FRANK RICHARD’S SCHOOLDAYS

Cedar Creek School
By Martin Clifford
The 1st Chapter
Frank  Richards of St. Kit’s

“Franky!”   


Frank Richards, of the Fourth Form at St. Kit’s, was seated at the table in his study, and did not look up as his name was called. 

 
He had a sheet of impot paper spread before him, and was chewing the handle of a pen, apparently as an aid to reflection. 


 It was Wednesday—a half-holiday at St. Kit’s—a sunny summer’s day, and the day—though Frank little dreamed of it, at that moment—that  was destined to be his last at his old school.

The future was hidden from the eyes of the cheery, sturdy junior in the old, dusky study. St. Kit’s was his world, and his thoughts hardly wandered beyond the grey old walls.


“Franky!”


“Come out, you duffer!” 


Two juniors burst into the study wrathfully.

“What are you sticking in here for?” demanded Fatty Babbage warmly. “Chuck that bosh away, and come out!”

“If it’s lines, you can leave them over,” said the other junior, Sir Digby Valence of the Fourth. “Get a move on!”

Frank Richards waved one hand at his study-mates.

“Dry up!” 


“Look here—”

“Cheese it!  I'm just getting going.”

Frank Richards dipped his pen in the ink and began to scribble.

Valence and Babbage, in astonishment, looked over his shoulder, and they grinned as they read:






“NOTICE!

The Form Match—Fifth Form v. Fourth—will take place this after-noon on Little- Side.

Stumps will be pitched at two-thirty!”

Frank Richards laid down his pen and rose to his feet with a look of satisfaction.

“That’s all right, I think,” he re​marked. “Now I’ll stick this on the notice-board.”

“You ass!” exclaimed Valence, in measured tones. “The Fifth have told us about a hundred times that they won’t play us. They only con​descended to play the Shell as a favour. Bullinger of the Fifth would as soon think of playing the Second as the Fourth.”

“We’re going to make them!” 

“How are we going to make them, ass, if they won’t?”

“There  are ways and means, my son,” said Frank cheerfully. “Come along, and let’s stick this up.”


“But—”


“Rats! Come on.” 

Frank Richards cut short the argu​ment by marching out of the study with the notice in his hand.

His study-mates followed him down-stairs, with a considerable amount of exasperation expressed in their looks. 


“Oh, you duffer!” said Valence. “Bullinger’s going out this afternoon. I heard him say so.”

“So did I,” assented Frank.

“Well, then——”

“Here we are!”

Frank stopped at the notice-board in the lower hall, and duly pinned up his paper on the board, amid a dozen other  notices,  less  important  ones, from the point of view of the captain of the Fourth.

“Hallo! What are you fags up to?”

It was Bullinger of the Fifth who asked the question, as he lounged along to the notice.

He stared blankly at the paper pinned up by the Fourth-Former.

“You cheeky young ass!” he exclaimed. “Haven’t I told you any number of times that the Fifth won’t play a fag team? Take that notice down at once!”

A dozen fellows had gathered round to read the notice, grinning.

But Bullinger was not grinning; he looked angry.

BuIIinger’s view was that it was miles below the dignity of the Fifth Form team to meet the fags on the playing-fields, though the fags averred that Bullinger’s real motive was a fear of getting thoroughly licked at the great summer game. 

The challenges of the Fourth were declined without thanks; and, indeed, the Fifth-Formers made merry over the bare suggestion, that the juniors could play the high and mighty Fifth.

But Frank Richards had his own views about that.

He was skipper of the Fourth-Form team, and it was his belief that the Fourth could give the senior team a hard tussle—if only the Fifth could be induced to forego their dignity for once, and play.

“Take that down, Richards!” roared Bullinger.

“No fear! Can’t I put a notice on the board, if I like?” demanded the captain of the Fourth.  “Besides, the match is coming off  this after​noon—”  

“It's not coming off, you young ass!”

“Stumps pitched at two-thirty,” said Frank, unmoved.

“You—you—”  

“You’ll have your team ready, Bullinger?”

“I—I—” 


“And get ready for a licking,” pursued Frank cheerfully. “I warn you that we’re in topping form!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors, tickled by the expression on the great Bullinger’s face.

Bullinger seemed at a loss for words.

Perhaps he felt that it was a time for actions, not words. He made a grab at the paper, and jerked it away from the board, and then started towards Frank Richards.

“Give him a licking, Bully, old boy,” said Tucker of the Fifth encouragingly.

“I’m jolly well going to!”  growled  Bullinger.

Bullinger’s heavy hand fell upon Frank's shoulder. The next moment, three pairs of hands fell on the big Fifth-Former.

Before he knew what was happening Bullinger’s feet swept up from the floor, and the Fifth-Former sat down with a heavy bump.

“Ha, ha, ha!” 


“Ow!” gasped Bullinger. “Oh! Ah! Why, I’ll—I’ll—ow!—I’ll—”

Bullinger of the Fifth scrambled to his feet, and glared about him for his three assailants. But Frank Richards & Co. were gone, and they had scuttled half-way across the quad​rangle before Bullinger was on his feet. Vengeance had to be post​poned.

“Well, where now?” asked Fatty Babbage, as the three turned out of the gates of St. Kit’s. “Better keep clear of Bullinger for a bit, after that.”

“We’re going to wait for him,”  said Frank.

“Eh?  What for?”

“To persuade him to play us at cricket this afternoon.”

“Look here, Frank—”

“Follow your leader, and don’t jaw, old son,” said the captain of the Fourth.

And he led the way down the dusty lane towards the village, followed by his mystified chums.
The 2nd Chapter

Frank Richards’ Way

Bullinger of the Fifth was still look​ing a little cross as he quitted St. Kit’s about half an hour later, and strode away down the lane towards the station.

The captain of the Fifth was going on a little excursion that afternoon— an excursion which was to be inter​rupted. There was a sudden shout as he passed a thick clump of willows in the lane.

“Collar him!”

Bullinger started back as three forms rushed out of the willows. But he had no time to prepare for the charge.

He was bowled over in a twinkling, and descended upon his back in the dusty lane.

Frank Richards’ knee was planted upon his broad chest, pinning him down, and Fatty Babbage sat on his head, while Sir Digby Valence trampled recklessly on his wriggling legs.

“Got him!”

“Hurrah!”

“Gurrrroogh!” spluttered Bul​linger, “You young villains! Gurrogh! Lemme gerrup! Yurrrrgh! Gerroff my head!” 


“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Better keep still!” grinned Frank. “You're bagged, my son! Don't wriggle like that, or I shall bump your head on the ground like this—”

“Yah!”

“Or like this—”

“Yoop!”

“Better take it calmly.”

Bullinger gasped, and decided to take it calmly. He was in the hands of the Philistines, and there was no help for him.

“What’s your game, you young rotters?” he gasped. “What are you playing this trick for? Look here, I’ve got a train to catch—”

“All serene;  you won’t catch it.”

“I suppose you know I shall skin you for this?” roared Bullinger.

“You’re going to make it pax,”  smiled Frank, “and you’re coming back to St. Kit’s.”

“Eh?   What for?”

“To play the Fourth at cricket.”

“Why, I—I—I—” stuttered Bullinger.

“Now, be a good boy, and  say ‘yes’ nicely,”  urged   Frank.

“I’ll skin you!”  roared Bullinger.

“Are you going to play us?”

“No!”                              

“Sure?”

“Yes, you young rotter!”

“Right-ho! Hand me the scissors, Dig!”

“Here you are, old son!” grinned the youthful baronet.

Bullinger’s eyes opened wide as Frank Richards took the scissors from his chum. Frank opened them, and took a grip on Bullinger’s hair with his left hand.

There was a sharp crop-crop of the scissors.


Bullinger writhed as a lock of hair fell over his nose. Bullinger wore his hair a little long, and prided himself upon its curly locks.

“Wha-at are you doing?” he yelled. “Are you c-c-cutting my hair?”

“Just so.”

“Leave off!” shrieked Bullinger, struggling furiously, “Why, you young villain, you’ll make me a regular sight! Leave off! Oh, crumbs!”

“Are you going to play us at cricket?”

“No!” yelled the Fifth-Former. 

“Then you're going to be bald,” said Frank calmly. “I'm going to cut your hair till you agree. If you don't agree by the time I've cleared your topper, I’m going to begin on your eyebrows.”

 
Crop-crop!

“Stop it!” shrieked Bullinger, as another curly lock fell over his frantic face.

“Say when!” smiled Frank. 

Bullinger made a terrific effort to throw off his tormentors, but it was in vain. Fatty Babbage had him by the ears and collar, holding his head down. Valence was on his legs, and Frank's knee was planted firmly on his chest. He was powerless.
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“ Wha—at are you doing 7’ yelled Buliinger. ‘ Are you o-—o—outting' my hair 2" *‘Just s0,”’ gaid Frank
Richards, as he out away with a pair of scissors at the Fifth-Formei's curly locks.




Crop-crop! 

The captain of the Fourth evidently intended to be as good as his word.

“Stop it!” gasped Bullinger. “Don’t you dare—Oh, crumbs! I—I’ll think it over. Leave off !”

“I’ll go on cutting your hair while you think, old chap. Your brain works rather slowly, and it’s no use wasting time.”

“Stop! Chuck it! Leave off!” raved Bullinger. “I—I’ll play your fag team if you like!”
There was no help for it. Bullinger simply dared not show up at St. Kit’s again with his head cropped close like a convict’s.

Frank withdrew the scissors from his thick hair. 

“Honour?” he asked.

“Yes,” groaned  Bullinger.

“You’ll play the Fourth, with the usual Fifth Form team this afternoon, stumps to be pitched at half-past two?” asked Frank.


“Ye-es.”

“Promise!”  chuckled  Fatty  Babbage.

“I—I promise.”

“And you're going to make it pax?” asked Frank.

Bullinger groaned with wrath and fury. But it was clear that he would not get out of the hands of the merry juniors till he made it pax.

“Pax!” he said, with an effort.

“Good!” Frank slipped the scissors into his pocket. “You might as well have agreed at once, dear boy.”

“Gerroff!”


“Right-ho! I—”

“Frank!”

Frank Richards jumped up from Bullinger of the Fifth as his name was spoken behind him. A gentleman had come upon the scene from the direction of the village, evidently walking from the station to the school. His eye’s were fixed upon the group of St. Kit’s fellows in astonishment.

“Frank!” he ejaculated.


“The pater!” exclaimed Frank Richards.

The 3rd Chapter

Startling News


“Pater!”

Frank Richards stood before his father, his cheeks crimson.

Fatty Babbage and Sir Digby Valence released the Fifth-Former, who staggered breathlessly to his feet, feeling his hair with one hand, as if to ascertain how much was gone.

Mr. Richards gazed at his son. 

“Frank, what does this extraordinary scene mean?”


“I—I didn't expect to see you to​day, dad,” said Frank, without directly answering the question. “You didn't tell me you were coming.”

Bullinger gave a snort, and strode away up the road towards the school. 

Wrathful as he was, and inclined to wipe up the earth with the three heroes of the Fourth, he had given his word, and Bullinger was a fellow of his word.

The Form match was to take place. 

Valence and Babbage stared at the landscape, apparently interested in fields and trees.

The little trick they had played on Bullinger of the Fifth was quite in accord with the ideas of the Fourth Form at St. Kit’s, but they did not know what Mr. Richards would be likely to think about it.    

“You were coming to St. Kit’s, pater?” asked Frank. 

Mr. Richards nodded. 

“Yes; I was coming to see you, Frank. We will walk to the school together.”

To Frank's relief, he made no further allusion to the peculiar scene he had so suddenly come upon.

Frank made a sign to his chums, who cut off to the school. Their business was to inform the Fourth-Form cricketers of the arrangements for the afternoon.

Frank walked beside his father, who proceeded at a more leisurely pace towards the school.

Mr. Richards walked on in silence for some minutes.

Frank stole a glance at his face several times, and his own cheery look clouded as he saw how pale and strained his father looked.

A vague sense of foreboding troubled the junior, but he did not venture to break the silence.

“Are you occupied for this afternoon, my boy?” asked Mr. Richards at last.

“We’re going to play the Fifth at cricket,” said Frank. “If you’ve time, pater, you can see us beat them. It’s quite an unusual match. The seniors never play us. We—we were persuading the captain of the Fifth to play the match when—when you came along, dad. He’s agreed.”


Mr. Richards smiled. 

“I see. Well, you must play your match,” he said. Father and son passed in at the old gateway of St. Kit’s. “Take me up to your study, Frank. I shall see the Head afterwards. I have to talk with you, my son.”

“Is—is anything wrong?” faltered Frank.

“I shall tell you all soon.”

Frank led his father into the School House and to his study in the Fourth. The cheery brightness which was characteristic of the junior’s face had faded out of it now.


Calm and quiet as his father’s face was, Frank could see the signs of trouble in it, and his heart was full of misgivings.


Mr. Richards sank down in the armchair in the study, from which his son hastily removed a cricket-bat and a racket. 


“Sit down, Frank.”  Mr. Richards glanced round the study—somewhat untidy as junior studies were apt to be, but very cosy and homelike. “Frank, my dear lad, I am afraid I have bad news for you.”

Frank watched his face without speaking. He was thinking of his father, not of himself. His father was the only parent he had known since his earliest years, and there was a deep bond of affection between them.

“Frank! If you had to leave St. Kit’s—”

“Leave St. Kit’s!” echoed Frank, in dismay.

“My poor boy, I am afraid it will come hard upon you,” said his father compassionately.

Frank drew a deep breath.

“I can stand it, pater, if it’s neces​sary,” he said. “But—but what’s happened?”

“I have had a heavy loss, Frank. I am a poor man now,” said his father. “I—I should perhaps have told you something of this earlier, but—but I left it till I could make some plans for the future. Almost all I had, Frank, was invested in an undertaking in India, where my young years were passed. It has failed, and—all is lost!”

“Father!”

“I know it is hard upon you, my boy—”

“But—but you?” said Frank. “What are you going to do, dad?”

“I have been offered a post in India, Frank, and I have accepted it,” said Mr. Richards. “But you? Will it hurt you very much to leave St. Kit’s?” 

“I can stand it,” said Frank. “Of course, I know I can't stay here if the money’s gone. Never mind about me, dad. Of course, I sha'n't like saying good-bye to all the chaps, especially Dig and Fatty, but—but I’m not going to complain.” He smiled faintly. “It’s rather sudden, that’s all!”

“I could have warned you, but—”

“I’m glad you didn’t,” said Frank. “It would only have spoiled my last days here, thinking of it.”

“That was what I thought, my boy.”

“When am I leaving, dad?”

 
“At once, I fear.”


“And—and— ”

“Your uncle in Canada has offered to give you a home, Frank, if you care to go,” said Mr. Richards. “You remember your uncle, Mr. Lawless, who came from Canada to visit us years ago. My dear boy, I should like to take you with me, but the district in India I am going to is no place for you. Later, it is possible that I may be able to send for you. Meanwhile—” 

“Canada!” said Frank.

His face had brightened.

“You would like that, Frank!”

“Yes. I’d like it, dad,” said the junior frankly. “I remember Uncle lawless; he was a good sort.”

“He wrote to me as soon as he heard of my misfortune, Frank, and made his offer at once,” said Mr. Richards. “He thinks that a year, perhaps, in Canada would do you good, and certainly I agree with him. You cannot remain at St. Kit’s, and you must have a home, my boy. And you are not a slacker, Frank—if it is necessary to rough it a little, you will not shrink.”

“No fear!”  said the junior. “I—I wish Fatty and old Dig could come along, that’s all. But it’s all right, dad. Don’t you worry about me.”

“You will travel in charge of the captain of the steamer, and Mr. Law​less will meet you in Montreal,” said Mr. Richards. “That is all I need tell you now, Frank. It is possible that my affairs may come round in time, and then— At all events, we must hope for the best. I am glad to see you taking it so bravely, my boy!”

“All serene, dad!” Frank's face was resolutely cheerful, though his heart was a little heavy. “When am I leaving school?”

“I intended to take you with me to-day, Frank. I have already written Dr. Cranston on the subject. But you shall not lose your last half-holiday. I shall stay for the cricket-match, and we will leave afterwards.”


“The cricket-match!” said Frank absently. He had forgotten his victory over Bullinger of the Fifth. “Oh, yes! The fellows will want me to captain the Fourth. If you don’t mind, dad—”

“There is no hurry, Frank,” Mr. Richards rose to his feet. “I will go to the Head now.”

With a kind smile, Mr. Richards left the study.


Frank Richards was alone—alone with his new prospects, and the sudden, startling change that had come into his young life.

The 4th Chapter

His Last Match!

“Ready, Frank?”


Fatty Babbage rolled into the study. 

“I saw your pater go down,” he remarked. “The old sport looked rather grim, Franky. Anything up at home?”

Frank did not reply. His brows were knitted in thought, and he  hardly  heard Fatty’s words. Sir Digby Valence lounged in.

“The chaps are on the ground, Franky. Don’t let your pater keep you away from the match,” he said. “Hallo, what’s the matter?”

“Been getting jawed?” asked Babbage anxiously.

“Pater come down specially to rag you?” asked Sir Dig.

Frank smiled faintly.

“No. Only—I’m leaving St. Kit’s today, when my father goes!”

“Oh, crumbs!”

Frank’s study-mates stared at him in dismay.

“Leaving St. Kit’s!”   exclaimed Valance incredulously. “I say, draw it mild, Franky!”

“It's true, Dig!” 


“B-b-but what are you leaving for?” exclaimed Fatty Babbage. “Is that what your pater’s come down to tell you?”

Frank Richards nodded, and ex​plained quietly, to his chums.

Valence and Fatty listened in dismay.
 
“Rotten!” said Fatty dolorously.

“Beastly!” groaned Dig.

“It is rotten,” said Frank. “I don't want to leave St. Kit’s, and— and you fellows. But—but I'm going to look cheerful about it. The pater's cut up enough, as it is, without me making a long face. Besides, it ain’t so bad, in some ways. I'm going to see a bit of the world—one of the best bits, in fact. And it can’t be helped!”

“I suppose you don’t feel much up to cricket this afternoon, then?” said Valence. “Better tell Bullinger he’s let off!”

Frank Richards shook his head promptly.                 ,

“No fear!” he said. “We're going to play the Fifth, and we’re going to beat them. I want to give old Bullinger something to remember me by.”

“Good man!” said Dig affection​ately. “Let’s get down, then. Better play cricket than mope, any day!”

And in a few minutes the three juniors were in their flannels, and making their way to Little Side.

The Fourth Form of St. Kit’s was there almost to a man. The members of the Fourth-Form Eleven were grinning, in great spirits.

The story of how Frank Richards had induced Bullinger to agree to the match tickled the Fourth immensely. They greeted their captain with a cheer as he came down to the ground with his bat under his arm.

Bullinger was not looking pleased.

He had come along with the Fifth-Form team, and some of the seniors were amused, regarding the fag match in the light of a joke. But Bullinger was not in a good temper.

The most careful arrangement before the glass had not quite enabled him to conceal the gashes in his luxuriant curls. He was more inclined to “mop up” the field with the Fourth-Formers than to play them at cricket. But Bullinger had given his word, and his word was his bond.

Frank Richards grinned as he met the frowning glance of the captain of the Fifth.

“Ready, old son?” he asked cheer​fully.

“Yes,” growled Bullinger.

“Same here!”

“I suppose I’ve got to give you a cricket licking, as I’ve agreed,” grunted  Bullinger. “Single innings match.” 


“Just as you like.”

The two skippers— the big burly Fifth-Former and the slim junior— tossed for choice of innings, and luck was with Frank Richards.

“We bat,” he remarked. 

And Bullinger grunted again.

Bullinger’s idea had been, if he batted first, to knock up 50 runs in a short time, and declare—and then mop up the junior wickets at top speed. Thus that absurd match would have been brought to a close at the earliest possible moment.

But he comforted himself with the reflection that the juniors would be all out for a dozen or so, so it wouldn’t be necessary for the Fifth even to make 50. Bullinger led his merry men into the field, and Frank Richards went to the wickets with Sir Digby Valence.               .

Few would have guessed, looking at Frank Richards then, that he had received, only a short half-hour before, news that had changed the whole current of his boyish life.

It was characteristic of frank that, while he was on the cricket-field, he dismissed all other considerations from his mind.

It was his last day at St. Kit’s, his last match on the school playing-fields, and he meant to mark it, if he could, by a victory over the Fifth Form cricketers—such a victory as had often been schemed and antici​pated in the Fourth Form studies.

After that day life at St. Kit’s would be a closed book to him.

He was to begin life afresh in a new country, amid new surroundings— amid the boundless prairies of Canada instead of the fields and woodlands of Old England, with the mighty Rockies on the skyline instead of the grassy English downs.

But while he remained at St. Kit’s, if only for a few more hours, he was still captain of the Fourth Form, and a St. Kit’s fellow to the finger-tips.

His face was calm, his glance cool and clear, as he took up his position at the wicket to take the first over, with the eyes of all the Fourth upon him.

Bullinger tossed the ball to Tucker, the best bowler of the Fifth.

“Go and get that cheeky young monkey out, Tucker!” he said.

And Tucker grinned.

“Leave him to me!” he said.

Tucker went on to bowl, and the Fifth Form field looked on smiling, some of them with their hands in their pockets. They had not the slightest doubt that Frank Richards’ wicket would go down before the first ball of the great Tucker.

But a change came o’er the spirit of their dream.

The ball that was to demolish the Fourth-Former’s wicket went down like a bullet.

But the expected did not happen.

As often happens in the great game of cricket, it was the unexpected that came along.

There was a sharp “clack” as the gleaming willow met the whizzing  leather, and the ball, instead of whipping the middle stump out of the ground, went on it’s journey.


The fieldsmen were not looking for that swipe, and it was a second or two before they realized that the bats-men were running.

 
But running they were, and hard.

Once, twice, thrice.

Sir Digby Valence was starting again, but Frank Richards waved him back.
            There was no time for a fourth. The ball was coming in from Bullinger straight for the wicket.

Crash!

But the bat was in the crease, and the umpire shook his head.

“Not out!”

“My only aunt!”  said Bullinger.

He gave his chum Tucker an ex​pressive glance. He had expected better things than that from Tucker, and his look said as much. Tucker blushed. He took the ball for the next shot against Valence with the air of a fellow who was going to do or die.

Tucker’s best ball had been baffled by the skipper of the junior team, but it stood to reason that Dig would fall an easy victim—at least, so Tucker said to himself. And he looked sur​prised when the youthful baronet stopped the ball dead, and then the next and the next, and then let out and scored 2 on the next.

“By gum!”  said Tucker.

It was dawning on Bullinger & Co. now that the match was not the absurd walk-over they had expected it would be—not, at all events, if Richards and Valence were fair samples of the rest.

And it dawned upon them more and more as the game proceeded.

Bullinger rubbed his eyes when the board registered 25 for Frank Richards alone, and 15 for his chum. The Fourth-Formers round the field were roaring.

Frank Richards had long been resolved upon that match with the Fifth, and he had worked hard to get prepared for it. But even the most sanguine of the Fourth had not ex​pected to see Fourth-Form fellows stand up to the seniors in this way.
          Sir Digby Valence was out at last to a catch by Bullinger. Fatty Babbage came on to take his place.

Fatty was a steady bat of the stone​wall variety, and he played a solid, steady game, leaving the scoring mainly to his skipper.

Frank Richards was thinking only of cricket now. Indeed, he seemed to be living and breathing it.

He was well set at the wicket, and the best of the Fifth-Form bowling could not touch him, much to the amazement of Bullinger, who regarded the captain of the Fourth with a new respect. 


Fatty Babbage fell at last to Tucker’s bowling. After that bats​men came and batsmen went, each adding his quota of runs, and all the time Frank Richards was steadily scoring.

It was Frank’s “day,”  there was no doubt about that.

“Last man in!” 


“My word!” said Bullinger dazedly. “This is a dream—a giddy dream.    Do you see that young villain Richards is at 96, Tucky?”

“I do!” said Tucker gloomily. “And I’m going to see him top the century, and if those young villains bowl anything like they bat, we shall have plenty to do to pull the game out of the fire.”

“My word!”  was all Bullinger could say.

The ball whizzed down again, and Frank Richards let himself go at it. There was a roar from the crowd.

“Well hit!”

“Run, you beggars—run!”

“Bravo!”

Once, twice, thrice, and a fourth time—and just home! The Fourth Form roared. It was the century for Frank Richards of the Fourth. 

But a wicket was down in the next over, and the innings was at an end. It was Frank’s partner who had fallen. The captain of the Fourth was not out.

As Frank came off the field, ruddy and smiling, there was a roar of cheering. He caught sight of his father on a bench outside the pavilion. Mr. Richards was clapping his hands as heartily as any fag on the ground.

“Hundred and thirty for the innings!” Bullinger said to Tucker. “Who’d have thought it? A century for that fag! My word!”

“And now we’ve got to pull up our socks, old man!” said Tucker.

And Bullinger agreed that it was so.
The 5th Chapter
Well Won!


Frank Richards led his team into the field. Mr. Richards gave him an encouraging smile and a nod as he went. The old gentleman had been deeply troubled as to how his son would take the news he had brought. The way Frank had taken it brought comfort to his heart.

Bullinger went to the wickets with Tucker to begin. There was no more smiling now on the side of the Fifth Formers. They realised that they had to play their hardest to win. The bare thought of a licking at the hands of a fag eleven was enough to spur them on to great efforts.

But they found plenty of quality in the Fourth Form bowling. Wickets went down at a good rate, though the runs came pretty fast.

Bullinger looked, and felt, serious when the score stood at seventy for five wickets down.                 

At that rate it was not going to be an easy victory, if it was a victory at all.             

It looked as if the Fifth Form captain, like Frank, would be “first in and not out.”  Bullinger was a mighty man with his hands, the best bat in the Fifth, and he made hay of the junior bowling.

But the other batsmen came in and went quickly enough.

There was a delighted roar round the field when three successive wickets went down to Frank’s bowling.

“The hat trick!  Hurray!”

“Well bowled, Franky!”

“Bravo!”  It was Mr. Richards’ voice.   “Bravo”

Fifth Form fellows were gathering round the ground as the news spread of the tough fight the Fourth were giving Bullinger’s team.

Bullinger  was looking  grim and anxious.

The Fifth Form score had topped  a hundred, but eight wickets were down.

The runs piled up, however, and at the next fall of a wicket the score stood at a hundred and twenty-two.

“Last man in!”

The words ran from mouth to mouth.

“Eight to tie, nine to win!” mut​tered Bullinger of the Fifth,  “If I only had the bowling—”

“Eight to tie, nine to win!” Fatty Babbage chuckled in Frank’s ear. “Lucky BuIlinger hasn't got the bowling, or they’d do it!”

Frank grinned and nodded.

“Look at old Bullinger’s chivvy,” chuckled Sir Digby Valence. “Looks as if he’s enjoying it, eh? Fancy Bullinger having to go all out to play the Fourth! Why, they don't tussle like this when they’re playing the merry old Sixth!”


Frank tossed the ball to Valence.

“Go in and win, Dig. Benson major isn’t much class. You’ll do it!”

“I’ll try,” said Dig.

Benson major, at the batting end, was looking quite anxious. But he knocked away the ball for a single run, and Bullinger, to his great delight, was brought to the batting end.

All the Fifth looked relieved.

Bullinger was the man to bridge the narrow margin required for a win before another wicket fell.

Sir Digby bowled his next ball very carefully, and Bullinger rewarded his care by driving it to the boundary. And the next one he cut away through the slips for two.

The Fifth cheered loudly. The score had jumped to 129, and only one was wanted to tie, two to win. Bullinger grinned. He felt equal to a dozen, if they had been wanted.

There was a shade of anxiety on Dig’s face as he sent the ball down again.

Clack!

The bat gleamed, and the ball whizzed away. The batsmen were running.

But a keen eye was on the ball. A figure in white was running, dodging, and now backing— backing, with up​raised hand and steady eye, amid a breathless silence of excitement on the crowded field. And the ball floated down into the outstretched palm, as if seeking it’s rest, and was held! A terrific yell awoke every echo of St. Kit’s.


“Caught!”

“Oh, well caught!”

“Bravo, Frank Richards!”

“Hip-hip-hurray!”

There was a rush on the field; and the captain of the Fourth was caught up in a dozen arms and hoisted shoulder-high. For Bullinger of the Fifth was out, and the Fourth Form had won that match by a single run, and Frank Richards had made the winning catch.

Amid a roar of cheering, the ruddy, breathless junior was borne shoulder-high off the field to the pavilion, and set down before his smiling father.

“Hurray! Hurray!” roared the Fourth.

Frank gasped.

“We’ve beaten them, dad!”

“Beaten the Fifth!” roared Sir Digby Valence, tossing his cap into the air, careless where it came down, or, indeed, whether it came down at all. “What price Bullinger now? What price us? Hurray!”

“I say,” said Fatty Babbage, clutching the excited Sir Digby by the arm, “don’t you—er— think that we might celebrate Frank’s show by—er—er—”

“By holding a study feed,” put in Dig, with a laugh.

“Y-yes,” said Fatty. “After all, he’s going to leave us for good this afternoon, and—er—well, I reckon we ought to show our opinions of him in a right and fitting manner.”


“Good! We will. Here you are, Fatty, here’s half-a-sov. Just buzz down to the tuckshop and get the necessary eatables. I’ll get on the members of the eleven to come at once.”


“Right-ho!”


In another moment, Fatty Babbage had taken his departure, and Sir Digby Valence strode over to where Frank Richards was talking to his father.


“Come on, Frank, old scout,” he said, in his cheerful manner. “We want you to come up to the study. We’re going to celebrate the occasion by asking the whole team to tea in the study.”

“B-b-but—” faltered Frank Richards. And he looked askance at his father.


Mr. Richards put his hand on his son’s shoulder.


“Go, my boy,” he said affectionately. “Finish up the afternoon in a fitting manner. I’ll have tea with the Head, and meet you in an hour’s time.”


Mr. Richards strode off to meet the Head, and Frank Richards was promptly collared by the Fourth-Form victors, and borne towards the study.


It was an excited gathering, and every single junior there seemed bent upon making Frank Richards’ last hours at the old school the happiest of his life.


“Have some more cake, Frank, old scout,” said Sir Digby.

“Try the paste,” said Fatty Babbage.


“Sample the jam,” said another.


Frank Richards’ face broadened into a huge smile.


“It’s awfully good of you chaps,” he said. “But really, I can’t manage any more. I—”


“Well, give us a speech, then” said Fatty quickly.


“Hurrah! Speech! Speech!”


The juniors were adamant in their request for a speech, and seeing no way out of the difficulty, Frank Richards rose to his feet to address his chums for the last time.


Complete silence instantly reigned in the crowded study.

“It’s awfully decent of you fellows to treat me like this,” said Frank Richards, with a touch of nervousness.


“Don’t mench,” put in Fatty Babbage, munching away at a bun.


“I assure you I greatly appreciate your kindness,” went on Frank, “and I shall always cherish my school-days at St. Kit’s as the happiest of my life. I’m jolly sorry to have to leave all you fellows, and”—a lump suddenly rose in Frank’s throat—“and I hope and trust that we shall all meet again some day, and recall the jolly times that we have had at the old school.”


“Hurrah!”


Frank Richards sat down to the sound of tumultuous cheering on the part of his chums. They cheered him again and again, and the sound could be heard throughout the length and breadth of St. Kit’s.

Frank Richards’ last tea at St. Kit’s had indeed been a happy and memorable one!

It was over!


The excitement had died away, and there was a shade of thought upon Frank’s sunny face, though he still looked his cheerful self.


The news had spread that Frank Richards was leaving, and when the old hack came from the station there was a crowd to bid him good-bye. 


Fatty Babbage and Sir Digby Valence were lugubrious, poor Fatty, indeed, being perilously near the point of blubbing. Every fellow wanted to shake hands with Frank Richards for the last time two or three times over.

Even Bullinger of the Fifth came to shake hands and tell Frank he was sorry that he was going.


It was over at last!


The hack rolled away, with Frank and his father, and in the dying sunset Frank Richards looked his last upon the old school.


A few days yet, and Frank Richards stood upon the deck of the steamer as it throbbed it’s way out to sea, and the great western ocean rolled before him; and beyond the ocean his thoughts sped in advance to the new and wonderful land which was to be his new home.

THE END

