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A Breezy Yarn Featuring Vivian Travers, Whose Motto is—

— ==
—
— ——— 9 =
—_:_," a’— —
The Boy — ——
Who Tried

To Crock Himself !

CHAPTER 1.
A Slip of the Memory!

IVIAN TRAVERS, of the Ancient

v House at St. Frank’s, whistled checrily
as he sauntcred out through the lobby.

He stood in the doorway, looking out

upcn the soaking rain with an expression of
amiable contentment, It was a drab, chill,
unfriendly QOctober evening, and dark masses
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011&' lowering clouds were scudding across the
sky.

“What’s the i1dca ?” asked Handforth, of
Study D, as he came up behind Travers and
gazed out upon the dismal vista. ‘What are
you whistling for, you ass? There’'s nothing
to be happy about!”

“To-morrow, dear old fellow, is Wednes-
day,” said Travers serenely.

“What about it ?”

“That’s why I'm happy.”

“Then you'd better come to carth,” said
Handforth tartly. “ What's the gcod of a
half-holiday if i1t's wet? The glass is going
down all the time, and these clouds look as
if they’'re everlasting.”

“And still I'm happy,” said Travers
blandly. ‘“As for the rain, it won’t worry
me If it keeps on until Thursday. In fact, I
don’t carc if it snows!”

. He suddenly started forward, a bright light
in his eyes, and without another word he
dashed out into the rain and vanished.

“Well I'm  jiggered!” said Handforth
blankly. “He doesn’t care if it rains till
Thursday, and he dives out into the downpour
without even a cap! The poor fathead must
think ho's a fish!”

He peered out, but Travers had vanished.

Travers wasn't far off, however; he was
standing in the shelter of West Arch. talking
to Vera Wilkes—the Housemaster’s daughter
—Irene Manners, and Phyllis Palmer. The
threce Moor View girls had attracted his atten-
tion as they hurried in.

“Isn’t 1t a shame?” Vera was saying.
“This rain’s going to spoil evervthing, by tho
look of 1t.”

‘““No amount of rain can alter the fact that
to-morrow 1s Wednesday,” replied Travers
contentedly.  *“ Besides, why take any notico
of the weather reports or the berometer?
They’re not always reliable. It might be a
glorious day.”

“Well, there’s nothing like being opti-
mistic,” smiled Phyllis, “ And whatever the
weather, I'm going up to town to-morrow
with my people.”

Yivian Travers’ jaw dropped; all his
serenity deserted him; he looked at the girl
in consternation.

“Gotng to town?” he repcated blankly.

“It's my birthday, Vivian,” she explained.
“ A special treat, you know.”

“I know 1it's your birthday—that's why I
was so happy,” ejaculated Travers, looking
confused and awkward. “I—I Well, 1
was rather hoping that you’d have me over
to tea, and—and——"

Hec paused, tonguc-tied; and for the cool-
hcaded Travers to be red and awkward and
tongue-tied was very unusual. Nobody else in
the world but Phyllis Palmer could havo
plunged him into this sorry condition. He
regarded her as his special chum, yet he was
generally nervous in her presence.

““T did say something about our having a
special spread at Moor View, didn’t I?” asked
Phylhs gently. “And I think I mvited you,
Vivian, too.”

“I know,” said Travers.
ing on it.”

“I got a letter from my people to-day, and
they’re coming down especially by car to tako
me up to London,” explained the girl
““They’ll be here for
lunch, and then
we're going up for a
regular spree—
talkics, swell tea in
a bizy restaurant,
theatre, and home
late.”

“Oh, I say!” pro-

“I—I was_count-

tested Travers
bleakly.

“Don’t look so
disappointed, vou
ass!”’ langhed
Phyllis, her cves
twinkling  merrily.
“You're coming,
too.”

“Eh?” gasped

Travers, jumping.

“Of course,”
smiled Phyllis. “I
was only teasing
you, Vivian. I par-
ticularly want yon
to come—if you can
wangle a pass. 1
shan’t enjov myself
half so much if you
don’t come.”
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“I’ll wangle anything!” declared Travers
breathlessly. “ By Samson! I'll dash off and
sce old Wilkey about 1t now! I shan’t get a
minutc’s peace of mind until I fix it. Thanks
awfully, I’"hyl. You’ve bucked me no end.”

The other girls laughed.

“ Lucky bounders!” said Irene enviously.

R. ALINGTON WILKES stroked his
M untidy moustache as he sat back in
his chair, gazing at Travers on the

other side of the desk.

“Well, it’s a tall order, young man,” he
said thoughtfully. ‘“You say you won’t get
back until late? What do you call late?”

“I'm afraid it won’t bo till ncarly midnight,
sir.”’ |

“That’s a bit thick,” said the Housemaster,
pursing his
going up with Mr. and Mrs. Palmer, as well
as the daughter? No hanky-panky tricks, old
man ?”’ _

‘**I'm not that sort, s:
“1 wouldn’t ask for a
tences. Why, Mr. and

1 protested Travers.

pass under false pre-
Mrs. Palmer will

call for me in their car to-morrow. The wholo .

thing’s straightforward cnom:fgh, sir. You sce,
it’s Phyllis’s birthday, and she and I—
Well, the fact is 7 .

“ All right, old scout, you ncedn’t tie' yéur-
self into knots,” grinned Mr. Wilkes, pickin
up his pen.  “Seceing that it’s a speca
occasion, I'll give you a pass. And I hopo
you have a gcod time.” |

“ Thanks awfully, sir!” said Travers eagerly.
“You're a brick!” '

“Don’t bo a young ass,” replied Mr.
Wilkes, as he handed over the puss and
slapped the junior on the back.

Travers was beaming with gratification as
he walked into the lobby, the precious pass
safely in his pocket. He was so full of joy
that he was compelled to unburden himself
to the first fellow he met—who hdppened to
be Nipper, the Junior skipper.

“0ld Wilkey’s a corker!” he said enthusi-
astically. “ Nipper, dear old fellow, he's
absolutely a one hundred per cent. gport!”

‘*“Why don’t you tell me something I don’s
know ?” asked Nipper, smiling. “But what's
the latest *”

“It’s Phyllis’s: birthday to-morrow,’” ex-
plained Travers happily. ‘“She’'s going up
to town with her pcople, and she’'s asked mo
to go. They’ll fetch us at mid-day, and we
shan’t get back till late at night. Isn’t old
Wilkey a stunner 7

But Nipper did not hear the question. A
shadow had passed over his face, and he was
now frowning.

“You say you're leaving at mid-day?”’ he
asked bluntly.

o4 ch.’,

‘“And not getting back until nearly mid-
night 7”

“That's the 1dca,” said Travers screncly.

“Haven't you forgotten that to-morrow’s
Wednesday 7 asked Nipper.

“ Forgotten it! I've been remcembering it
all day!”

lips. “ You're quite sure you're

““Well, haven't you forgotten something
clse, then?” asked Nipper grimly. ‘What
about to-morrow’s match 7” .

“Match!”’ said Travers blankly, a startled
look coming into his eyes. “ Why, I—I
By Samson! You mean the Barfield match?
Well, it doesn’t matter, does it ?”’ he went on,
“You can give somebody else my place.”

“Can 17 rctorted Nipper. ¢ It’s rather a
pity, Travers, that you didn’'t come to me
first before fixing up this outing. I'm afraid
I can’t release you. You're in the Eleven—
your name's on the list—and you'll have to

play !’

—m—— » o)

CHAPTER 2.
Nipper Puts His Foot Down!

HERE was something

!I . Nippzr's  tone that
alarmed.

“But it’s a special occasion!” he

protested.
“ Barficld

in
was

so final
Travers

“I know it 1s,” nodded Nipper. _
is a strong side, and we’ve got to play them
on their own ground.” |

“I didn’'t mean that——"

“I know you didn’t—but I did,” interrupted
Nipper firmly. “You're at the top of your

* form just now, Travers, and I can’t atford to

leave you out. One or two chaps who could
play 1n yvour place are crocked. Perhaps you
don’t realise that thero’'s mno substitute for
you ?”’

‘““Oh, rot!” said Travers, in alarm. ‘“Surcly
out of all tho fellows you can find some-
body——"’

“There’s nobody to take your place success-
fully,” replied Nipper emphatically. “ If you
don’t play the tcam will be disorganised. I'm
sorry, Travers, but you’ll have to turn out.”

“ And give up this outing with Phyllis?”

“Certainly. Football’'s more important.”

“Hang it, you'rec dashed unrcasonable!”
protested Travers hotly. “It isn’t often I
ask to be excused »

“You didn’t ask,” broke in Nipper. ‘“ That’s
just the trouble. You took it for granted that
the tcam could get along without you. In
fact, you forgot footer altogether, and that’s
not the kind of spirit I like to sce in my
Eleven. Football comes first, Travers. *Don’t
forget that.”

““Why argue over nothing?”’ said Travers
irritably. ‘“Even i1f I had asked you, you
wouldn’t have rcleased me—jyou've just

admitted it.”

“You’re not Jjibbing, are you?”” asked
Nipper, staring. ‘“Don’t you sce, you ass,
that your abscnce will mean practically
chucking the game away?”

““Oh, rot!”

“It’s not rot!” said Nipper warmly. ‘‘At
any other time I wouldn’t bind you so
strictly ; but when 1t’s a question of winning
or losing a match, I'm putting my foot
down. %our abscnce will upset the whole
forward line. You're badly wanted 1n this
game, Travers, and you can celebrate Phyllis’s
birthday some other time.” o

69
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Travers brecathed nard. He was a keen
footballer, but there was a wayward strain
in his character, and he hated being dictated
to. Besides, he had set his heart on taking
that trip to London with Phylls,

“I've got old Wilkey's pass 1n my pocket,”
he said defiantly.

“VYou didn't tell Wilkey that vou were
badlvy wanted for footer to-morrow, I sup-
posc ?'’ asked Nipper. “If you had done, he
wouldn’t have given you that pass, and you
know it. I hate jawing at a fellow lhike this,
but I'm Jumior skipper, and I'm going to
have my way.

Footer comes before pleasure,
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Travers deliberately skidded and lost control of his motor-bike.
the machine and hit the ground with a thud.

Travers. It’s beastly unfair of you to force
me to speak like this.”

‘““And it’s beastly unfair of you to be so
autocratic,”’” retorted Travers, glaring.
““Phyllis’s birthday only comes once a year,
and you've got to pick on that very day to
force me to play! Well, I've got Wilkey's
pass, and I'm going!"”

Nipper was  never
challenge.

“So you're defying me?” he said grimly.
“Do you want me to go to Wilkey and get
that pass cancelled? One word from me
would be enough.”

slow to accept a

5

“You won't do that,” said Travers. ‘You

won't sncak!”

“Sncak, be hanged!” retorted Nipper,
exasperated. “‘If vou let the Junior Eleven
down I shall be justified. Come, Travers,
pull voursclf together! It's not like you to
show this nasty spirit. Be sensible!”

“I’'m sorry, but my mind's made up,’” said
the other stubbornly,

““Minds have been changed before to-day,
and sccond thoughts are sometimes best,”” said
Nipper. *“‘Goodness knows we don’t want to
have a row about it, but I can tell you
candidly that I'm going to have my own wayv

I

)

O i)

(30
------
--------
''''''

-l
R,
''''''''''''
60O
5.

.....

IS
------
.....
B0
'''''''''
SO0
SO
OGO

He was flung from

in this affair. Think i1t over, old man. T'll
say nothing more about it until morning
school to-morrow. If you haven't decided by
then I shall be forced to go to Mr. Wilkes.”’

He swung on his heel and walked off,
leaving Travers biting his lip with vexation.
T him the more rebellious. That little

‘““tiff ” had aroused his blood, and he
vowed to himself that he wouldn’t play. He

was hanged if Nipper was going to mess up
that London spree!

RAVERS realised that he was in the
wrong, but this only served to make
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whole business was very awkward.
Keen as he was on football, hc was ten
times kecener on going up to London with
Phyllis. But the problem was a difficult one
—w:th all the odds against him, If the
" Junior skipper was really determined—and
therc seemed no doubt of this—he would win.

“The rotter!” muttered Travers, as he
leaned against the doorpost and looked cut
into the rain. “If he docs force me to play
he can’t make me score goals! I'll get my
own back!”

Yet he knew, even as he uttered these
unworthy sentiments, that if 1t rcally came to
the point he would give of his best. Travers
wasn’t the fellow to play dirty. All the same,
he was ready enough to get out of playing if
thcre was any possible avenue of escape. He
told himself that the Saints would win 1n any
case; and he wasn’t going to be dlshed
But there was a snag.

‘“ Nipper’s bound to go to old \Vllke in the
morning,” Travers told himself miserably.
“I shan’t blame him either. He’ll have no
alternative. And what will old Wilkey do?
(Cancel that pass as sure as Hottentots are
black!”

. Then suddenly another” thought came to
111M.

“If only I was crocked I shouldn‘t be
expected to play,” he muttered. ‘““A sprained
ankle would be enough—or a_ twisted
shoulder. I'd still be able to go .on that
sprec with Phyllis, although I couldn’t play

The

footer. For the love of Samson! It’s an
1dea '”’

Travers was a reckless fellow., to say
nothing of being headstrong, and in his

present obstinate mood he was more reckless
than ever. If he met with an “accident ”’
Nipper couldn't possibly play him, and Mr.
Wilkes wouldn’t cancel that pass either. It
was a simple solution to his problem.
Easily done, too. He walked upstairs as
he heard voices In the Remove passage.
When Handforth & Co. and K. K. and
several others came into the lobby, Travers
was just pretending to be walking downstam

from the top.
“Oh, T say, K. K.!” he sang out. “I’ve
been ]ookmg for you. I want—"

He apparently missed his footing as he ran
eagerly downstairs. The next second he

crashed hecadlong and came hurtling down.

CHAPTER 3.
Nothing Doing!

IVIAN TRAVERS did the thing

V thoroughly. He simply let himself go

frecly from top to bottom of the stau-s,
and made no attempt to check his
devastating fall,

Crash! Thud! Bang!

He landed in a disordered heap on the
mat. Handforth and the others rushed
forward in alarm.

“Great Scott! He must be hurt!” ejacu-
lated Handforth concernedly.

- to be foiled now that he had made up

‘““What about to-morrow’s game?” yelled
Gresham.

It was natural that the fellows should think
of football at once. Travers was one of the
star performcrs. |

“It’s all right—don’t make a fuss!”
groaned Vlvmn, as he uncoiled himself. “I
don’t seem to be hurt much. My ankle, 1
think—-"

““Not your ankle!” gasped Parkington, in
alarm.

Travers was hauled up by the anxious
fcllows. And to his infinite astonishment—
cven his disgust—he discovered that he
wasn’t hurt anywhere. Not a bruise! Not a
sprain or a scratch!

-““For the love of Samson!”
Travers amazedly.

He managed to escape from the sym-
pathetic crowd, and when he found himself
alone in Study .H he breathed hard with
dlsappomtment He felt himself all over
once again. Try as he would, he couldn’t
find a bruise,

‘“Well, I'm not going to be swindled like
that!” Travers told himself grimly. “ There
must be some way! I can’t fall downstairs
again, or the .chaps would smell a rat.
prper would, anyhow.”

“His failure had made him more hot- headed
than ever. He vowed that he wasn’t going
his
mind to his course of action. Another 1déea
came to’ hlm—a better one this time.

murmured

IVE minutes later he was wheeling his

F powerful motor-cycle out of the schoot

garage.” He had donned his overalls,

for i1t was still raining in torrents.

Before he could get started he ran into
Wilson of the Sixth.

"“*Going for a joy-ride?” asked the prefect
sarcastlcal]

“Only img run to the village,” replied
Tra.vers “ I shall just be able to get back by
calling-over.” -

“You'd better sec that you do-—-you haven’t
got much time,” said Wilson, W 1th a glance
at the school clock.

.“By gad, I shall have to hurry"’ ejacu-
latcd Tgavers, putting his leg over the
machine and operating the kick- staxtm “I
think I'll manage it, Wilson.”

He was glad that Nipper and a number of
other fello“s had come to the Ancient House
doorway to have another look.at the weather.
Travers was strengthened. VWhat rot!
Forcing him to play when it was a certainty
that the morrow would be a soaker! In all
plrlobablllty there wouldn’t be any football at
all!

The cngine roared, he let in the elutch
fiercely, and started off. He came to tho
conclusion that there wasn’t any need for him
to go down to the village. His original idea
had been to stage a Skld in the High Street.
Why not do it. on the spot? Nipper was
looking on.

Travers gathered speed as he Theared the
gates, and he purposely left it until the last
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moment bLictore he swung round. The motor-
cycle, with 1ts engine roaring, started a wild,
spectacular skid—and Travers let 1t go! IHe
was an cxpert at skids, and could perform
them to order. He was as brilliant as many
a dirt track rider.

He gave a wild vell. and apparently lost

control, The machine, broadsiding violently,
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Dressed only 1in his
pyjamas, Travers stood
in the Triangle, exposed
to the cold night wind,
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gravel and mud splashing up 1in a blinding

sideslipped about twenty feet, the
spray. Travers went hurtling in one dirce-
tion, and he struck the ground violently,
rolling over and over. The machine eraszhed
on its side, the engine still roaring, the back
wheel spinning madly.

‘““ My only sainted aunt!”

“He’s half killed himself!”

““Poor old Travers!”

A\

N
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LThere was a rush by the watching juniors,
who had witnessed the whole accident. Some-
body yelled for the doctor to be fetched.
Another bawled for the stretcher.

Travers was sitting up when the crowd
arrived, and the engine had just spluttereld
mto silence. Travers was astounded to find
that he felt no pain.

“What’s the matter

[}

“Do vou think T can
come a cropper like that
hurt 2’

with  you, Travers?”
Z = asked  Nipper, half-
=== suspiciously. ‘“Are you
= hurt, old man?”
2 7 . ’ < .
{//, .
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N T groaned Travers feebly.
‘4','* “IIe must be wor-
' ried, or something.”
T said Handforth. *“He
SN fell downstalrs ten

minutes ago, and now
he’s been tryving to kill
himself on his motor-
bike! Something must
have upscet him.”

Nipper helped
victim up.

“You ass!” he said,
in a low voice. ‘“You
needn’t take it so much
to heart. It’s not like
~ you, Travers, to ’?

““Oh, cheese i1t!” broke in Travers.
“Y skidded.”

He stamped about, and felt his arms.
Again he had escaped scot free. Amaz.
ingly enough, he hadn't suffered a bruizo
or a scratch.

“Well, thank goodness you're not
crocked!” said Handforth., with relief.
“We should be in a fine fix to-morrow
without vou in the team, Travers! We'd
better get indoors—we’re getting wet.
How the dickens you escaped damage
beats me!”

“It’s only his bike that's smashed,”
said K. K. contentedly.

“Wha-a-at!’ velled Travers.
bike! Smashed!”

He dashed over to it, proving to all
and sundry that he was indeed unhurt.
His dismay was great when he beheld
the twisted handlebars and the dented
netrol-tank, This was retribution, 1n-
deed! He hadn’t hurt himself, but he
had hurt the machine! Disgusted and
gloomy, he put the motor-cycle away.

“What's the use ?”’ he asked himself, after

he had shed his overalls and had tidied him-
self up. ‘““Here am I practising Safety Last,
and I can't even give myself a decent
scratch!”’

It was most exasperating. When he went
into the Common-room there were all sorts
of solicitous 1nquiries after his health, But
Travers discounted them. for he knew that

the

~

“My
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the fellows were thinking more of the Bar-
field match than they were of him.

*“Oh, give it a rest,” he said. “I'm not
hurt, I tell you. It takes more than a skid to
hurt me. I'm as right as rain.”

“Well, T hope you’ll be more careful in
future,” said Nipper, with a fatherly air.
“You can do that sort of thing once too
often, my lad! TFirst you fall downstairs, and
then you skid half way across the Triangle.
If you do those sort
of things any more,
vou’ll proﬁab]y
break your neck!”

When Travers
went to bed he ex-

Extra-Long St.
Next Wednesday.

his shoulders and got into his own bed.
Travers was so consistently amiable that Sir
Jimmy could easily forgive him fer being
grumpy once in a while.

It wasn't until half an hour after lights-out,
and Jimmy was asleep, that Travers had
another idea. And this one really was a
corker!

CHAPTER 4.
The Last Straw!

TPPER sat up
in bed with

a sudden

Frank’s Yarn

oooooo

amined himeself, and 4 - start.
he certainly did find Mi - Something had
a tiny bruise on his awakened him; he
left thigh and an in- wasn’t quite sure
significant graze on what it was, but he
his right elbow; but d i o knew that he had
to show these to P AROIIS heard something.
Nipper as an excuse o £ S The school clock
for not playing in @ - Daie was just chiming
the Barfield match 5 e ey ¢ eleven, and a stray
would be farcical. : Ny i moonbeam was
o R ol ¢ stcaling through the
He thought of B o B dormitory window,
Nipper’s words. He &5 F 8 Click ! Click !
had been very lucky ¢ S o
to escape €0 scathe- T S wd i Nipper heard it
]ess after hath his R 2 e .' % ‘1 ,.-.Ej':;"ii-.:;:;-:- ......... agaln—and RO\V. he
‘“accidents.” He now R ety BB O R, NG understood. Tiny
realised that he sl e = gravel stones were
might easily havo EaR T being thrown against
broken a leg or an % e 2582 ¥ the window. As he
arm. That would R W T got out of bed Sir
have achieved his B o T Montie Tregellis-
end—but it Would ' ::.-_“ :_?ﬁ?y f'}vi" R WeSt sat up, llnk"
also have barred him R - ing. |
from going out with A i & ‘““ Anything wrong,
Phyllis. et g Al dear old boy?” he
“1'd  better go A S ""-_.‘ '. g asked sleeplly. —
casy,”’” he told him- 3 G i i | “1 .ca,r,l’t _under-
self glumly. “A  FEES CSL R R T Wy 7 stand it, ‘_ said Nip-
thing like this can Phipps sackea ! Sensation at St. Frank’s, per. ‘Somebody
be - overdone! I But Archie Glenthorne’s determined. He  seems to be chuck-
don’t want to get wants a valet who will let him wear yellow ties ing stones _at our
really crocked.” with pink spots—and Trott’s the fellow. Hence  window. Half a
. - Phipps’ dismissal and Trott trots in in his tick; I'l have a
His  dormitory place. And Archie becomes a living rainbow ! look !’
mate—Jimmy Potts One laugh from beginning to end. E. S. He opened the

—was regarding him
strangely.

“What’s up with
vou, Travers?” he

asked. “You’ve . .
been morose all the evening. Didn’t you
have a row with Nipper? Somebody told

me 23

“You shouldn’t believe all you hear,” in-
terrupted Travers, getting into bed. “I've
had no row with Nipper. Perhaps the
wecather has made me feel fed up. 1 dare
say I shall be all right in the morning. Good-
nightt”

He rolled over and pulled the blankets
over him. The schoolboy baronet shrugged

Brooks has never written a funnier yarn than :

“ ARCHIE'S NEW VALET!”

Coming next week—order your copy now.

window and leaned
out. The scudding
clouds were clear-
ing, and the rain
had ceased to fall.
The sky was stormy, but the moon was sail-
ing in a clear space, and the West Square
wase flooded with silvery light. Nipper’s satis-
faction at seeing this improvement in the
weather conditions was put out of his head
by the sight of the figure standing below.

“Who 1s it?” asked Nipper blankly.

He could sec a form down there—a form
attired only in pyjamas! KEven his feet were
bare, and his Lair was blowing ahout in the
wind. Then, with a shock, Nipper recognised
Vivian Travers,
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‘“Begad!” ejaculated Sir Montie, joining
him at the window, *‘It’'s Travers! The
frightful ass will catch his death of cold!”

) “Travers!” shouted Nipper. *‘What do
you think you're doing ?”
Vivian l'ravers made no answer. He stared

up blankly, and the moonlight, shining on his
face, revealed a set, expressionless mask. He
turned away after a moment and walked
with a peculiar automatic gait towards West
Arch,

“Travers!’ called Nipper. “I say, can’t
you ” He broke off, for still Travers took
no notice. ‘““Well, I'm hanged!” said Nipper.
““I believe the chap’s walking in his sleep!
That’s 1t! I must have been on his mind
somehow, and that’s why he threw stones at
my window. Quick, Montiec! We've got to
bring him in!” :

“Begad, yes ejaculated Sir Montie.
“He’ll get pneumonia—he will, really!”

They hustled into their dressing-gowns and
slippers. In the corridor they encountered
Mr. Wilkes—also in dressing-gown and
slippers, and armed with a powerful electric
torch.

“One of the fellows outside—in
pyjamas,’”’ said the Houscmaster briefly.
just saw him, and I believe he’s walking 1n
his sleep. Glad you fellows are coming. You
may be needed.”

““It’s Travers, sir,”’ explained Nipper.

They found Travers wandering in the
Triangle. He was chilled to the marrow;
and, inwardly, he gloated. This was doing
the trick all right! In the morning he would
have a first-class cold, and would be put on
the sick-list. No good for footer—but his trip
to London wouldn’t be cancelled! He'd jolly
well see that the doctor didn’t keep him in
the sanny!

‘““Come, Travers,” murmured Mr. Wilkes
gently, “No, don’t force him, you chaps.
1f he wakes up suddenly he might—"

Travers gave a sudden jump, and the set,
cxpressionless look left his face. He gave
a little cry, and he gazed round wildly.

“What's—what’s happened ?”’ he gasped.
“I'm frozen! I—I Why, I thought 1
was 1n the river!” he faltered. “‘Mr. Wilkes!
What am I doing out here, in my pyjamas ?”’

“Take 1t easy, old man—you’ve only been
walking in your sleep,” sald the House-
master, as he wrapped a big blanket round
the reckless junior. ‘‘We'll soon have you in
bed. Glad you didn’t get too much of a
shock when you woke up. Nipper, dash in-
doors and get a hot-water bottle. Better
get two while you’re about it.”

19

his

RAVERS was soon nestling between

ll thick Dblankets, with a hot-water
bottle at his feet and another in the

- region of his chest. He had been
dosed with some of Mr. Wilkes’ special cough
mixture, and he was feeling warm and com-

fortable,
“I think you’ll be all right,” said Mr.
Wilkes cheerily. “We just got you back in

time, and with luck—to say nothing of a

“I R

strong constitution—you’ll be all serene in the
morning,”’ ”

Travers gave it up. This was the limit.
He wasn’t showing the slightest symptom of
chill; he hadn’t even sneezed. He didn’t feel
shivery in his limbs, and his chest was as
sound as a bell. He went off into a peaceful
slecep. When the rising-bell rang in the morn-
ing he was as fit as a fiddle. And now he
realised what an absolute idiot he had been
to take such mad risks. His sense of propor-
tion was restored.

“Thank goodness none of the chaps know
what a cad I was,” he told himself soberly.
“I've got to apologise to Nipper, too. The
dear old fellow was right all the time. That
Barfield match is more important than any
spree!”

The Remove was looking to him to play a
great game that afternoon—and he vowed
that he would play it.

In the lobby he ran into Vera and Phyllis.

“Just the chap I wanted to see,” said
Phyllis briskly. ““I’'m dreadfully sorry,
Vivian, but that London outing is off!”

“Off!” ejaculated Travers, startled.

‘““Well, not exactly off,” corrected the girl.
‘“ Mother isn’t very well—only a bit of a cold
—but she’s written to say that it’ll be better
if we celebrate my birthday on Saturday,
instead. I hope you don’t mind?”

“Mind!” said Travers delightedly. *“Why,
it’s too good for words! You see, I’'m booked
to play against Barfield to-day, but there’s
only a House match on Saturday, and I'm
not even in the team. Good eggl”

He let out a whoop, and performed an
impromptu war dance.

‘““Be careful!” cried Vera warningly.

It was too late. Travers accidentally trod
on a piece of orange peel that somebody
had carelessly left on the stone floor, and he
went down with a crash.

““Oo00000!” he gasped agonisingly.

““Oh, are you hurt?” cried the two girls.

He was. His left ankle had doubled under
him, and it was nastily ricked. Nipper, com-
ing downstairs, had seen the misﬁzp, and
he groaned when he felt the ankle.

“You’re crocked!” he said dismally.

And so Travers was only a passenger that
afternoon—hobbling about with a heavily-
bandaged ankle and assisted by two sticks.
He was gloomy and miserable, but he had
long since come to the conclusion that he had
received his just deserts,

His only spark of consolation was that the
Barfield Junior XI had lost two of its best
men owing to minor mishaps, and St.
Frank’s, although handicapped, proved the
better team. The Saints won by three goals
to two.

Vivian Travers gave a deep breath of relief
as the final whistle blew, and solemnly told
himself that he had played the risky game
of Safety Last for the first and last time.

THE END.

(Corking extra-long St. Frank’s yarn neaxt
week, lads, ‘‘ Archie’s New Valet.”? One
long laugh from beginning to end !)
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Nelson Lee and the Night Hawk in Another Full-of-Thrilis Yarn{

CHAPTER 1.
The Master’s Headquarters!

FI the dull, flat coast of Friesland,
ugly, desolate and forbidding, a chain
of small islands wallowed in the
North Sca waves, like sluggish sea

beasts at rest. Built during the centuries of
{ide-mud and sand, held together by coarse
grass that even the hardy Frisian cattle dis-
dained, they lay uscless and forlorn; while
abave them wheeled clouds of gulls, whose
harsh screams echoed over the lonely sca.

AADADAAADAAAAMAAAALAALAALN

Master of the World v. Nelson
Lee and the Night Hawk: the
battle continues ; more grim,
more ruthless—more thrillingly
exciting !
VIVVVV9 VI VVVVVFVYYVY

Of inhabitants and cottages there wcre
none. Only on the largest, a saucer-shaped
island nearly half a mile long, were any signs
of life visible; a group of men standing
darkly on the sea wall, staring into the sun-
set with fearful eyes,

Out to sca, but drawing nearer with every
second, a powerful launch lifted her sharp
bows above the waves and left a broad,
foaming track behind her. The sinking su.
stained the choppy sca into a blood-red, at
which some of the men shuddered supersti-
tiously.

To more than one of them,‘that stain
scemed ominously prophetic. The . Master
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of the World was coming to his new hecad-
quarters with a blaze of crimson at his back.

With a swirl of water beneath her stern,
the launch swerved into the channel between
the islands, and hecaded straight for home.
Her cngines stopped; as she glided towards
the landing-stage a party of the island men
ran down to the waterline to bear a hand,
The others stood stolidly on the sea wall
and stared at the grim figure which sat up-
right and alone in the stern sheets.

Although only onc of the garrison had secen
him before, instinct told them that this was
the Master; the unknown man who ruled
their organisation with a rod of iron; whose
punishments for disobedience or neglect were
swift and merciless, and who had alrcady
reduced every country in Kurope, save only
England, to subjection.

As the boat stopped, he stood ercct, a tall
malignant presence, whose head was entirely
shrouded by a black cowl., His eyes, hidden,
too, by thick, blue glasses, swept the crowd
with a single, contemptuous glance. There
was something coldly repellent in his
attitude, a wolfishness that made the on-
lookers cringe abjectly.

They were a motley collection of inter-
national scum:; men from the Marseilles docks
or Poaris slums, from the waterfront of
Amsterdam or tho ghettos of half Germany;
men who could fight like brutes with every
weapon under the sun. Yet, like brutes, they
cowered before the chill cruelty of their
Master. |

Ignoring an outstretched hand, he stepped
out of the launch and stood looking on
silently while the rest of the party lamded.

First came a little crumpled man, whbse
lined face was pale, and whose lips trembled
pitifully : Professor Godfrey Fabian, bearer
of tho most famous name in the world of
science—but the Master’s chief ally; ‘‘tool ”
would have been the better word. As he
stumbled ashore, the rough faces around
broke into leering grins, which vanished
swiftly when the Master glared round.

Hugged tightly in his arms, the professor
"held two leng metal cylinders, each of which
had a curious frame of crystal lenses at one
end, and a squaro funnel at the other. One
of these funnels had a thin screen of metal
gauze over its mouth, but the other was bent
and battered as though by a succession of
piercing blows.

Old man though he was, Professor Fabian
was striving with all the force of his still-
powerful intellect and dignity to appear at
case,  But tragedy brooded in his puckered
eyes,

A few hours ago—years, it seemed already
—he had been unmasked by Nelson Lee, the
great detective, and his position in theo
Master's sinister band laid bare. He was
still half-stunned by the shock of that swift,
unexpected exposure.

Then again, he had seen his gracious old
house in Kent ruthlessly destroyed to cover
the Master’s tracks. True. Nelson Lee and
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Nipper, the detective's young assistant, had
perished, either 1n the flames or at the hands
of Hector, the giant gorilla, and so his secrct
was -safe for a while. Yet, sooner or later,
others must find him out, must read the
truth of his disappearance from England;
and the thought of tho great position he
had sacrificed to throw in his lot with these
wild men and their wilder leader filled him
with despair. Not even the prospect of one
day sharing the conyuest of the world with
the Master could cheer him. His nerve had
gone. The swift flight from England to these
desolate 1islands had left him numb and

‘helpless.

Little the Master of the World cared for
his henchman’s plight, however. As soon as
the party were all ashore, he turned and
began to climb the steps to the sea wall, still
without a word.

At the top, the garrison met him, hHuddling
together nervously, with two men a littlo
in front of them. One of these, a burly man
in a shabby sea captain’s uniform, twisted
his cap with shaky fingers and bowed obse-
quiously. ¥ The other, a lean, 1iron-faced
American, stood more at ease, though his
thin mouth was tight and his "inty eyes hard
and watchful. They were the leaders of the
garrison.

Within a vard of them, the Master stopped
and looked them up and down. The scaman
bobbed again. -

“Welcome to—to the new hecadquarters,
Master!” he mumbled hastily.

There was a moment’s silence. Then the
Master’s voice, harsh as a rasp, s ke for
the first time:

“You are the commander of my
marine ?'’ he rapped.

“Avye, ave, sir—Master. Samuel Scarfe,
late of—"’

‘““‘Blockhead!” snarled the Master in a
voice that brought a gasp from the crowd
and narrowed the American’s eyes to slits.
“What do I care who you are? Tell me—

sub-

why was the Laurel not sunk this morning?

Why was the signal for the Fire Ray not
given?”’

- Samuel Scarfe’s tanned face went a dirty
vellow. At dawn that morning, the
American pleasure liner Laurcl should have
been destroyed off the Kentish coast; instead
of which, something had gone wrong, and
Bhe Master’'s submarine had been forced fo

Y.
It was plain that the Master was in a
fiendish rage, and the scaman plunged hur-
riedly into an explanation,

“Why, Master, we arrived in good time.
We waited for the Laurel until the—the Ice
Ray c-cleaned up, and rose immediately.
Frenchy, the rangefinder, went up to bring
on the Fire Rav, and the next we heard was
his signal to dive and run for it.”

“Where is the rangefinder ?”

‘““D-dead, sir. I heard a couple of shots
from somewhere, and he must have fallen
over the side of the submarine., We sub-
merged immediately.”’
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“You made no attempt to find who shot
him, fool ?” .

“Why, n-no, Master. Your orders, 1if you
remember, have been always to ’ook it in
. case of trouble o

‘“Bah!” .

A long arm shot out, gripped the scared
sailor by the throat and shook him until
his teeth rattled. A hail of merciless blows
descended on his upturned face and head,
then, with a vicious swing, he was torn off
the sea wall and flung sheer into the water
below. The Master wheeled furjously on
the American, who stiffened tensely.

“Well—you! What’s your report ?”

- Joe Sherman, some-time construction
engineer in the States, now captain of the

island, glanced at the submarine commander
struggling fcebly out of the water, and

shrugged.

“] gotcha orders, chief!” he drawled
quietly. “Everything’s 0.K, fer you to look
aroun’.”

.. The Master glared for a moment as though
resentful of the cool manner of speech, but
as Sherman gazed at him with placid respect,
he pushed past in silenco and began to
descend the inner slope of the wall. Profes-
sor Fabian, still clutching 'his - instriments,
followed, and the American, with a look- that
dared any of the men to come after, brought
up the rear.
The Master had come home!

ey — ——eC—

CHAPTER 2,
. The Underground Fortress!
DO\VN in the hollow of the island, the

Master stood for a long time, look-
like a wild beast

inspecting its lair.  Shoulders
hunched, hands clasped behind him, he
brooded over the scene, his muffled head
moving in little fierce jerks as he peered
from point to point. |

Like all his schemes, this island fortress was
the result of long and careful preparation.
There was nothing haphazard or slipshod in
its planning. Over six months before he had
commenced his campaign of terror, shat-
tering Europe with the Twin Rays of
Destruction, he had selected this bleak, de-
pressing spot for his future hecadquarters, the
capital from which he would rule the world.
And since then he had steadily trickled men
and materials into the place, under the
cpdmmand of the American adventurer by his
side.

The whole length of the little kingdom was
dotted with low, corrugated-iron huts, built
against the sea wall, whilse closer at hand, in
the shelter of some wind-bedraggled trees,
stood a larger onc of wood. Narrow tracks,
trodden in the grass by heavy boots, linked
up the huts, and at rcgular intervals, by the
side of these paths, curious perforated discs
had been let into the ground.

ing about him
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At three points on the sea wall, squat
searchlights jutted out, screened by bushes
and cleverly camouflaged, and all around the
1sland ran ugly wires, held above ground by
thick insulators. A single touch of a. lever
would turn the whole place into an electrio
gridiron,. so that swift death waited for any
hostile raiders who ever set foot on the
Master’s domain.

The first inspection was finished at last.
With a grunt that 