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tioned, but the Editor wisl
distinctly understood
personal reflection is intended.]

CHAPTER 1. *
How Tom Sandys and Big Baldwin
Fell Out.

HE playing-fiold of Slapton
Sohiool was lined by a breath-
less andwoxpectant crowd. The
big match of the scason was

Slapton - School eleven
sed  against tho club o
o u:Mv ring town of Oakford.
0rd liad batted, wnd made 126. Tho
bova had made 82 for six
This was not very brilliant
asy a wicket, but hall an hour

l L were
the
0nk~

‘1’1" v things had been much worse,

the score had stood at 39 for
ut a splendid stand had been
w and runs wero coming at
treundons speed.  Tom Sandys and
ll lii-l:l-\m were in, and hitting
oty

The Oakford players had looked
m,.,, tha mateh as theim for a de--l
inty balf an hour wlﬁ
""" wore h.wlm‘ -nd ficlding (or
eir life, s bors lm-r
s0d vellpd with d| 4 after
T ae added to soore-sheat,
iz Baldwin was <liiwred oven more
Tepturoasly than their usual cricket

TEDDY LESTER WILL APPEAR AGAIN NEXT WBBKI

L

hero, fom Sandys. For while they

his chum Dowse,
expected Tom to make a stand and a

who was bringing
resh bat

soore, it was guile n thing for old man!" said Dowse.

i win t0) come-out like this astonishing the matives
“Well, this is Big Baldwin’s 3 <

lucky day!” cried Acthur Digby, |  “1 foel it, 1 can tell you!

Tom Sandys' particular chum, throw- | bragged Baldwin. **'This bowling's

ing up hix cap as Baldwin made a | just toffea to meil I could win this

happy suick pact long-slip to the [ mateh off wy own bat as easy as

boundary. Never saw him hit like | winking!”

lhn in my h! I wish that cocky Sandys was
I hope they'll get & few more,” | out: you'd do it then,” said Dowse.

u-d Teddy Lester, a smaller boy When tho latter returned to his

“The others who have to go m yot mupumum he began to boast of his

If the Oakford
cither of these out they can
mateh comfortably ecnough

ain't up to much.

chaps get
w m xl“

3 Good old Tom" roared Digby,

friend's pov

'l-!dmn protty ﬁl. I can
tell won," he remarked., = He just
sxid "to me be can do what be likes
with this bowling."

as Sandys got the Lowling, and made “That's lucky,” drily returned
o heautiful clean drive to the off all | Arthuy Digby, who stood close at
wlong tho oa T'wo: overs sgain, | hand,® **becavse: Tam'e: & cortain

.
and the lhundred went up to a perfect

sticker tiow he's set liko this, and the
roar of Slapton cheers.

match is safe.

A change of bowlers wax tried, and | « Hr\ ersl boya liughed, for Bald
the score movod forward more | win's bragging ways * wera  well
slowly : bidt it suon stood at 110, and | knowa, Then sll eves were fixed

the two batston still scerod fo have
taken o fecehold of (he wicket. Rig
Baldwin let out with all his might
ot a hallvolley, and drove it for
3. Then it was seen that ho -'lv
shaking lis bat, oy if there
somothing wrong with the hlndlr.
Next ho shout~d for another bat,
waving the disabled tool in the
Spewsic (he hundle 1 ea id

ag the
One taadred

onee mwore on the bateman
bowling began agait.
and twents up!  Then BTom made a
cus  for Oply 5 to win, and
the two victorious batsmen firmly wet.

1t was all ofer bar shouting. The
Oakford supportors were glum and
dumb: the Slaipton boys could
scarcely broathe.  The excitement
was tremendous. One or two rousing

-

Jookers, as ¥ ran out ‘ruh n hits, and the game v\pul.up suatched
fresh bat. ll was the ond ol an over, | gloriowly out of the fire,
and Baldwin came ball-way to weed Tom Sandys Lad thy Vouling, and

Complete Tale of SIapton School.
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d a ball of fine length, pitchod
on the leg stump ahd breaking

littlo, It caught tho od of his bat
and wont to leg. or Baldwin

It was

call, and ho shouted ** Como on!"’

darted from his crease, but

veryono saw that Baldwin  only
made a feint of starting,

* Wo can't do it
“ Go back—go back

Tom saw that Baldwin did not
mean to como, and he turned and
raced for the white mark he had left.
He lost by inches! The man at short-
leg had fielded and returned in o
flash.  The wicket-keepor gathered
the ball smartly, and the bails were
whipped off as Tom pushod his bat

cried the latter.

home.

“ How's that?"” roared Oakford as
one man.

Out!" said tho umpire. And

v walked towards the pavilion.
A loud groan of sarrow and despair
s from every Slapton throat, and
minglod with tho lamonts were cries
of anger.

*Oh, too
out soveral.

bad—too bad!" called
““Thiat’s a bit too thick!

Baldwin nover meant to start.  Ho's
run Tom out on purpose !’
** Pooh, pooh!” said Dowse, *The

wmateh i safe cnough. Baldwin will
bo sure to hit off the fow runs wo
want in a couple of knocks."

** You're bound to try and make it
lock rosy for Baldwin, rrwd Digby,
“hut it's plain enough to cvery-

what's bappened. There was
ron easy enough, but Baldwin

n purpose
and get lum out uT man wants
to posn as the winner of tho big

match.
Dowse about to make an
when all talk was

a chorus of outcries ani
o the boy now goiog lo the

epherd 1"
* You've

ond up o bit, and

quite well that
was among the

** T wish Shepherd wasn't Roing in
to tho it said llo\\.« o (4
old Uu dyrin
would be Li

1t all very fine for vou to_talk
that," said Arthur. “ This clevee
gamo of Baldwin trying to shino all
by hLimself may loso us tho mateh

like

ry bal

1 \ .u now \\ahhrd with
the  Keones! otF, Shepherd
stopped one \w‘l “umbled one, mnd
missed one.  The last ball just
shaved the wicket, and Slapton

groaned aloud in terror.
Baldwin now had the batting,

thero was a roar of relief as

the first ball clean and hard for
Only 2 to win! Surely three
e to fall, and Baldwin still iny

bo worth 2 runs?

apton breathed again.

herd was now caught in two ming

Ho jumped out to hit, then tried to

play the ball. In-tho end he spooned

it up, and third mau darted in and

brought uﬁ a fino catch.

L _Went in, very nervous

unh a face as whito o8

and
ho cut

Bat She;

all to no purpose.
frightened to hit out, he bloch'd
soveral balls, and kept his wicket up.
but no more. Baldwin ‘made
\desperate effort to keop the bowlings
ked up now with the beartiests
L. But the Oskford players:
for all they were wort
Not & sing o was given awa
not a single run ¢ uld be snatched.
Crash!
st yorker had got i
nnl‘ aud i

back to tho,

pavil
trombled with excitement as thell
last man went out in scarch of d‘
all unpuvl.nl
“If old Billy can get hold of ona
it will be all right yet,” murmured
Tom Sandys. who had taken off his
pads and joined his chum.
say, Tom,"” said little Lester,
“'what a frightfal

as given heaps of cnmm {

1

cad and ‘sneak
that Big Baldwin is! He ran yout
out on purpo I'm sure of it!

“Ob, 1 don’t know (" said Tom.
uThat's an awkward thing to say.
e xactly see foe

ho wasn't keen on

old cf

for ;l l hat 11 e n!-lv is right.'’
“Well, we u l.--; Billy will got

hold of one. and clout it for 6,

said Tom. **Ad long as the match is

pAanan

<

Continued on the next page.
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CHAPTER I.

A Litde Mistake.
RE \ou are, Monk "
Give us one !

“Let's lLave a
quick !

crowd of juniors surrounded
nk Monk, captain of the Fourth
Form at Ryleombe ramnur School,
anid elnmoured engerly for copies of
the little printed ]nvlrnnl from the
Lundle which hie held in his arms.

The little paper was Ihn “*Grammar
Schaol Junior Gazette,” which had
Just arrived from the printer’s, and
which was ragerly looked for by the
members of the junior Forms at the
Grawmar School. Tt was their own
organ. and Frank Monk, their junior
eaptain, was its cditor, o that its
pages were devoured with intence
interest. and not a little criticism.

**Uere, hold on, you chap: Don’t
shove! No hurry, you know ! said
Monk  good-humouredly, as he
handed out the copies. I know how
anxious you are 1o read the editorial,
though, of course.”

There was a roar from the surging
crowd.

“Rats to you, Monkey !
Mow the editorial "
“Tv's my article T wanl {o read !"

“* And my poew

“And my es*nv H
‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

copr—

A
¥

Frank Monk doled out the
“Guozette,”  luugbing, =~ until  the
clamourers wero satisfied hen,
gathering up the few o8 that
remained, he strolled away to his

ctudy, followed by his study-mates,
Lane: and Carboy, and alo by
Gordon Gay & Co.

Trank Monk was assisted in lis
arduous  tack  of editing  the
“Garette™ by six sub-editors—his
two study-mates and Gordon Gay,
ho schoolboy actor, Jack and llarry
Wootton, the Australian brothers,
and Horace Tadpole, the artistic
]\mmr of the Fourth.

The latter four juniors wero =tudy
mates. and were commonly known in

the brnmmar Schoul as Gordon
Cax
The edxlor and his subs were

accustoined to con over cach issue of
the ““Gazette™ as it c:me out in
company, and for that, Eosr they
n-l]uurncd straight to Monk's study.
“Take a scat, all of you—if you
con find one,"” “said Monk, un\mg
his liond _airily round the eludy,
“and we'll look through to-day's
number. Tt ought to be a jolly good
number, T think. My editorial—"
“'Blow your editorial " remarked
Gordon Gay, seating lulmelf on the

coal-locker ~and _opening out the
“Gazette.”  “What makes  the
;mmlwr such a good one n-— My
it

Monk stared.

**What the dickens has your hat
got to do with it?’ he demanded,
with a snort.

“My—my aunt!"”

“Or your aunt,

ther?
uﬂ"\cur blessed ay

Are you
or, Cay 7"

ned.

t the headlines!”

he_exclaimed, in & lopeless fone of
““Just look at them !"”

Why—what—
Frank Monk glanced at the fol‘l

line on the pages of the **Cazette,”

n-l‘ll the next moment he gave a
Xl
“Greot  Jupiter!" Tl yelled.

“That's absolutely done i
yoss the top of every
pr aper. was thi
announcement, in bold type:

“IF YOU WANT TO DE DONE,
BUY YOI'R AT \{,\\OR

TV
JENKINS'S, WAYLAND,

There was a general gaep from tho

entire  editorial  stalf  of hn

“Crammar $<\mal Jnmur Gazelte,”
EMPIRE- No.

“And I promised old Jenkine
something good in the way of an
d.1" groaned the luckless editor.
““Heo let mo have some things cheap
for the end-of-term football supper,

and l wanted to do him a good
turn !

el be fearfully mad about
this " muttered Lane. “There'll be

an awful shindy
““ITow on earth-did it happen?"
n~LcrI Gordon Gay.

‘hy, it should have read ‘If
you want to be done well, buy your
tuck at Mayor Jenkins's, Wayland '
lowled Monk.  “That ass of
printer must have dropped out the
fwell' by nnlhl.e. It's a libel,
that's what it is!

Theré was a gloomy silence in the
ctudy until it was disturbed by a
udden yell of laughter from: Gordon

1Ia, ha, ha i
e} hn! ure you cachling at, ass?

schoolbdy actor vouch-

there's a
0o “nnu to

1le had evidently
humorous ca, but he did not
explain what it was.
“Ils, ha, xl!"
Mc. Septimus Bloggios, Solicitor.
C RICKET practice was over at
afternoon, and Frank Monk
‘o. were in their study,
was a knock ot the door.
*Come in!” called ont Irank
The school pageboy, evidently in a
state of considerable excitement,
tousled liead in.
** I'lease, Master \!onL
see you immejit. ’Ere's 'is card,
i
other in blank surprise, not unmixed
with consternation.

somo  extremely
1e only roared :
CHAPTER 2
tho Grammar School for the
lunnu: just finished tea, when there
Maonk,
opened the door and popped his
gentleman . downstairs
Frank Monk & Co. stared at each
** L-let's have a look!" said Monk,

affer a pause, taking the card.
“M-my hat, chaps! Listen to this!
‘Mr. Septimus Bloggins, solicitor,
Wayland.” S
“Ph

“ My aunt !"”

Carboy and Lane gasped eimul-

taneously.  The same thought
occurred to them at once, as it had
to Monk.*
~90ld Jenking's solicitér,
pension " mul!l-rcd Lane.

Monk
That's |H l told the pnn(er to
send Jenkins a copy of the * Gazette'
direct.  Ile's evidenily seen the
headline, of coursa! And T -was
going down 1o see him Ilus e\onmg
to explain]"

Tho chums stared at each aﬂler for
a moment aghast.  Visions of them-
sclves in court, haled up to answer
to"the charge of grossly libelling n
respectable “tradesman_of \Wayland,
who was sleo tha mayor of the town,
roso bLefore their slartled - visions—
especially Monlk's. Dut the music
had 16 be faced.

** Show tho gentleman up!” said
Monk, in a_ hollow voice; und the

for a

round-oyed page vanished  with
alacrity.
The " next moment thero was n

teamp of feet in the passage, a Lno
on the door, and a thin little gt-nlh'-
man in nck, with bushy side-
whiskers anil dark spectacles, and
carrying a mmall I.vlnd. bag, bourced
mlo)tlhn study.
ave T the honour of addreasin

Mr. Frank Monk?" demanded |h‘~‘$
energetio little gentleman, in a thin,
Lixh voice

“I'm Monk, sir,” answered tho
captain_ of the l'(mrlh. golting up
nervously.  ““Won't you sit down?”

And Mouk pushed tho ouly cul]~

tho same time
door, much to
the interested

choir forward, at
shuttinz the study
tho disappointment of
pageboy.

“Thank you—no. I prefer
stand whila attending o busines
"'"FI"‘" the little gentle
wam Mr. Scptimus Bl
timus Biozgins, of W
sce’ from
rmnmlml Frank \lonL

Alr. Blogeins zlnrml and coughed.
bom ! Awm I to tdke it, Master
\[uwk that you act ns cdllnr of this
—this publie nvu' And  Mr.
Blogzing  whiskad: of the
“Gazelte ™ from his L'a" and tapped
it peremptorily.

-e5,” admitted Monk, “I—1'm
”ll‘ editor.

“Well, Mastor Monk, perbaps you
will not 'be surprised to_hear that I
have called an behalf of Mr. Jenkins,
Wayor  of Mayland—I—I mean
Major of Wayland, to know \\hnl
on earth (he meaning of this is, sir!
And Mr. Bloggius fairly seemed o
bristle ae he tapped |lm offending
lmullmn of the * Gazelte.”

Monk & Co. looked Nlromoly Llue.
'Ilw l\nr;l had happened.

1 i

to

—I—" _ began  Monk,
slammering  in  his  agilation o
mind.

“ IS libel, sir, that's what it is
rank 1l .

" chouted Mr. 1 oggi
Lounding with excitement. T
be hieavy damages for {
frmml—l cavy damages!”

Mozk & Co. turned pale.  Tleavy
damages. Tt was awful to think of !

my young

“ But—but—"" slammered poor
Monk.
“But,  but!” + repeated  Mr.

l\lovgms shrilly.  “You are not a
coaf, my young friend, so no more
butting, if you please. Let us be
businesslike.”  Shall say  five
thousand !""

thousand 1
gasped
in chorus.

Y Ful—live
\lnnk .\ (
my young friends!
Mr. Jmunss loss of trade, great

though that is bound to’be, is not

we

des-
you

¥ cxrlaimml Monk
peratel us all rat,
know, Mr. B n £

Rat, is it?" 5 rm-d AMr. Bloggine.
“Rot—eh ? e’ 00, My YOUng
friend ! When  you'rs hrclllnu
stones on Dartmoor with a convict
gang, perhaps you'll have more
respect for the h\\\ of libel! Rot—
ch? We'll scel

And o little gentleman xlarc‘l at
Monk with extraordinary fierceness,
and opening his_black ™ bag, drew
out a lmge bundle of papers tied
round with pink ribbon.

Frank Monk gave a groan.

“Well, anyway, L can't pay! T'll
lave to go to prison, that's all!" ho
said desperate!!

The hittle Ir;:nl gentleman looked
soxm-ulml mollified.

Well, well, well!  As it was an
ncculm.t we'll see if we can modify
our (eris mmm\lml Shall we say
one thousand ?”

“One |hou~and or five, it's just the
same Lo me,"” said Monk recklessly.
*As a matter of fact, I've only got
thirty bob in tha_world, and ihat's
only because I've just had a tip from
my uncle.”

Carboy and TLano leld their
breath as their chum delivered this
reckless ultimatum. They expected
fo seo Mr. Dloggins have a fit, or
stamp out of the study hn‘:\lhmg
vengeance at the mention of so small
a sum as thirly shillings, after-he had
been talking in thousands. But Mr.
Nloggins did nothing of the sort.
1o appeared to muse a moment
before ho spole again.

he remarked thought-
ity boh jen't much, of

S

better than

nothing. Thirty bnh is thirty bob.”
The three juniors Jooked at each
other and gasped.  For a moment
they thought they were dreaming.

But no.  There stood Mr. Septimus
Bloggins, as large as life, his
whiskered -face puckered Gnto a

thoughtful frown.
Lane plucked up courage,

Thllrc was a kn-cu;t th: door, and a thin °I¢|‘:nt|cmnn. with
o

the room.

the most eerious, dlmngu which this
malicious libel has wrought. 'Ilc has
become o thin with worry in this
one day, eir, that ho won’t be abla to
wear liis mayoral robes again! They
would smother him, sir; they are so
much * tag blgl And as for his
it's*  ruined — literally

Egms appearcd on the
poml of ex plo ing with indignation
at the miserablé mental picture he
Lad conjured up of the amxctcd Mr.
Jenkine, .

The juniors could hardly believe
their ears. Tho last time they had
seen his Worship of Wayland. he was
ns_round as a barrel, e must
indecd have had'a fearful shock to
reduce him to the parlous state so
graphienlly escri :had by - Mr.
Bloggins. , But five lbounml
pounds !

“Put—but it wes nall'n mmukc,
¥ir!" burst out Monk dclpnm(nlv.
<. iutention was to give * )]r.

Jenking an_advertisement,  What I

put was ‘If you want to dona
well, buy your tuck at Mayor
Jenkins's! Tt must Lo s fearful

mistake of tho printor’s

AMr. Bloggins pureed lus lips and
shook his head.

“\We can't necept that, Mr. Monk.
The « { a paper takes full
respon for everything that
sppeary in his journal.”

* Dut.

t—Dbut can’t pay anything
like £ve thousand = pounds, of

*I—I've got half-; n-crm\'n, if that'd
be any good, sir?” he véntured.

“1've just got hall-a.crown, too,"
added Carboy. -

“IH'm! Thirly-five bob nllo-
gether ! It's not much,
looked at Mr. Bloggm:

ane
LN-nIy, and suddenly broke in:

Look here, Monl, suppose Mr.
Blog ms were (o sce ur, Dater, the

Hea
“No Frank Monk

promptly.

“Yu, rats to that—I—I mean—
that is, I think I can arrange it
without makiog an mlcrneu with
Dr. Monk necessary,” said Nr.
Bloggins hastily. **What I pro-
posa by way ol nulcment ia this:
You, Master Monk, write out an
order _on Mr. Jonkmnn emporium
to provide a feed—that is, grub—I—I
mesn a meal for seven persons at
fivo ehillings a head, enclosing the
thirty-fivo _shillings in  payment
{hereof. The provisions will be
delivered in time for tea to-morrow.
In consideration of f'uur order, and
of the fact that tho [ibel complained
of arose out of a mistake, I can
')rmmsn on Mr. Jenkins's behalf thit
he will not take proccedinge.”

“Ay hat!" cxclaimed Frank
Monk, with a gesp_of relicf.
“That's 1 N do_ it

ppin
|mmahnh-ly. Eanh awfully, Mr.
Bloggins 1"

** Not at all,” sai l the

Inlla Iegnl
geutleman -hlﬂv am

- 'rHiE_ME]R_E _LIBRARY.

!vn vu..,.,,
e Halfpenyy

hove sottled )
e matter s
Perbaps you will be oo "“:f‘;"'"‘f
enclose an apology for. (e C &1 i
with your order Prevent ok
unpleasantness,” b Ay
* Certainly, Mr, Nogxms'

lh:nl\ )uu o' much ! Any
day, young gens),
AN oun geatleme

Llack baz, and bounced ,,km““

study, shutling the don
Outside in the p.\u:\gor ?ﬁh'{'.
somewhat peculiarly. 3

minute he stood outside

the. study he had just ef

up in a paroxysin of &
Then, as if -’udtlrnl\' ’“U”l‘mm.
Bimsel, he gavo a pu K
whiskers, which cario off in liy , 1
pulled off his dar sgeciace anl,
made a bolt for Study No. 13, 5 |40
way down the Fourth I'onn iile

l-ma o,
Vas_ it only a coircidence (B
No. 13 was tho famous a i
oceupicd by Gordon Gay,
boy actor, and his chums?

Datfineny
the scling).

lln\mg ardered the Teed
persons, of course it was oy
x\l‘ml lis chume and

ootton and Iorace Tadpole, "
Frank Monk invited 1o tea op 4
fallowing day. " Although the rivgle
between  the  two  companies wyy
Leen. they were really the best of
s,

As they were scated round the
festive board, which was set out wity
a really good spread, Frank pro.
ceeded to tell the story to his gueus
of how ho came to be holding th
feed. As he related the amazing
tale of the eccentric Mr. Bloggingy
visit the faces of his guests exprossed
great amazement,  but, curiously
enough. not a sign_of incredulity,

“The (‘unnus part n1 the
whale bmn ' said Monk, in con.
clusion, *'is that that old muddle-
head Jenkins sent the thirty-five boh
back by the man who delivered the
grub this afternoon, saying that it
had already been paid for. It's a
nmlal\c of course."”

*Not at all!" said Gordon Gay
calmly, with his mouth full of ham.
“Wo had a whip-round in our study
and paid_for it.. We didn't want to
let you in for thirty-five bob, you
see, Monkey. I only wanted to jape
And 1 dnl \hal properly, old

for seven
rdan Gay

you. And
len did
“Wha ("" mnrcxl Monk & Co,
with one voice.
But Cordon Gay remainel calia.

Ilis party were four to three, if if

comie 10 & raw, ANV,
Mr. Bloggins, solicitor.

Wy «young

f
Cvent om0l Jonkine

friends,”” he went o

Inmu nothing aboul it e s quite
satisfied  with your apology i
order. So thet's all right, isn't it
finished the schoolboy nctor cheer:

Y1a, o, ha't" ronred his chums.
silent.

Bat Mork & Co. were
Their feclings were too deep for
words.

TEE END.

—
A "PROFITABLE HOBDBY.
Wood-carving may becomo a weally
profitable hobby if lad _has '"ﬁ
talents in_ that  direction. You wi
only require about u dozen umln(m
start with. The most useful Iul
ordinary work are_flat gouges. J0°
stead of bLeing quite flat, liowever.
like ordinary chisels, they are slig
rounded. Tho followini sies are
recommended o start with: I 1“
in. Tho remainder can be made b9
with dilerent kinds of chicels. i
cluding a corner chisel, nlm h ml‘llff
nest to the gouge in poi l“‘\l’l‘
ness. Take particular nnuco of lrﬂ
handles.  They should be ol { ha
wood, preferably boxwood, mndal""

fectly smooth.

h}o best wood for carving it foms';
oak, whilst ‘I;Iun chmnutlw
mahogany aro also very g
most f-opuhr wood for this pllrpﬂ#r"
American  walnut, which fai
bard, and cuts clean.

I‘E(.LLL\H

isn't u;"
What'a queer
"Wy, the might fall.

lhlt n doesn't break-”
And Lho day breaks”

k
= "But & Hocan't fall”
And he was gune.

NOT WHAT ITE \[P‘\T\T o
ey S o e
LR 100 e sl i e e
gour impidence, b now st 1
was seventy- elght.
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