosity than anything else,
these juniors gathered round. There were
a good -many of them “taking the air ” near
the " 8chool Train. It would be locking-up
timie soon, and they would all be compelled
to get on board, and stay there. The

his

“You ass,
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sumimer’s evening was fine and warm, and it
was more pleasant out of doors than in,

“Who's interested in talking pictures?”
asked Willy. :
‘“Everybody, of course,” said Nipper.

“Talking pictures are the thing nowadays.”
“Ilow would you chaps like to see some

‘shots” of one being made?” continued

Willy. “It's a really big picture.” .
IHandforth looked at his minor suspiciously.

"What do you know about talking pic-
tures?” he asked. “And how the dickens:

can you get us admitted into a talking -pic-

ture studio?” -

“Not a studio,” said Willy; *“but’ the
British Bulldog Film Company 1is taking
some important outdoor scenes on the Isle
of Wight on Saturday afternoon. I'm going
along to sce these talkies being made, and
_f'iu fellows are welcome to come, too, if you
ike.”

“*What'’s the good of that?” asked Tommy
Watson. “If we show curselves when they're
taking a *shot,” we'll be booted off.”

“Not if I'm with you,” said Willy calmly.

“Oh! And what can you do?" asked his
major. “You might be able to -wangle
this dotty old colonel, but you’ll never be
able to wangle these hard-headed flm
people.”

Willy produced the colonel’s pass.

“Here,” heo said, “I have the ‘open
sesame.” It’s only a short note from Colonel
Owen, but Colonel Owen happens to be the
chairman of the British Bulldog Company.
This 15 a permit for me to take as many
friends as I like to seo these talkies being
made. What about it? Who's on?”

“By jingo! Let's have a look!”
Harry Gresham eagerly.

“Yes, hand it over, Willy!”’

The juntors thought that Willy was at-
tempting to spoof them. But after they had
examinced that pass they knew differently.
This was the real thing.

“Willy, my son, we'ro on!” said Nipper.
“Thanks, my child, for the invitation. You
can count on us being with you. It'll be
jolly interesting to see some talkies in the
making—especially outdoor shots.”

“Rather!”

“We'ra with you, Willy!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Oh, and there’s something else,” said
Willy. "This invitation of mine includes a
big feed.”

“A which?” went up a general inquiry.

“A feed—in style,” said Willy., “I’ll pay
all the exes, and o

“You young chump!” interrupted Hand.
forth, "“"How the dickens can you pay the
exes? You needn’t think you can come on
me for five bob——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Five bob wounldn't be of much use, Ted,”
said Willy, shaking his head. “This is
something bigger—something special, Pl
provide the grub, and I'll foot the bill. Any-

said

lthing-'up to ten.quad.”
“Rats 1™
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“Cheeze 1t, Willy!”

“And here,” said Willy smoothly, “is the
ten quid!”

He carelessly produced his tenner, and
everybody thought that it was a fake one—
until they examined it, After that they
regarded Willy with respect and deference.

“My only aunt!” said Handforth blankly.
“You say that Colonel Owen gave you ten
quid—just for going round the links with
him this afternoon "

“Not only for that,” said Willy, *“ He had
the benefit of my advice——"

“You silly young ass!” roared Handforth,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he was fecling so pleased with him-

sell because he beat Sir Henry that he
whacked out thia tenner,” said Willy, *1
didn’t want to take it at first g
"You shouldn’t have taken 1t!" frowned
his major. “I don't approve of it at all!"
“But I didn't take
it,” said Willy, *I

found 1t in my pocket.
The colonel must havo
stuffed 1t in  without
my  knowing it, rthe
cunning old bounder,
still, if it's used to pro-
vide a feed for the
whole crowd, I don't
mind so much. That's
why I'm iaviting you 10
join in."”

“Good egg!”

“The kid has got brains!” said Travers
admiringly,

“But how does ho do it?" asked Chubby
Heatl, in a hopeless voice, ‘“ Afternoons off
—motor-cars to come and fetech him—free
feeds—and ten quid notes! How in the name
of ’?H that's marvellous, Willy, do you do
i’

Willy grinned.

“I've already told you, fathead, that it's
a knack!” he replied sweetly,

CHAPTER 5.
Off to the Isle of Wight!
THERE was no difficulty, of course, about

Saturday. It was a half-holiday, and

it was not even necessary to get per-

mission from the masters to tako a
trip to the Isle of Wight.

A good deal of the “film " shooting would
no doubt be done during the morning. but it
wag a certainty that there would still be
plenty to sce in the afternoon.

The school train wasn't moving on until the
beginning of the next weeck, and this was
very satisfactory. Saturday broke fine and
clear and warm—ideal weather for the Alm
makers,

Willy Handforth was a fellow of very con-
siderable importance that day, Ie was host,
Some of the Removites and Fourth-Formers
thought it rather *thick " that they should
Le tho guests of a mere fag, but this was
no time or occasion te make any protesia.

It was Willy who held that inagical pass~—and
Willy who held, too, that ten-pound note,

As soon as the midday meal was over
there was a general gathering, At least
forty juniors were included in this crowd.
Willy was enjoying himsclf immensely, This
was a novel situation to find himself in—
being the host of such a throng,.

“Better go casy, you know, Willy,” said
Chubby Heath. *“You'll have to choke some
of theso chaps off,”

“Choke them oft?” Willy.
Fl\‘;i]:’_?!‘j

“Ten quid 1s a good bit of money, but it
won't go far amongst forty,” said Chubby.

“Five bob for cach of wus,” said Willy
promptly, “We can get all the grub we need
for that money. What are you kicking
about "

“There might be more than forty of us
by the time we get there,” put in Juiey
Lemon,

“Well, what does it
matter "  said Willy
cheerfully., “If my ten

repeated

quid won't go round
the chaps'll whack out
some of their own
money, The more, the
merrier, I say, Let
'em all come!”

It wasn't so much

the inducement of a free

which the juniors to be

feed
enthusiastic, but the prospcet of seeing o
talking film in the making. This, certainly,
was alluring, Like everybody else, the St.
I'rank’s fellows were as keen as mustard on

causcd

the talkies. Most of them had seen oune or
t.u;n of these filins, although there were some
fellows who had not even scen one. So the

prospect of watching one being made was
doubly attractive,

“I think we ought to leave vou behind,
Ted,” said Willy thoughtfully, as he looked
at his major.

“You'd better think again!™
forth.
~ "They're making talkies, don’t forget—and
if you're on the spot the whole film will be
ruined,” continued Willy. “You know what
vour voice 15 like. Talkies aren't like tho
silent films. There arven’t any megaphones
or loud noises. Complete quietness is the
order. And how the dickens can these filu
people have complete quictness if vou're on
the spot?”

“You silly voung fathead!” roared Hand-
forth indignantly, as evervbody else grinued.
“If vou talk to me like that again I'll give
vou a good hiding!"

“You can't do that,” said Wille, *A
guest doesn’t give his host a good hiding!™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth started.

“By George!” he said thickly, “I'd for-
gotten that I'm one of your guests!”

“You'd better not forget it again, old

" said Nipper. “Willy is the big noise

man, :
to-davy, Unless we behase ourselves he's

said Hand-
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liable to issue a polite hint that we're not

wanted.”

“Crumbs!” said Handforth,

He found it difficult to realise, and it cer-
tainly never occurred to him that Willy was
merely pulling his leg. For Willy, of course,
wouldn’t dream of going without his major,
and he didn't ecare how much noise his
major made. It was for the film people to
apply the necessary gags.

[PPER and Vivian Travers and.
Archie (lenthorne and a few others

insisted upon helping with the ex-

penses, There was the journey
from Southampton to the Isle of Wight,
and then a rﬂ:i?
tho 1sland, And it was necessary, too, to
hire a couple of coaches, for the “location ”
was some distance from any railway station,
m the neighbourhocod of Brighstone Bay.
The Isle of Wight had apparently been
chosen because of the superb coastal scenery
which was to be found there—rocks and
gullies and long stretches of rugged coast.

It is to be feared that the St. Frank's
fellows paid but seant attention to
Southampton as they went through on their
way to the boat. They were far more
interested in talkies than in this fine town
with its many historical associations.

They hardly gave Bargate a glance as they
went along its busy length, and the actual
Bargate itself failed to appeal to them, al-
though they went right through its quaint
old arch, where there is room for but one
tramcar to pass through at a time,

In olden times the Bargate was the main
entrance to the town on the north side. It
now divides the town's main street into two
portions—the northern part being called
Above Bar, the southern, High Street. The
architecture of the Bargate is chiefly of two
periods ; Edwardian and Fourteenth Century.
This is shown in the arches over the road-
way, that in the centre being of the semi-
circular Norman type, while the pointed
arches of the later date were added to the
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buildings.

way trip once they were on |

‘water at all.

original gate to give greater strength. The
Bargate 1s sixty feet in thickness from front
to rear, and is an interesting pile.

Then there is Arundel Tower, named after
Sir John Arundel, who was Governor of
Southampton Castle at the time of the
French Repulse, in 1377, Arundel Tower
was probably founded at a very early date;
parts of it are said to be of Saxon origin.
Southampton, in fact, is rich 1n ancient
The history of the town probably
began with the Roman invasion of Southern
Britain in the time of the Emperor Claudius
—A.D. 41-53.

However, the St. Frank’s juniors were in
no way inclined to probe into the history of
Southampton to-day.  All their thoughts
were of the Isle of Wight.

They thoroughly enjoyved the steamer trip
down Southampton Water, and sc across to
Cowes. Here they crowded cn to a train
which took them through Newport and
Carisbrooke, near the famous castle of that
name, which was built on the site of some
Roman ruins. The present éastle was com-
menced early in the Twelfth Century. Some
of the arrow glits have been altered to suit
cannon, probably at the time of the threat
of the Spanish Armada. Charles I was a
prisoner at Carisbrooke in 1648.

The train went on through Calbourne and
Ningwood, and so to Yarmouth on the
Solent, and then to Freshwater, From here
it was necessary to go to the ‘““location ” by
motor-coach.

At last they came within sight of the sea
at the end of a picturesque bay. So far all
the fellows had been charmed with the
beauties of the Isle of Wight; the rural
delights of the country scenery had
enchanted them, and now they beheld a
long vista of rugged coastline, with little
bays and the many-coloured cliffs. There
were rock pinnacles and rock arches, caves
and golden sands. And above the green

ilawnsﬁa. really perfect panorama of sea and
and.

“There they are!” said Handforth
cagerly, ““By George! I hope we're not

too late! Perhaps they’ll have finished?”
“That’s not likely,” said Nipper. “It came
over a bit dull this morning, and now there’s

plenty of bright sunshine, I expect we shall
find them in the thick of it.”

In the distance, along the beach, small

| knots of figures could be seen, and just a

little way from the shore there was a quaint
old vessel—one of the old “wooden walls”
of England apparently.

“T'lIl bet that ship is the Victory,” said
Handforth.

“IFathead!” put in Church. *The Victory
is moored in Portsmouth.”

“And moored pretty strongly, too,”
grinned Nipper. “The Viectory is in dry
dock—the oldest dry dock in the world, as a
matter of fact—and she’s not floating in any
She’s a permanent fixture
there now.”
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Intarestedly the juniors watched the ** talkie '’ beinz filmed.

up, you idiot ! *' hissed that junior indignantly.

“Then this ship can't be the Vietory,” said !
' look at

tlandforth. ““Perhaps she's a training ship

of some kind.”

“It's a funny place for a training ship
to> Dbe moored,” saixd Nipper ecritically,
"Look at this coast! On a winter's day,
vith a gale raging, that ship wouldn't last
hali an hour. She'd be flung on the rocks.
There's no  shelter here—there’'s no safe
Larbour. It's all right on a summer's day,
but this part of the coast is open to all the
gaics that blow.”

i Well, we shall soon find out.” said
Willy. *“Perbaps she's only here for the
oCcasion. I'll bet she's a ship specially

chartered by these film people.”

They went on foot for the last miie, des
cending the eliffs by a steep, rocky path, and
finaily recaching the beach. But they Lad not
gone far before they beheld a police oflicer,
and one or two other men. The policeman
beckoned, and then came forward to mcct
the big crowd of schoolbovs.

Eb 1

‘an't go this way, young geuts,” lLe said
plcasantly, '

“Why not?"” went up a chorus.

“They're making films down the beach
there,” said the oflicer. “If you weunt along
that way yvou might disturb them."”

“QOh, draw it mild!” protested Handforth.
“These film companies can’t bar people from
the beach, can they? It's public property !’

“All tho same, vou can’t go.” said the
policeman. “It’s a special arravgement for
to-day, and—""

““ Doesn’t look very realistic to me,”’
began Handforth, and was then promptly shut up as Church slammed a fist over his mouth. ** Shut

** Do you want to spoil the film, you chump 2 "

“Have a

“Wait a minute,” said Willy, |
We're frien_ds of [Uolnnel

this.
Owen,”

“Colonel Owen?"” said
“Never heard of him."”

“Well, that's not very surprising,” said
Willy. “Colonel Owen is only the chairman
of the film company.”

The constable took the permit, read it
with suspicion, and then seratchied his chin,

“Well, I'm sure I don't know,” he said,
at length. “This looks all right. DBut it
says here that you and your friends are to
be allowed to watch the film-making., Who
are vour friends?”

“These,” replied Willy, with a comprehen-
sive wave of his hand.

“All of them?"”

“Yes, of course!”

“Well, I'm not so sure that I can let you
pass.” said the policeman uncertainly.

“Try to stop us!” grinned Handforth,

The police constable was not so rash, He
watched the crowd of St. Frank's fellows
pass along the beach, and ho scratched his
chin again. He had an idea that a little
trouble would come of this.

tie policeman,

CHAPTER 6.

Not Welcomel!
S they grew nearer, they could see
that there was a great deal of acti-
vity., There were two or three big

lorries standing in a little gap near
the boach, and all sorts of cables were
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running from these lorries—one or two of
them leading right into the sea—and towards
that old man-o’-war. ‘

“That ship’s only a hulk,” said Nipper,
as he inspected it closely. ““A lot of it has
been reconstructed, and you can see all the
new timbers at the stern, They're not going
to take any shots in that direction, I sup-

DEE'JI
d “Then it's not a real ship at all?” asked
Handforth. *‘What a fraud!”

“Most of these film scenes are frauds,”
grinned Nipper. ‘“Sometimes you see the
top of a building, and it's not really the
top of the building at all—but a fake. But
what does it matter, so long as it looks hke
the real thing in the picture?”

They could even hear the faint hum of the
motor generators now, and a scene was appa-
rently %eing shot on the sands not far off.
There was a good deal of apparatus here—
cameras, sound machinery, and so forth.

Just near the beach a smart motor-launch
was in readiness, with one or two small boats,
too.

*Don'’t
warned Nipper.
talking pictures.
turbance.” _ -

“Might be a good idea fo stay here, said
Willy. “We can see everything—

«Not likely!” interrupted Edward Oswald.
I want to go and have a look at every-
thing at close quarters,. I'd like to see how

do these things.”
lhﬁEWe]l, don’t shuuf, then,” said Willy. “It
wouldn’t matter in silent pictures, but—"

“Stop!” came a loud, angry voice from
one of the men on the beach, some "dtﬁ-
tance ahead. “Stop! Hold everything!

The man who had spoken came hurrying
iowards the St. Frank’s crowd. He was tall
and lean, and he was in his shirt sleeves.
There was an expression of imput.ience_ar}d
‘vritation on his face as he came within
<peaking distance of the juniors,

“You schoolboys can’t come along here!”
he said brusquely. “Didn’t that policeman
warn you? Didn’t you see any of my men
up there?”

“Yes, but
Willy.

“QOh, you came past them, did you?” said
the other. “Well, my name’s Newton——"

“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Newton,” said
Willy.

“Kh? You don’t understand!” said Mr,
Newton gruflly. “You may be pleased to
mect me, but I'm hanged if I'm pleased to
meet yvou—or vour friends, either! You
oughtn’'t to be here at alll”

Mr. Newton was the assistant-director, and
he was rather harassed at the moment.
Things had not been going quite right—
things seldom do in the making of a film.
And a great deal of the work and the worry
had fallen upon Myr. Newton’s shoulders. Tt
was rather too bad of these schoolboys to
come butting in at a crucial moment.

make any noise, you chaps,”
“Remember, they're taking
Better not create any dis-

we came past them,” said

“We've come to watch these talkies being
made,” explained Nipper. ‘“We shan’t get
in the way—"

“T’ll see that you don’t!” interrupted Mr.
Newton.,  ““Sorry, young ’uns, but you'il
have to go back. We can’t have you on
this part of the beach.”

“JIs it yours ?" asked Handforth tartly.

“No, it's not mine—but I’ve got possession
of it for the moment,” retorted Mr. Newion.
“And, what’s more, we can’t have any of
yvou schoolboys butting in and interrupting .

“We're friends of Colonel Owen,” said;
Willy sweetly. v

“What’s this?” demanded Mr. Newton, as
that precious pass was thrust into his hand.
“You needn’t think that Hallo! What
the——  Well, I'm hanged!”

He had read the words by now, and his
expression changed. Here was a note writ-
ten by Colonel Owen, the chairman of the
company! Much as Mr. Newton wanted to
ignore it, he felt that he could not do so.

“Where did you get this from ?” he asked,
looking at Willy.

“¥From Colonel Owen—a friend of mine,”
sald Willy carelessly. ““As you see, he's in
vited us to come along and sece this picture
beir}'p: made. I've brought my friends with
me.

“So I notice,” said Mr. Newton grimly.
“Couldn’t you find a few more while you
were about 1t ?”

Willy took no notice of the sarcasm.

“Well, is 1t all serene?” he asked. “Can
we go ahead ?”

“Not yet,” said the assistant-director.
“I shall have to consult Mr. Lomax about
this. Wait here. I'll let you know some-
thing within a few minutes. I’ll take this
paper, if you don’t mind.”

“But I do mind,” said Willy.
lose it, will you?”

Mr. Newton did not deign to reply. He
strode off, uttering all sorts of hectic words
under his breath. Another man was coming
to meet him—a man who was also in his
shirt sleeves, and whose soft collar was un-
buttoned. He was rather stoutish, elderly
and cumbersome. big panama hat was
perched on the back of his head.

“What’s the matter, Newton?” he asked
peevishly.

Mr, Lomax was the director, and he was
a director, moreover, who hated any kind
of interruption during the making of a film.
It would be truthful, indeed, to say that he
hated making films—{or interruptions are all
too frequent in this process,

“It’s that darned old fool, Owen,”
growled Mr, Newton. “What do you think
he’s done now? Given all these schoolboys
Eermlsamn to come along and see this film

eing made!”

1 YE
startled.

He flung his cigarette down, and read the
little note.

“You won't

gods!” ejaculated Mr. Lomax,
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“Well, we shall have to let them come
along, that's all,” he said resignedly
“Heaven only knows when we shall get this
picture finished, though! I don't supposc
it'll cost us more than a couple of thousand
pounds.”

“Well, it's the colonel’s own money,” said
the assistant-director. “If he likes to throw
it about like this, it's his own concern. Why
on earth can’t he leave us to get on with
the business? It’s a confounded nuisance
to have all these boys here!”

“You'd better go and feteh Mr., Rivers,”
said the director. ‘“He'd better see this.
On second thoughts, I'm not going to take
the responsibility of allowing all thesc boys
to ruin the day. Evervthing's planned. If
we don't take these shots this afternoon, we
might not get another chance. The first
breeze that springs up will batter that hulk
to atoms, We've simply gof to take these
shots this afternoon. It'll cost us thousands
if we miss the opportunity.”

Mr. Newton went off, impatient and 1n-
censed. It was bad ennugﬂ'; to have the

ordinary hindrances, without which film pro-
duction scems to be impossible, let alone
allowing all these boys to barge in and dis-
tribute themselves over the whole location,
to the confusion of all.

Mr. Osbert Rivers, sccing that something
was delaving the action, was coming up
from the dircction of the motor-launch, and
there was an air of grim resolution about
Iis very walk.

“What's it all about, Jimmy?" he asked,
as hie came up.

Jimmy, who apparently was My, Lomax,
turned and glared "at the manuger,

“Just a fow friends of the colonel’s!” hao
said, indicating the erowd of schoolboys,
“Thev've come along at the colonel’s invita-
tion to watch us at work. How the deuce
can we work with these dratted boys on the
seene’”’

“I'm afraid thev'll be disappointed,” said
Alr. Rivers. “It needs a mighty clever
fellow to find vou doing any work, Jimmy 1"
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“Don’t try to be funny!” protested Mr, |
Lomax, mare peevish than ever. **What are
we going to do? That's what 1 want to
know, I’ll never direct for this infernal
company again! Owen knows absolutely
nothing about the business, and—"

“That’s all to the good,” interrupted Mr.
Rivers briskly. “Heaven preserve us from
the -company chajrman who knows the
ropes! At least, Jimmy, Owen gives us a
free hand, and what more can you want?
Don’t be such an old grumbler! We'll get
through all right.”

“With all these boys on the scene?”

“Leave them to me—TI'll handle them,”
said the production manager good-naturedly.

He read that ““pass » of Willy’s, chuckled,
and stuffed it into his pocket, Then he
strolled over to the crowd of waiting juniors.

“Hallo, boys!” he said cheerily, "“Come
along to watch us at the talkie game, eh?”

“Yes, sir!” chorused the juniors.

“Good!” said Mr., Rivers. ‘“‘Make your-
selves at home,”

“Thanks, Mr, Rivers!” said Willy.
is AMr. Osbert Rivers,
producer.™

“But I thought the other gentleman was
the producer?” asked Chubby Heath,

“You're getting them mixed,” said Willy,
“The producer 1sn’t the director. He's a
much more important man.”

“Oh, 1s he?”’ said Mr. Lomax, who was
within carshot.

“This youngster knows what he's talking
about,” remarked Mr., Rivers, with a sly
glance at the director. *“Well, boys, I'd like
just a few words with you before we carry
on. Gather round.”

The juniors gathered round, having taken
a liking to the production manager.

“You can go where you please, and you
can watch the whole of the works,” said Mr.

“This
yvou chaps—the big

Rivers. ‘“But, remember, there musn’t be
any noise, Got that?”

“Yes, sir!” yelled the juniors. _“No
noise !”

“If that's your idea of no noise you'd
better go back to the beginning and start all
over again,” said Mr. Rivers. “You silly
young donkeys! When I mean no noise, I
mean no noise. Now, don’t shout—just
nod.”

There was an epidemic of nodding.

““Keep out of the camera line, and don’t
crowd too much together,” continued Mr.
Rivers crisply. “We've got a big pro-
gramme scheduled for this afternoon, and
we're going through with it. These shots
must be finished to-day. And don’t forget
that this 1s a talking film, and if any of
you boys start shouting you might ruin
cverything. Do you give me your word that
yvou won't interfere?”’

There was another epidemic of nodding.

“Right!” said Mr. Rivers. ‘‘All set,
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R. LOMAX did not seem any too
M conflident., However, he felt more
satisfied after five or ten minutes
had elapsed. These schoolboys had
been impressed by the production manager’s
earnestness, and they were behaving them-
selves splendidly, There were no dis-
turbances—there was no shouting. The
fellows had distributed themselves into little
groups, and they were careful not to get in
the way of the film men,

They were very much interested in the
cameras, and in the talkie apparatus—
in the motor generators, and in the great
reflectors, and in the microphones,

“Jiggered if I can understand what all
the fuss was about!” murmured Handforth,
as he stood with Church and MecClure.
“Look at those ruffians over there! They
can stand and watch, 1t seems, and vyet
these people objected to us!”

Church and MecClure glanced at the
ruffians, Then they glanced at one another
without Handforth spotting it, and grinned.
There were ten or twelve of these tough
customers—men with ragged clothing, some
of them collarless, some of them with
chokers round their throats. They certainly
seemed to be a rough gang.

“Tramps, perhaps,” said Church carelessly,

“Hardly tramps,” put in the Secottish
junior. ““They look like loafers. Let's go
across and see what they're doing here.”

Handforth raised no objection, They went
over a stretch of the sand and came nearer
to the gang. One particularly brutal-look-
ing man was in the act of extracting a
cigarette from a delicate silver case.

“Of course, it's a frightful bore,
know,” he was saying.
are inevitable, I'm told.”

“Oh, absolutely,” sald one of the other
“ruffians.”” “Is this the first time you've
been in a film, Bertie 7" '

““As a matter of fact, yes,” said the first
“hooligan,” “Rather a priceless experience,
too. I'm awfully bucked about it. My
people don’t know a thing—which, perhaps,
15 just as well.”

“They’ll never recognise you, Bertie, old
man,” said one of the others, ‘‘There's that
consolation, anyhow.”

Handforth was looking blank, and Church
and MecClure were grinning.

“My only hat!” said Edward Oswald.
“JT’ve never heard toughs talking like this
before.”

Church and McClure rocked with silent
laughter.

“You silly ass!” murmured Church.
“Can’t you see that they’re only spoof
roughs? They're actors.”

“Actors!” ejaculated Handforth, with a
start.

“Of course,” grinned Church. “Didn’t you
hear the way they spoke? If they’ve got to
do any talking in this film they’ll ruin the
giddy picture.’

“Unless they know their part well, and

) you
“But these waits

Jimmy! Let’s gol”

tdo it properly.” said Mae. *“Well, T must
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THE ST. FRANK’S

QUESTIONNAIRE !

Here are lwelve festers for you, chums—questions which refer to Si.

Frank’s and 1ls members.,

Give them the * once-over,”

jot down 1be

answers lo those which vou know, and then compare them with the
correct list which will be given, together with another set of questions,

next -
1.—What is the colour of John Busterfield
Boots' hair?
2.—Mr. Pagett, the master of the Fifth
Form, has a particular hobby. What
is it?

3.—~Who is the most inventive junior in the
Third Form?

4.—What ara the colours of the Modern
House?

5.—What is the name eof the
of the Moor View School?

6.—Who keeps the tuckshop
Village?

7.—How far is Bellton from St. Frank's

8.—Who is the most accomplished amateur
actor at St. Frank's?

9.—Which House is it that immediately faces
the main gateway of St. Frank's?

headmistress

in Bellton

week.

10.—What kind of trees are they which grow
in the Triangle?

11.—Who is the Junior captain of the River
House School?

12,—Who is the most thortsighted master at
St. Frank's?

ANSWERS TO LAST WEEK'S QUESTIONS

1. Red and DBlue. 2, Winnie Pitt and Clive
Russell, 3. The George Tavern, 4. Mr,
William Pagett. 5. Grey stone, 6. Aunustus
Prnhn—pmrwm’mh; 50 now that henmore 1»
tmproving., T. About 500 yards, alony the
roud whieh leads to Edgemore and Danning-
ton Moor. 8. Austin, Third Form. Cricket.
9. In the bicyele shed belind West Squure.
10, Krnest Lawrence, of the Fourth, 11,
Arelie Glenthorne. 12. Lord Dorrimore,

]

But when are

rl:r

sav it's nll jolly interesting.
1i|m going to start 'amul:‘thmg big*

“qu;Lmre didn’t know it, but something big
was in the wind cven then.

-—

CHAPTER 7.
Nipper Makes a Suggestion!

ANDFORTII felt that he had been
H swindled. He no longer regarded
the gang of “toughs " with interest,
The whole thing was a fraud. But
he was compelled to admit that these men
looked their parts to the life.
Mr. Lomax had come up to them, nnd he
was evidently giving some directions,
“Now, boys, remember what you've got
to do,” he was saying. ““There ncedn’t be
any talking—in fact, there musta‘t be any
talking. We want to get all the noises of
the fight, and a yell or two will be all to
the good. You've got ta rush out from be-
hind that clump of TD{:I\.:: and get to the at-
tack straight away.

“Co ahecad, Jimmy—we're ready,” said a
member of the gang.
Alr. further

Lomax proeceeded to give
directions, after v.'?i{*h the gang moved off,
and disappeared behind some roeks. Then
there was much activity with cameras, with
talkie apparatus, and so forth,

There were one or two rehearsals to start
with, and the affair prov ed to be quite exeit-
ing, The 8t. IFrank's fellows, watching
from a safe distanee, were vastly mtmmh vl
Thex knew nothing of the plof, and to them

it scemed that the scrap was pointless. But,
of course, all this w ould be worked into tho
film and connccted up in its right place.

A man dressed in a kind of paval uniform
was evidently the hero, and he had one or
two companions attired in ordinary lounge
suits. They were supposed to be walking
along the beach, carrying certain packages,
when the rmlghs would spring upon them
unawares. In the fight which resulted the
roughs were to be beaten after a long
struggle.

“That’ 11 do!” sang out Mr. Lomax at
length. “Now we're gmng to start shool-
ing. Ready, everybody? Good! Let's get
down to 1it. E

There were one or two more shouts: then
came some signals, and complete silence.
The men with the reflectors were at their

posts, and the camera men were at their
machines. The handles began to turn, and
it was noficeable that there was not the
ghightest elicking, .

The 8t. Frank's fellows watchied with
tremendous interest.  Nipper had read that
in some sound films the cameras were
enclosed in sound-proof cabinets; but theso
cabinets were evidently not necessary herve,

since the machines themselves were silent.

As the officer and his companions trudged
along the sands they were talking, and tho
{lnln;_rlw was evidently being recorded, for
a microphone accompanied them—two micro-
phones, in fact,

The whole. thing was verv ingenious. A
conple of electricians kept pace  with  the
walking men;  but  these  eleetricians, of
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course, were beyond the scope of the “Well, that’s the last beach scene,” Mr.
camera’s field. The microphones themselves | Rivers was saying. “‘All the rest will have
were slung from long arms, and they hung | to be done on the hulk, and from the boats.
down just in front of the walking actors, but } We shall get through, Jimmy.”

rather above them, and also beyond
the scope of the camera’s field.

Naturally, this sort of thing could
not be carried on for long—merely
a few vards. But 1t was suflicient.
The “gang ” came rushing out from
behind the neighbouring rock, and
the officer and his friends halted,
uttering startled ejaculations. They
flung down their burdens, and the
next moment they were in the thick
of the fight. The only sounds were
those caused by the tramping feet.
Occasionally, however, there would
be a hoarse gasp, a shout, and so on.

“Doesn’t look very realistic to
me——" began Handforth, and then
nearly fell backwards as Church and
MeClure slammed their hands over
his mouth.

“Shut up, vyou iliot!” hissed
Chureh in Iandforth's ear. “Do
vou want to spoil the whole thing,
you chump 7%

Handforth started.

“Sorry!” he whispered apolegti-
~ally, as his two chums removed their
hands from off his mouth., *0Of
course 1 don’t want to spoil 1t. Not
that i1t'll take much to do that,” he
added, with a touch of obstinacy.
“It’s most unrealistic!”

“You wait until you see it on the
screen,” breathed Church. “You'll
see none of the apparatus then, you
know—you’ll just see those men
walking along an apparently de-
serted beach. They'll be talking,
and 1t’'ll probably be moonlight.
Then these roughs will attack. It'll
be amazingly realistic, in 1y
opinion.”

“Don’t talk, you asses!” hissed
somebody else.

The scene was soon over. There
was some excuse for Handforih's
gcepticism, for it hardly seemed pos-
gible that that fight would actually
look realistic in the film. Dut
Church was quite correct. Here, in There was an ear-splitting, dealen-
the full sunlight, with all these ing detonation, and a 'r,riﬁé column
machines and lorries and men on the of flame as the doomed vessel ex-
beach, it was hard to get the true ploded. It was a magnificent
atmosphere of the scene, The spectacle. And then came the

finished film, however, would wreckage—raining down upon the
probably be a marvel of realism. swimming juniors. ‘‘ Great scott !’

As soon as the “shooting ” was  Shouted Handforth. “ Duck, you
over everybody started talking. Mr. chaps |

Rivers and Mr. Lomax consulted,

and one of the camera man’s assis-

tants came forward with a board, '

and held it in front of the camera. A few “We might,” said the director. “ Weather’s
turns of the handle, and that board had been | keeping good—plenty of strong sunlight yet.
photographed.  This was very necessary. since | But we mustn't lose any time.”

1t save the number of the seene just taken, The assistant-director came hurrying up.



THFE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHGOIL STORIES

“We're sunk, Jimmy!” he declared mourn-

fully.

“Sunk?
Mr. Lomax,

“That fool of a Simmonds, in Portsmouth,
has let us down!” said Mr., Newton. * Those
boys aren’ here.”

The St. Frank’s fellows,

What do you mean?” snapped

hearing some-

thing of this, and noting the expressions of
consternation on the faces of Mr,
and his colleagues, drew nearer,

Rivers

“Don’t get excited,” said the production

manager
hands.

monds 7"

with a gentle movement of his
‘Now then, what's this abhont Sim-

1

23

Another man joined them—a young fellow
who was perspiring freely and breathing
hard.

“T've run a mile a]nng this infernal
beach!” he was saying. “It's no good, Mr.
Rivers. Simmonds has failed us. We
definitely arranged for those boys to be here
this afternoon, and they’re not coming!”

“Why not?” snapped the producer.

“There was a hitch of some kind,” replied
the other. “Siminonds said that the firm
offered a certain amount for the services of

“himself and his boys, and that you reduced

It this morning, Mr. Rivers.”

“Simmonds agreed to my terms,” rapped
ount Mr, Rivers.

“He says he didn't,” replied the young
man. ““Anyhow, he says that he’ll see you
to blazes before he'll agree. He got quite
nasty, I couldn’t do anything without
authority, so I rushed along as fast as I
could. Simmonds is waiting on the telephone,
and he says he won't move an inch until he's
spoken to you.”

"Then that man is going to remain
stationary,” said Mr. Rivers grimly. *“1]
gave him my figure, and I’'m not going to
budge from it. The grasping hog! Thinks
he can force my hand, does he ?*

" But we must have those boys, 0s,” put
in Mr. Lomax agitatedly. “ Man alive! They
ought to be here now—we’'re nearly ready
for them. If there’s any further delay, we
shan’t be able to get through.”

Nipper stepped forward.

“1 don’t want to butg in, sir,” he
said, looking at Mr. Rivers, “but if
youre wanting any boys, what about
us ;!

“KFade away, young ’un—fade
away!” sald Jimmy Lomax peev-
ishly., “For goodness’ sake, don’t
interrupt——>"

“He's not interrupting, Jimmy,"”
satd Mr. Rivers smoothly. “As a
matter of fact, I've just been casting
my eyes over these St. Frank’s
youngsters. Simmonds can go to the
deuce. Why bother about him when
we've got the right sort of materia'
here, on the spot?”

The director started.

“These—these schoolboys?”’ he
ejaculated.

“Why not ?”

“But there aren’t enough of
them!” said Mr. Lomax. “Sim-

monds has arranged to bring over
a hundred——"

“There are over fifty of us, sir,”
said Nipper eagerly.

“We can get throulgh, Jimmy,”
said the producer. “I'm not pre-
tendin at fifty will be as good
as & hundred, %ut I'm hanged if I'll submit
to Simmonds’ dictation, Besides, there isn’t
time for him to get those boys here now.
Either we nse these voungsters, or we've got
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to delay the whole outfit. And delay, as you
kuow, might be disastrous. A spell of bad
weather will hold the whoele thing up for days
—pernhaps for weeks.”

Mr. L.omax breathed hard.

“And that hulk will go
grunted. “It'll mean thousands of pounds
lost. Not only that, but we shan't get the
ilin finished to schedule. Think these boys
will be all right?” '

“They're a gift from Heaven,” declared
Mr, Rivers, in his decisive way. “Go and
tell Props to get ready, Newton. I'll have a
little chat with these voungsters,”

“What's he going to do?” asked Hand-
forth breathlessly.

“Jiggered if T know,” said Church. “But
it looks us if he’s going to get us into the

(il !

“My only hat!”
“Bv George!”

“Hurrah!”

The St. Frank's juniors came crowding
round the production manager, and he
grinned cheerfully at them,

“Now, listen,” he said crisply. “I don’t
nced to go into any details, but a fellow
named Simmonds has let us down. He's the
chief of a sort of industrial school. and he
arranged to bring all his boyvs here this
afternoon. There's been a hitch, and those
boys aren't coming.”

“We'll do just as well, sir,” said Hand-
forth promptly.

“T believe vou will,” agreed Alr. Rivers.
“Now, I'd better give vou an idea of what
I want you to do. It ought not to be very
difficult—you look a pretty bright set of kids.
You'll mainly be required for background
seenes, "’ '

“That's not quite so good,” said Hand-
forth, with a grimace.

“Don’t we do any talking, sir?” asked
Travers,

“Talking? Well, no,” said the producer.
“I don't think you've had enough experience
for that. Mavbe, later on, you'll be good
cnough, but not now. I suppose vou're
pretty handy at fighting 77

“(Good gad!” ejaculated Archie Glenthorne,
“You don't absolutely mean to say, old
cheese, that you require us to do a bit of
scrapping? Another spot of bother, what?”

“The more realistic vou can make it, the
better,” said the producer, with a grin.
“And if vou get a black eve here and there,
and a thick car or two, I don’t suppose it'll
be anything fresh—eh 7"

“You'd better not let Handv get loose,
sir,” grinned Nipper. “He'll distribute

* +¢-++H-¢-+-ﬁ++—¢-—+++*
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black eyes until further orders if you give
him half a chance.” i

“He's the very fellow I wagt,” said Mr.
Rivers promptly. “Now, look here. Tl
just give you an idea of this plot—just the
part of it that we're doing now. This i
quite a big film—one of the biggest talkies
that has yet been produced in this country.
You mustn't think that it's a blood and
thunder affair, because 1t's not.”

“Well, I'll admit we had an idea that wax,
sir—after we saw the scene on the beach just
now,” said Gresham.,

“You can't judge by incidental scenes,”
replied Mr. Rivers. *“All these shots will
only take up about a thousand feet of filn
-~tho rest of it 1s quite different. I shall
want you boys on that hulk,” he added,
pointing to the old ship which lay some dis-
tance from the shore, “and before vou go
aboard you'll have to get into uniform.”

“Uniform?"” went up a general shout,

“That's the 1idea,” said Mr. Rivers.
“You're supposed to be training ship boys.
Understand? We've got all the necessary
props, and it won't take vou long to change.
I think vou’ll look rather well in uniform.”

“But what do we do?" asked Handforth.
“That’s what I'm trying to get at. Don't
we do any acting?”

“Well, not exactly,” said the producer,
shaking his head. **Fighting will be more
i your line. You see, the villain in this plot
13 supposed to have his eye on his uncle’s for-
tune. There's a lost son—the old missing heir
business—and he¢’s a bor on this training
ship. The villain has made one or two at-
tempts to get rid of this kid in the early
part of the film, and he has failed. So now
he means to do the job thoroughly, and
he's going to Dblow the whole ship to-
smithereens.”

“Us included, sir?" asked Willy politely.

“You're supposed to be blown to smither-
eens—but that won't actually happen,” said
Mr. Rivers pleasantly. ** At least, T hope not.
We try to get realism, but we don't go to
those lengths. After we've taken some close.
ups on the deck of the ship—there'll be a big
scrap there—the hulk will be set on fire, and
vou'll see something worth looking at.
Finally, the whole shoot will be blown up.
But I shall only want you for these elose-ups
on the deck. Do you all understand 7"

“Yes, sir,” went up a general chorus.

“Then go along with Mr. Newton, and
Props will give vou the necessary uniforms,”
said the producer briskly. ** As soon as you're
dressed you'll be taken out to that hulk, and
vou'll ind me there. I'll give you your final
instructions then.”

The St. Frank's fellows were thoroughly
excited, and they were delighted to be in
the film=—especially as they had only come on
the scene to wateh the proceedings,

“All set?” smiled Mr. Rivers,
got the hang of it, boys?"”

They told him, in emphatic terms, that
they had got the hang of it, And after that
they went hurrying off to interview * Props ”

15
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\ —in other words, the properts man,
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. R. M. P. BARNETT (London).,—My birth-
days falls on the 18th of April—the same date
every year. I certainly think you ARE in-
quisitive. What do you mean by asking me
to tell you some of Archie Glenthorne’s pet
sayings? I regard it as a slight on myself,
This is a sensible feature written by a sensible
fellow, and if you think I'm going to waste
space hy Lepeatmg any of that lazy qlnckel
nonsense, then you’re mistaken. In fact, you
can go and cat coke. Your next questicn
strikes me as being dotty—‘“You are one of
my best characters in the NEeLsoN LEE,
Could you tell me why, please ?”” That doesn’t
make sense to me, but here’s the answer.
Because I'm me!

BOB HARDY (Salishury).—I shall dot you
most severely on the nose if ever 1 hear
you saymng that I used fo 1.1.111.5 rubbish in
the *‘St. Irank’s Magazine.”” I have never
written rubbish, and never will write rubbish.
My advice to you to cure that wart on your
finger is as follows: Get hold of the roughest
and sharpest piece of stone or cement you
can find, and rub it briskly against the
wart, This should have the desired result
of eventually making it disappear. If you
feel that you will not be able to bear the
pain, get somebodjr to hit you over the head
with the aforementioned piece of stone or
cement. Then, when you are wunconscious,
you can carry on as stated above,

‘“ BASHER BILL " (Catford).—! don’t
believe you when you say you took Irene to
the pictures the other night. Irene isn’t that
kind of girl. But I'm going to have it oul
with her, and if it should prove true—well,

l";!,

you can look out for yourself. Tn any case,
she wouldn’t call me a clumsy chump, an
ugly idiot and the biggest dolt on earth,
because I will have you know that Irene
never tells fibs. Trackett Grim and Splinter
are still very much alive. They are both
holiday-making at Mudville-on-Mud—having
a high time there spending the millions of
pounds they’ve received from grateful clients.
The re.son why they haven’t had any cases
lately is that all the erooks in the world are
afraid of them. For the date of my birthday
see above. I'm not answering your other
questions (which don’t concern me), because
l think you're a cheeky bounder.

PETER BUCK (lIpswich).—My scores this

cricket season have been as follows: 108, 70
155, 149, 175, 99, 57, and many other cen-
turies too numerous to mention, I don’t

think 1 have caught out more than a mere
100 batsmen—and then I woke up! Ha, ha!
Jolly good joke, that, wasn’t it? To tell the
truth, great cricketers like myself never
trouble to remember our scores and how
many batsmen we have caught in the field.
L. J. WITHAMS (Chelmsford).—You mus?
be a jolly fine fellow. Never once in your
letter did you call me an idiot, or a fathead,
or some other insulting name; nor did you
make unflattering remarks about my face, nor
did you say that my Trackett Grim yarns
were tripe. It’s a pity you didn’t ask me any
questions—except about- my birthday, the
answer to which you'll find above—for I
should have been only too pleased to answer
them at length, Write me again, old man.
EDWARD OSWALD.

R —

CHAPTER 8.
The Schoolboy Film Actors!
HE inclusion of the St. Frank’s crowd
in the film was a totally unexpected
development — unexpected by the

schoolboys themselves, and by the
British Bulldog crowd,

Mr. Osbert Rivers had acted with character-
1stie incisiveness. Rather than submit to any
nonsense from the absent Mr. Simmonds, he
was doing without that gentleman's services
altogether. These St. Frank’s fellows would
do just as well as the boys from the industrial
school.,

Mr,

In fact, they would be a lot better.
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Rivers had been napressed by the way in

which the 8t. Frank's fellows had respected
his wishes.  They were brainy yvoungsters—
they were just the type for this kind of job.
And they would look well mn the Glm—true
specimens of British boyhood.

It was a surprise for the Jll:llﬂ?"& to learn
that the old hulk was to be set on fire, and
then blown up. The end of the day would
cvidently be exeiting and spectacular,

The plot of the film did not matter a jot.
The boys knew all that was necessary. They
were to be training ship ecadets, and they
vwere absolutely and positively to appear in
the film. "This would be something to boast
ol afterwards!

Mr., Newton had changed his attitude
completely. He was geniality itself, Xe no
lenger looked upon these bovs as a nuisance,
They wero necessary now, and he treated
them with a friendly fatherliness which rather
amused them.

“Props "’ proved to be a very genial little
man with a face which was tremendously
wrinkled. He was in full charge of a great
iwotor lorry which seemed to contain every-
thing from a trousers button to a spotlight.

“Let’s have a look at vou,” he said, as
e cyed the boys. “One at a time, young
gents. There's a tent just along the beach
where you can go and (‘hmlge nnd look
«dippy about it. mind you.

He gauged their sizes with an expertenced

2 THE NELSON LEL LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

eye, and when they went to the tent lo
change, they found that there had been very
few mistakes in thie matter of size.  Their
uniforms fitted almost as though they had
been measured for then,

HE hulk was evidently supposed tn be a
training ship for officers, for the St.

I'rank’s fellows found themselves ar-
rayed in smart biue uniforms with
reefer jackets and peaked caps. They had
gold buttons, and gold on their caps and on
their sleeves,
“This is jolly good!” remarked Hand-
forth, as he surveyed himeelf, *“I thought
we were going to appear as the other kind

of training ship Dboys—with those wide
trousers and blousc and big collars.”
“Then you thought wrong—as usual,”

grinned Travers., “I say,” he added, turmug
to the others, ““have yvou noticed the miracle ?
Handy lookz-almost tidy for once.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y wonder what we' ru supposed to repre-
sent 7"’ asked someb

“We look like bods from tha Worcester,
down at Greenhithe,” said Nipper. 1
expeet this ship is supposed to be one of the
same type.”

The last of the juniors eame out into the
sunshine, and they now saw that practically
ail the aectivity had been transferred to the
hulk. Only one or two of the fillm men were
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on the beach; the rest had gone aboard the
“training ship.”

““What are we supposed to do now 1" asked
Handforth impatiently.

He stopped then, and a sudden excite-
ment gripped him.

“1 say, you chaps,” he burst out, "how
about taking a film of ourselves. There’s
nobody about, and we <an soon find a

camera——"

“Don’t be a fathead, Handy!” said
Church. *“*All the cameras are in use, and
you mustn’t go monkeying about with them.
Ah, here’s one of the camera men. He’ll

soon stop you getting up to any mischief!”
The camera man came up. He was
grinning broadly.
“I heard what you said, young man,” he

remarked, addressing Handforth. *‘'So you
want to do a bit of actmg—eh?”
Y™ replied Handforth eagerly.

“Couldn’t you get hold of a camera? And
thm},l’ll show you what a jolly fine actor I
am. P

A chorus of chuckles went up from the
juniors, They had seen Handforth's efforts
in the acting art before, and they were firmly
convinced that he was far from a jolly fine
one. But the camera man seemed to take
the suggestion seriously.

“ Anything to oblige, sonny,” he said.
"‘I‘il} get a camera and take some shots of
you.™

Handforth grinned triumphantly at the
juniors as the man went off. He grinned
more triumphantly when the man came back
with a camecra,

““Now, sonny, show us how you do your
stuff,” said the man, when he had placed the
camera in position. “Are you Teady?
Right! Shoot!”

Handforth ‘“shot.” He went through all
the emotions, Ie showed his audience how
to appear gay and light-hearted; he regis-
tered sadness; he struck dramatic attitudes;
he twisted his face about like a contortion-

7y

1st. And all the time the camera man
solemnly turned the handle,

Edward Oswald, intensely serious, ob-
livious of everything, gloried in it all. So

did the watchers. They howled and shrieked
and laughed till they cried. Handforth had
done some funny things before—he was nearly
always funny—but never had he been funnier
than now.

At last it was over. Handforth waved his
hand in a lordly gesture to indicato that he
had finished, and then he bestowed a self-
catisfied smirk upon the man behind the
camera.

“Well, what’s
Edward Oswald.
born actor?”

“You're in a class by yourself,” the man
solemnly assured him,

“Any chance of those shots being put on
the screen ?” continued Handforth,

“Eh?? The man gave a start, and then
he burst intfo a tremendous roar of

your opinion?” asked
“Don’t you think I'm a

—

27

langhter. “Sorry to disappoint you, sonny,
but there’'s no film in that camera, and,
what’s more, it doesn't work!”

‘The man jerked out the sentence with
difficulty. As it was, he punctuated it from
time to time with hearty guffaws.

The juniors howled with mirth ae they
heard the words, while Handforth appeared
to be stunned. After all his efforts; after
all his wonderful acting, and now he learned
that the camera didn't work!

“Why, you—you—~you—-" he began, and
couldn’t get any further. Words failed him.

It was some time before Handforth re-

covered from the shock, and before the St.
Frank’s fellows regained their composure.

By that time all of them were dressed in
their uniforms, and they were awaiting
orders.

Looking out over the sunlit sea, they could
see that the “training shop ” was now the
centre of great activity,

“Attention!” rapped out Nipper suddenly.
“"Eh?” said Handforth, looking round,

“Line up, my lads!” commanded Nipper.
Might as well

“We're all cadets, aren’t we?
show Mr. Rivers that we're well trained
for the job. We don't want him to think

that we're a lot of undisciplined kids.”

“That’'s a good idea,” grinned Harry
Gresham, **What's the good of being mem-
bers of the 8t. Frank’s Cadet Corps if we
don’'t show what we can do?”

Mr, Rivers, who was coming up the beach
at that moment, was pleasantly surprised to
see the mob of uniformed figures smartly
form itself into a double column. Heels
clicked, shoulders were squared, and within
the space of a few moments the St. Irank’s
fellows had formed themselves into a smart,
crderly company. The Third-Formers were
every bit as keen as the other juniors,

Nipper, as the commanding officer, saluted
Mr. Rivers as he came up, and on the in-
itnn(ii all the other cadets smartly raised their

ands,

“Splendid!”  chuckled the production
manager. ‘‘Rather a pitg I can’t take u
shot of you as you are. But it's not in the
story, and we don't want to waste film., All
ready 7"

“Yes, sir!” went up a united shout.

“Good!” said Mr. Rivers. “Then you'd

better get on board as quickly as possible.
There's no time to waste.”
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HE juniors were taken out in boats, a

l batch at a time, and placed on board

the steam-launch, which was close in-

shore. When they were all aboard,
the telegraph sounded in the little engine-
room, and the launch glided off towards the
big bulk of the alleged training ship. This
latter vessel, of course, was securely moored
some distance from the beach,

The steam-launch ran alongside, and the
fellows were socon piling over the
bulwarks of the hulk.

She really was an ancient vessel, but there
had been a great deal of fakery, which was
very obvious at close quarters. In the film,
however, evervthing would look perfectly
natural.

There was a wide, open space amidships,
This was really a carefully prepared *‘set,”
and the cameras were aireadl;r in position at
the far end. A big companionwav was
visible, and Mr. Lomax was pointing to this
while he talked with the actors who were to
take part in the next scene,

“You've got to come up that companion-
way,” he was saying, “You advance as far
as that piece of rope lyving on the deck, and
vou stop there and sav your lines. Better
have a bit of rehearsal first.”

He looked round.

“All you boys had better get oun to the
other part of the deck during this scene,”
he added, addressing the St. Frauk's fellows,
“And dou't forget there's to be no talking.
We must have complete silence hicre—for the
next ten minutes, anyvhow.”

“(Go ahead, sir,” said Nipper., “I'll be
responsible for these chaps.”

“Rats!” said Handforth. “We're
responsible for ourselves, fathead.”

The scene was rehcarsed twice, and then
shot. The juniors watched and listened
fascinatedly, and they gathered from the
dialogue that these desperate characters had
just set fire to the ship whilst everybody
slept.  Incidentally they had also lit some
fuses, and within a couple of minutes the
wholo ship would be blown to atoms.

Handforth was rather startled.

“They must be mad!" he bursi outf, as
soon as the director had signalled that the
seene was over.  “If they've already lit
those fuses we shall all be blown up!”

“Hu, hu, hin!™

“What's the cackle for?" demanded Hand-
forth. “You heard what those chaps said

1

“My dear ass, that was only a part of the
film,” said Nipper. “They didn't really
lisht any fuses.”

113 Oh!TI

“We've pgot to do our scene vet,” con-
tinucd Nipper. I expect it's supposed to
happen while the fuses are burning, and the
audience will be expecting to see us sent
skyv-high every second. Actually we shan't
be in any danger at all.”

“What a fraud!” said Hand{orth, with a
enifF.

“Ha, ha; ha!”

all

old
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Edward Oswald was havieg his eyes
opened with regard to film production. Per-
haps he thought that when such an explosion
took place in a picture, the actors were really
in the direst peril. As in everything clse,
he took the "pictures” literally.

“It 1sn't your business to think, Ted,” said
Willy gently., “We've only got to do as
we're told., This isn't a real fight, and i1t
won't be a real fire or a real explosion, At
least, not while we're on board. It'll look
genuine enough in the film, but I don't think
Mr, Rivers wants us to be really blown into
the middle of next week.”

“There doesn’t seem to be any story at
all,” grummbled Handforth.

“Of course there doecsn’t—as you see it
now,” said Willv. " Did vou think they shot
cach scene In its proper sequence? When
this film is shown to the public they'll sce
views of the ship burning furiously, and
then a close-up of us on the deck, having a
scrap perhaps, and then another view of the
ship burning. What we're going to do now
will supposedly happen after the ship is well

alight.”

“Well, I'm blessed!” said Handforth,
scratching his head. “That's putting the
cart before the horse!”

“I dare say it is—but it's the safer way,”
chuckled Nipper. “You don't expect that
these people would let us be on board when
the ship 1s really on fire, do vou, and with
explosives in the holds? They ecan't take
chances like that, Handy."

“I shan’t believe in these films any more !’
said Handforth sternly,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The very next time you go to the
pietures you'll believe in them just the same
as ever,” grinned Travers. “If a picture is
properly produced and properly directed, the
tllusion 1s absolutely perfect.  What the
Samson does it matter how it was made as
Imll-% as it looks realistic?"

andforth, glancing down the decks, sud-
denly jumped.

“By George!"™ Le ejaculated. “You're
wrong, you fatheads! The ship's on fire al-
ready !”’

“What "

“Look at all that smoke!" roared Hand-

forth, pointing.  “It's pouring out! The
ship’s burning——"

“Now then, don't get scared,"” said Jimmy
Lomax, bustling forwavd.

“Who's scared?”’ demanded Handforth.

“You sound fairly exeited, anvhow,” said
the director, ““There's no fire. The property
man’s merely getting the smoke pots into
shape.”

“The asked Handforth
blankly,

“That's what I said,” agreed Mr. Lomarx,
in an impaticnt voice,  “You boys had better
get ready for action now., This fight is supe
posed to take place while the ship is burn-
ing furiously, There'll be clouds of smoke,
and we'll get soma pretty good flames, too.

smoke pots?”

| But you needn't be alarmed—there’ll be no
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Handforth’s eflorts In the fight scene were certainly realistic—too realistic for one or two of the

crooks !
grinned,

danger. This fire will be a fake one. The
ni:fs.z.l’thing won’'t happen until we're all safely
oft.’

“It’s nothing else but fakes,” said Hand-
forth tartly.

All the rest of the fellows grinned, They,
of course, could tharuuihly understand and
appreciate everything that was being done.
But Handforth was a ‘‘diehard,” and he
steadfastly maintained that if the film was to
be a success the fire ought to be genuine,

HERE was no question about the

| genuine appearance of the fire that
broke out shortly afterwards—whether

it was a fake or not. Unquestionably

it looked real enough. Great clouds of
smoke came drifting over the decks, and
bursts of flame appgared from the cunningly
contrived devices that Mr. Lomax was using,

All the 8t. Frank’s juniors had gone below
—to find that the interior of the ship was as
deceptive as the exterior. The fellows
merely had to wait at the bottom of some
wide steps, in readiness for the signal. They
were supposed to come rushing up from the
dining saloon during a meal. Mr. Rivers had
even hinted that the fellowe would be re-
quired at the British Bulldog studios, at a
Jater date, so that a scene of that meal could
be taken. But the producer had an idea
that he could get some other boys to take
these parts. It would only be a brief shot,

—=

‘“ Well, anyway, the thing was a success,”” said Handforth triumphantly. The director
‘“ My dear ass, that was only a rehearsal | >’ he said.

anyhow, and us none of the St. Frank’s
fellows were taking individual parts in the
film, their presence would not be absolutely
essential,

Handforth was more puzzled than ever.

“But it's all rot!” he protested, as they
walted. “If we're supposed to be having a
meal down here, where’s the saloon? And
why don’t we have the meal?”

““The interior scenes, youn ass, are taken
in the studio,” said Nipper. ‘They’'ll pre-
pare a set so that it represents the dining
saloon of a training ship. Sometimes these
scenes are taken long beforehand—sometimes
they're taken afterwards., But in the film
they appear in their right order.”

“Well, of all the rummy things,” said
Handforth, staring,

“In this film, for example, the audience
will see a crowd of chaps in the saloon,
feeding,” continued Nipper. “Then there’ll
be an alarm, and we shall go rushing on
deck. The audience will see us rush on
deck. That’s the part we’re going to do
now, and it'll look as though we've really
come up from the saloon.”

‘““And we're only stuck here, in this mouldy
old hole,” said Handforth, looking round.
“KEven the staircase is a fake one—just plain
beams,”

“That doesn’t matter—the stalrcase isn’t
seen from the deck,” chuckled Willy. " And
what the camera doesn’t see, the audience
can't grieve about.”
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CHAPTER 9.
Ready for the ﬁig Scene!

IHE, whole thing was very elaborate.

I Until now the St. Trank's fellows
Lhad never imagined what careiul pre-
parations had to be made in the tak-

ing of a film, and particularly a talking film,
One part of the deck was literally ¢neum-
bered with apparatus, Great electric cables
came on board from the shore; various
machines were placed here and there, and

there were many microphones, Cameras,
too, had been placed at different angles, and
cach camera had its operator and |his
ussistant,

Mr. Lomax and MNr. Newton were eox-

teemely busy, and Mr. Osbert Rivers hovered
about, supervising the whole business. He
sald very little, but when he did speak he
spoke briefly and to the point. His keen
eve was on everything, and his supervision
vas uncannily comprehensive,

The director, at times, didn't quite like it;
not that Mr. Rivers cared. He was respon-
sible for this production, and he was having

things done in the wuay lLe wanted them
to be done,

“All set?” asked Jimmy Lomax, at
length. “Good! Now then, those boys had

better get themselves ready. One rehearsal
ought to be enough, and then we'll start
shooting,”

The assistant-director went {o the top cf
the coripanionway.

“Ready down there?” he zaung out.

“Waiting for the word!” cawme Nipper's
voice.

“All right—get busy !” shouted Mr. New-
ton, “Don’t forget—como up with a tear-
trg rush, Look as excited as vou cau, and
give some realistic yells. Don't overdo it,
though, There mustn't be any talking. or
suouting of remarks to one another. All
we want from you 1s action—and vells.”

“Come on!” shouted Handforth,

Ho was the first to come tearing up, and
there was no fake about his excitement.
Behind him streamed the other juniors. The
“erooks ” were all ready. They were sup-
poscd to be taken by surprise, and they
spun round with startled exclamations and
got ready for the attaclk,

“Come on, St. Frank's!” bellowed Hand-
torth, “Back up, Remove!”

“Hurrah!”

As they came surging forward across the
deek, Mr. Lomax ran up, waving his hands.

“Stop!” he roared. *“Hold everything!”

The juniors stopped, rather taken aback.

“YWhat's the big idea, young 'uni” de-
manded the dircctor, glaring at Handforth,

“Dide’t T do 1t right?” asked Edward
Oswald.

“INo, vou didn't!” retorted Mr. Lomax.
“What do you mean by rushing up and

shouting ‘ Come on, St. Frank's!' ¢ This
1s a training ship—not a school !"

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Haudforth,
with a start.

sald the director.
and use no

“Start all over again.”
“DBetter be on the safe¢ side,
words at all. Just yell!”

“T think it would be betfer if wo left Ted
out of it,” said Willy thoughtfully, “You
stay down below, Ted, and——"

“You young ass!” interrupted Handforth.

(2

“We want this film to be a success!
“That’'s why I'm suggesting that
should remain below,” said the fag.
““Ha, ha, ha!"”
They went crowding down the companion-
way again, and the whole thing was started
afresh. This time the juniors came rushing

COMING NEXT WEEK !~vwwananmn

you

himself,
The yells he gave were perfectly satisfac-

and Handforth remembered

up,

He was well in the forefront, and he
“erooks " and started

tory.
dashed up to the
scrapping in earnest,

Crash! Biff! Slam!

Handforth’s fists were hard at work. One
unfortunatoe crook received the full force cf
FEdward Oswald's left on the point of his
chin, and before he could recover he stag«
gered back with a blow over the eye from
Handforth's right which would undoubtedly
impair his vision before long.

“Hey! Stop!" gasped the unfortunate
voung man. “I say, you know, what's the
idea? Is this sort of thing absﬂ[utely neces-

e
sary { i

It was extremely funny, coming from such

a desperate-looking criminal, Mr, Lomax

‘ran forward, waving his arms violently,
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“That's enough!” he shouted. “You'll

do all rightl”

“Ha, ha, hel”

“And don’t be so realistic next time,
young man,” went on the director, turning
to Handforth. - “There’s no need to punch
these fellows in the eye like that!”

“Y should say there isn’t!” protested the
injured one. *““Confound his beastly nerve!
[ shan't be fit to be seen after this!”

“I say, I'm awfully sorry !” gasped Hand-
forth, realising what he had done. “I—I
forgot myself, you knowl”

AN AN A

«“ BANK HOLIDAY
IN BRIGHTON!"

St. Frank’s by the briny. Nipper and
his cheery chums bathing in the sparkling
blue sea. Suddenly there comes a terrifle
roar ; out of the water whizzes a huge
motor-boat, heading straight for Edward
Oswald Handforth.

What happens ?

This is only one of the numerous
exciting incidents in next week’s grand
topical yarn—an incident which, unknown
to the St. Frank’s fellows, is to prove the
first of many amazing adventures the like
of which they have never hefore experi-
enced !

Don’t miss reading this wonderful yarn,
chums—Ilook out for it next Wednesday.

“RIVALS OF THE
RAMPANT!"”

More gripping chapters of Stanton
Hope’s magnificent naval serial,

Also many other popular and interesting
features.

wanvnn ORDER IN ADVANCE!

“T'm not likely to forget it,” moaned the
unhappy one,

“Well, anyway, the thing was a success,”
said Handforth., “The only thing is, it was
too short *”

“My dear young ass, the scene hasn’t been
taken yet,” said the director. *“'That was
only a rehearsal.”

“What!” gurgled Handforth, “Weren't
the cameras working 77

“Ihey weren’t]” said Mr, Lomax, “But
they'll bo working next time, and you'd
better remember it,”

IIE fight was a triumph. Both Mr.

I Lomax and Mr. Rivers were tho-
ranghly satisfied with it. Handforth

awain forgot himself in the heat of

the serap, and he distributed a few more

black eyes and thick ears, The rest of the

|
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juniors covered themselves with glory. The
scene was a great success in every way,
there wasn't the slightest doubt that when
the film was publicly shown the audiences
would be thrilled.

The smoke pots had been going full blast,
sending great billowing masses of aecrid
smoke across the decks, but in such a way
that the camera view was not obscured.
Great flickering flaincs had appeared, too,
some from the companionway, somo froin
beyond the deck-houses. As soon as the
scene was over, however, the smoke vanished
and the flames died down, and the deck be-
came the centre of fresh activity.

Without any waste of time, the cameras
and the talking apparatus went overboard
into the wailting motor-boats and launches.
Everything had been planned to-+ the
minutest detail. There wasn't a moment’s
waste of time. The very instant the scene
was over, the mechanies and the electricians
set to work,

“Well, that’s all!” said Mr., Rivers
genially, as he came amongst the St, Frank’s
boys. “You've done well, young ’uns!”

“Don’t you want us any more, sir 7’ asked
Nipper.

“No; your bit’s done,” -said the producer,
(1} ¢

All the rest will be purely spectacular.
We've shot all the close-ups and all the
other scenes, Now we're going to take tho
burning ship, and after that the explosion.”

“But we can stay and see it all, can’t we,
sir ?"” asked Handforth,

“You can stay 1if you like—~but you
mustn’t be too near,” replied Mr. Rivers.
“Petter get on the launch, and you'll bhe
taken ashore.”

“We shan’t be able to see much from that
angle, sir,” put in Nipper. “We'd like to
sce the fire from the other side. Can’t the
lannch steam out to secaward a bit?”

“That’s just what it's going to do—and
we're going to take shots from the deck,”
said Mr. Rivers. “If you boys behave your-
zelves, you might as well remain on board.”

They all promised to behave themselves,
of course, and before long they were going
down the ladder, and once again they
crowded on the deck of the steam-launch,

Mr. Rivers did not stay with them long.
He prepared to go off in a fast motor-hoat.
accompanied by Jimmy Lomax., They wanted
to be able to dodge from place to place, so
that they could direct the “shooting  from
the various angles.

“There’s absolutely no danger, boys,” said
Mr. Rivers. ““There’ll be a big fire, and we
hope that the old ship will burn like a torch.
She ought to, considering the paraffin and
the tar barrels she's got inside her!”

“What about the explosives, sir?” asked

Nipper.

“They’re so placed that the fire won’t he
able to reach them—not until she’s nearly
burned to the water-line, anyhow,” replied
the producer. “In the story, the ship is
suppose to contain a big store of crude oil—
[ think the author plausibly o&plains iis
presence on a  training-ship—and it's this
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oil which is supposed to blow up. Actually,
we'vo got dynamite charges-and gunpowder,”

“My only hat!”

“I'hat ought to make a big noise, sir!”

“It ought to make a good spectacle, too,”
nodded Mr. Rivers, “But, as I say, there's
no danger. ‘Tho explosives will be detonated
by electrical contact, and that won't happen
until we've taken all the closc-ups of the
firet'

“Who's going to make the contact, sir
asked somebody.

“We've got a man out there on the shore,
hidden behind the rocks,” replied Mr. Rivers.
“It wouldn't do for him to appcar in the
scene, He's got @ plunger, and he won't
bring it into operation until ho hears the

signal.”
“Oh, I see,” said Handforth. *There's

no danger at all, then?”

*“Not the slightest,” chuckled Mr., Rivers.
“Y believe you'd like it better if there was
danger, eh? Well, that explosion won’t take
place until the man behind the rocks hears
tlhiree blasts from the launch’s syren. That’s
the signal. And when it's given, young 'uns,
vou'll bo at least a mile away.”

Mr. Rivers went off, and Handforth
grunted,

“What's the good of being a mile away?”
he grumbled. “We can’t sce much at that
distance.”

“Y oxpect we shall see all we want to,”
said McClure. “And we shall hear enough,
too! By jingo! This is going to be cxcit-
ing 1" ,

The last- mon left the old hulk, and then
tho launch backed away, swung round, and
stecamed out to sea for some litile distunce,
afterwards ecircling round with her engines
stopped.

Great clouds of smoke were now appear-
ing from tho ship, both fore and aft—and
soon there was more smoke from amidships
with one or two licking flames,

“She’s burning nicely now,” <aid the
assistant-director, who was in charge of the
cameras on the launch. “ Evervthiug ready
there?  We shall have to start shooting
scon.”

“Better give her a bit more time,” said
ono of -his assistants,

It was no fake fire this time, but the real
thing, Great, lurid flames were now burst-
ing out from the portholes and from the
companionway, accomparied by smothere of
smoke and sparks, The dull roaring of the
flames could plainly be heard.

LR
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“My only topper!” said Handforth, im-
pressed. ““These films must cost a lot of
moeney! Fancy burning a ship like that—

burning it deliberately, I mean!”

“This is nothing,” said Nipper. “In
serae films they work stunts that cost ten
times as much. Whoa! There she goes!”

The fire was gaining a hold with in-
credible rapidity. The motor-boat was dodg-
mg about at full speed now, and the cameras
were at work, taking shots of the blaze from
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It was all very fascinating—and the best
was yet to comeo!

——m

CHAPTER 10.
An Unrehearsed Effect!

HE motor-boat came shooting past,

I “Get in close to her—on this side!”
sang out Mr, Lomax. “Get some
close-ups of lier, broadside, Newton.”

“The sparks arc flying this way, Mr.
Lomax!” yelled the launch's skipper.

“That won't matter!” shouted the diree-
tor. “You'll be by within a minute, and
you can get a good shot of the miain blaze.
Better go now, or it'll be too late!”

“All right!” called the assistant-director.
“Get her as close as »ou can, captain.
Cameras ready!”

The skipper shook his head.

“We oughtn't to do it,”” he said,

“Jimmy wants these shots, and he's going
to have them!” said Mr. Newton doggedly.

The captain shrugged his shoulders, and
touched the engine-room telegraph. The on-
gines thudded gently, and the launch moved
forward, gliding round in a scmi-circle to-
wards the blazing ship,

A fairly strong wind had biown up now,
and the sparks and the smoke came over
the water in flurries.

“By 7 jingo, thiz is goinz to be good!”
murmured Tommy Watson,

All the juniors were thrilled. | They had
been thoroughly interested in the proceedings
beforchand, but this chimax was well worth
walting for.

The cameras were already in action as the
launch went sheoting past the blazing vessel
at fairly close quarters. An lmmmense wave
of heat was sweeping over the sea, and tho
air was full of choking fumes, But most of
the smoke—as the dircctor had seen—was
going overhead. The cameras were able to
get clear shots of the conflagration.

“What-ho! A slight rise in the good old

temperature, what*" said Archie Glen-
thorne, as he leaned over the rail. ““Gootl
gad! It's a dashed good thing we're not

lingering—— Whoa!
What’s happened *”

“We've hit somectuing!”
forth.

The steam-lannch, witli a sudden sicken-
ing lurch, had stopped .dead. She had
stopped in a dead line with the burning ship,
and only a comparatively short distanco
from her. The i1dea had been to shoot past,
and during thoso few seconds there could be
little or no danger,

But now?

One or two of the cameras had crashed
over, and Mr, Newton was shouting angrily,

“We're aground!" roared the captain.
“It's no good shouting at me like that!
[ didn’t want to come round on this side,
and now we've hit a mud bapk. I tell you

Odds jolts and jars!

gasped Hand-

various angles.

Lwe're aground.”
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“But we can’t stay here!” ejaculated Mr.

Newton., “These sparks will be coming in
millions within a few minutes.”

Even as he spoke, a sudden gust of wind
hrought a tremendous cloud of white-hot
sparks across the intervening stretch of sea.
Many of them drifted on to the launch’s
deck, .and the St. Frank’s fellows dodged
hurriedly. Their throats were parched with
the acrid fumes, and they were half suffo-
cated by the heat.

The unexpected had happened. Here was
an unrehearsed effect! The launch had gone
aground—probably owing to the fact that
the tide was out. The engine-room telegraph
was clanging, and the propeller was churn-
ing the water madly. 'The captain was
making an effort to back off, but nothing
happened. The launch remained just where
-he was—full in the danger zone. :

“Where's Lomax?” yelled the assistant-
director. ‘‘Better tell him at once. He’s
rot to be warned——"

He broke off, aghast, as the skipper gave
three loud blasts on the steam-launch’s
syren! Every atom of colour fled from the
assistant-director’s cheeks, and he leapt
forward like a madman,

“Man alive!” he panted.
done 1"

“T'm signalling to your people—-

“But vou've given the signal for the ex-
plosion!” groaned Mr. Newton, staring fas-
cinatedly at the burning ship. ' And we're
«tuck  here—aground—within a hundred
yards of the ship! We shall all be killed!”

“(Good heavens!” gasped the skipper. "I
—J—— T'd forgotten!”

VIERYBODY waited for death. The
E St. Frank’s boys, stunned by the sud-
denness of this dire peril, had no time
to feel afraid. They only knew that
the fatal signal had been given, and that
{he steam-launch was stuck fast. At such
close quarters as this there could be no pos-
;ible escape for them. Mercifully, the
explosion had not yet happened, although
it would almost certainly come at any moment
now. 'The man behind the rocks on the
Leach must have heard those three hoots.
The assistant-director suddenly turned to
the crowd of juniors.

“What have you

1

“(Can vou boys swim?” he shouted
hoarsely.

“Yes, sir!”

“Then swim!” vyelled Mr. Newton.

“Don't stay here! Dive overboard, and swim
away from the fire. There’s just a chance
in a thousand that you might save your--
eelves |”

The smoke and the sparks were now pour-
ing over in great clouds, and the water was
obviously the best place for safety. Nipper
led the way, plunging cleanly into the sea.
Then the others followed in a great crowd,
diving over noatly, or jumping.  Fortu-
nately, they could all swim—although some of
them were rather weak at it.

Boom-oom!

“There she goest’

" velled Handforth.
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He was in the water, and he turned round
and stared at the burning ship. A sudden
explosion had occurred, and the stern seemed
to _break completely away from the vrest
of the vessel. It went up in a vast column
of timbers and blazing debris. The shock of
the explosion, however, was only compara-
tively slight.

Nearby the launch
quite safe.

“My only sainted aunt!” ejaculated Hand-
forth, aghast. “Look there! The ecaptain’s
still on the launch! Te’ll be killed!”

“Well, he had a chance to jump with the
rest,” sald Church breathlessly. “He must
be mad to stay there!”

The motor-boat was coming up now, Mr.
Rivers having sensed that something was
wrong—for, owing to the smoke and the
smother, he had not been able to see any-
thing. But he had heard those three blasis
from the syren, and he knew that they were
premature,

could be seen—still

was only just in time, For some of

the boys—particularly one or two of

the fags—were in a bad way. They
were hauled into the motor-boat, and they
were really none the worse for their ad-
venture.  All the strong swimmers were
making for the shore—fellows such as Nipper
and Handforth and Travers and Boots and
Reggie Pitt. They felt that they could do
this swim quite comfortably.

And in the mecantime the camera-men were
busy—in spite of the danger, They had
taken some excellent shots of those explosions,
and the machines were at work everywhere
—taking shots from all angles.

“There’s no hope for that launch!” gaid
Nipper, as he swam with Tommy Watson
and Tregellis-West. ‘““When the big explo-
sion comes, she’ll be blown to atoms!”

“Hallo!"” ejaculated Sir Montie, looking
back. “Begad! She’s*not there now, dear
old boys!”

“What 1"

They looked, and they found that the
stcam-launch was now moving off—away
from the burning wreck, and into safety.

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Handforth in-
dignantly, when he saw. “L'here wasn't any
nced for us to swim at all! We might as
well have stopped on bhoard!™

“How did we know that she'd get off 7"
asked Church. “Besides, I expect she’s only
got afloat again because she’s relieved of our
weight. I believe the tide's coming in, too
—and that’s helped.”

“Perhaps you're right,” admitted Hand-
forth, ‘““Anyhow, it's a jolly good thing that
the ship—"

Aund then, at that very moment, came the
big explosion. There wasn’t any doubt about

3 S it happened, the motor-boat’s arrival

it this time. There was an ear-splitting,

deafening detonation—an appalling explosion
"‘ ((Conecluded on nogr 44.)
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Things Heard and Seen by
EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

what Chubby Heath’s people call him
the same
Naturally,

LOTS of people haven’t the fainlest idea

when he's at  home—and
applies to Juicy Lemon,
they’re not called " Chubby " or “Juicy”
by their fond parents. These are merely
nicknames to which they answer at St

Frank's.  Miss Christine Salisbury, of Bir-
mingham, has asked me about Chubby
Heath, so I'll include Juicy as well. I wasn’t

quite sure of Chubby’s name myself, as it's
such a long time sinco I've used it, and I
made a point of asking him personally when
I saw him last week in Bristol. He con-
fossed that his father and mother always call
hirm Joscph, and that to the various members
of his parents’ household he i1s known as
Master Joe. Juicy Lemon was very re-
luctant to divulge his own Christian name,
but at last he informed me that he was
christened “ Christopher.” He's had a grudge
against his people ever since. I told the
voung ass that *‘Christopher ” 18 one of the
best names going, and reminded him that
it was Christopher Columbus who discovered
America, And all Juley said was *“Why?”
1'll admit that I couldn’t find any reasonable
answer,

The other day I happered to sec
“Smiling " Bill Gordon, and we had a chat
about the time when he was interested in
st. Frank's. T'll bet some of you rememnber
him—eh? He's the bluff, good-natured
boxing promoter who once fixed up some big
matches for Ernest Lawrence, of the Fourth.
Lawrence, by the way, is just as keen on
boxing as ever, and he generally runs away
with all the honours in the junior contests,
Perhaps it will please George DBurgess, of
Arundel, if T bring Lawrence into the stories
a bit more prominently., He savs he'd like
to sce Irnest Lawrence to the front in a
whole series again, Well, it's quite likely
that he will do something pretty hig before

long. Anyvhow, Smiling Bill Gordon was as
keen as mustard on a new stunt he had in
mind, and it may come to something soon.
By the way, don’t take too much notice of
this snapshot of George Burgess. He's been
following our chroniclies of St. Frank's for
umpteen years, and I'm sure he must have
had this photograph taken during the “ump "
vears. I think he's well in his teens now.

* * :

. HAT'S the matter with Charlie
Redway and Harold Pearce and

Reg Banks and I'red Johnson, to

say nothing of those other friends
of Fred QOates? Ired, who lives in Devon-
port, tells me that all his chums read Our
Paper, and they keep promising to write to
me. Well, as far as I can remember, they
haven't written yet. I don't think they're
really lazy, but it's surprising how many
people, ordinarily brave, turn absolutely
funky when it comes to writing a letter. And
vet the majority of these, if they only got
really down to it, would find that it’s one
of the easiest things in the world. I wish
they would write, anyhow, and give me their
views on St. Irank’s. How can I keep up
this feature unless vou readers write to me
so that I can have scmething to discuss?
Lots of times I've opened a letter and rcad
something of this sort: * Dear Mr. Brooks,
at Jast I have taken my courage in both
hands, and my pews in ¢ne hand, and I am
writing to you——"" Think of it! Where
does the courage part of it come? I'm not
an ogre, and I haven't been a sergeant major,
IT vou met me in the “street, vou'd notice
what an inoffensive-lookine merchant I am.
I doubt if you would give me a second
glance. So what's all this scare about? I1f
vou haven’t got any good notepaper handy,
use a sugar-bag, or somcthing. I don't care
a bit. But 1 do like to hear from you, par-
ticularly if T have been writing something
that doesn’t sirike vou as being up to the
mark,
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Here's a reader now—Richard Mounsey, of
Norwich—who tells me that he has been
reading my yarns since he was ten years old
-and now he's twenty-one. And this is the
first time he has written to me! Naturally,
['m jolly pleased to hear from him, especi-
ally as he tells me that he’s going to write
again, But here’s the point. I wonder how
amany more readers there are who have been
following the adventures of Nipper & Co. for
cleven years, and who have not vet sent me
even a single line? I’ll bet there are heaps
of them. What about taking a hint from this

Norwich chap?
I find himself neglecting his work—not, of
course, that anybody in the Fifth would
mind that. Even as it ie, the Fifth Form
chaps are having a pretty slack time of it,
and they're hoping for the best. The fact
v, Mr. Pagett has suddenly developed a
lundness for golf. And the worst of 1t is,
I'm to blame. I happened to meet him in
Haynington while T was on my way to the
links, and I invited him to accompany me.
1ie said he didn’t know how to play, but in a
rash moment I offered to give him a few
pointers. And now he's spending all his
spare  time reading golf books, buying

* * +

‘M getting a bit worried about Mr,
Pagett. Unless he’s very careful, he’ll

mashies and niblicks and things, and he's
probably talking in his sleep
about bogeys and stymies and
handicaps. And when 1 met
nm yesterday he had a terribly
worried frown, and he said
that he’d give anybody half his
salary to cure him of his slie-
img. So I'm feeling a great
responsibility, and if old Pagett
loses his job, I shall have 1t on

my conscience.

* * *

Vivian 'ravers seems to be
pretty popular, and lots of
readers  keep asking me to
bring him more prominently
into the stories. Here's Jackie .
ITughes, of Streatham Hill, actually bursting
into verse about him:

George

“Time's hanging heavy on my hands,
And I've got nothing else to do;
I've had my tea and feel fed up,
So I think I'll write to you.
Travers 1s my favourite;
He's more wicked than the rest.

OUR READERY’
PORTRAIT

=
Foety

He's got his faults, like all of us,
But he's still ‘one of the best."”

I think I must be super-human, because 1
haven’t fainted, and Jackie scemed to take
't for granted that I would faint after read-
ing that verse, I don’'t know what the rest

of you think, but I'm of the opinion that

S0

I am now awaiting the
chorus with interest.  Not the chorus of
praise for Jackie's cffort from all you
readers, (which is bound to come, anyhow).
but the chorus from Jackie to mateh the
verse. In  the meantime, I'll sece what
Travers 1s doing, and if he has been up to
anything particularly bad, I'll seco if I can
make a story out of it. 1 am quite sure. you
won't want to hear of anything good from
him. 'I'ravers is one of those chaps who's
ouly attractive because he's always straying
near the edge of the straight and narrow
path, and not quite wobbling over it. One
of these days he might have a bit of a side-
slip, though. But when I tell him to mind
what he's doing he merely grins at me and
assures me that he wasn't born yesterday.
I knew that without his telling me,

it’s pretty good.

* ] *

HEAR that the Blue Crusaders arve pre-
I paring for practice, and they’ll prob-

ably start in earnest during the first

week in August. I had a look round
the Stronghold, mm Bannington, last weck,
and I was immensely struck by the progress
that has been made during the close season.
It's a rcal sports stadiumn, with vast concrete
stands, a magnificent clubhouse, refreshment-
rooms, and everything. I don’t think there's
a professional football ground in the country
which can boast of such mag-
nificent accommunodation. The
turf 13 in splendid condiiion,
and when the footer season
opens I believe the people of
Bannington and distriet will
justify the hopes of the Blue
Crusaders directorate by pack-
ing the Stronghold regularly.
If any venture deserves full suc-
cess, this one does.

GALLERY

¥ #* *

Of course, the “ Blues " are in
the First Division now. They
won promotion last season, and
Mr. Ulysses Piecombe, the man-
ager, was to a large extent responsible. But
we mustn’t forget that Lionel Corcoran’s un-
flagging spirit had a great deal to do with
it, too. Considering that he’s only a Fourth-
Former at St. Frank's, I think he's a young
marvel. He's always had faith in the Blue
Crusaders, and they've proved themselves
woerthy  of 1t. Imagine, too, Tich . Har-
borough playing against the big First
Division clubs during the coming seagon!
Pretty good—eh? A St. Frank’s Removite
playing against such e¢lubs as Huddersfield
and Aston Villa and all the rest of them!
Yes, I think that the forthcoming football
season will be of particular interest to the
St. Frank’s chaps. :

Burgess

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS,
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THIS GRAND SERIAL GETS MORE AND MORE EXCITING EVERY WEEK !
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By STANTON HOPE

Busky's True Colours!

USKY had shot his bolt, and apart

B from a sore nose and *“‘bellows to

mend,” he had water from his ship-

mates” wake burbling into his
mouth and nostrils,

“Shades of Nelson!” howled I’.-o. Teak
in sudden ccstasy. “We're not licked
vet ! Oh, you Boy Gilbert! Jack, Jack !”

The shouting of the regatta crowd had
been like a mere gale to what it was now
—a roaring tornado! Naval ratings and
Sandcliff schoolboys
almost yelled their
lieads off for their
respective cham -
pions.

Merely snatching
an occasional breath
amid the burbling
foam about him,
Jack slammed on his
way. Of Ginger he
saw nothine, though
he heard his name amid the babel,
he glimpsed Teddy Roscoe immediately
on his right hand. Bit by bit he
crept up in those last breathless yards
to the Sandcliff boy who was lead-
ing. Now his head was level with Teddy's
HIIUHI(]('T, and, amid the maddened tumult
of the fang, he drew farther ahead. They
were on level terms—and gallant Ginger
was but a few inches to the rear!

“Jack Gilbert !”

» Regalla,

Thanks to fack Gilberl, H.M.S.
Rambpanl comes out on lop in the
Nalurally, this is not 1o
the liking of bis rival, Busky Smith,
who shows bis jealous displeasuie
i 1o uncerfain way—and then bhas
greal cause lo regret doing so!

but

“Navy for cver!”

“Now, Teddy !”

And then with a final heart-tearing
effort, the lion-hearted Jack ripped his

way ahead and gripped the white-painted
rope festooned along the raft’s side.

A thunder of cheers—and again another
as Ginger Jones got in a hand-touch ahead
of the schoolboy champion to gain a
further 2 points for second place.

Rampant had won !

For the first time in the regatta be-
tween the naval
and local schools,
the Rampant boys
had wrested the
coveted honour, and
by the margin of 4
points.

Breatliless though
he was, Jack felt a
thrill such as he had
never experienced in
his life before. He
and Ginger had taken the White Ensign
to thorv his school had won! His pmde
was not in his own achievement, but that
the Rampant to which he belonged had
gained the honours of the day. That his
victory might possibly count in any way
as proof of his sporting prowess toward
gaining the legacy left by old Barny
Morland, never entered his head.

He gasped out a congratulation to
Ginger, and, starting to  clamber out
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upon the swaying raft, felt the horny hand
of P.-o0. Teak clap down upon his shoulder.

“Great effort, Boy Gilbert!”

And the petty officer's commendation
gave Jack as much pleasure as if he had
been handed a silver cup.

During this ecxciting moment or two
after the finish of the race, he had not
given a thought to Busky Smith; in fact,
he had forgotten that his rival had taken
part in the event at all. He was re-
minded sharply of him, however, as he
hauled himseltf out of the water and his
legs were suddenly gripped.

“Here !” panted Jack.
thump !”

He fell back into the water, and the
next thing he became aware of was a
hand shoved violently into his face, fore-
ing his head back again below the sur-
face.

“Phew! Whooh!” spluttered Jack,
struggling upward. “B-belay there !”

The grating voice of Busky rasped into
his car:

“You beastly voung cad! Foul me,
would you! Put me out of the race—eh?
Hold that!”

His right came over in a savage hook
to Jack’s ear, and Jack’'s gurgle of sur-
prise was drowned by a storm of protests
trom the astounded witnesses aboard the
raft and in the boats nearby.

“Avast !” thundered Teak.
aboard here at once !”

But Busky, lost to all sense of honour,
reason, or discipline in his hatred of
Juack, heard nothing but the urge of the
demon of fury within him, and he fol-
lowed up his blow by lurching atop of his
rival and driving him under water again.

Choking mouthfuls of the briny sea into
his system, Jack nevertheless rose clear-
beaded enough to fight back in self-
defence.  Im swift succession he flung

“What the

“Come

out his two fists, and, rather Iluckily,
got home with his left full on Busky’s
nose, which had alrcady been made sore
from thie accidental kick during the race.

“Groogh ! spluttered Busky.

The waters of Sandeliff Bay closed
over his matted hair and crimsoned
slightly about him.

A number of naval ratings laughed and
applauded the blow, and the Sandcliff
juniors showed themseclves on Jack’s side
te a man,

“Good piped Teddy Roscoe.
“Wade into the big weed !’

Everything had been so hectic during
and after the race that Jack had had no
time to realisc what had caused all this
trouble. During the sprint he had felt
his legs grappled, and had felt his hecl
strike against something, He had been
quite unaware that he had been fouled
deliberately by Busky, and that by acei-
dent he had dealt his rival a well-merited
rebuke on the end of the nose! So why
Busky had set about him here in the sea
before the regatta crowd, he had not the
haziest notion.

Whatever the cause, however, he had
ne thought of turning tail when Busky, a
ribbon of red cleaving his wet face from
nose to chin, emerged above the surface
and renewed the combat.

Churning the water into foam, they
went hard at it. In their struggles they
got farther from the raft and necarer to
the end of that lane of row-boats and
cther craft lining the regatta course.
Someone, thinking that Jack would get
the worst of it from his burlier opponent,
thrust an oar between the two, and Busky
cracked his fist hard against the wooden
blade. Then, dodging round, the infu-
riated cad attempted to seccure a throat
hold, only to reccive a third stabbing blow
to his damaged nose.

1y
{rir !
Ebt:! 2

a naval training school at Parthaven.

the Navy along with

t
BAR%JY MORLAND, who has just died.

best in the Service.
GINGER JONES.

obtaining a lead of two points,

fouls him,

be able to pull off a seneational victoryf

HOW THE STORY STARTED:

JACK GILBERT, a cheery youngster of some fiteen years, has just joined H.M.S. Rampant,
His only living relative is his scoundrelly uncle,
LEW BONNER, and the less he seces of him the better Jack will be pleased,

CLEM SMITH, or Busky, as he becomes known at the Rampant.
pe, and is very jealous of Jack's friendship with his—Busky's—uncle,
It was Barny who got the two boys to join the Navy,
and in his will he stipulates that a sum of £2,000 iz to go to the boy who acquits himself
Both gettle down at the Ramjpant, and Jack makes a friend of
All three boys are chosen to take part in
Rampant and Sandeliff Towers College, which is held at Sandcliff, a popular seaside resort,
Jack gets a shock when he sees his rascally uncle there, but, fortunately, Lew Bonner does
not spot his nephew. The first four regatta events take place, resulting in Sandcliff Towers
To win now, Rampant will have to obtain first and second
places in the final event—the hundred yards’ swimming race.
entered for this, and the former takes the lead, only to lose it when Busky deliberately
Ginger and a Sandcliff fellow are struggling for first place, and Jack, althouagh
he is yarde behind, makes a final do-or-die effort to win the race for Rampant,

(Now read on.)

The boy joins
Swmith is of the bullying

the annual regatta between

Jack, Ginger, and Busky are

Will he
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Busky’'s hoarse exclamation of pain was
broken oft as he took another drink of
the salty Channel, and his hands feebly
beat tlic surface. Afraid that the fellow
might sink and drown, Jack wriggled
round beliind him and grabbed the top
part of his swimming costume, accident-
ally ripping it for about six inches. Then,
while Busky was still snorting like a
rr:amFu::. he secured another hold under
his shoulders and dragged him to the
raft.

There Petty Officer Teak, his face
thunderous, hauled the ead aboard and
dropped him face downward on the wood.

“The spiteful young swab!™ he gulped
under his breath. “I'll teach him to
bring the Rampant’s name into disgrace !
I'll show him he’s in the Navy now !”

Not a word did Teak say to Juck, but
with quite unnecessary scverity began
knecading the cad's body with his fists.
And Busky, too helpless to resist owing
to the sea-water lie had swallowed, writhed
in pain and vainly spluttered his protests
as the P.O. gave him hLis own particular
brand of “first aid.”

“I—I'Il report you, me lad! I'll have
yvou ‘in the ralth:- * for this all right !

He emphasised Iiis remarks with vigor-
ous kneadings and pummellings, and
Busky thntmwmfriy choked up a deal of
Hlll}erﬂlluuh sea-water, fondled his injured
nose, and burbled his excuses,

“EF-foul ! Ouch! Foul, I sayv!"” he pro-
tested., “ K-kicked mv—wruutrh —ll{: did !
It was-—c-corks, let up—in the race, the
b-beast !”

“You got nﬂ" your course and fouled
Jack Gilbert,’ 'snapped Petty Officer Teak,

“and you only got what was coming to
you when you ran your silly ﬁtruulwud
on to the leel of his foot! Now tumble
mto that dinghy and go back to the old
hulk to dress. All boys from the Ram-
pant fall in on the pier-head in half an
Lour's time!”

Jack, Ginger, ond two or three more
swam over the course while some of the
other fellows went back to the “dressing-
rooms " with Busky in the row-boat.

“The race should have been yours,
(}mrru»r,’ smiled Jack. “I heard some of
‘e say that you leoked back and grinned,
er vou would have had first prr: and

I'd have been in second, Still, what's it
mntter so long as those clweky land-
lubbers have been licked ?”

“Ay,” agreced Ginger a trifle doubt-
fully. “But I could kick that blff skate,
Bu:ky Smith, for letting us down in front
of everyone with his hea:tly temper. He'll
hear somethine about it all rlgllt from the
chaps later, mark my words !”
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Back in the dressing-rooms aboard the
old hulk, Busky Smith attempted to dis-
cuss the incident during the race and the
fracas afterwards. As the “hero’ who
was Dbelieved to have saved the ferry, lLe
imagined that he was firmly established
in the poularity of his comrades. Now
he discovered to his chagrin that no one
would have anything to ‘o with him for

the time being; they were far too dis-
gusted.

Although the blows struck in the water
had had little sting, his nose was red
and swollen and one eye showed definite
promise of going into mourning.  This
was even more appareat when in due
course the boys of the Rampant returned
to the pier-head and fell in under their
petty officer.

“You will now be dismissed,” P.-o.
Teak informed them, after he had called
the roll, “aad you can spend your time
as you like till nine o'clock. At nine
sharp you'll be outside the Clock Tower
to take the charybanc back to Port-
haven.”

Already Jack and Ginger had talked
things over. They had not much money
between them, for they only had their
ninepence a day to draw upon. Apart
from the regatta, Sandcliff held little at-
traction for them, and, when the party

was dismissed, they requested the P.O.
if they might have a tramp back along

the coast mstmd of waiting for the
charabanc to convey them,
“That'’s all right, my hearties !” agreed

Teak. “So ]nntr as vou report in the
Rampant at nine-thirty this evening, I
don't mind. I know you won’t let me
down,"

“Rather not!” piped Jack and Ginger.

An elderly man with grey moustache
stepped forward and touched the petty
officer on the shoulder,

“May I speak with one of the boys
for a moment?” he said. “It is a lad
I'm particularly interested in.”

The young bluejackets about to make
off to their own warious amusements,
paused out of curiosity, and Busky edged
near, anxious not to miss anything.

The stranger drew a card and handed
it to Teak.

“As you will sce, petty officer,” he re-
marked, “my name is Arnold Greaves,
and I am a partner in the firm of Greaves
and Greaves, solicitors, of Chancery
Buildings, in London. We acted on be-
half of the late Mr. Barnaby Morland,
of whom you may have heard.”

Busky drew nearer yet, a quizzical ex-
pression on his coarse face.
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“The boy I should like to have permis-
sion to speak to,” added Arnold Greaves,
“is the lad standing there—Jack Gil-
bert.”

Busky’s Bitter Pilll

o OY GILBERT,” snapped Pelty
Officer Teak, ‘““did you hear
what this gentleman said? MHe
wants a word with you.”

Jack took a pace forward, and faced

Mad with rage at having been
beaten in the swimming race.
Busky Smith shoved his hand
into Jack’s face and pushed his
head below the surface. *' You
beastly young cad ! ** he grated.

w9

was nothing to that of his rirai, Busky
Smith.

The cad of the Rampant stecod by, his
face brick-red with chagrin and his eyes
clinting malicionsly at the boy who had
won chief personal honours in the
aquatic sports.

Not to be left out in the cold, he ap-
proached. Arnold Greaves and gave the
naval salute in such a slovenly manner
that Teak rasped a reproof from under
his breath,

“Er—I've before, Mr.

seen vou

e
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the elderly man who had inquired for him. [ Greaves,” mumbled Busky. "1'm Clemcnt

A trifle embarrassed in fromnt of his
shipmates, Jack was speedily put at his
case by Arnold Greaves awarding him a
hearty hand grip.

“I'm glad to make your acquaintance,
Jack,” said the solicitor kindly. “Of
course, I’ve heard of you, as you must
have heard of me. The heartiest congrats.
on your swimming ability, my boy, and
for winning a fine race !”

This praise brought the blood into
Jack’s cheeks, but his heightened colour

Smith, you know—the nephew of old
Barny.”

The elderly solicitor shook him by the
hand, regardﬁng him with a coldness that

made Busky feecl uncomfortable.

“I saw you in the race, too, Smith,”
he said. “Youw’re a good swimmer as well.”
He said it in such a tone that those
around haM-expected him to add: " But
a dashed rotten sportsman !”

“I—I—I— was fouled, sir,” stammered
Busky.
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The solicitor, however, was taking mnoj
further notice of him, but was chatting
{0 Jack as though he had known him for
vears,

It appeared that Arnold Greaves was
spending a short holiday at Sandcliff, and
Lad intended to pay a visit to Porthaven
to look up the two boys, but had heard
their names mentioned in connection
with the swimming events against the
local school. Like all others who had
watched the sports that afternoon 1in
Sandeliff Bay, he had heen much im-
pressed by Jack's ability and pluck 1in
Eulling off a race when all the odds had

cen against him.

Most of the Rampant boys dispersed,
but Jack’s chum, Ginger Jones, remained
standing near together with Petty Officer
Teak and Busky Smith.

Busky himselt was filled with remorse
—not beeause he had fouled and fought
Jack in the water, but because he should
have done these things when a member
of the firm of Greaves and Greaves had
been present,

But how could lLe have known? It
was rotten luck—the crucllest Fate—that
this man, who, with his partner, would
one day have the decision as to the dis-
pesal of c¢ld Barny Morland’s money,
sitould have been spending a holiday at
this seaside resort.

According to the terms of old Barny's
will, £2,000 would go either to Busky or
Jack, aud the decision would ultimately
rest with the solicitors. To decide, these
legal men would have to take into con-
sideration who had done the better during
the early period of training in the Navy,
and ability in sport and correct conduct
would count among other things.

This was the limit! Tt was the most
bitter pill Busky had ever had to swallow,
to listen to the commendation of his rival
by this man, It was as though Jack were
being awarded full marks for sports, while
he himself was getting a biz blue cross
put over his efforts,

To some extent he was relieved when
Arnold Greaves turned and addressed him
again.

“We read with pride, my boy.” he said,

“of your splendid conduct aboard the
sinking ferry.”

“Th-thank you, s-sir!” stammered
Busky. His gaze fell on the deck of the

pier, for he had the knowledge that Jack,
the real and unknown hero of the Port-
haven ferry disaster, was looking at him
coldly.

“And we read, too,” smiled Muv.
Greaves, “of the heroism of young Jack
here in signalling for help aboard the
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target-ship which was under shell-fire
during the Fleet gunnery practice.”

“Y-yes, sir,” mumbled Busky. “Er—I
wag there as well, looking after Petty
Gfficer Teak here, you know.”

“Quite,” said Mr. Greaves, in a gentle
tone which left Busky deeply puzzled.

After a few more remarks, Arnold
Greaves left to rejoin his family, giving
Jack a cheery smile and his best wishes,
and a casual acknowledgment of Busky's
salute with his hand.

“C’mon, Jack!” piped Ginger, linking
arms with liis chum. “Let’s be getting
off the pier. We'll have a drop of tea
and then leg it along the coast back for
Porthaven.”

“Don’t forget, lads,” admonished P.-o.
Teak, with a smile. “You ll be back in
the Rampant by nine-thirty prompt !”

“Oh, rather !’ piped the chums.

They glimpsed Busky Smith scowling at
(hem as he slunk away, and the little
Cockney chuckled with mirth.

“Ha, ha, ha! I'm jolly glad!” he
laughed. “That just serves old Busky
Smith right for playing the giddy goat

during the races. Tar me, I bet he could
kick himself now that lhe knows that the
solicitor chap was a-looking on all the
time! You'll come out top of the class
in the matter of the legacy, Jack, and
you'll know Dbetter how to use it than
Busky—the beastly outsider!”

Only a few davs previously Jack bad
told his staunch little pal the terms of
old Barny Morland’s will, but there was
still locked in his heart the secret of how
the ferry was saved. He had promised
Busky he would never speak about that
to a soul, and he had kept his word. Only
one other knew the truth of this—the
captain of the ferry which was in col-
lision, and the Iatest information was
that he had had a relapse in hogpital and
might die at any hour,

Owing to his head injuries he had never
been able to speak, and with his death
the secret of Jack’s heroism and Busky's
cowardice would remain only with the two
boys themselves.

The Haunted Coast!

N Sandcliff, the two chums expended
I a few coppers on te:i and cake, and,
while they talked, noted Busky
elaring at theno in hostile fashion
from a far table. When they left the tea-
rooms together, Busky followed shortly
and, meeting P.-o. Teak, requested leave
to “find his own way back to the Ram.

pant.”
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The request granted, Busky set off
fo get within sight of Jack and Ginger
and trail them out of town. For, deep
in Busky’'s warped mind, was the idea
that no two fellows would give up the
chance of a ride back in a charabanc for
the sake of tramping along the sea coast.
[t was his belief that the pals “had got
something on,” and he imagined it might
be to his advantage to find out what it
was.

All unaware that they were being fol-
lowed by their suspicious shipmate, Jack
and Ginger strode gaily out of Sandelifl
and along the coast. The evening was
warm and mellow, and they swung along
at a speed that presently made Busky,
who was following afar off, heartily wish
he had waited in Sandcliff for a ride
hack to the naval port.

Within two miles of Porthaven, the
chums paused among a number of crumb-
ling sand eliffs for a breather, and to
watch the fishing fleet sailing out over a
calm sea.

“My aunt, the sea’s been eating into
this bit of coast!” exclaimed Jack. " See
that crazy cottage, Ginger, hanging right
there on the very edge of the cliff !”

“There’s old bricks all over the place
»n the beach here,” responded Ginger.
“Some of ’em are as round as pebbles,
which proves that they’ve been washed Ly
the sea for a good many years. There
must have becn quite a few houses here
at one time.”

“There’s places on the Suffolk and Nor-
folk coasts something like this,” Jack re-
turned. * “The sea encroaches each year
and bites away more of the land.”

A grey-bearded fisherman in blue jersey
sind seca-boots, and with a coil of wetl
rope hanging over his shoulder, ambled
along the sandy beach, and paused to
ask for a match, with which Ginger sup-
plied him.

“Ay, there used to be a village here,
me young admirals,” said the fisherman,
in response to their inquiry. *“A fair tidy
sized ’un it was, called Paggleshale.
That cottage up there is the wery last
of it, and that’ll be down the cliffs with
the next winter’s storms.”

He neatly finished packing his pipe
with shag by pressing his thumb on the
howl, and proceeded to light up.

“It were a mangy bad spot for a vil-
lage,”” he added, “and most of it is
nuder the sea. Some of the cottages broke
up when the cliffs fell, and they do say
lhat others which were on a lower level,
are still standing there under the sea.”

(Continned on next page.)
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(Continuzd from previous page.)

“A village under the sea!” smiled
Jack. “That sounds like a giddy idea
out of a story-book !”

The old fisherman sent the blue smoke
of his pipe up into the evening air.

“It’s more or less true, all the same,
me lad,” he averred. “The most o’
Paggleshale is under the sea, and, ac-
cordin’ from what I used to hear from
the lips o' me old grandfather, some of
the houses were built strong emough to
stand a hundred years o’ Channel storms.
Paggleshale church has erumbled up now,
but for more'n fifty years the steeple
was a-stickin® up out of the sea and could
be scen for miles. And to this day when
there’s stormy weather and a fishing boat
is wrecked with loss of life, you can
licar that bell a-tolling a sort o' dirge for
the dead.”

“C-crumbs !” muttered Ginger.

“You don’t believe that, me young
admiral,” murmured the fisherman, ab-
sent-mindedly slipping the box of matches
into lhis pocket; “but I've heard things
with me own ears, and scen things with
me own cyes.”

“What have you heard?” inquired
Jack cagerly. “What have you seen?”

“Yoices and shapes,” returned the old
salt, in a voice impressively ‘hoarse.
“Ounly a fortnight back, me young ad-
mirals, I came past this way one bad
night when the Dbell was a-tolling i

“You heard it !” exclaimed Ginger,

“N-no,” admitted the fisherman, with
some reluctance; “but mates o' mine out
in a fishin' trawler vowed they did as
piain as I can hear that surf now. It
was the voices I heard—moaning voices
sounding like they had come from deep
down from among the lobsters at the
bottom of the sea. And then I saw ’em !”

“What?” smiled Jack. *““The lobsters?”

The old fisherman cxpressed his con-
tempt by a vigorous pufi of smoke from
his shag-filled pipe.

“The owners o' them voices, me lad,”
lic returned solemnly. “One—two—three
—four of 'em I saw, just ghosts come out
from under these seclf-same sand cliffs.
Drownded fishermen they were, and they
waded into the sea and went off back to
Davy Jones !”

“And you actually saw ’em walk down
into the sea again?’’ exclaimed Jack, in
incredulous tones,

“W-well, where else could they ha’
gone?” the fisherman queried. “I didn’t
exactly wait to sce, but I heard what
I'm pretty certain was the splashin’ o’
their feet.”

He ambled on his way, and, despite his

-
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remarkable visicn, failed to notice another
Navy boy dodge down bechind a ruined
village wall at the foot of the sand cliffs.

Yor a time, Jack and Ginger remained

silent, but when the old man was out
of earshot, they burst into merry
laughter,

“He must have seen some smugglers,”
suggested Ginger lightly, “There’s still
a bit of smuggling done along the coast,
I believe.”

*“A dickens of a lot of it !” said Jack.
“I saw in the * Porthaven Gazette’ only
yesterday that there was talk of increas-
ing the coastguards again along this bit
of coast. Since they reduced the force,
there’s been a thumpin’ lot of contraband
landed from the French coast. I say,” he
added, *“‘how about coming for another
swim? It's jolly warm, and I could just
do with one now.”

The sporting Ginger agreed, and they

turned one of the cellars of ruined
Paggleshale into a dressing-room.
“Brrrrrh ! shivered Ginger, as he

slipped on his still wet swimming costume.

Kneeling down,.he took a small locket
from the pocket of his discarded bell-
bottomed trousers, and carefully hung
the thin black tape attached to it round
his neck. And Jack, who had noticed this
during the races against the Sandcliff
School, regarded the cheap little trinket
curiously.

His pal turned it about that he might
see both sides. |

“That, Jack,” said Ginger quietly, “is
a portrait of my ma; she died when I was
a kid too young to remember her. This,
on the other side, is my dad—as I told
you, he was a gunner's mate in the Navy,
an’ killed at Jutland. I—I wouldn’t lose
this here little locket, not for my chance
of passing out to be an ordinary seaman
one day.” _

Jack—an orphan himself—twisted his
arm round that of his chum, a sympathetic
gesture which meant more than words to
the little fellow.  Then the two boys
stumbled over the sand for rather more
than a hundred yards and splashed
through the light surf out to sca.

Side by side they swam strongly from
the shore, and neither saw a figure which
came creeping stealthily as a jackal
among the sand hillocks. It was Busky
Smith, and a baleful leer was on his face

| as he plunged into the old, sand-strewn

cellar which they had used for a dressing-
room ! | -

(Another gripping instalment of this
grand serial will appear in next week’s
splendid issue. OQOirder wyour copy now,
chums!)
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tuspiring, never-to-be-forgotten sight,

“Great  Seott!” shouted ™ 7 Haadfortl,
“Dheck, you chaps—dive!” G
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