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Virs. Stokes attempted to rush down the stairs, but the Head seized her,
pullfed her back, and literally carried her away up the corridor—taking no
notice of her protests.
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Dr. Beverley Stokes, M.A. has

come to St. Frank’'s as a temporary

headmaster in place of Dr. Stafford,
who has departed on a holiday to
Africa, having joined Sir Crawford
Grey’s expedition., As a head-
master, Dr. Stokes is entirely differ-
ent fromm what one would expect.
He is young and has much of the
spirit of the schoolboy in his
nature. Indeed, he mixes freely with
the boys, takes a great interest in
their sports, proving himself to be as
proficiect in this respect as his nn-
doubted reputation as a scholar.

His unconventional arrival at St. Frank’s as a boy himself, described last

.week, has given him a keen insight and sympathetic understanding
He is acclaimed by St. Frank’s as an ideal

boys over whom he is to rule.
headmaster.

A further interesting account of Dr. Stokes, introducing

of the
his

charnung young wife, is revealed in the story we publish ‘this weel,

THE EDITOR

CHAPTER 1.
TEA IN STUDY D

DWARD OSWALD
slowly rose to his feet.
“I'm Impm;.-: quite calm,’”” he said
) deliberately, *and I'm asking you
Plainly, Waulter (Illll‘l"h, ure you going out
to the tuek shop IOI R tm of sardines, or
are Your not?”?
: o l'm noy retort ed (“I urch bluntly.
Y George!™? snorted Handforth.

N \Iutm)' Rebellion in my own giddystudy!
.\'. you --yon——="

HANDFOR1U

I" m Ted up with being ordered about!"
l:mhe m' Chaure)y :mlwn.mlh MeClure's fed
Py ool You azk me to ff0, in a proper

way, and 11 o !

be ordered like
[eur,

NS e Saeup.

CCCWhat's (hats* ra 1
itg on h”“'" tat s roared Hardforth, turn-

¢
“Nun. ‘nothing !

But 1I'm blessed if I'll

a <laye!”
hear!™ murmured heClure, into

splatt
nseﬂﬂ} f"l_lung hmhc”l. cred McClure,
N b o You—I'll  give 1 .
86 you just tcn
,mg(}:"d;) thundered Ilandforth, whirling
stang? Ithe rebellious Chureh.  “ Under-
y en - seconds! It vou don't obey

ey . ""t“““u“‘» by the time I've coynted

ITandforth,

glance
swiftly reckoniug up his chances.
obstinate look crept into his eye, and hia
jaw became set.

at Church’s face.
that Church
such an obvious thrust.
over the edge of the table,
balanpce.

do it ag:

Church, and tle paiv grappled.

‘“You could have counted twenty by this

time?!” sad Church tartly.

counted
instinctively clenching hls fists
and preparing for battle. * Five—six—~——""
Just for an instant, Church shot a rapid
at the door. Obviously, he was
Then an

“(One — two — three — four—-"

lle stood his ground.

“Ten!” roared Handforth. “And tak:

that!”

He lunged forward over the table, niming
But he might have known
wouldn't be there to receive
llandforth tripped
and lost his
“ Good!” said Chmreh sourly. “ Why nrot
ain?”

Handforth picked himself up, rushed at
A scene of

this kind was a mere everyday event In
Study D, in the Anclent llouse at St.
I'rank’s. Nobody else ever took any notice.

In the present instance the whole trouble

was caused by Handfortb being in an un.
usually aggressive mood.
conmanded Church
tuck shop and

He had brusquely
to go to Mrs. Hake's

buy a tin of sardines.
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And Church bad taken exception to Hand-
forth's tone. Hence the squabble.

“I'll show you!” panted I1landforth
grimly. “You’d defy me, would you? All
right, my son! See bow that feels!"

ifr!
Unfortunately for MHandforth’s plan, his

own list smote the thin air, and Church
landed a really beautiful slosh on the very
point of Handforth's rugged nose. And at
precisely the same Instant a tap sounded on
the door, and the Headmaster strolled in.

*Oh, my hat'" said McClure blankly.

Dr. Beverley Stokes, M.A., looked on wlith
interest. '

““Cave!” gasped Church. ‘ Steady,
ass—"

“I'm going to smash you into pulp!”
hooted Handfartih, unaware of the llead’s

you

presence. ‘' Just wait until I grab you—"
¢ Idiot!”" h.ssed Church. * You'll get the
sack—"

“ Don't mind me!” interrupted Dr. Stokes
cheerfully. **Just having a little friendly
argument, en? 1 don't quitc approve of
these tea-lights, but boys will be boys, 1
suppose.” '

Handforth twirled round, his jaw sagging.

“0Oh, by George!” he stammered. ‘“[-—I
didn’t know you were here, sir.”

“ A perfectly natural oversight, consiier-
ing that your sturdy back was turned to-
wards me,” said the Head, nodding. ¢ Upon
-the whole, boys, I think perhaps we'd better
stop the little battle. It’s so unnecessary to
punch one another about like that.”

““ Yeh—yes sir,” sald Handforih feebly.

The three chums felt terribly embarrassed.
1Mandforth, in fact, was inwardly indignant.
It was all very well for Dr. Stokes to be a
. sport, but this sudden arrival in a fellow’s
study was a bit thick.

Dr. Beverley Stokes was no ordinary
Headmaster. '

St. Frank’s had learned that on the very

first day of his arrival. As a matter of
fact, he had ‘only been in the school for two
days, and already he was the most talked-
of personage within the grey walls. Seniors
and janiors alike were still discussing the
lead {o the exclusion of all other topics.

Dr. Stafford was away on holiday, having
gone for a loug sea trip., and the school
had not been entirely plensed. But the new
‘Head had turned out to be such a novelty
that St. Irank’s was more than satisted
now,

For one thing, Dr. Beverley Stokes was
a young man—being. in fact. no more than
twenty-six. Even s0, he had a brilliant
career behind him—brlef but scintillating.

i
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But he was a novelty—and the school
hadn’'t yet got used to him.

It was, for example, an unprecedented
thing for a Headmaster to walk culmly into
3 junior study and gaze with eyuanimity
upon an exhibition of Hstic prowess. It wa;
almost unheard of for a Headmaster tg
walk into a junior study at all.

But it was characteristic of Dr. Stokes.

He loved to be on intimate terms with
all his boys—with the juniors just as much
as the seniors. During his brief spell at
schiool he had proved this to the hillt—an
the school wasn’t yet certain whether it
liked it or not.

Unquestionably, the practice would have
been exceedingly unpopular it Dr. Stokes
had Jacked tact. But the youthful Head
was quickly revealing the fact that his taet
was cqual to his cheeriness.

‘“ We—we were just having a little prae-
tice, sir,”” stammered Church. ¢ We—we
didn’'t know you were coming in »

“That's all right, young 'un,” smiled Dr,
Stokes. “I can assur¢c yon that if I bad
received a slight warning, I would not have.
butted in at such an ijnopportune moment.
By the way, you were practising upon Hand-
forth's nose in a most realisti¢c fashion.”

““Yes, sir,” said Church, with a gulp.

., ““However, the least said, the soonest
mended,’” procecded Dr. Btokes. ‘‘ What's
all this? Sandwiches, eh? Anything good
ingide them? They look appetising on the
exterior.” X

The Head
approval.

‘““Ham, sir,”” said McClure.
from Mrs. IIake’s, you know—a jolly
ham, too. 1llallo! Kettle's bolling!
just make a fresh hrew of tea.”

‘‘Good man!’ said the llead approvingly.
“I couldn’t have come at a better moment.
@dot a spare cup for mef?”

He sat down in an empty chalr, selected a
sandwich, and bit ioto it with keen relish.

regarded the table wlﬁ_n

“We got it
good
I'll

P —————

-

CHAPTER II.
LAD AMONG THE LADS.

“ IT {s no exaggeration to s
'd

- that Mandforth and L.
"7

-

A

wero staggered.

It had been surprisibg
enough for the Head to over
look the fighting so tran-
quilly, but to seat himf
at the table and ask for a cup of tea——
Well, the chums of Study D hardly had

- He had proved himself to be a born leader { any breath left.

-of boys—a man who could control tliem
mmore by instinet than by iron discipline.
Ile was a cheerful, fresh complexioned ran
of rather slight proportions, but he lacked
nothing in the way of dignity. When neces-
- sary,- Dr. Stokes could be as firm and as
unbending as Dr. Stafford himself.

Dr. Stokes ccased hls munching for #
moment. : .

‘“ Anything wrong?'? he asked, looking
round. “ You fellows seem to he dumb, all
at once. My dear kids, don’t let me M-
terrupt the feast! Pile ip, and tell me all
about the days’ doings.”



sir—tather, sir!” sald Handlorth,

“ YGS,

ning red. -
tulrle End Church sat down, and McClure

nervously made a. fresh pot of tea., They
Jad to be educated into the Head's new
ways. So far, they were like fish out of
water. ]

Very tentatively they started on the sand-
wiches, and McClure shakily poured out a
cup of tea for the Head. He put an extra
ot of cream mmto it, and out of courtesy
o the distinguished visitor he was about
to add three lumps of sugar when Dr. Stokes
Ireld his hand.

¢« Oneé's enough, thanks,” he said. *That's
jt. Fine! Remember that for the next
time, my son! I'm afraid you boys eat
too much sagar—it doesn't do you any good.
Another sandwich, Church, old man. You
don't want the whole dishful, 1 suppose?”

“No, sir,” guasped Church, passing them
over hastily. :

The meal continued, and Dr. Stokes sud-
denly laughed

“I've got an idea that you fellows are
. @ bit uncomfortable,” he said. ¢ Perhaps I
‘ought not to have come in like this. But
- don’t look upon me as your Ileadmaster now
~I'm not. We’'re all off duty, and we’re just
friends together. Understand? So drop all
- this reserve, and come out of your little
shells !>’

And, inch by ineh, TIandforth and Co. did
80. They were finding that Dr. Stokes was
a real sportsman. He wasn't doing this
merely for the sake of effect—but beeause
he really 1liked schoolboy society.

“We're getting on all right now, eh?’
he said, at length. ‘Don’t .be a blt sur-
il;lrl;sSd if I drop in for teca some other even-

“We'll be jolly glad to honour you, sir,”
8aid Handfertlh enthusiastically.

“Rubbish!” said Dr. Stokes.
Just what I don't want you to do.
I'm in a junior study, I'm onc of the boys.
And if you happen to, have nothing but
stale bread and butter on the menu, owing
to shortage of funds, so much the better!"

“I say, sir, you're so jolly different from
the other masters,” said Church. * Mr.

“a

e's about the only master at St. Frank's

“That's
When

lot different to you,”

Br. Stokes laughed.
he It's just as well we're not all alike.”
aﬁsmd Jlghtl_v._ “ And now. what'’s the pro-
s :1::'1]1: ].Don't; let me interfere with any
on 'hand-lz_jp'g' ut if there's nothing special

' We were goin i i
" g out to Little Side, for
CTicket practice, sir,” said McClure,

fa = -
mm'l_:nppmg!" exclaimed the Head.-
a qt With vou. if T may. In fact. I'll have
le‘inmlt- at the nets myself. TI'll tell vou what,
. 4¥. old man, I'll wager you can't bowl
out in a dozen tries!” .

“I'IU bet T can?! snorted Mandforth. 1

“1i

O's pally with the ehaps—but even he’s a

L PN ]

—I mean—— Sorry, sir!” he added, turn-
ing red.

‘““ Splendid!”” chuckled ithe Head. ‘For a
gecond you almost came completely out ol
your shell! And don't be sorry—it's a bad
sign! Do we go at once, or is it the usual
thing to wash up first?”

‘“0Oh, we'll go right off, sir,” said Hand-
forth promptly.

He hurriedly ospened the door, half ex-
pecting to see the lead pull a teacloth out
of his pocket in preparation for the dish-
washing. But{ no such thing happened. But
as soon as the juniors were out in the
rassage, the Head startled them by walking
serenely along erm-in-arm  with llandforth
and Church. Other fellows in the ‘corridor
stared, open-mouthed.

Even a prefect thought too much of his
dignity to jeopardise it by walking arm-in-
arm-—in public—with juniors. And yet here
was the Head himself acting Illke =a
Remoyvite! - :

‘““ He—he must be dotty!” panted Arm-
strong, aghast. '

But that was just where he was mistaken,
for Dr. Stokes was proving himself to be
exccedingly sensible. He was losing none of
his dighity by being on such friendly terms
with the boys. ’

At first, perhaps, his extraordinary
attitude might create comment and criticism
—but after the school had got accustomed -
to his ways, they would probably learn to
admire him, and respect -him all the wore.
The Head was hoping for this, at all events.

He was a kind of pioneer, and as such he
was destined to have a bit of a rough
passage to begin with. For the eriticism
wounld be general—juniors, seniors, and the
masters themselves indulging in it. Aad it
went without saying that the more con-
servative inhabitants of the great establish-
ment would look upon the new Head's
behaviour askance. .

But Dr. Stokes dido't care—and therecin
he proved his courage and determination.

“Oh, half a minute,”” said McClure, who

was just behind the other three. ¢ We
were going to lug Archie out——

“Never mind Archie now,” Iinterrupted
Handforth.

“Archle? rwepeated the MHead. < Now,
let me sce Ah, ves! You mean Glen-

thorne. don't you? We had rather a fine
time at his father’s fancy dress hall in
London, didn't we? Let’s dig Archie out,
by all means.”

Dr. Stokes wouldn’t be denied., and as
they were just passing Archie’s study. they
all paused, and the Head tapped. There
was no response, and Handforth and Co.
egrinned.

“What's the joke?” nsked Dr. Slokes.

“Nothing. sir—but 1 expect Archie's
having a ..ap,” said Chureh.

“Then I'm afrald his nap will ecome o
a sudden and tragic termioation,” sald the
Head, turning the handle and opening the



door. “ By Jupiter!
peace and ionoceuce!”

What a picture of

He grinpned as he paused there, gazing |

at the reelining figure of Archie Glenthorne.
The genial ass of St. Frank’s was lying
full length on the Jounge, his cyes closed,
an expression of serenc¢ contentment on his
face, aud with complete oblivion to his
aurroundiufs.

s Seandalous!” said Dr. Stokes severely.
“ At this ttne of the day, too! 1 don't
think we e¢an allow this to coutinue—eh,
you fellows?”

. ¢ 1t's pretty terrible, sir,” grinned Hand-
forth.
The Head strode to the louage, yanked

. Archle ubnceremoniously into a sitting
posils‘ure, and slapped him bheartily on the
back.

“Cricket !”” saild the Head cheerlully.

“Brace up, my lad! This is whcre we go
. outside for some manly exercise.”
. Archle blinked, gusped, and opened his

& Oddslife!” he murmured. ‘This, dash
jt, is absolutely frayed at the edge! A
chappie simply caun't have forty of the best
without you Dblighters oozing ioto the old
apnrtmenL What ho! I—er—that is—I
should say— @Good gad!” .

Archis started to his feet, aghast,

““ Frightfully sorry, sir!” he stuttered.
- “The—the fact I1s I dide’t know you were
here—"»

“All the same i you did,” put In the
Ilead gepially. “My dear Archie, don’t
look so startled. Pull yourself togéther,
and come along with us. Exercise will do
you a lot more good than sleep.”

“ What priceless piff—— I—I should say,
“oh, rather, sir!” exclaimed Archie hastily.
“ Rxercise, what? Just » few spasms of the
good old tlssue-restoring stuf? A fruity
scheme, sir.”

Still bewlldered, Archie passed out ol the
study with the others, and iwr a very short
time they were all on Litltle Side—where
the Ylead joined in cricket practice with
sheer boylsh delight. There wnas nothing
put on about it—he was gepuine to the
backhone.

As Archie expressed It. the Head was
absolutely a lad among the lads.

e ——

CHAPTER III.
THE NEW ARRIVAL,

.“H EARD the latest?”

asked Chubby
Heath excitedly.
Willy Haudforth
shiffed.
“If there’s any news float-
. ing about, you can bet I
~Mreard it years before yon did!” he replied

-tarly. *Like your perve to come here,
u?}:iuﬁ; ff 1've heard ‘the latest! I'm
alive!

1
F

“And what am 17»

demanded Heath
warmly. :
“Dead!”" said Willy. “That is, you're
dead neck upwards!” )
**8mart;, ain’'t you?” sneercd Chu
Heath. “Come along to Little Side, and
have a look at the Head. He's slogging
away at the nets llke a giddy Trojant
Never saw anythiog like it!”

: }

“That's stale!”? sald the lecader of the
Third. “I've been watching the Head
ten miinutes past. Aund, by Jingo, he can
use a bat, too! In many ways, Dr. Stokes
is a surprise packet!” - ;

The other fag nodded feelingly.

“There's no word to describe him pro-
perly:»” he agreed. ¢ Remember how we
spoofed him yesterday? Remember how we
mauled him about? Remember how he
overlooked everything—?"

‘“What do you take me for?” iuterrupted
Willy sourly. ‘“Do you think my memory
doesn’t last for more than one day? The
ITead’s a stunner! I kpew It from the very
first. Didn’t 1 tell you that he'd give S8t,
Frank's a few jolts?” 2

‘““ But—but he's such a regular sporis.
man !’ said Chubby, his voice swelllng with
admiration. “lie’s not like a master at
all--lie’s a- real pal! Goes about arm-in-
arm with Remove chaps, laughs and grips

like one of ourselves, and calle us *‘old
boy,” aud all that sort of thing.” .
Willy nodded. _
“Exactly,” he agreed. “In fact, ve

might almost say that he's pearly humab.
Most Headmasters are beasts. They can't
help it—they’re born like that. Some of
'em are decent beasts, but takinz tte iribe
as a whole, they're a pretty mouldy crowd.
That’s where Dr. Stokes scores. He's differ-
ent. As I just .said, he’s the nearest
approach to a human being that any
master ¢an be.” >

Chubby Heath grinned.

«“Oh, come off it!” he protested. ¢ What
ﬂbOl’l,tf Mr, Lee? Me's a jolly gcod soré
“You can’t count Nelson Lee,” broke Jn
Willv. “He's a detectlve. This scho@-
master stufl is only a kind of side line.
think perhaps we'd better go along .i¥0
Little Side and—?*

Willy paused, and regarded the gates with
interest. lle and Chubby were lecaoidf
against one of the old chestnut trces B
the Triangle, and they had a full viewdel
the imposing stone gatewny. And an e€X:
tremely neat two-seater had just purred
into the school grounds. It was quite 3
pzctt}' little car, but Willy hardly glanced
at it.

“My hat!” he said softly. ¢ She's nice
looking, isn’t she?” ' -

His attention was fixed upon the driver—
a singularly pretty girt of aboui twent)
two.  She had just brought the car to 2
halt,, and was looking round inquiringly-



Chubhy  quile misunderstood his chum’s
remark.
-+ Not sn  bhad,” he replied critically.

« pPersonally, I like the look of disc wheels
2

a “Wha's talking about wheels?” snapped

willy.

“You are! You said something about the
cal'——”

¢ Rats! I m talking about that girl!”

gaid Handlforth minor.
stunner? I'm not much of a judge of girls
#:  rule, but this one’s a ripper! Let’s
sce whn she 15.”

The Triangle was practically deserted, for
most of the jumiors were on the playing

“] say, isn't she a
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he's gone—went yesterday. We've got a
new liead now-—one of the best, too!”

“A  regular brick, miss!” said Chubby
Heath enthusiastically.

“Oh, I'm so glad!” said the girl, her
eves lighting up with pleasure. ¢ You-—you
are talking abont Dr. Stokes, aren’t you?”

“ Rather, miss,” replied Willy, nodding.
“Did you ‘ome here to see Dr. Stokes?”

The young lady laughed with quiet amuse-
ment.

“ Well, yes, 1 suppose so,” she replied,
her brown eyes twinkling,

“In that case, miss, you'd better come
along wilt s to Little Side,” sald Willy
briskly. ¢ The Head's with a crowd of

P
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&elds. Willy approached the two-seater,
Wd politely raised his cap. The new arrival
ewarded him with a smile. And there
Was no doubt that Willy's judgment was
8oupd. 7This girl was not only preity and
duinty, but attired .with exquisitely nice
taste,
“Anything I can do, miss?” asked Willy
Oh'hgiugly_
Lhe “girl smiled again, allhough Willy
d’f!" t know why.
¢s, if vou don’t mind,” she replicd.
d like you to direct me to the lead-
aster’s House.”

llI.
‘That's it, :niss—over there,” sald Willy,
Polating.  «Put If you want Dr. Stafford,

Remove chaps, playing cricket. Of course,
if it’s private, I'll ruu and fetch Dr. Stokes
straight away—"

" “No, it doesn't matter,” sald the girl,
jumping lightly out of the car. ‘Thank
you so much for showing me the way. Be-
fore long I shabn't need any directing. [
shall soon know my way about.”

This remark rather puzzled the two Iags,
but they said nothing. And as they walked,
one on elther side of their fair companioun,
she looked over the school bhuildings with
an approving, appreciative eye.

“What a perfectly delightful place!” sho
said. “I've always been told that St.
Frank's wa famous for its architectural



heanty, but it’s simply wonderful! I'm
surprised you don't have hosts of artists
here, sketching the buildings from every
augie.”

Willy gave one glance at the school.

“Well, of course, opinions differ, miss,”
he said. ¢ Personally, I can’t see much to
brag about. The Ancient House isn’t so
bad, but the College House is a horrible
botch!”

The visitor laughed.

“I'm afraid I don’t agree with you,” she
said, as they passed through the gateway
jnto Little Side. “Oh, here we are! Yes!
There’s Barry, at the wicket now! O,
how glorious!”

- She clapped her hands delightedly as Dr.
Stokes swung his shoulders round, and sent
the leather soaring towanrds the boundary.
Chabby Hesth and Willy Handforth ex-
changed sigunillcant glances.

“Barrv:” whispered Willy. “Did yon
hear that? Oh, my hat! I'll bet & pcuny
she's the Head’s best girl! I thought as
much—I knew there’d be a catch some-
where !??

Willy wns rather indignant. The Head
was a sport, and it was perfectly
ridiculons tn suddenly discover that he was
in love! Dr. Stokes dropped several points
in Willy's estimattion,

The IIead happened to glanee round; and
he caught sight of the vision of femininé
charm. MHe stared, ssood quite still for a
moment, aod then dropped his bat. He
came hurrying forward, eagerness itself.

Crowds of junfors stood leoking on—the
majority catching sight of the young lady
for the fArst time. Willy and .Chubby stood
back respectfully. And they watched
with interest. By

‘“Well, Joyee, this [s wonderinl!” ex-
claimed the Head, as he hurried up. I
didn’t expect you for another two hours!
Why on earth didn’t you send me a wire,
yon silly ¥

To the utter astonishment of the entire
crowd, Dr. Stokes took the girl into his
arins, and kissed her with affection .and
warmth She broke away, Jaughing,
setting her hat straight.

“ Barry !” she protested.

“0Oh, what does it matter?” lhe grinped.
“Come or—there's no time like the present!
T'lt introduce you to all these youngsters.”

The fellows stood looking on, rather dumb.
Jounded. It was perfectly obvious to them
that the Head was in love. But most of
the juniors considered it a bit thick that
;he should have -his fianeée down on the very
sccond day. Others were congratulatiog
.Pr. Stokes on having such charming taste.

¢ Just a -minute, you fellows,'’ sang out
the Head, waving his hand. “I'd like to
ntroduce yon all to tie First Lady of St.
Frank’s. I've not the slightest doulit that
we'll all zet on famouslv.!* e

W

The fellows came round in trowds, every
cap removed.

“Let mc present Mrs. Stokes,”’ said the
Hcad simply.

—

CHAPTER 1V.
THE FIRST LADY OP 8T. FRANK'S.
: RS. STOKES!

¢ 7h3 It was like a bomb.

-j l\\ shel.,. Even th
- Q‘Q* affectionate  naturg’
of their greeting had neot”

) 4

were man and wife.
Here was 2 fresh surprise for the school!

made the juniors suspect that
the Head and this young lady

So Dr. Beverley Stlokes was married—
and, what was more, it was fairly evident
that Mrs. Stokes had come to stay. Other.
wis¢ the Head would hardly have intro.
duced her as *“the First Lady of St.
Frank's.”?

The juniors regarded her with an entirely
new interest. Even Willy allowed Dr. Stokes
to go up in his estimation. I{ the Head
was married, it was all right. In fact, .
there might be certain advantages. The
wife of a headmaster was always liable to
chip in when it came to a case of corporal
punishment.

Archie Glenthorne was the first to bow,”
aid ke did this very gracefully.

““I say, this is frightfully rippinz!” he
exclaimed geniallv. ¢‘Awfully pleased to
meet you, Mrs. Stokes! Congrats, and all
that. 1 mean to say, it's perfectly jJolly,
what???

**Glad you think so, Archie,”’ grinned Dr.

Stokes. “ Well, ’'m afrald I'l have to runm
off now. 1I°ll probably see you later, some
of you.” :

‘He waved his hand, and accompanied Mrs..
Stokes back into the Triangle. And as soom
a3 they had vanished, a perfect babel of
voices broxe out. Even the seniors talked
cxcitedly. -

“ By Gcecorge! Married!”’ said llandforth.
“Well, T must say she's A .stupning-looking
girl! She secms altogether too young, you
know—not & month more than eighteca 0%
nineteen!?’

I shook myv head.

“I'd give her a year or two more than
that,”” 1 said.‘ Anyhow, you're right abounk
her being a ripping girl Upon the wholg,
we ought to congratulate ourselves. It
about time the Head's House had a prop@f
mistress. It doesn’t seem right unless the
are a few ladies ahout.” :

On the whole, the majority of the fellows
agreed with -my view. And during the neX
two or thrce days Mrs. Stokes sprang 1R
unanimous popularity. .

She was always so brigsht and cheerfol:
she had a smile and .a cheery word fof
everybody. And, somehow, ecverythilb
secemed to Le changed. Taking complete
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command of the Head’s house, Mrs. Stokes
made herself liked by all-and sundry. There
was not cven a trace of jealousy in the
domestic quarters. Mrs. JPoulter, the
Ancient House matron, seemed to regard the
Byicad’'s wife as a kind of pupil, and she
took her under her wing.

And there was a noticeable
among the fellowa,

The juniors, eapecially,

change

would fiy at her

command, and think il an honour if she
#asked titem Lo go on any errand. And
there was  a marked smartening up  all

round.
Evea tace slovenly juuiors, such as Teddy

LY
(1™

L]
X))
3o 0 7

L

there
There would

him, and [f he suddenly appeared,
would be no rush for cover.
be no whisper of * Cave!™’

As a rule, the juniors had always felt
restrained and awkward in the presence of
the Ileadmaster, At the approach of Dr.
Stafford they had becn wont to cease all
their usual caperings, not because they
fcared the old licad, but because they held
him in awe.

Everything was totally different now.

The approach of Dr. Stokes was regarded
as an event. The juniors were even eager
for the llcad to jgin them. Jlle was such a
sport, such a companion. And any fellow
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~ ought to report you for being late.”

‘““ This won't do, young men ! *’ she said, shaking her head.

‘1 suppose |

'L?f{:: and Somerton, always appearcd now
¥ilh clean collars and well brushed eloth-
h"H- And there seemed to be an air of light.

tart>d cheeriness throughout the school.
_Lms was not entirely due to the Iead’s
Dl’-_.'\'tokes himself was greatly responsible
Of the change. Everything was more or

¢33 altered since he had taken command.
le was diffcrent from any other principal
Aug had ever ruled over the old school.
he had already proved that his policy

of : b
“.hil-,uor.l fellowship and intimacy was worth
. l]'.

h“e never eceased springing his surprises;

tow the fellows were getting used 1o

{ spirits in

whe dared to say a word azainst him, no
matter how trivial, was hooked for a severe
ragaing.

And with this changed feeling In the school
there had been a  distinet brightening of
aeneral,  LEven Mr. Crowell and
Mr. Suncliffe and the other masters were
taking Lhe cxample of the Head as a
pattern, and were more fricndly and
companionable with the bhoys.

Most important of ali, Dr. Stokes had
sacrificed not one iota of dignity Dby his
policy of intimacy.

Indeed. if anythinz, he commanded more
respect from the boys than ever Dr. Staflord
had done, It was looked upon as a law—



as hard and fast as the laws of the Medes
and the Persians—that the Hecad was to be
trealed absolutely on the square. He was
square with the boys, and they took it as a
point of honour Lo be the same with hinl.

It occaslon demanded, Dr. Stokes could
change instantly. In one or two instances
Fullwood or Merrell, or others of their
ciique, had attempted to be [facetious at
Dr. Stokes’ expense.

But they had regretted their temerily.

For, at the slightest sign of this sort of
thing, the Head had completely altered. le
had delivercd no punishments, he had
spoken no harsh words, bul he had made
the offenders look and fecl so unutterably
foolish tbat they had hoped for the ground
10 open up and swallow them. ‘

When Dr. Stokes chose, he could be extra-
ordinarily caustic. And by bringing ridicule
down upon the heads of these would-be
humorists, he punished them in a maaner
that hurt them most. For the average
schoolboy [fears public ridicule more than
anything clse.

The youthful Head, in fact, had proved his
- contention to the hilt.

Before coming to St. Trank’s, he had
deelared that he would make himself *‘one
of the boys *? without losing an atom of his
dignity as headmaster. And he had not

only done this, but the great majority of |

't{;g tfell‘:wrs had complete respect for their
Cihlel.

It was not at all unusual for Dr. Stokes
to drop into the prefect’s room for a chat
on general subjects. He would eunfer into
arguments with the senlors just as though
Jic had been one of themselves.

‘On other occasions he would stroll into
one of the junior common-roons, talk about
cricket or play a game of draughts with
Handforth, or somebody clse.

‘More than once he had collected a bunch
of fellows together in the Triangle, and had
marched them into Mrs. Hake's tuck shop,
treated them all to ginger-pop, and so forth.

And on such ocecasions as these the Head
dropped his judicial authority and became
a boy in spirit. Although his ways were
getting so well known, the juniors were still
talking about him.

Handforth and Co., hurrying up DBellton
Y.ane from the village one evening, were
rather anxious about the time, for they
feared they would be late for locking up.
It was Handy's fault, really, because he had
insisted upon arguing with the station-
master over a parcel that ought to have
arrived the previous day.

“0Oh, it doesn’t matter much!’’ said
Church. * Even if the Hcad spots us, he'll
just lavgh and—"’

“ Don't you believe it!"’ interrupted Hand-
forth., ** The lead's a fine chap, but he's
as hard as nalls on discipline. If we're late
and he spots us climbing over the wall it'll
mean a swishing.”’

ss You’re right!’’ agreed McClure. ¢ That’s

what I like about the Head, too.
body breaks a rule he's just as firm as g

If any-

rock. That's why he's so popular. The
chaps are getting to know that they can'g
mcess him about, just because he's free.and
easy.”’

They reaclied the gates, only to find them
locked, and there was nothing else for it but
to scramble over {he wall and trust to luck,

It was a dull evening, but there was plenty
of daylight left, and the job was risky. )

Handforth and Co. leapt -over swiftly, andy
landed in the Trlangle immediately in front
of Mrs. Stokes, who stood quite still, and
looked at them severely, but with a twinkle
in her eyes. She was looking particularly
charming in a silken evening gown.

““This won’t do, young men!'’ she said,
shaking her head. *“1 suppose I ought 1o
report you for being late.” '

‘“ Yes, Mrs. Stokes,'’ said Handforth and:
Co. meekly. S

A step sounded, and the Head strolled-
into view from behind the shrubbery. Mrs.-
Stokes at once changed.

“ Thank you very much, boys,”’ she said-
warmly. * But you really needn’t have
troubled to all elimb over the wall like
that! DPerhaps I didn’t lose my handker-
chief in the Jane, after all.”’ -

Handforth and Co. understood.

Mr3. Stokces had said nothing uniruthful,’.
but jt was clear that she feared that the
Ilead had seen the delinquents scrambling
over the wall. And so she had insianily
invented a natural explanation of their
suspicious conduct. And the MHead said
nothing on the matter, but merely chatted
with the chums of Study D about the
weather. i ,

““I say, isn't she fine?’* whispered Chureh,
as they passed indoors soon afterwards.
‘“ Absolutely got us out of that hole like a
good 'un! And I was expecting a swishing,
too!”?

Handforth glanced back at Mrs. Stokes
with admiration,

‘“She’s as fine a sportsman as the Hcad?
he declared.

And he couldn’t have given Mrs. Stokes
higher praire than that. |

CHAPTER V.
ROUGH ON TIH2 FIRST ELEYEN.

“ QOK out for dul*
Archie,’”’ said Breift
with a ehuckle.
« Better get right on

the edge of the roa(!;

There's a charabane coming.”

“ How absolutely fearful!
satd Archie Glenthorne.

The two study chums were cycling home
from Bannington, after baving spent a very
enjorable half-holiday at Glenthorne Manor.
it was evening now, and the weather ha




fmnroved considerably. The sky was clear,
and the midsummer air was alive with the
hum of evening insects,

And the Bannington roads were very dusty.

nd a charabane, after all, is a vehicle that
d?:ts no particular regard for other users
of the road. It distributes dust in dense
clouds, and with perfectly lavish generosity.

So Archie Qlenthorne and Alf Brent not
only drew to the side of the road, but
cyeled into a handy gateway, so as to be
gwell clear of the nuisance. And, having
dismounted, they watched the charabanc go

said  AlM.  ““It’'s the First

’ Hallo !’
Eleven!®’

The occupants of the big motlor-coach
were, indecd, Edgar Fenton and his merry
men. The St. Frank's Scnior Eleven were
on their way back from Helmford.

““Who won?"* yelled Brent, as the chara-
banc went by,

‘““Helmford?’’' shouted Morrow, of the
Sixth. *“We Jost by two wickets. Rough
luck, because—'*

The rest of his sentence was drowned by
the nois¢ of the vechicle, but Archie and
Alf had heard enough.

“0h, well, I expected it!’’ said Brent.
“The Helmford College Secnior Eleven is
about the loughest proposition of the term,
I believe, and the First did jolly well to put
up such a good fight.”’

‘““ Absolutely!”> agreed Archie. “ By the
way, dear old soul, don’t we sce the return
match on Saturday?’

“ Yes—weather permitting,” replied Alf.

It was mid-week now, and there had been
quite a deal of talk at St. Frank’s regarding
these two highly important fixtures. The
whole school had regarded defeat as certain
away, but there was general optimisin ‘for
the home match.

The First Eleven were gaining strength,
and by Saturday Fenton hoped to have his
Men in even better fettle. So the defeat of
today would almost certainly be wiped out
on Saturday.

his was the general trend of talk in the
motor.coach itself, as it rolled swiftly on its

“‘lh‘f towards Be:lton.

& Thcr_e’s nothing to worry about.” de-
ared Fenton. “Nees did spiendidly to-day.
€S Ymproving his bowling every match we

{‘:f. and by the end of the week he ought

¢ at the top of his form.”

“(iood old Wales!"” grinned Wilson.
Rees, the Welsh senior, chuckled.

‘“As a matter of fact I'm rath 3
i _ ’ ¢r pleased
G myself,” he admitted. “It’s the first
¢ I've taken two wickets for no runs—

hod in one over, too. If
hat trick on Sat:urda;- ”I can obnly do the

{ 4 .
ﬂn(‘l“q don’t expect you to do the hat trick,
It's

"o good discussing it,” interrupted
::_‘i'l:"l-“ “You’re a fast Lowler, Rees, and
someg~ nlc past week or so you've gained

Speed, too. I'm relying on you for

steady work—not Ilor

Saturday for good,
sensations.”
“Don’t worry—there won’t be any!" said

Rees. “1'm _not muyg enough to expect |
shall do anything startling. But I'm feeling
in the pink, aud 1'll do my durndest.”

““ Spoken like a true Briton!"’ said Morrow

“ And you'rec another man I'm relying on,”
cexciaimed Fenton. “ Your butting has de-
veloped magnilicently just lktely, Morrow,
and 1 you show to-day’'s form on Saturday,
you'll get your century.'

Fenton was not speaking without good
cause.  Morrow had put up &« wonderful
perforinance, batting for an hour and «
gquarter with sound judgment, line vechnique,
atd all-round skill,

Towards the end of the innings he had
opened lhis shoulders, and let drive boundary
after boundary—ounly to be caught out at the
very height of his best form. It had been
the firat error of judgment e had made, an
he had paid the penalty. :

But he was a tower of streaugth to the INirst
Eleven, and on the St. )lrank's ground, be-
fore a St. Frapk's crowd, e would have
more conlidence. Fenton was looking forward
Lo a big performance Irom Morrow.

The motor-coach was just cntering Bellton
Village. _And Morrow and Rees, in the rear ’
seatl, were sitting carelessly on the edge of
the coachwork, discussing several points of
the match.

The charabanc was romping aloug at a fair
speed—1for the road was quite clear, with no
otlier trallic cf any kind iu sight. But just as
the lumbering veliicle was upproaching the
first cottage, a ruther startling iucideat
occurred.

The driver was pointing out a curiously
shaped cloud to two of the senlors who were
on the front seat with him, anud his attention
was momentarily distracted [rom the road.

* Rummiest looking cloud I cver see!™ de.
clared the driver.

Look out!'"

“Hi! Mind that child—
roared Conroy major.

“ What the blazes——"' gasped the driver.

He brought hls attention to the road with
a jerk, and turned pale. The colour fea
from his sunburnt face wilth startling swift-
nesa, and he instinctively jammed both feet
down—one on the clutch-pedal and the other
on the brake.

For, during that short moment of dis-
traction, a toddling little child of about
three had run straight out from the open
door of a cottage. Without lookin% to either
right or left, the Infant ran into the centro
of the road—{full in th2 path of the charging
juggernaut.

‘““ Good heavens!" shouted Fenton hoarsely.

It had all bappened in a flash, , It seemed
that nothing on carth could gave the help-
less child from being crushed beneath the
wheels of the charabanc—for it was utterly
impossible to pull up in such a short space.

A dreadful scream sounded from the
cottage door, and a woman sftood there,



horrified. At the same instant the driver
gave his steering-wheel one mighty wrench,
whirling it round madly. .

The swerve was giddy ard totally unex-
pected. ¢

The great vehicle swung round, and charged
blindly into the hedge, the nearside front
wheel missing the child by a hare foot as it
tore by. Ard Morrow and Rees, sitting so
precarious!y on the coachwork, had absolutely
no chance of saving themselves.

That abrupt swerve caused the pair to lose
their balance, and they toppled over back-
wards and. crashed on to the hard road with
stunning force.

CHAPTER VI.
A JOBP POR MRS. STOKES.

] OU hit the kid—I felt
it!"”? shouted Conroy
major, fcarfully.

The charabanc had
come t0 a sudden jarring halt,
the frort part half-burjed in
the hedge. And in & moment
Conroy and Fenton and the driver Jeapt
down, all their thoughts for the child.

Indeed, they knew nothing of that other
disaster at the rear.

‘““Thank Heaven—it's safe!”” muitered the
driver faintly, :

ITe held on to the dash-board for support.
. For the man had really bhelieved that the
infant Jay a mangled corpse beneath the
coach. Instead of this, the child was stand-
ing near by, looking up at the charabanc with
complacent interest.

And the mother rushed across the road,
whipped up the baby, and fled indoors. $he
probably knew that the blame had been en-
tirely hers—for allowing such a mite to
wander out unguarded.

“Phew! That was too narrow to be
nice!”’ breathed Fenteon.

“Blowed il I know how T missed the kid!"
saud the driver, recovering rapidiy. ‘“ My!
But I could do with half a pint now, to put
me right! It’s a pity these ‘ere young
nippers can’t be looked alter——»

“Here, I say—quick!"" shouted onre of the
other seniors, his voice shrill with alarm.
*““Two of our chaps are on the road!”’

I'enton turned, and looked back quickly.
Ile wasn't alarmed, {or so far he hadn't the
faintest idea that two of his men had been
flung out at the moment of the swerve. In-
deed, nobody had known until now, for
Morrow and Rces had becen at the extreme
rear—and all the others had stared ahead.

“What on earth—"> began Penton,
aghast.

To his utter dismay, he beheld two twisted
forms lying am the hard road, a few fect
behind the rear of the charabane, and a
little to the side. Their white flanne!s were
torn and hegrimed—and, most horrifying of
all!il they were in a tangled heap, and quite
still.

shouted - -Fenton

“What's
hiercely.
“ Goodness knows!’”

happened?”

gasped one of the
otl‘ljers. "“I happened to glance back, and—
and—

“] know!"’ muttered Fenton, a3 he leapt

forward. ‘Morrow and Rees! They were
sitting on the edge! That swerve, You
know—*

they must have Kkilled

“Good heavens,
white as a

themselves!’” said Conroy, as
sheet.

The child was completely forgotten, and all
the seniors and the driver gathered round the
inert forms of the two seniors. And this
shock had come just when they had been
congmtulutin§ themselves that disaster had
been avoided!

Morrow was the first victim to be picked
up. He was apparently lifeless, his face
waxen, and the pallor accentuated by a
stream of blood pouring from an ugly gush
on his forehead.

‘““ He's dead !’ breathed Conroy, horrified.

*“No, he’s not; but he’s had a horrible
stmash on the head!”’ said Fenton, his voice
husky and unsteady. ‘* He must have twisted
as he fell, and hit the road face down-
wards!” :

Tenderly Morrow was lifted up, and carried
on to the grass. And there lay Rees, moan-
ing painfully, no injury belng apparent at
first. Then it was seen that his right hand
was smothered in dust aud blood.

“It's all right—I'm not hurt much!” heo
gasped. '

“ But your hand’s torn to ribbons!" sald
Fenton. :

“I caught It on those infernal flints!”
muttered Rees. ‘“Morrow hbit the ground
with his head—I bhelicve he’s killed! Don’t
bother about me! Fetch a doctor, some-
body— Oh! Oh!” .

They had commenced picking him up—
using a little more vigour than they had
applied to Morrow. And Rees fairly groaned
with agony, and his face twisted with tbe
suffering.

“It’s—it’s my chest!” he panted. “I-—1
can’t make out——>» '

He didn't get any [urther, for the words
died on his lips, and he lay there, still moan- .
ing. It was now obvious that he was hurb
much more secriously than the seniors had
at first supposed.

And they were startled beyond measure.
It was all the more stunning because the
accident had been unknown to them until it
was all over. It was little short of bewilder
ing to find the two seniors in such sore
straits. :

I'enton recovered his wits quickly. .

“It's ng good—we can't leave them here!”
he said- sharply. ¢ The only thing to do is
to lift them info the coach, and rush them to
Dr. Brett's surgery. It's the quickest and
casiest.”’

The others agreed.

Morrow was laid tenderly on one of the
long, cushioned seats, and he was still ub-
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conscious—although now, to the general re-
lief, 2 touch of colour had crept back into his
cheeks. o _

Rees, half-delirious, was Jifted up and
placed on another scat, And the other
agitated and shaky, climbed on
board, and the charabanc moved forward.

By this time Archie Glenthorne und Alf
Brent had cycled up, and had become aware
of the truth. They bhad had a few words with
one of the seniors while the coach was being
packed out of the hedge.

“] say, you youngsters, rush on ahead,
‘and have the doctor all ready,” shouted
Fenton. *“ And tell him it’s urgent !’

« Absolutely!"’ panted Archic crisply.

It was surprising and refreshing to see the
way
bici'clc leap under him. Always regarded as
a lazy siacker, he now proved that when it
came to an emergency he was ready for it.
Even Alf Brent had difliculty in Keeping

ce.
pa'l‘he two juniors fairly Aung themselves ofl
their machines outside Dr. Brett’s house,
and they rushed up the garden and ham-
mered at the door urgently.

It was opened by a maidservant.

“The doctor—quick!"’ shouted
¢ There's been an accident——"'

“0Oh, my!" said the startlied girl.

“Kindly informn Dr. Brett-—" .

“The doctor ain’t in!'’ gasped the maid-
servant. “ He went out an hour ago, and he
won't be back just yet—?

“Not in!" broke in Archie. “Oh, I say,
that's perfectly frightful! What on earth
shall we do, Alf, old darling?”

“Look here,” said AlM, turning swiftly to
the girl. “ As soon as Dr. Brett comes In,
send him up to the school ss fast as he can
travel! Two of our fellows have been badly

hurt-._uml there isn't a4 sceond to bLe lost!
Promise, won't you?" .

. The girl promised at once, and the two
jumiors turned back to the road just as the
charabanc was slowlng up.

“It's no good—the doctor’'s out!” siouted

Brent.

All.  *“You'd better take 'emm on to the
;sltglool. Mr. Lee is a marvel at surgery, and

up can give first aid until Dr. Brett turns

“Good man!’ said Fenton.
better do that.”

Under the circumstances, there was no-
thing else for it.

It was disappointing and alarming to dis-
Cover that the mediecal man was not avail-
able. The condition of the two injured
g;:mors was apparently grave. Morrow, par-

Cularly, was causing apprehension.

nelsle showed no signs of returning conscious-
A ks, and that awful wound on his hea:l
of t?l? twenty times as serious on account
suft ¢ bleeding. Rees was conscious, lLut
T]L;rmg much agony.

¢¥ had both been patched up in a tem-
Eﬁi\'&r}' hkm_d of way, all available handker-
_ 3 Maving been used as bundages. And

“Yes, we'd

in which Archie Glenthorne made his-

| convinced that Morrow
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the whole party was greatly relieved when
St. Frank’s was reached.

As luck would have it, Mrs. Stokes was
crossing - the Triangle when Archie Glen-
thorne and Alf Brent tore madly through
the gateway on their machines—having come
on in advance to inform the Head and Nel-
son Lee, and have everything in readiness.

Mrs. Stokes listened anxiously while Archie
told her what bad cccurred, Al having
rushed indoors to find Nelson Lee. The
story quickly got abou:t, and the Triangle
wis soon crowded with excited, anxious [el-
lows. The news of the accident had caused
something of a sensation.

Prompt measures were taken. Nelson Lee
giave swift, crisp orders, and beds wcere in-
stantly got ready in th2 school sanatoriuom.
Hot water was placed handy, lint, bandages,
and everything essential to first aid.

And the Head’s wife proved herself to he
a wonder. Without hesitation she appointied
herself nurse, and made a great many of
the preparations herself—and later, when
the patients arrived, she tended them with
lher own hauds.

All sorts of rumours got about concern-
ing the accident, &nd half the scaool wuas
would die without
recovering comnsciousness. And crowds col-
lected, waiting for news.

In the sanaterium, Nelson Lee made a
careful examination, and Featon and one
or two other seniors who had been admitted
stood by, anxious and gravely troubled.

“JIs there any hope, sir?” venturcd Fenton,
at last.
. His paticnce was at the breaking point,
and now that the two injurad seniors were
being carefully tended and baudaged, he
could not refrain from asking the question.

““Hope?” repeated Nelson Lee, with a
slight smile. “ My dear Fenton, you have
appurently gained a totally wrong impres.
gsion Both Morrow and Rees are only super-
ficially hurt.”

“ You—you mean they’ll recover, sir?”

“ Within a weck they'll be out and about,”
replied Nelson Lee. “Morrow is suffering
from a badly twisted wrist and slight con-
cussion. His skull is quite unfractured. and
the wound is only sKkin deep. Rees, I am
afraid, has a smashed rib, but his injured
hand will soon mend.”

This was good news, indeed. And it was
corroborated by Dr. DBrett when the latter
turned up soon nfterwards. Dr. Brett took
a {ight view of the patients’ condition, and
declared that there was nothing to worry
about.

And so the scensation turned out to be a
comparatively mild alfair, after all. But
it was generally gcknowledged that both
Morrow and Rees were extremely lucky to
have escaped serious injury.

And now that the anxiety was over,
Edgar Fenton had fresh worry and trouble
to concern him. Ia the fArst excitemenf he



had had no time to consider the inevitable
~outcome of this accident.

But he thoucht of it now—and almost
groaned with vexation.

CHAPTER VI1I.
EDGAR FENTON'S DILEMMA,

HE next day both Mor-
row and Rees were
greatly improved. Mor-
row lad recovered

consciousness, and was now
fairly comfortable. Indeed,
_ he was already talking ubout
being out in three days.

His sprained wris~ had swollen to an
enormous size, and it would be some hittle

time before he could use his right arm
again. But be was cheerful enough, and

mending splendidly.

Rees was not bandaged so much, but bhis
broken rib remlered him quite heipless. And
the two patients received many visits from
fricnds during the course of the day.

And Mrs. Stokes carned universal praise
by her devotion to duty. It became known
that she hed spent the whole of the pre-
vious evening, and the best part of tho
night, by Morrcw’s bedside, waiting for the
unfortunate senior to recover consciousness.

The Head’s wife had heea popular hefore,
but this evidence of her sportsmanship cn-
dearced her to the hearts of the entire school.
Seniors as well as junjors were 1ow her
slaves,

And the Head himsell was all concern and
anxiety. HMe spent over an hour with the
patients that morning, cheering them up,
and doing his utmost to make them feel
happy.

But there was one fellow who n¢eded the
Head’s cheery companionzhip more than any-
boidy else—and this fellow was Fenton, of
the Sixth. For the senior Sports Skipper of
St. Frank’s was in the decpest depths of
despondency.

‘““ You look worried, old man,” remarked
the Ilead, ns he happcned to puss Fenton ine
the Triangle. **Thinking about your friends
in the sanny?” )

“Yes, sir.” :

‘“My dear man, set yeur mind at rest,”
smiled Dr. Stekes. *“ Both Morrow and Rees
are quite comfortable and——"

“Yes, I krow, sir—but I'm not thinking
about them in that way,” interrupted Fen.
ton. “ As a matter of fact. I'm Infernally
relfish, and I suppose 1 ought to be kicked,
Goodness knows, thay couldn’t help the acci-
dent, and it’s iovt a matter of rotten luek.”

"Dr. Stokes looked at the school captain
curiously.

“What do you mean about being selfish?”
he asked.

*Why, sir, I'm not worried about Morrow
and Rces because they're laid up, but be-
cause I'm . deprive.d | of thelr services,”

growled Fenton. “Of all the ghasily luck!
My best men! Botih of them down at the
same time, and both uscless for the next
two or three weeks!”’

The Head nodded sympathetica'ly.

“Oh!" he said slowly, comprehending,
** Cricket, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” admittel Fenton,

“0Oh, well, I supposec cricket is about as
important as most other things,” smiled
Dr. Stokes, nodding. ‘*‘Coma along, you
fellows, join in the diseussion.”

Wilson and Carlile and Mills—all of the
Sixth—had strolled up, wonlering what theé
conversation was about. They were all Jook-
ing glum. The IHHead burst into a laugh.

‘**Come, come, this won't do!"” he said
briskly. “1 ean’t bave you going about
with thesc long faces!” -

‘“ But you don't seem to understand, sir,”
sanid Fenton miserably. * Morrow's my star
batsman, and I can’t replace him. As for
Rees, he was just developing into the hot-
test bhowler we've cver turned out. And
now, at one blow, they'ra lost to us.”

“ But obnly tcmporarily,” sald the llcad,
“They’ll both be fit again in a week of
two—"

“But there's the Helmford match on
Saturday, sir,” put in Carlile.
“0Oh! The Helmford match?” repeated

Dr. Stokes. ‘“You played Helmford College
yesterday, didn’t you? Ard so the return
fixture is arrangad for Saturday, eh? 1 can
appreciate your position, H'm! It's a bit
of a twister, isn't 't2”

Fenton nodded with decp gloorh.

“There’s only ounc thing for 1t, sir—wo
shall be whacked!” he declared. ** Helm-
ford are particularly bhot this season, and
they haven't been beatcir yet. They've got
a clean sheet of wins, And we were going
to pull them off thei, high perch on Satur-
duy, and make thcm sing small.”

“And now, of course, it's impossible,”
added Mills gloomily. *“[ wish you could
have heard some of the Heilmford fellows
boasting yesterday., sir! They're a decent
crowd, on the whole, but it made my hlood

| boil when some of the bragzing chaps started

tlieir talk. Melmford is certain of a win
on Saturday. and we were going to make
them eat their own words.”

“I1t may not bhe too latc, even now," said
the Head.

“0Oh, yes, it is, sir,” replied Fenlon
quickly. * With our two stars helpless,
we shall just about be wiped ont of ex-
istence on our own ground. I1t'll be the
biggest licking in First Eleven history.”

Dr. Stokes laugined aloud.

“What's the idea of this?” he demanded
boisterously. ¢ Gocd gracious, you're losing
the mateh before you start it! What's the
matter?  Where's  your  determination?
Make up your minds to win, and go straight
forward with that iotenticu! Losk upon
defeat as impossible! Jt's the will you
want, you duliers—the wijll!”

Fenton siuiled rucfully,
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« That auto-suggestion stuff sournds all
right, in theory, sir, but it doesn’t work
out in practice,” he said. “We can make
up our minds firmly enough, but it’s a good
howler we need—not the determination to

Without eficient players, we can't

win.
hope to muake much of a show. And I've
got no substitutes for those two fellows. Of
course, 1 can find a couple of reserves,
put that’s not the same thing.”

The Head nodded.

¢ Oh, well, I =svppose I shall have to

Jeave you to fight your own battles,” he
said. **But if any brilllant idea comes to
me, I'll pass it over free gravis. Ierhaps
there's a solution, after all.”

Dr. Stokes nodded cheerily, and strolled off
towuards Little Side. And Fenton and Dhis
men _stood in & group, grave and glum.
With the departur: of tho Head, all cheer
had gont too.

“Jle's a go.d sort—a regular topholer:”
'semarked Carlile.  “But what’s the good?
we're booked for a licking on Saturday, and
there's no sense in blinking the fact.”

“«Of course, I'll try and whip iy Mmen
into shupe as much as I can,” said Fenton
grimly. “It's no good sitting still, any-
how. There’s no telling—somebody might
perform a miracle on Saturday, aend .turn
the tide. But we can't expect to do much
unless we're well prepared—unless we make
up our minds to do our durndest.”

And Fenton at once hustled the others off
to collect the entire First Eleven for prac-
tice. The senior skipper had suddenly real-
ised that inactivity was worse than useless.

Indeed, it seemed very much as thou_gh
the Head's little hint about determination
had taken root.

CIIAPTER VIIIL
THE HEAD S STAGGERING PROPOSAL,

LACK! :

1t was a bheaullful

hit, and Jerry Dodd

was just as pleased as
Handforth. Jerry knew ex-
actly how much trickiress he
. _ had put into that ball, and
it delighted himm to see the way Handforth
Judged it to

the leather hurtling boundarywards.
“ By jinga! That was a good 'un!” he
sh:::u!ed enthusiastically.
l h'ot $0 bad,” agreed Handforth, care-
nt'fsﬂ} fcaning on his bat. “ Nothing to me,
course—l take ecverything that comes!

‘N set now i
shift me o and nothing on earth can
i . . :
Good man!” I griuned. “You're im-

Proving, Handy.”

wasn't facctious, elther.

Study D had The leader of

RiNg hute always been a boisterous, slog-
el dJatsman. His chief fault was his reck-
and €33. He would slog away =t anything
“% everything, taking all balls in the

absolute perfection, and sent

same way, and hitting wita every ounce of
his power.

As a rule, he lasted for a comfortable [f-
teen or twenty runs, and he would gencrally
mount these up rapidly. His innings, ac-
cordingly, were nearly always swift, sensa-
tional, and spectacular—proving ol great in-
terest to the onlookers. DBui Handforth
wasn't a stayer. In nearly every mateh he
was either clean bowled or caught out.

“How do you like this one?” asked Jerry
Dodd.

He took his short, easy rua, and delivered
a lightning ball with the speed of a bullet.
Handforth’s bat whirlea dowa, and away
went the leather skywards. lle was caught,
but that didn’'t worry him a bit—this was
only practice, anyhow. And, somehow,
Handforth never really considered himself
out untll he saw his wicket in a state of
wreckage.

i“ An}'

‘“Easy!"” he said, with a sniff.
more?”’ ‘ -

Jerry sent down another ball, and this
looked so shaple and soft that ¥andforth
fairly opened his shoulders. Swish! Iis

bat swept down, and there was a crash just
behind  him,

He stared at his wicket
blankly. The middle stump, for some reason,
was missing. :

“Who did that?”’ Ie demanded wrathfully.

‘“ Ha, ha, hat” . -

‘“That ball was a regular snortier!” 1
grinned. *“I think I'l have a shot now,
Handy—" .

“ Hold on! What about me?” asked the
Head, strolling up. .

We had observed that Dr. Stokes was
watching, but we had hardly expected him
to join in. He took Lhe bat from ITandforth
and handled it lovingly. For the Head was
an enthusiastlic cricketer.

Little Side was quite crowded with fellows,
and cveryvbody walched with great interest.
The Head’s habit of joining in the junipr
sports was well known by now, and nobody

thought anything of it. DBut Dr. Stokes
a]lwa}'s livened things up when he came
along.

“ Come on, Jerrv—get me out first ball!™
sang out the Hend. -

~** Right, sir!” grinned the Australian
junior.

Whizz—ecrash!

Jerry obligingly shattered the Head's
wicket. Dr. Stokes glanced round at it and
chuckled. And the onlookers, who had been
a bit scared, were relieved. :

“ By jingo, you're hot!” shouted the
Head. “ I thought I had that ball judged

to a fraction! Supposing we have another
try 7

Dr. Stokes was at the wicket for ten
minutes, and he sampled my Dhowling as

well as Jerry's. He had put up an excellent
show, but he found the bowling exceedingly
tricky and difficult.

After that he stood looking on, and was
greatly impressed by the exhibition of
critket that the juniors provided. The Head
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was particularly. pleased with Jerry Dodd’s
batling. The Australian junior was perfect
--his poise was something to wonder at;
his jwdgment almost unique. .

“That boy's a living wonder!” declared
the Head firmly. '

** I know it, sir. Hasn't he played in pro-
fcasional matches?” I said. *“ I don’t know
what the Junior Eleven would do without
him! He’s ten times better than any other
iman in the team!i”

Dr. Stokes shook his head.

“* Rubbish!” he replied. ** When it comes
to batting, Nipper, your own form is not
far short of Dodd’'s. You're not such a
good bowler, I'll admit, but with the bat
you're a mountain of strength.”

** Thanks, sir!” I smiled. “ I didn't know
I was so J;ood!” '

*“There"s Handforth, too,” went on the
Head. ‘1 like bhis dashing sityle. A fellow
of his fype might easily score a century—
nithough he’s somewhat reckless. Upon my
word, Nipper, you've got a fine team here:~

“I'm glad you think so, sir,”” 1 replied,
gratified. ‘‘ Oh, herc comes Christine. He’s
the skipper of the College House team, sir.
Just wait until you sce Christine howling.”

The Head didn’t have to wait long.

Bob Christine got to work against Jerry
Dodd; and for all Jerry’s extraordinary
prowess, he dealt very cautiously with Bob’s
bowling. For Christine bad Improved
amazingly since the previous season. His
form this term was quite remarkable, and
he had developed into a bowler of the very
finest quality. .

** Splendid!” declared the Head., ‘1 shall
he exceedingly interesied in the next match.
And it's a bit of a shame I'm not a boy
myself; I'd like to join In, confound it'”

He waited a few minutes longer. and then
went off In the direction of Big Side, where
Fenton was working his own men grimly and
energetically. . The First Eleven was putting
in some vigorous practice.

Fenton was still looking despondent. And
now that Dr. Stokes was taking a close look
at the senior cricket, he was not altogether
surprised. There was nothing particularly
impressive in Lthe display.

“ I'm taking your advice, sir,” said Fen-
ien, as he raised his cap to the Head.
“I'm working my men full speed, and we'll
do -our very utmost to win on Saturday.”
“*“That’s the style,” satd Dr. Stokes. nod-
ding. * I'll he frank, Fenton, and tell you
at once that I'm not overwhelmed with
‘admiration. Your men need more vim in
‘their work., They're too sluggish.”

“I'm doing tha Dbest Y can, sir," said

Featon,

p—
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Dr. Stoke. turned, and looked away
towards Little Side. e was just in time
to sec Jerry Dodd send a bhall whizzing to
the boundary.

“Look here, old man, P've got an idea’
said the Head confidentially. ** You're short
of first-class players, aren’t you? Without
Morrow and Rees you expect to lose cn
Saturday, eh??

“1'm afratd it’'s a certainty, sir.”

** Nonsensc!” sald Dr. Stokes Dbriskiv,
“ Man alive, you're talking ahout defeatl—
and we’'ve got enough talent in the school
to knock Helmford sideways!”

Fenton and {wo or three other seniors
looked surprised. |

‘“ Tow do »ou mean, sir?”’ asked Carlile,

The Head pointed towards Little Side.

“ That's what 1 mean,” he replied Lriefly,

THE TEST.

uttered an exclama-
juniors, sir?"  he  asked
“ But it's impossible, sir'”’ burst out l-‘én-
boys in a senior match! It wouldn't be
any particular law against that sort “of
‘ 0f course not, sir!” he growled. ** But—
junior has never been fncluded in the seniop

change?” smiled Dr. Stokes.

asked Conroy major.

appreciate all this old-fashioned adherence
important fixture for Seturday, and you tal}
“ Xonsense, sir?”  protested  Fenton
“ But—but the Senior School is as widely
his excitement. * You—you don’t seem to

FENTON stared for =&
tion.
incredulously,
ton. *““We couldn’t think of it! It's--it’s
right! We couldn't do jt!”

‘*Is there
thing? Would it be a criminal offence?”
but—  Well, it simply isn’t done, that’s
sports.”

All the seniors looked at him aghast.

“I was never more 80,” replied the Head.
to worn-out 1iradition. These junior boys
about refusing their aid. Frankly, I don’t
indignantly.
separated from the Junier School as the
understand, sir—*’

CHAPTER IX.
moment, and then
“ You—you don't mean the
*“Of course I mean the juniors!”
unheard of! We couldn’t play any junior
“XNo?"” said the Head calmly.
Fenton was rather red with vchemence.
all. In the whole history of St. Frank’s a
““Then isn’t it time we made a bit of &
“ You’re not really secrious, sir, are you?’
“I'm sorry, old man, but I don't quite
are  expert cricketers, they've got no
understand such nonsenge!”
** Certainly it’s nonsensc!”
poles!” burst nut Fenton, nearly shouting I
‘“ Thank you, Fenton!” smiled the Head.



2 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ]{@ (5

- .]fb'
.'. .

“I'm sorry, sir; T didn't mean to be
fude!” said the school captain, calmed by
Dr. Stokes® tone. ** Oh, but--—-but it would
be unprecedented for us to include juniors
in the tleam. And the news would get
about, and every other school would laugh
at us.”

“ Very possibly; and after that they would
admire yow,”” retorted the Ilead. “I'l
warrant there are plenty of schools that
would be only (oo willing to follow an
example. They're too much bound up with
these traditions to break free of their own
accord. , Don’t imagine for a moment that
I've come to St. Frank's with the intention
of making radical alterations. But in a

the Remove feilows belong to SU. Trank's
just as much as you do.”

“1T admit that, sir, but there's one point
you've completely overlooked,’” said IFenton.
** The juniors ma; be pretty smart at their
own cricket, put it doesn’t come up to the
sentor standard.”

“ Sorry, but I don't azrea,” sald the Head.

“ Of course. you’ve bheen watching them,
sir, but you e¢an't judge by that,” put in
Carlile. “* On their own ground, and playing

they can do some
But against us they'd

amongst themselves,
pretty good thimgs.
fall to bits.”

“ They'd be useless in the Helmford maten,
sir,” said Ienton.

The great vehicle swung round, and charged blindly into the hedge, the near
elde front wheel missing the child by a bare foot as it tore by.

Simple matte- of this sort my mind is made
Up.  You've got an important match for
Saturday, vour team is weakened through
injuries, " and that weakness could be
remedicd by including some juniors. Why

I the name of all that’s reasonable can’t
you see jtor

1"‘ent0n took a deep breath. .

A thi do see it, sir; but I simply daren't do
ung of that sort,’”” he confessed. ** After
» W's only in a case of cmergency—"’

Pro I;rec”.“?‘}'!”.said_ the Head. “ I wouldn't
Ele{'gese Including junior hoys In the First
reme:nb A3 2 permanency, But always
wiiiciber one thing, Fenton. St. Frank's

¢ plaring this game on Saturday, and

“T can only say that you're a couple of
prejudiced mules!” said Dr. Stokes candidly.
*I've been watching the juniors, and I've
been watching you. And I suggest that you
drop Stevens and Frinton, and substitute
four members of the Remove--Nipper, Dodd,
Handforth and Christin>. Do that, and
you’ll stand a fine chance of winning."”

Fenton looked very uncomfortable, and so
did the others. Frinton, indeed, was indig-
nant, although he said nothing. Stevens was
fortunately absent at the moment. But the
Head’'s judgment was remarkably sound, for
he had placed his fingers on the two weakest
men in the First Eleven.

And he had made his suggestion serlously.



Which was dccidedly awkward for Fcenton.
He would have to turz down the HMead's
idea, of course, but it vas a ticklish busi-
ness. You can't treat a headmaster as you
can trcat anybody else,

*“I'm afraid you're wrong, sir.” said the
school captain at last. **]Jf we played those
fcur juniors we should come a Dbigger crop-
per than ever. And we should be ridiculed
up hill and down dale.”

*“In other words, you reject my brilliant
suggestion?”

“*Well, sir, I—-I—— That js—"
‘“ Come on; out with it! Yes or no?”
“ Well, yes, sir, 1 do rejeet it,”” said

Fenton grufly.

“ At l!cast, we know where we stand,”
smiled Dr. Stokes, in no way put out. ** But
there's fortunately a way of putting this
matter to the test.”

‘* How, siri”

‘“ You've got your complete eleven on the
spot. haven't you?”

** Yes, sir.”

“ Well, the juniors arc all on Little Side,
so we have our two teams. My proposal is
that you should play the Junior Eleven at
once and settle the poini, one way or the
other.”

** But there jsn’'t time. sir,’”” said Fenton
weakly.

‘** Plenty!” declaréd Dr. Stokes, glancing
at his wateh. “ I'll give you all an extra
hour to-night; the daylight will last quite
satisfactorily. Now, Fenton, are you game?”

Fenton laughed. _

“0Of course I'm game, sir,”” he replied.
** But I'm afraid you'll get a bit of a shock.
We can wipe out these juniors in less than
hatf an hour. They don’t stand a dog's
chance!”

‘““ And yet 8 moment ago you said there
wouldn’t be time!” chuckled the Head.
‘“ Well, we'll see. Have the match in the
ordinary regulation way, and if the juniors
prove sound-—if they put up a thoroughly
gcod fight—I shall expect you to choose the
best junior players for Saturday’s match.”

Fenton _nodded at once.

“ It the juniors put up any show at all,
sir, I promise that they’ll be given the
chance you want,”” he replied grimly. ‘' The
final decision regarding lhe Helmford match
will rest upon the result of this test.”

Fenton walked briskly away, and the Head
smiled placidly. He had got his own way,
and he fcit confident of the result. Somehow
he had an idea that the seniors would bhe
the shocked party.

It was still quite early in the evening, and
there were two good hours before supper
And as the month was June, daylight would
Jast right up until bedtime—indeed, until
ten o'clack, if neceasary.

Fenton approached me just as I was set-
ting my lleld for a scratch House mateh—
Bob Christice and I having just fixed it up.

““Hold on a minute, you [ellows,” saild
Fenton, ([2ellng a perfeet fool. “ You
haven't started yet, have yon?”
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“Just going to,” I replied. .

‘““YWell, drop this game of yours, arnd
select your strongest eleven,’”” said Fenton.
“We'll give you a game—seniors versus
juniors.”

-1 gave a kind of gulp, and stared.
‘“What's the joke?’” I got out at last.
‘““You young idiot! I'm serious!' snapped

Fenton. ¢ The 1llead’s got an idea that

some of you kids are smarter than the First!

S0 we're going to play a match with you

straight ofl—and il you last longer than

hall-an-hour, [I'll. give you each a putty
medal !”

‘““We're going to play the First?” yelled
ITandforth.

““ Yes—and if you prove yourselves better
than the senlors, I'lt play the pick of you
in S8aturduy's match against llelmford,” rc-
plied Fenton. *It’s the llead’s ldea, of
course, but I'm game to carry it out.”

I grabbed at IFenton's arm.

“ Honour bright?’’ I demanded tensely.

‘ Honour bright!*”” he replied, without In
the lcast realising that he had Irrevocably
commitied himself. For Fenton was suflfer-
ing from the delusion that the Junior Eleven
was a kind of children's party.

CIHAPTER X.
BoNOUR BRICAT!

¢« MPOSSIBLE!”’ sald

Bob Christine, staring.

“My dear chap, it

a faet!” I said

crisply. ¢ We're playing the

First Eleven right away—only

& scratch aflair, of course,

but it’s our chance! By Jove, we're going

to grab it with both hands, and even our
giddy toe-nalls! So brace yourself up!” -

The junlors could scarcely credit the in-
formation. Apnd this wasn’t very surprising,
for it was an unheard of thing for the
lordly, high and mighty First Eleven to even
cast a glance in the direction of the lowly
juniors.

‘“Jt's the Head's doing, of course,” sald
Christine, when he had found some breath.
““By jimminy! What a sport he is! What
a downright corker to have for a Head-
master!”

“ And so say all of us!” declared Hand-
forth, nodding.

1f Dr. Stokes had bheen dcliberately aim-

ing for popularity in the Junior School, he -

could not have gone a bletter way to work.
But he hadn't even thought of gaining popu-
larity; he nad made the suggestion because
it struck him as being the most common
sense way out of a difficulty. |

The news spread llke wildfire, and before
the match started, half the school was on
the spot, and the other half was on the way.
For this was an affair that interested every
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type of fellow, from the highest to the
lowest.

And the very unusual nature of it was
atartling, too. XNobody believed the story
at first, and there were some who wouldn't
be convinced until they saw the two elevens
actually on Big Side. For it was a stagger.
ing blow at all convention to play a game
of this kind.

Fenton and 1 gravely tossed up, just as
though it were a serious match. And so |t
was—from our point of view. The seniors
preferred to regard it with much laughter,
-and they were expecting some comie enter-
tainment.

I'enton won the toss, and gpleeted to bat
first. So the Junior Eleven took the ficld,
and the game started—the Ilead himself
and Mr. Cliflord acting as umpires. Round
the ropes of Big Side an almost record
crowd had collected, and the interest was
at fever piteh.

‘“Oh, well, I suppose it's the best thing to
show these kids up.” said Carlile conde-
scendingly. “If we had refused to meet
‘em, everybody would have said that we were
afraid. It's far better to have the farce,
and knock the kids into the middle of next

week.”
‘“Yes, rather!” agreed Stevens,  We'll
make the juniors look so jolly =silly that

they’ll remember the incident for years!”

. And the two Sixth Formers chuckled with
great amusement,

Fenton himsell eame out to bhat,
Wilson as a partner, It was the School
Captain’s cheerful intention to run up a
score of about fifty, with Wilson’s help, and
then deelare.

Then he would wipe out the juniors in one
coniinuous succession—getting them all out
for n score of fifteen or twenty. By arrang-
ing the match in this way, the ridicule that
would he leaped upon the Junior Eleven
would keep it in its proper place for nall

with

time. And it would also be a little hint to
Ei:lemdlead that his advice wasn't always

Unhappily for Tenton, events didn't quite
Pan out as he expected.

For example, the first ball of the match
was sent down by Jerry Dodd, and Wilson’s
Wicket, for some extraordinary reason, flew
to pieces. Wilson didn't see the ball go by,
and nobody else saw it. But there was no
question that the wicket was shattered.

“Great Scott!” said Wilson blankly.
““Hurrah!'”

““Good old Jerry!

l._;Wilsc-n glanced across at Fenton,
g:_iton felt exceedingly annoyed. This was
absurd. A Aduke, of course, but it gave the

juniors a standing they didn’ _
first ball of the nﬁatch}: a;ol!l t deserve. The

t‘h(,:;z:rlile came out, after informing Wilson
In 4 he Was a careless idiot. And Wilson,
'¢ pavilion, was busily explaining to a

and

group of his [riends exactly how the fluke
had happcuoed.

But Carlile was very careful. It occurred
to him that it was just possible that Jerry
Dodd’s bowling was tricky. So Carlile dealt
with the first one very gingerly. Ile denlt
with the second one even more gingerly,
and the third ball found him decidedly
nervous.

To be exact, he dlscovered, to his complete
astonishment, that the Australian junior
was as hot as mustard. His bowling was
not merely dangerous, but terrifving.

The first over was a horrible failure, for
not a single run was gained, and Fenton
looked quite, upset. It was little short of
disgraceful that the game should start with
a malden over when they were only playing
these absurd juniors!

Christine had the bowling now, and he pro-
ceecded to shake Fenton-up pretty consider-
ably. It i3 true that Fenton sent the
lenther to the boundary with a beautiful
cut, and immediately afterwards he scored
a perfect three. But it was a dreadful
shock for the Sixth when Jerry Dodd, at
the beginning of the next over, got the
senior skipper out.

He sent down a ball that looked perfectly
easy, Fenton swung his bat round and sent
the leather away with a superb ¢ clack.”
But it rose, dangerously, and fell neatly
into Tregellis-West’s hands.

‘‘Tow’s that?”
“Out!™

The cheers from the Juniors .were posl-
tively disgusting. Fenton had never felt so
small as he did at that moment. Ie had
scored nine! And so it went on.

By the time two other seniors had been
dismissed, Fenton came to the conclusion
that it wouldn’t be wise for him to declare.
The juniors were on their mettle, and the
seniors were careless. The result was a fore-
gone conclusion.

It was Just a case of over-confidence suc-
cumbing to highly eflicient skill. The Junior
Eleven knew the nature of its task, and
every mcmber was on tip-toe to do bLis
utmost. _

And the result, while being deliriously
glorious from the Remove's point of view,
was little short of disastrous to the Upper
School. For the First Eleven was completely
dismissed for thirty-nine runs!

The Head said nothing. But he wore a
tranquil smile, and Fenton didn‘'t dare go
near him. lle decided that there was only
one chance of recovering the game. .And
that was to wipe out the juniors for an
insignificant score. But IFenton's confidence
was pot quite so supreme now.

Jerry Dodd and I opened the innings. and
in less than five minutes Fenton's hopes
were dashed to the ground. For we were
getting runs at an alarming rate—knocking
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#hlfl senlor bowling into every corner of the
eld.

By the evd of the third over we were
firmly set, and the score had already
mounted to thirty-live! Five minutes later
saw the I'lrst Eleven score benten, and the
junjors had won!

But the match didn’t stop there. This
was really a test, and so we kept on. 1
made u slight misealculation, and was run
out, and Handforth took my place.

As a general rule I hadn’t got much faith
in Bdward Oswald, for his recklessness was
a byword. But on this occasion he couldn’t
do wrong. He swiped awny with suprenie
confidence at everything, and procceded to
send the seniors leather-hunting with a
vengeance.

It was the Headmaster himself who brought
the farce to an end. lle called to Femton,
and asked bim point-blank whether the test
had been a fallure or a sucecess. And Fenton
was obliged to ¢limb down.

“]1 was wrong, sir,” he said frankly. 1
hadn't the faintest idea that these young-
sters were =0 wonderful! Nipper and Dodd
are particularly fine, and Christine 13 a
glorions howler.” '

“ Good man!"” sald the Head heartlly. ™1
was -sure you wouldn’t disappoint me. Fen-
ton. There’s nothing like being eandid. !
dl?;(’:fny you're a bit surprised at this result,
¢

“I'm staggered, sir.”

“Well, I'm not,” smiled the Head. ¢ Of
course, it wouldn't do to take this test as
any real criterion. You fellows started the
game with the Insuperable handicap of
swelled heads. And the juniors started with
a full realisation of the task before them.
They’ve simply wiped you up, Fenton.”

“By Jove, they have, sir,”” said Fenton
ruefully.

“1 have no douht the result would be very
difficrent In another mateh—a carefully
organised game.’”” went on the Head. ¢ The
junlors would almost certainly lose, for then
you'd be an your mettle. But I'll warrant
they wonld lose honourably. Well, have you
dectded 7"

‘“Yes, sir,” replied Fenton, turning round
and beckoning to me. “Nipper, I want you
to forgive me for being such an arrogant
duffer. I wns going to teach you a lesson,
but you’ve taught me one Instead!”

“ Nothing of the sort,” I smiled. ¢ We've
simply come to a better understanding—
that’s all.”

“I gave you my word of honour before
we started this game, and I’'Il Ekeep it,”
went on the schoonl skipper. ¢ But don’t
think I don’'t want to-—I shall be only too
delighted if you and Dodd and Christine and
Handforth will play for the First Eleven
on Saturday.”

‘““Thanks!” I sald delightedly.
play? You can put our pames down #s
certalm startersl”

.practice. The juniors

“Will we

CHAPTER XI.
PATTY IN CLOVER.

HE next day noboldy
could talk of anything
else but the sensa-
tional defeat of the
Senior Eleven, and the stili
\ more sensational Inclusion

- of four juniors in the senlo;
team- chosen to play against Helmford
College.

The Head was glven all the credit—as he
deserved.

Ilis unconventionality was the talk of the
scl,00l. And with the juniors, especially,
he was a greater hero than ever before.
Nobody could say a word against Dr.
Stokes. He had -giver the juniors the
greatest chance they had ever had—and the
juniors were grateful.

The Sixth, on the other band, was rather
shocked.:

Fenton’s decision to include four Re-
movites in the First Eleven were received
with hot criticisin i many quarters. It
wes regarded as a dangerous experiment.

There were plenty of seniors ready and
williug enough to explain away the sen-
sational defeat, and to prophesy that the
juniors would only briog ridicule and de-
fecat upon the whele school in the Helmford
match.

But Fenton remained firm. Ile had given
his word, and, what was more, e was con-
vinced in his own mind that his eleven was
strengthened. And everybody was cager
for the morrow, when the big match would
be beld.

Fortunately, the wcather continued fine,
abd every avallable minute was Sspent in
were keen wpon.
nothing else but dashing off to Little Side
at every opportuuity.

Of course, there were some who weren’t
interested—Fatty Little, for example. He
was no cricketer, alhbough he epjoyed
watching a game If the conditions were
satisfactory. Just at present, lhe had wo
desirg to zo to Little Side.

It was tceatitne, and Fatty had mel! with
atrocious luck. 1lle was stony, he was
hungry, and he had been unable to plant
himself in apy other study. A3 a last
desperate resort, he was thinking alout
rushing indoors to partake of tea in Hall

Ile had approacbed cverybody for a loan,
but he bhadn’'t met with the slightest suec-
cess. He canght sight of Willy Handfor'h,
who was lo-king unusually glum. It was,
of course, extremely undignified to ask a
fag for a loan, but Falty was desperate.
He sidled up to Willy in a confidential way.

“ Just the very chap I want to sec!”
he said warmly. ‘“Look here, Handforth
minor, lend me five bob wuutil to-morrow.”

Willy podded.

“QOply five bob?” he said. “My
chap, you can have all I've got!”

dear



« Thanks awlulty ! said Fatty eagerly.

«[n fact, you can go through my
pockcts!” invited Willy obligingly. *“ Aod
if vou can find any cash, you're wecicome
to it! I've scarched about twenty times,
and I can't find anyl” _

Jatty Little’s face became dismayed.

« Do you mean to say you'rc broke?” he
demanded wrathfully.

« Not only ‘broke, but splintered!” replied
willy sadly. *I haven’'t seen silver for so
long that 1 forget what it looks like! And
I'm so hungry that I could™ cheerfully cat
a railway-station saudwich?!

Fatty Little groaned,

«You rotter!” he said indignantly. “ And
{ thought you were going to whack out

five bob!”

« Sorry, but we’re both In the same
boat!” €aid Handforth minor. “I lent my
last bob to Chubby lcath—in a thought-
less moment. So, although we're starviog
hungry, we've gob to go tealess!”

Willy didn’t observe that Mrs. Stokes
vas walking by at that moment. She was
looking as fresii and attractive as -ever,
in white from head to foot. She paused,
and smiled at the two jumiors.

“That's toao bad!” she sald.

“ Eh? So sorry, Mrs. 8tokes!”
Willy, draggieg the cap oft his head with
euch haste that he npearly tore out a
handful of lair. “We didao't know You
were there.”

“Jlaven’'t yon boys had aoy tea?” asked
Ales. Stokes. .

“No; we—that is—
matters—"?

“It matters a great deal!” loterrupted
tho Ilead's wife. ‘“Come along with me,
and we'll have tea together. I am sure
that Dr. Stokes wlll be quite pleased.”

And sho carrled off Fatty Little and
Handforth minor with her wusuat abund-
ance of light-hearted cheer. The two
Juniors were too startled to protest. They
didn't quite realise what was bappeding
:lntll they were actually being ushered
tllllto the Head’'s owo drawlog-room. And

€y paused, rather scared, when they ob-

Berved the: Head bimself lounoging full
length on the couch. gios

t“Hnllo!. Visitors?” said Dr. Stokes,
h‘;":llng his head, nnd waving a welcome
l:nank' Fine! Squat down, boys, and
glv ® Yyourselves at home. You'd better

© cook the tip, Joyce, and have some

Not that It

8pecial y

Drep.arngl'“es of w=andwiches and things
wiithin five mioutes, Fatty Little and
was ' o cre thoroughly comfortable. It
tormalre:r:::‘l.: t'hmpﬁsldle to be stif and
. (L] 1 H

were so frieadly ead and his wife., They

and companionable that
ne:s_]unlors lost all thelr inmitlal mervous-

A .
nd tea was a great success.

said

CHAPTER XIL
THE JEALOLSY OF TBDLY LONG.
ATTY LITTLYE was 1n
his element.. '
He took the Uead
at bhis word, aud
simply piled iuto the gcod
things im a way that ewven
- surprised Willy. Dr., Stoies
aaid nothing, but his eyes twinkled as ho
observed the eatables vanishing like magic.

“ Steady on, jyou glutton!” whispered
Willy, giving Fatty a nudge. *

“kh? Want another sandwichf” asked
Fatty.

He reachied for a plate of cycumber sand-
wiches, and Willy took omne. Fatty took
three, to be on the safe sidc. Aund Willy
gave him another jab—this time so vigor-
.ously that Fatty ncarly choked. '

«« Here, what's the idea?”’ he spluttercd.
“Don't keep diggimg me like that, you
younf fathead—"

“Shut up!” hissed Willy, as red as &
beetroot.

Ifle was enormously relieved to observo,
that the Head and Mrs. Stokes were quitt-
unconscious of the slight altercation. X
least, 1they scemed to be. T

And when the two visitors departed, they
were well filted, and highly pleased with
themselves. Just outside, in the corridor,
they ran into Teddy Loog, who was ([ufl
of his usual curiosity.

¢ Where bave you chaps been?” he de-
manded inquisitively.

{ “0Oh, just having tea with the MHead!™
replied Willy, in a careless way.

“Liar!” said Teddy Long.

Bil!?

The sneak of the Remove sat down on
the corridor floor with a fearful thud. lle
had thought it quite easy to be blunt with
la mere fag. DBut the mere fag dida’t
agree,

“Serve you right!”’ sald Fatty Littlo.

| «Jt's a fact—we have had tea with the
Head! And with Mrs, Stokes, too!”

Teddy Long scrambled up, holdiog his
nose.

‘“ You—you dangerous rotter!” he wailed.
«“1 don't belicve cither of you! I—I mean
—— Yes, I do!’ he added hastily.

¢ Cucumber sandwiches!” said Fatty
dreamily. “ Thin bread and butter, toasled
scones, crumpets, almond cake—cream
puffs, sponge sandwich—yes, and pilies and
I piles of everything!”

“You—yon had all those things?” asked
Teddy eagerly.

“The Head treats distinguished visitors
with the correet amount of consideratiosn,”
replied Willy. “ Well, so long, Fatty. I
shan’t be able to cat another thiog for
‘ours!”

Teddy Long was left alone, and he was
green with jealousy. Ile didn’t s¢e auny
Frcason why te shouldn’'t share the good
ioto the

] things, too. So he wandercd out



Triangle, and walked aimlessly about for
a time, hngiug that an invitation to tca
would resul

Unfortunately, it didn’t, and Teddy be-
came nnpatlent'

‘S0, at length, he ventured indoors, and
caut-iously made his  way towards the
Head's private quarters. e bhesitated for
a few moments before the big baize door
which sc¢parated the junior quarters from
the forbidden spaces bevond.

That green baize door was regarded as an
impassable barriecr. Nob even a  scnior
darcd go beyond it without express per-
mission. For on the other side lay the
- Headmaster’'s own private house.

But Teddy was rcckless with the thought

of that egticing tea in bis mind. He
cantiously "opencd the door a few inches,
and peeped round. He could ree the hall,
with the old oak staircase leading upwards.
Everything was quiet and still.
© Teddy ventured through, aiready in-
venting a glib excuse, in case he should
be caught. He was too obtuse to realise
that there was no hope of getting abn invi-
tation by such methods as these. And
once through the doorway, he fell very
nervous,
. He was just about to escape while there
was yet time, when he heard a sound from
upstairs—the sudden closing of a door, and
a kind of scuflle. Desperately, Teddy
crouched into one of the dim corners.

He could sce upstairs with ease, for it
was fairly bright there, while he remained
in deep shadow. If the llead came down-
stairs, there was Dpo chance of the in-
irader being spotied. A!ll the same, Long
was Yery nervous.

lle caught a glimpse of somebody moving
upsbtairs, “and saw a vision of white. It
was Mrs. Stokes. But t1here was something
different about her. Her pretty face was
no longer serene and smiling, hut wore a
strained, anxious expre¢ssion.
~"And  almost immediately afterwards the
Ilead came hurrying up—grim, aongry, and
totally unlike bimself. Teddy Long, in
fact, was peeping at a private scene which
was not intended for any strange eyes.

\ *“Joyce! Ilaven’'t I told you——>"

Only a few words caimne to tho crouch-
lng junior’'s ears. Mrs. Stokes
in a frightened Kind of way, but her voice
was too low for Teddy Loug to understand
anything.

“But, good heavers,
{he Head fiercely. *‘1

Again Teddy lost the rest of the sen-
tence, but he saw something that nearly
startled him out of his wits. Mrs. Stokes
attempted to rush down the stairs, but the
Head scized her, polled her .ack and
literally carried her away up tho corri-
dor—taking no notice of her protests.

A faint little scream canmie to his ears,
and a door slammed with violence. Then

there was complete sileoce.  Teddy Long

it’s madness!” said
absclutely forbid

answered

 brutal way!

shot out of his hiding-place like a_ rabbit,
reached the green baize door, and bolted
through. lle didn’t stop running until be
was in the Ancient llouse lobby. .

*““My goodness??’ he mutlered
lessly. :

Until this mioute, all his thoughts had
been for his own safety. But now that
he was well clear of any possible danger,
he remembered the little ecene he had
witnessed with vivid iotensity. In fact, he:
remembered it so vividly that the scene
took on quite another aspect.

And Teddy, being the most contemptible
tale-bearer in the whole Junior School, felt
that it was impossible to keep such a thing
to himself. Another fellow, realising that he
had witnessed aumetlung entirely private,
would probably have kept it to himself—
i{l only to couceal the fact that he had
been where he was not allowed.

But Teddy Long had no such scruples.
Ile didp’t dismiss the allair as a trifle. It
became magnifled in his mind until he vas
b;lb_liling and sizzling with the importance .
of it.

Out in the Triangle, he caught sight of
Archiic Glenthorne and Al Brent chatting
"with Nandforth and Co. and De Valerie.
And Teddy Long ran up, his face flushed
and his eyes gloaming.

“T say, the Head's not what he scems!”

he burst out. _
“Don’t come Dbothering now!”

breath-

snapped

Handforthi. “Oh, so a new batch of stufl
has arrived from Repgie Pitt?” he went
on, turbing to De Valerie. * This makes

the second, doesn't it?»

“Yes, and Nipper's shoving it straight
in the Magazine,” said De Valerie. * ]In-
teresting stuff, too. Pitt describes a
journey on a tiny African railway, and,
some of il’s pretty funny! Confound you,
Long, what on earth are you dving? Leave
my sleeve alone—"’

‘“But listen!”’ ‘panted ‘“The
Hcad's a beast!”’

“JHe's a what?'? said Hamlforth grimly.

Teddy

“ Look .hcre, don’t you start punching
me!’? said Long shrilly. **It’s the truth, I
tell you. I've just scen it!”’

‘“Seen what?'’ asked Church.

““I was in the Head’s hall-—*?

‘“Spying, eh?’? put in Handforth, gruﬂly.

" Nun-no' I—I iust happened to go there
for- something!”’ gasped Long. * Anyhow,
I saw the Head heating his wife in a hornhly
She was screaming like any-

thing—-"’
o You awful little liar?’? snorted Hand-
forth, scizing Longz by the seruff of his

neck and shakmg him. ‘‘I've never heard
such rotten fibs in all my life!”’

“It's true!’’ howled Teddy. ¢ Mrs.
Stokes trled to escape, but the Head dragged
her back by her hair, and lifted her in his
arms, Kkicking and struggling. Then he
bashed her about, and Yow! Yarooh!
©Ow, you—you " violent rotter—"’




«“You're going to admit you're a liar, or
1'1} slaughter you!”’ said Handforth thiekly.
s.GGo on—admit it!’’

CeCAnd we'll hc]p'}'ou. old ‘'man,’”’ said Dec
Yalerie, his voice quivering with indignation.
«If we Jet this worm spread a yarn like
that there'll be trouble. We've got to
squash it at once.”?

The juniors regarded Teddy Long's story
as a pure invention. They didn’t even sus-
pect that it had a foundation of truth.
For, after all, the scene that Long had
witnessed was an extraordinary onc—con-
sidering the affcetionate relations that
existed between the llcad and his wife in

public. ,

But Long was known to be a liar, and the
whole yarn was discredited.

And he was forced to admit that he was a
despicable c¢ur and a fibbing young bceast,
He was compelled to acknowiedge that he
had heard nothing and secen nothing.

“ And now apologise to the Ilcad!’’ said
Handforth grimly. :

«“I--I'm sorry!"’ wailed Long.
the llcad’s pardon! I beg Mrs,
pardon, too!’’

“I don’t like to hear Mrs. Siokes’ name
on your lying lips!’’ snorted Handferth.
“And, look here, my Jad! If I find out
you've breathed a word of this to anybody
clse, I'll bifI you until you won’'t be able
to locate your giddy features!’

‘“‘And il you set about any morce
scandalous stories of this kind I'l make you
into pulp!”’ added De Valeric.

‘“ Absolutely !’ said Archie Glenthorne,
nodding. < Allow me to remark, Long, ithat
1 regard you as a horrible growth upon the
landscape. Dash it all, you’re nothing but
2 chunk of poisonous fungus!”’

And Teddy Long, having learncd |Dhis
character, crept away thoroughly scared.
For once in his career he kept something to
himself. For after what had just happencd
he dared not breath a word of what he had
seen to another living soul.

S50 he kept it to himsclf—which was just
as well.

Curiously enough, another mysterious
incident occurred that very night. And it
was I who was concerned in it. Thoroughly
txcited about the morrow, the Remove had
not settled down to sicep until half ae hour
after its usual time.

But al last the dormitory lay quiet and
still. 1 ~was still awake, thinking of the
Io_rthaqnung match. There was rather a
Stift wind, and one of the blinds Kept flap.

“T—1 beg
Stokes’

Ping. S0 I slipped out of bed to adjust it,
:iml to take a look at the sky at the same
me. I didn’t like this brecze, whicin had

S0 suddenly sprang up—it hinted at rain.
But when I gla_nced out of the window the
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8wish ! Handy'’s bat swept down,
and there wae a crash just behind
him. He stared at his wicket |}
blankly. The middle stump, for
some reason, was missing.

[sky was perfectly clear and there was no

prospect of a sudden change. I was about
to draw my head in, relieved, when I eaught
sicht of a figure crassing the Triangle.
There was nofhing startling in  this,
because most of the masters were still up

[ and about, and it was only just dark, any-

how. But there was something stealthy and
mysterious about the figure’s moveiuents. I
gazed with greater concentration.

And I rcalised, with a start, that the fizure

was that of a girl. Indeed, 1 recognised
her as Mrs., Stokes. To my astonishment,

she reached the private gate, found it locked,

l and then turned her attention to the wall.

And I stared in dim surprise as Mrs.
Stokes nimbly climbed up, reached the top
ord the well, and dropped over on the other
side.

That was all—but it was enough.

What singular reason could have, driven
the Hcad's wife to leave the school
premises in such a stealthy, extraordinary
way? I retuined to my bed, vaguely un-
comfortable. Mrs. Stokes was so frank, .so
cheerful and delightfully friendly.

It didn't seem to fit in  with her
character, this nocturnal climb over the school

wall. Obviously, she had gonc out unknown
to the llead, or she would never have

employed such methods.

I tried to convince myseli that I had
made a mistake, that the figurc had been
that of a maidservant, off, probably, to



meet a local
But this wasn’'t feasible.
positively recognised Mrs.

rustic for a moonligcht stroll.
Moreover, I had
Stokes.

I finally went off to sleep with that
vagu> sensation of uncomiortable trouble.

Same

CHAPTER XIII.
THE GREAT DAY.

ATURDAY afternoon!
The great hour had
arrived. Dinner was

over, and the playing-

fields were already becoming

crowded with seniors and

juniors. The sun blazed

down with midsummer heat, and a more

perfect day for cricket could hardly be
imagined.

The Helmford Senior Eleven had not yet
arrived, but were expected at any moment.
Big Side was deserted, except for Fenton
and Mr. Clifford and two of the gardeners.
These latter were toiling away at a heavy
roller, giving a final touch to the playing-
pitch.

Usually, the juniors took omnly a compara-
tively small interest in senior affairs. A
First Eleven match was not looked wupon
as an affair of very great importarce.

But to-day all this was changed.

The inciusian of four juniors in the feam—
for the first time in St. Frank’'s history—gave
the match a universal interest. Juniors as
well as seniors werc crowding round the
ropes eager to secure the best positions.

““Well, I hope everything turns out all
right,”? said Fenton, with a shade of anxiety.
¢ Nipper assures me that his men are in fine
condition, but I shan’'t be comfortable until
the match is well under way.”’

““ You needn’t worry,”” said Mr. Clifford,
the sportsmaster. ¢‘Personally, I heartily
agree with the Head’s idea, and I think this
experiment will prove a big sucecess.’’

“ Let’s hope you're right, sir,”’ said one of
fhe others.

A sudden commotion from the Triangle'

hinted that the Helmford men had arrived.

And this turned out to be true. Tenton
hurried off to welcome the visitors, and
presently they came along in a cluster,

carrying their cricket bags, and looking very
impressive in their white clothes and gaily-
striped blue and red blazers.

%I hear you've had a bit of bad luck
since Wednesday?’’ remarked Lewis, the
Helmford captain. *‘‘Somebody was telling
me that two of your chaps were injured in
a motor smash, or something?’’

‘“ Yes—Morrow and Rees,”’ replied Fenton.
¢ Pretty serious, too; they’'re both laid up
in the school hospital.”’

« Phew! Hard lines,
Lewis sympathetically.

At the same time,
cleam of satisfaction in his eye.

old man!’? said

there was a slight

He knew

.

cealed this.

well enough that Morrow was  one of the
most expert batsmen in the St. Frank’s
eleven, whilsf Rees had given plenty of
nroof of his remarkable bowling prowess.

And it was ef@sy enough to “read Lewis’
niind. With two such stnlwarts out of the
tearn, Helmdford’s task became an easy one.
The visitors were determined to win, and
thus maintain their unhroken record. So
this piece of news was interesting.

““Yes, it's a bit rough,”” said Fenton,
nodding. ¢ Still, we’ll give you a good
match, Lewis.”

““Who are you playing instead?’”’

“Two fellows named Dodd and Hamilton,”’
replied Fenton. ¢“Hamilton is usually known
here as Nipper—"’

““ Nipper!”? said Lewis sharply. ¢ But
isn’t he a junior?”’

‘““Yes—Remove.”’

‘“ But, great Scott, man, what on
earth **  Lewis paused, staring in sheer
astonishment. “You don’t mean to
seriously tell me that you're playing a

junior in this match?’’

‘¢ Az a matter of faect—four!”’

““TFour juniors?’ shouted the Helmford
captain.

“ There’s no need to get excited about it,”’
said Fenton gruffly. ¢ T've made use of the
best, material that I've got, and, as 1 said

' before, we'll give you a good match.”

Lewis shrugged his shoulders, and winked
at his companions.

‘““Oh, well, it’s your funeral, of course!”’
he said, with a slight sneer in his tone
that annoyed Fenton. ‘I didn't think. you
were gquite so weak that you had to drag
juniors into the game. I’'m not quite sure
that our fellows will like it.”?

“In that case,”’
““they’ll have to lump it!”?

““And you mustn’t be annoyed mth us if
we grin a little at the end of t{;@ nmtch &
went on Lewis.

“ A% the end of the matcA™yoir @ %
as much as you like—if you' feel-in
to,”’ retorted Fenton.
sure about that grin, Lewis.
more like kicking somebhody.’’

Lewis laughed outright, and the other
members of his team chuckled openly and
loudly.
strength, they had boasted of a victory.
But with four juniors in the team, the

_‘-.

You ma;y feel

:_ l.-.c; u

1 game would become a mere farce.

was furious, although he con-
And now he was heartily glad
that the juniors were playing. For in his
heart he felt convinced that they would put
up a good showing—and he hoped against
hope that he¢ wasn’t wrong. How fine it
would be to see these self-confident visitors
humbled by members of the Junior Eleven!
And while the final preparations were
being made the Head arrived with his wife..
Mrs. Stokes tripped daintily over the gnss,
and she looked particularly nice in pmk

Fenton

said Fenton sharp.v, ,

“ But don’fsbes too”

Even with the First Eleven at full .

._' "o 400 oA e
L e s v

i o -l r
T RS

-~ .Iu_

f
R ey

y Ll Y

e Pagl el S



P ———

A ————l—

THE NELSON

LEE LIBRARY

georgette, with a pink hat and pink parasol
to match.

1 looked at her rather sharply I'm afraid,
that incident of the previous night instantlly
occurring to me. And I couldn’t help notic-
ing that Mrs. Stokes was slightly changed.
Her eyes were heavy, telling of a sleepless
night, and there was a drawn look on her
face that she attempted to conceal by con-
tinually smiling. 1 don’t suppose anybody
elsc noticed an atom of ehange—but I had
been looking for it.

Teddy Long, however, observed one trifling
thinz which set his tongue wagging. There
was a slight discelouratfon on Mrs. Stoked’
Jeft arm. Indeed, it looked suspiciously
Jike a brulse.

‘“* Therec vou arc! What did I tell you?”
whispered Teddy, grabbingz at Handforth's

arnt, ** See that bruise on Mrs. Stokes——’’
“ By George!”’ said Handforth, turning
swiftly.

With one heave he floored Teddy Long,
and then held him down.

v At it again?’* he muttered thickly.
**What did 1 tell you yesterday, you little
rotter? DBreathe another word about Mrs.
Stokes and I'll drive your face into the
ground!”’

Teddy Long gave his solemn assurance
that he wouldn't bhreathe another syllable—
and he didn't. Talking about Mrs. Stokes
was altogether too risky.

COAPTER XIV.
A TOUGH PROPOSITION,

_ ‘ H, well hit!”

- A roar of shouts
went up as Lewis
sent the first ball

. of the over soaring away for

‘ a boundary. It was a line be-

, ginning to the mateh,

Lewis looked upon it as a happy sign.

Helinford were batting first, and St.
Frank's were in the field.

Fenton himself was bowling, the other
bowler being Mills, of the College MNouse.
All the junior members of the Eleven were
fielding. But this, of course, was only to
be expected.

but there
And the

Jerry Dodd a trial at bowling,

Secined to be no indication of this.

Mmatch proceeded with lively interest.
elmford, in fact, put up a fine show.

The bowling was fair, and the pitch in ex-
eellent condition for run-getting. Fenton
¥as3 a better batsman than a bowler, and he
Was well aware of his own shortcomings.

The visitors liked his bowling, too, for they
were getting runps freely. '
rei..&igeir the third over, therefore, Fenton
the d and took up his position In the shps,
oy NCW bowler being Wilson. But Lewis

-tined to like Wilson's bowling cven better

and |

I had half hoped that Fenton would give | &%

than Fenton's, for he knocked off three
boundaries jn succession.

1t was excellent crickel to watch, for
therc is nothing more cxhilarating than to
see the score mounting up rapidiy. But
when it's the score of tTle opposition, enthu.
siasm is not inclined to burst out very much.

“J] say, this is rotten!” growled De
Valerie. “They're simply doing as they jolly
well like! 'l‘he}"re making our bowling look
horribly weak!’

‘“ That's because it is horribly weak!’’ said
Tommy Wauatson bluntly.

‘““ Boy, you said it!”’ nodded Adams. “ Aw,
geec! This is sure a punk game, anyway!
Say, put a real game against this—a game of
baseball—and cricket looks two cents!”

“ And you’ll look two farthings if you tako
on that tone, my lad!"” said John Busterfield
Boots aggressively. “Cricket’'s the finest
game in the world! We've got some pretty
dud players in the First Eleven, but that's
not our fault. Why the dickens doesn't
Fenton use Nipper, or Dodd, or one of the
others?” .

“ Better go and ask him!” suggested Wat-

son.

“0Oh, say! Steady, Nipper!” shouted
Ulysses. “ Gee whizz! 1 guess you'll do
it——"

He broke off, and there was a tense ailenco
elsewhere, t0o. Lewis had just sent the
leather skywards, and it was descending near
the boundary. And I was racing like mad to
the spot, my eyes turned upwards, watching
that tiny little speck in the sky.

It was an almost Impossible catch, and I
knew it. The batsmen were running, con-
fident of three. And the ecrowds of
spectators watched with tensc anxiety.

I almost gave up hope, for it seemed thae
the race wns futile. But I would, at least,
be able to return thc leather in time to
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The ball came shooting down, and at the
last second 1 made a lcap upwards and out-
wards. The rcd leather touched my fingers,
I gripped it. and lield fast. Stumbling for-
ward, 1 Just managed to keep my balance.
"And then, wiltlht a gasp of triumph, 1 sent
the ball victoriously skywards.

“Out!’ roared the crowd delightedly.

“VWell, I'm hanged!” said Lewis, staring.

Ife carried his bat in rather glumly, for he
had sct his heart upon makin? a century,
but had been caught out before his score had
reuched forty. And, what was more
dumiliating than anything, he had been
caught by one of the juniors he had so
openly snecred at.

“ Good man, Nipper!” shouted Fenton de-
lightedly. “That was wonderful!”’

“I say, Fenton,” I said, approaching him.
“Why don’t you give Dodd a chance at the
bowling? Ile's a demon, you know.”

‘“‘I'fhanks all the same—but I'm skipper!”
said l'enton coldly.

I made no furlher remark, but retired.
And presently the game was in full swing
again,  And the Jlelmford score kept meunt-
ing up. It was a very difficnlt matter to
get these bhatsmen out. They were fine
cricketers, and were playing splendidly.

It wasn't the bowling that was mainly at
fault. On the whole, it was quite up to the
average. Dot it really needed something
above the average to dismiss these keen
Helmford seniors.

Two of them were clean howled In sucees-
sion, but it took nearly an hour to do it.
And after that the batsmen seemed to get

sct, and cvery effort of Fenton was un-
aviiling. '
I'enton limsell was fieldlng near the

pavilion, and while the fleld was changing at
the conclusion of an over, the Headmaster
slipped down and approachied Fenton,

“Just a minute, old man!"’ said Dr.
Stokes.

Fenton turned. A
“Try Dodd!” said the Ilead briefly.

*Christine, too!”

He turned, and went back to his place,
and Fenton bit hls lip. It was the same
advice that I had given him. He could
iznore mine, but it would hardly be good
policy to ignore the Mead's.

The scnior skipper considered the matter
during tho next over, and he wasn't very
gratified to seo three boundaries knacked
onc after the other. Certainly, it was high
time that something drastic was done.

I'enton would have given Jerry Dodd a
trial before now, only he was afrald of
adverse comment from the seniors. He
knew well enough that there would be a
storm if he put a junior on to bowl. But
hie reflected that even a junior couldn’t do
much worse than the others.

Indeed, the senior bowlers were so incapable
of dismissing their opponents that Fenton
felt himself [fully justified in trying any
methods. He would let the crowd thiok
what it liked. .

So, when the over came to an end, Fenton
signed to Jerry, and a perfect yell went up
from the juniors when they saw what was in
the wind. Jerry himself obeyed the summons
with alaerity. '

“I'm giving you a chance,”” said Fenton.
“Do the best you can, Dodd. If you don'g
make good, the Upper School will rag me to
death. So bear that.in mind.”

“] won't disgrace you,' said the Australian
junior. . -

And while the Remove was cheering lustily,
the Fifth and Sixth werc looking on with
mixed feclings. Some of them declared that
Jerry was a smart kid, and might wake
things up a bit. Others were cqually as
positive that the runs would now mount up
at lightning specd.

As for the Helmford players and their
supporters—for a charabanc full of other
IHelmford fellows had come—they were
openly amused. Things were indeed easy
wlhen a junior was given the bhowling!

The game was watched with intense in-
terest as Jerry seized the leather, and pre-
pared to deliver the first ball of the next
over. Tho Illelmford batsman was one who
had oaused enormous trouble, and his in-
dividual score was already wel! over the half-
century. He was cne of the best men in the
visiting ¢leven.

Ho waited, with a grin on hils face, untit
Jerry took his short, easy run. There was
something very deceptive about Dodd's de-
livery. To see him take his run, on¢ would
imagine that bo was a slow bowler.

Whizz!

The Australian junior's arm curved over,
and the leather sped down the pitch, curled
round the batsman’s willow, and tore tbe
mlddle stump necatly out of the ground!

“ Hurrah!'"

“ How's that?'

The Lower School went fairly wild with de-
licht, and even the seniors broke into cheers,
Junior or not, Jerry had succeeded in dls-
missing the hest llclmford batsman with his
very first ball!

The visitors were not looking quite so con-
fident now. The next man came out, and the
second ball of the over wus delivered. The
batsman never saw it. All he knew was
that the bails went flylng, and the leg
stump sagged outwards drunkenly.

“QOut!” howled the crowd excitedly.

“0Oh, well played, Jerry!”

“ Hurrah!”

The seniors were now every bit as Jubilant
as the juniors, and Jerry Dodd was probably
the coolest St. Frank's fellow within a mile.
But inwardly he was bubbling with cxcite-
ment. Ille had got his chance—and he was
showing Fenton that he ought to have had
it long ago! Fenton himself could hardly
believe his eyes.

The next man came out, and the visitors
watched him with keen, tense anxlety, The
thing was getting tos ridiculous for words.
A mere junior to dismiss two batsmen right
oft the reel!



~ The new man faced the bowler, and he was
obviously nervous, The fate of his pre-
decessors was not calculated to give him con-
fidence. 1t was becoming as clear as day-
Jizht that this junior bowler was a perfect
terror. The speed of his delivery, once the
ball had left his hand, was startling.
* There was dead silence as the third ball
of the over was sent down. The batsman
took no chances. He hit the leather
squarely. It shot back over the pltch, and
Jerry Dodd’s hand whipped out like lightnina.

Smacs !

The leather was In his grasp—and he had
performed the hat trick!

TIIR TRICMPH OF TIIR JUNIORS.
T ELL caught, gir!"”
E » “ Good old Dodd
—well played!”
wild with delight, and the
Helmford fellows wero utterly

CHAPTER XYV,
‘““Oh, splendid !’
The spectators nearly went
Jerry Dodd’s remarkable [feat

dismayed.
looked very -much like the beginning of the
rot. and there was very little hope that the
Helmford ¢ tail > would mend matters.

Three mnen out in one over, and not a
run scored: It was a record for a profes.
sional to be proud eof, and yet this perform-
ance had becn put up by one of the scorned
funiors! Edgar Fenton was hot and fiushed
with sheer joy.

And further satisfaction was In store.

The rest of the over was quiet, for the next
batsman to come out took absolutely no
chances. But Fenton immediately put me
on to bowl at the other end—and his de-
cision was greeted wilth a cheer. Dodd's
success had made the whole school realise
that if this mateh was saved, it would be
because of thu junior mmembers of the team.

I was lucky enough to clean bowl my man
with the second ball of the over. After that
the innings was practically over. The last
remnants of the Helmford Eleven were dis-
missed in a succession, with only three more
runs having been scored.

_And during the interval Lewis and his men
were very quiet. They had scored 172 all told
Which was a mere trifle compared to the
Pgurc that Lewis had had in his mind. . He
'Iad had visions of reaching a comfortable
| ogr hundred, and then declaring.

: .ut: Frank’s now went in to bat, and Fenton
]llnl::-f:lf apencd the innings with Carlile. The

Ielmford bowlers were excellent, and runs
Wl‘irlt;‘:athcr stllow to begin with.

€ver. the score crept u until
reached 21, and then I-‘enpton l:vas
stumped. It was
st getting set.

Ko his- place.
follhe juniors gave him a hearty cheer—to be

Owed at once bv a groan. For Christine

}1
neatly
nnlucky, because he was
Bab Christine came out to

l
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‘¢ Here, what's the idea 7" splut-
tered Fatty. ‘' Don’t keep digging
me ltke that, you young fathead— "’

was unlucky. Ile was clean howled with the
first ball for a duck. This was a bad begin-
ning for the junior contingent.

And the result was immedlately scen, for
Fenton put JMills in. And Mills made
pretty fifteen, and was then caught. The
score was moulting rather too slowly for
the general liking.

I came out next, and my appearance was
aroeted enthusiastically. The very novelly
of juniors Mmtting against a senior team
was cotertaining ecunough., And 1 was
watched with keen intercst.

I soon settled down, and as soon as 1
had taken the mecasure of the bowling, 1
let Ay with grim determination. Asnd I
thriiled with joy as I hlt my first boundary.

After that, I settled down to steady run-
getting, and the spectalors were tre-
mendously finterested. The bowling was
changed mote thar once, bhut nothing
seemed to affect me bow. I just launche:d
out at everything, and the score raced up

agreeably.

My partner was foolish enough to get him-
self run out, by a sheer miscalculation ob
his part. And a roar of laughter weat up
as Handforth came out to join me. Edward
Oswald wasn’t very pleased to hear that
laugh. He couldn't see anything funny in
his appearance.

ITe had a brief and glorious Innings.

With his wusual spectacular dash, he
started the aggressive at once, and slogged
away at the bowling with a vengeance.
Three boundaries in successlon he hit, and
then followed up with some fine virile
battinzg that evoked enormous enthusiasm. .



lic couldn’t last, of course—he never did.

After £fteen minules, and when he had
increased the score by 39, he was neatly
caught in the slips, the vietim of a faulty
hit. But Handforth didn't care. He walked
back to the pavilion amid thubnderous
applause, having provided first-class enter-
thinment. And he was satisfled.

Another senior came out, and went back
within three minutes. And then, to my
inward esatisfaction, Jerry Dodd appeared.
Ard I wos hoping for great things from
Jerry. The Australian boy was a demon
bowler, but he was every bit as good with
the baft.

And he proved it.

Al first, he was slow and steady. But
whenever he got the bowling he revealed
faultless technigue, and as soon as he had
settled down, he gave a display that was
to be long remembered.

In the meantimme, I was scoring steadily,
and between the two of us, we put up a
showing that not only delighted the junior
onlookers, but caused the seniors to rub
their eyes. -

By the end of another twenty minutes,
the Helmford captain was getting desperate.
All lns efforts were in vain. MHe changed
his bowlers repeatedly, but nothing seemed
to bring any alteralion. Jerry and I were
fixed for good, apparently.

We made a stand, and this fact alone
made Lewis writhe. He remembered how
he had sneered at the junior membhers of
the Eleven—aud here were two of them
actually making the best stand of the game!

Jerry and T were supremely satisfied now,
and we felt that we could aflord to be a
Jittle reckless. The St. Frank’s total was
already 155, and the match looked a cer-
tainty. ~
+ Jerry was hitting with cnormous power,
and the cunbing way in which he placed
Lthe ball out of reach of the fleldsmen was
aun eloquent indication of his supreme
cleverness.

No matter how Lewis changed the field,
Jerry Dodd was always ready. He changed
his tactics repentedly, and dealt with every
ball as thouzh they wero being delivered
by children. JIn fact, his performance was
one that ranked as the hest that St.
Frank's had scen that season. :

fect candour,” said Dr. Stokes,

I wasn't dolng so badly, either.

And it was a boundary hit of miune that
took the score to 175. And that was the
end of the match. St. Frank’s had won
by seven wickets. It was Ilelmford’s first
(lefeat of the scason—and a clean and com:-
plete licking.

“Well?” smiled Dr. Stokes, as he came
on to the field. ‘

“By Jove, sir, that advice of yours was
wonderful ! said Fenton frankly. ¢ Thanks
awfully, sir, for making the suggestion.”

The Head launghed.

“] rather think you should thank these
wonderful jubiors,” he replied. “ Come
now, Fenton, you've got to admit that
your estimation of the Junior Eleven was
somewhat at fault.”

The School Captain nodded quickly.

“1 do admit it, sir—willingly!” he re-
plied handsomely. *‘As for Dodd, 1'd like

to play him in every First Eleven fixture—
and I certalnly will do it whenever he’s
available! And Nipper, too—I never

dreamed they were so splendid! My judg-
ment was completely wrong, sir.”

“] am very pleased to hear you say that.
Fenton—for I like nothing bhetter than per-

“ And this

match has delighted me particularly Dbe-
causo the juniors have shown their true
worth so excellently. Well done, the

Remove '
And the Remove did not fail to cel2brate.
The Helmford players were sent hack
home thoroughly humbled, and for the rest
of that evening the Remove gave itself over
to feasting and riotous living.

Naturally enough, T was as pleased as
punch, bhut, on the whole, I think the most
delighted person in the whole of St.
Frank’s was Dr. Beverley Stokes himself.

He had only been at the old school a
briet time, but he had already endeared
himself to the hearts of all. Apod Mrs.
Stokes was every bit as popular.

It was for this reason, perhaps, that the
events of the next few weeks were to prove
so engrossing. I had already recelved a
slight hint of some mystery, and so had
Teddy Long. And in the near future this
mystery was destined to develop in the
most extraordinary way.

THE END.
T R L L e e L R e e e g =
More extraordinary revelations _concerning
Mrs. Stokes will be revealed in NEXT
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WEEK’S story of this absorbing series :

“THE MYSTERY of Tt HEAD’S WIFE 1"’
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No. 28. THE SAMENESS OF AMERICAN CITIES.
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HEN the trala got to Pittsburg,
on my trip uacross the American
conlinent, it was at dead of
night, and a tremendous blizzard

was raging. Spow was sweeping down In
millions of flakes, and everything was white.

As 1 mentioned last week, I was in bed
at the time, and I felt thankful for it, too.
And I must have fallen asleep soon after-
wards, because I don’t remember anything
else until daylight. And by that time we
were well on our way through the State of
Ohio, and on towards Indiana and Chicago
—~—Chicago being the end of the first lap,
as it were,

It was a bit of a wrestle, getting dressed
in the confined space of my sleeplng Lerth.
But 1 managed somehow, and then went
along to the bath-room to wash and shave.
It may Dbe Iimagined that shaving is a
ticklish business on a rapidly moving traln,
-but I found no difficulties whatever.

Breaklfast in the dining car was of much
greater interest to me, and after a good
nmeal, I settled myself down to watching
the passing scenery. There’s no need for
me to go into hosts of *defails about the
dinlng car—because the sumptuous saloons
on our own trains are almost indentical
to the American, .

Ohio did not impress me—neither, for that
matter, did Indiapa.

It was Sunday, and perhaps things were
onusually quiet. At all events, every town
we passed through was apparently dead.
Just one or two people moving leisurely
about, bhut otherwise these towmws were
astonishingly quiet and unintercsting.

.. There was no trace of snow now—we had
left that wintry weather well behind s,
According to schedule, we were due to
reach Chicago at about tea-time, but as
the train was already two hours late, the
majority of the passcngers were pessimistic
—especially those who were anxious to cateh
hasty connections.
wat comfortable enough, because my
‘t?i'ﬂllltjctlon was the California Limlted. on
tl'e. Sauta Fé Railway—and that celcbrated
raln always departs from Chicago at
g Dr.m. daily.
I What impressed me most about Ohio and
ndmna_ were the towns we passed through
—that is, tbe pumerons small towns. The

majority of them are as alike as peas in
a pod. . There is nothing distinctive about
these American citics—nothing to distinctly
dilferentiate one from another.

On the whole, the country was flat, and
at regular intervals the train would pass
clean slap through a town—right along the
main street, in most cases. Naturally, the
speed was reduced to a mere crawl, and
the huge bell on the engine was clanging
away with a monotonous din.

And the few people in the satreets stood -
idly about, watching the great train pass
through. And, as I have already mentioned,
ocne town was a replica of the nexf. And
they were by no wmeans haadrome, elther.

The natives of these places are very
proud of their “old home towp,” and one
canbot blame them for that. But it
puzzled me to see precisely what there was
to be proud of.

Stone buildings were few and far between,
and each tcwn simply conzisted of. & main
street, with numbers of cross strecets. Most
bhildings were wooden—{rame houses, and
flat-top stores. Aund some of these. places
were littie better than mere hamlets—
although they were called ¢ Somethiog
City ” or other.

I was quite disappointed, for T  haad
always pictured Indiana as a very different
country to tiys. And there was no trace
here of thie much vaunted American up-to-
dateness. There was no hustle—no signs of
ultra-rapid progress,

In fact, I can safely say that my Im-
pression was correct, and that these towns
were dead, as we ubnderstand the word.
Many a BRBritish country village is a good
deal more up-to-date in some respeclts—
and a thouxand per cent more picturesque.

I was glad enough when the journey was
nearing its end, and Chicago loomed in
sight. The train was still very late, and dusk
was descending, so 1 couldn't see o great
deal of the scenery.

But we were just ahout to arrive in the
great metropolis of the Middle West, and
T was very keen to catch even a glimpse of
it.

NEXT
Limited.”?

WEEK: “On the California
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The High School was founded in 1513 by
Dame Agnes Mellers, the present  schooi
being built about one hundred years ago. 1t
is a day school, and is the largest and beat
known for a large area, having 600 boys or
more. The chief games played are ** rugger,”
cricket and fives. There are many flourishing
societics belonging to the school, and an
0.T.C., numbering 200 cadets, has also heen
organised. Toae gun you sce in the sketch at
the front of the school was presented in

honour of two V.(C.s who are old boys of
the school. One of them wasz the famous
Captain Albert Ball, and the other, the
Rev., T. B. lardy. Just inside the gates is
a temorial to the old boys who fell in the
war. This is a bronze statue of an oflicer
leading his men, and is designed by an old
boy. 1 am much indebted for the above
information to a reader, to whom I have
great pleasure in presenting (he original
sketch.
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" To avod the pitfall of erer becoming round pegs in square kols3, our artist offers a few sugges-
tons and warnings in this series of drawings of what wght happen if various well-known
Lidividuuls at St Franl's aftem nted to realize come of their ambitions in life —THE FPDITOR
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Editorial Ollice,
Study C,

St. [rank’s.

My dear Chums, .

Pitt's scecond letter from Africa, which 1
am publishing on the next page, is addresaed
axain from Lagos, in Nigeria. Apparently
the party is being held up for a few days.
This, however, has given Pitt and Grey a
chance to look round Lagos, some 1mpres-
sions of which you wiil read in the letter.
It is more than probable that some definite
news of Sir Crawford Grey’'s plans will be
contained in Pitt’s next communication,
which I hope Lo receive in time for inclusion
in our next issue. [ cannot help thinking
that there is something odd about the last
few lines i the letter., I wonder what
RReggic means by there  being sumething
unusual and mystz2rious in the wind?

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Quite a record number of letters to Uncle
Edward have reached this oflice during the

week., A largze  proportion of this corre-
<pondence is from girl readers.  Naturally,
Handy i3 very pleased. but  somewhat

perplexed how to do justice to all of his
fair inquirers in the limited space accorded
him in one issue. o I hope his corre-
spondents will not be offended if he has to
cut down his replies to just a line or two.
"ndoubtedly this feature has caught on!

THE STING-RAY.

Lord Dorrie’s account
terror of the hizh seas seems almost unbe-
lievable. Yet 1 ¢an assure my chums that
Dorrie i3 not romancing., These articles he

this week of this

is writing are taken from his own experi-
ences, every word of wineh can be borne

out by other travellers. Some day he hopes
to pul them into bhook form. Suach a book
would be numbered as one of the most
thrilling travel books of our {ime,

ABOUT OUR COVER PAGE.

To assist various members of the Remove
from avoiding the tragedy of ever becoming
round pegs in square holes, our amiable
artist makes a few suggestions for careers
they might follow successfully according to
what he thinks is® their mnatural bent as
revealed at St. Frank’s. These entertaining
series of sketches, which I have cailed
“ Careers in Caricature,”” will appear on our
cover week by week. This week our artist
has begun with a few suggestions for
Edward Oswald, to be followed next week
by some inspiring hints for Archie.

SPORT AND THE LOOKER-ON.

Wiiile I agree with Pepys in some of lLie
remarks concerning the value of spectators
to players in a match, 1 strongly challenge

his statement that most plavers do not play

| for the sake ol the game, but to bhe admired
I

for their skill. In cricket and in footer, a
player must often sacrifice the gratification
of Dhis personal vanity for the consideration
of his side. To run a man out in cricket for
the sake of an extra run, or to hug the
ball when it should be passed in footer, are
examples where a selfish player may let
down his side, and cannot be too strongly
denounced. But Pepys admits that he is not
a participator in sports, and thercfore cannot
be expected to understand the players’ point
of view, .

"COMPETITION RESULT,

I regret that it will be impossible to pub-
l1ish the result of the Character Names Com-
petition next week as originally intended, as
the adjudiecation is  taking longer than
anticipated. But the result should appear
without fail the week after next.

Your old pal,

t NIPPER.
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PITT'S AFRICAN
. LETTER ..

Followmi upon the heels of h:s ﬁrst ]etter Reggle s dlstpatrh from Lagos, |
as been received.  And in consequence of a tew days’ delay in :
: Lagos, Pitt has been able to give usaninteresting pen-picture of this African :

natwe town, which appears below.— THE EDITOR,
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Lagos, NIGERIA.,
My Dear Old Nipper,

Still here, as you sce by the headiog. I
dont give any definite address, because
we're living on board the yacht, as the
Lagos hotels are very conspicuous by their
absence. In my last letter I mentioned
that my next communlcation would pro-
bably be from Kapno. But we haven’t even
started yet, and we may be here for
abother three or four days.

So I'm taking the opportunity to send
you another dispatch, o that it will be
jn time for the Magazine,

There’'s a tidal lagoon liere, and it’s
picturesque 1m some ways, although the
water is a pit muddy and there's a lot of

green slime and frothy stuff floating on the
surface. And from the deck of this ship
(I am writing down in the cabin, while
Jack is snorlog away like the dlckeus) the
city of Lagos is clearly visible.

And quite Imposing looking, too, with the

commercml buildings of the European
Population. But it’s a bit deceptive.
When the stranger goes ashore. he finds

that Lagos itself is mainly a pative clty—
a great town of black peoplo

The European section is just a line of
buildings which rubs along the shores of
the lagoon—with the native city spuggling
behind. - I think 'l be interesting if I
give you a few details of thie place—not the
European quarter, but the native town of
Lagos.

Jack and I went for quite a long jaunt
esterday, and had a most interesting time.

ot as blazes, ol course, hut that’s only
to he e\pecterl in this climate.

We only found it necessary Lo stroll along
the main street, and then walk up ope of
the narrow slde turmngs And :nstanty we
found ourselves among the most interest-
g and curions scencs. Narrow, irregular
streets, lined with ramshackle native huts
which made us fairly grin.

By what I cau see, these blacks have no
El}'e for architectural heauty, and most of
'lclr dwellings are buflt up of ecvery kiod
of oddments that it's ‘Josulble to think of.

othing toe
ramshas o0 disreputable, and pothing: too

Most of the native huts are built with
walls of mud, and some of them are
thatched, but a great many others appear
to be constructed of old planks, corrugated
iron, empty crates aund sugar boxes, sack-
ing, and canvas—and, in fact, any sort of
junk that can be commandecred.

These wretched dwellings—wretched from .
our point of view, although probably good
enocugh from the natives’—are huddled to-
gether in  endless prolfusion, and of all
shapes. There’s practically no paint, and
everything is frightfully untidy. But this,
in a way, adds to the quaintness
picturesque nature of the scenes.

But the people are far more interesting
than their dwellings. The town secms to
be always crowded, and there's any
amount of life and colour in these burning
hot, dusty streets. The cotton-clad throog
is far from idle, too, for everybody feems
busy on his or her particular job. Trading
of every description is in full evidence.

And there’s such a lot of Oriental colour
nnd life about these scenes, too. JSack and
I have been tremendously interested.
Dorrie, of course, has been pretty busy with
'mlosi and Sir Crawford, and rest of the
party. I think we shall soon be making
a move.

But to get back to my description of
Lagos. You'd be surprised at the perfect
physique of most of thesc natives, and the
grace with which they wcar their cotton
clothing.

I could go on like this for pages, but
one of the stewards has just given me the
tip that the mail’s going ashore in a few
minutes. So I shall have to clase up, and
tell you more in my next—when I hope to
give some definitc news about our trip up
country, and a few other thmgs I have
still got an idea that there’s something
unusual--and even mysterious—in the wind.
But, for the moment—'nufl said.

Kindest regards to everybody, and hoping

npd

that you are all bright and chirpy. Jack
and I are top-hole, \
Your affectionate chum, .
REQaqiBb.
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6 ERE we are,”
Grim, the
criminator,

observed Trackett
world-famons In-
down
the expensive car which he was

as he slowed

Iriving. “We are here at Iac‘-t ”

‘“I believe you nare right, guv'nor,'” replied
his britliant young asslstant. Bplmtcr.

Grim directed his mugmllcent car through
i# pnir of large gates and swept up the
drive of a real old-fashioned country house.
When he had finished sweeping up the drive
he drew the car to n standstill In front of
a stately, graceful wmansion. It was a very
stately mansion and belonged to a tremend.
ously rich man. There were no less than
three front doors, all painted In different
colours. There were hundreds of windows.
And though it was still afternoon thousauds
of eclectric lights blazed inside.

The placo in fact was Cashbag Court. the
wonderful country residence of Sir Pompus
Cashbag. And Sir Pompus had made a
huge fortune during the War out of second-
nand sardine tins, It was Friday afternoon,
vl Grim had been inviled to spend a week-
ctd here. Az he pulled up the car in front
n{ the thres stately portals, a dozen chauf-
"eurs dashed up and held the car’s bonpet.
splinter and Grim alichted. and the car
was taken away. The two were escorted in-
side by a .cow of bowing flunkeys with
powdered Imlr and rvellow liveries.

“Myv eye,” said Splinter. “Sir Pompus
must be a very rich man!”

““Quite rizht!” Grim replied,
the lad’s quick Intelligence.

In the great hall everything was of the
most costly magnificence. The stairs were
made of silver and the walls were papered
in gold. Even the bannisters were studded
with diamonds. Grim and his assistant were
about to aseend, whena a loud voice eaused
them to tugn.

“ Yoicks! Tally ho! Yo! Ho!” It
shouted. and in rode a man dressed as n
huntsman,

pleased at

\.\ /- ‘-

oﬂKA(KETT GRIM
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THE CASE OF
THE DOPED RACE-
HORSE!
Another Thrilling "Tec Story
By
E. O. HANDFORTH

the hall, and had & long horn in his right
hand. At his heels were a pack of blood-

hounds. .
““ Yoicks!”’ roared Sir Pompus, Jor it was

he. *““Welcome to Cashbag Court, my dear
Grim. However did you find the way
here?”?

“ We simply followed the road,” Grim said
modestly.

‘““ Wonderful!” Sir Pompus gasped. ““1Ii,
Groom. Take away my horse and hounds,
and have supper ready in ter minutes.”

The flne old sportsman leapt off his horse
and led Grim and Splinter to the (re-
place.

“L am so glad you could both come,” he
said. T am a very lonely man. 1 live
entirely by myself except for wmy horses
and dogs and menials.”

Grim wiped away a tear with the back of
bis hand. 1lis heart was touohed.

“But I won't worry you with my troubles.”
Sir Pompus went on, ‘ Perhaps you would
like to see the stables. I have a wonderful
horse, called Bloater Paste, which is a cert.
for the Anchovy Stakes to-morrow.”

Conversing pleasantly Sir Pompus Ied out
his gueats to the stables which adjoined the
house. Necxt them was a red-brick cottage
in which lived his own jJockey, Marcus Jibb.

In a loose box stood the lovely horse,
Bloater Paste, with a pretty red silk bow
tied round its neck. It was splendidly kept.
Its DLlack coat shone with brilliantine, its
brown cyes sparkled, Its hair had just been
bobbed, and its hoofs were carefully

manicured.

“If Bloater Paste doesn't win the
Anchovy Stakes,” Grim said, after looking
at the horse, ‘“some other anima} will!”

“Ile will win,”” 8ir Pompus repliced.
¢“That is unless he i3 tampered with.”

‘““ Tampered with!” gasped Grim. ¢ Do
you mean interfered with?”

“I do,” said Sir Pompus confidentially.

e rode right up the steps into ;| “ My friend, Lord Pennilezs, i3 a great encmy



of mine. le is running a horse called
Toothpick, which is second favourite to
mine. I[f DBloater I"aste could not run he

would stand to make a million pounds, and
he's badly in nced of money. That is why
[ am sure he will prevent my horse from
getting to the starting post.”

“My dear sir,”” Grim said smoothly. “ Yon
are Jetting your imagination rqn away with

youl. Such a trick would be almost
wicked.”
“* Alas, sir.,” said the old man. * Some-

times 1 fear Lord Penniiess is almost wicked.
Jle wears white spats and a single monocle
as well.”?

*“Tut, tut, Sir Pompus,” Grim said, try-
ing to pass the matter ofl- with a laugh, and
no more was said at the moment.

But in reality GGrim was not nearly so sure
that everything was quite satisfactory. Sit-
ting up in his bed-room that night with
Splinter he was thinking over the strange
story Sir Pompus had told him.

“As ] ace i1, Grim said suddenly, ‘*this
. rascal, Lord DPenniless, would have a lot
to win if he could spoil Bloater Paste’s
chance. But I am sure that Sir Pompus ia
making a great mistake in his lordship's
character, and I do not suppose for a
moment he will resort to foul play. Why—
great pancakes!—what on earth is that?*

‘“It's somcone hitting a door!” cried
Splinter. '

ile was right. The wonderful training he
had received from his master stood the lad
In good stead. And craning their necks out
of the window, the incriminator and his
assistant saw two figures silhouetted in the
britlliant moonlight.

St Jranks Pagazine [l

One of them was a small man. The other
—as Grim’s keen e¢yes immediately saw—
wore a monocle and white spats! And the
two were standing in front of the stable-
door. the taller man beating upon it with a
crowhar!

‘“ reat snakes,”” whispered the incrimina-
tor with a sudden inspiration. “1 believe
that is Lord Penniless! Splinter, we must
investigate!”?

Without another word he jumped throu‘;h
the open window with Splinter at hiy beels.

They ran towards the stable, carefully
concealing thcmselves as they ran. They
were not a moment too soon. Penniless

had now broken down the stable-door, and
he and his accomplice were cntering the
stables. As' he entered the Earl picked up
a large bucket which had been standing by
his side on the ground. .

*Grim and the lad followed the two. Lord
Penniless went straight up Lo Bloater Paste,
who was fast asleep in his bunk. Grim
could tell he was asleep because of his
snores. Lord Penniless crept to the side
of Bloater Paste and poked him in the ribs,
The racchorse woke with a start.

“1t's all right;”’ said his lordship, tilting
his bucket, *‘*I've brought your Dbreakfast.
Drink it up, old bean!”

The horse showed no surprise, but drank
up the contents of the bucket. Then with
a contented sigh he sank back on to his
mattress, and in a second was fast asleep
again. Lord Penniless and his assistant,
leaving the Dbucket on the ground, hastily

crept from the stable.
Grim and Splinter had watched the pro-

ings spellbound.
ccedings sp ““ What  ean It

mean?” asked the lad.
“ It i3 quite clear,”

Grim returned. '* And,
as 1 thought, Lord
Penniless is a real
friend of 8ir I'ompus,
He evidently sis-
pected that the horse
was not being given
cnough food by i3
groom, so he Kkindly
brought over this
refreshment. A very
kindly thought. But

let us follow them!”’
The two men skirted
the stables and
reached the red cot-
tage where Jibb lived.
They halted a
moment and talked in
inaudible whispers
which Grim was able
to overhear by crawl-
ing up to them on all

He drew the car gracefully to a standstili.

fours,

“ You ring the
bell,” said Penniless,
“and 1 will give bim




the lozenge. He will
never suspect.”

‘“ Right-0,””  replied
the confedorate, and
pulled the bell push.
There was no sound,
80 he pushed the bell
pull. At once a loud
ring sounded. It
gecmed an age hefore
footsteps were Leard
and the door was sud-
denly unbolted. On
the threshold appeared
Jibb in pink pyj)amas.
Lord Penniless did not
wait for him to speak.
Something +f  and
shiny gleamed in h!s

right hand.
“I have brought

t.
your ¢ough cure from your breakfas

“t'e ali right!’ said his lordship.

““ I've brought
Drink it up, old bean { "

the chemist,”” said
his Lordship, handing over the lozenge.

Jibh lodked surprised, but he took the
lozenge cagerly.

Next morning It was reported that Jibb
had been murdered.

At once Grim, [ollowed by the others, ran
off to the jockey’'s cottage.

In a chair in his bed-rcom sat Jibb.

‘““I've been murderced, sir,” he gasped.
¢ Poisoned by that villain Lord Penniless.”
And he related what had happened the
night, before. Then he collapsed in a heap.

At that moment two more grooms came .
rushing in.

“Sir Pompus!” eriecd the foremost,
“Bloafer P.ste has been doped. lle wil!
never run in the Anchovy Stakes to-day!”

At once Grim dashed off to the sinbles.
And theie lay the beauvtiful horse covered
with an eiderdown., Jlle was not dead, but
his hair was ruffled and his coat did not
shine nearly so brightly as usual. But un-
fortunately he was dumb and could not tell
what had happened. Nevertheless, Qrim
was not daunted. Remembering hls sus-
picions of last night he put two and two
together.

“] sce it ali, Splinter,” he obscrved.
““As ] thought, there has been an accldent.
Ah! What is in that bucket?”

Grim's eyes fell on the pail Lord Penal-
less had lefl in the stable. Taking out a
magnifying glass the incriminator examined
thie fluld that remained in the bottom of the

bucket.
‘ Great Scott!” he crled. “Q@inger becr!
Blonter Paste is Inebriated!”

At once the solution occurred to Grim's
sharp mind. The ginger beer had been too
much for the animal. It had gooe to his
head! He felt a touch on his arm, Sir
Pompus had come to his side.

“What Is to be done?” he asked, great
tears falling from his eyes. My racchorse
Is doped and my Jjockey is drugred. IHow

can I win this afternoon’s race?”

At once Grim
way.

* Bloater Paste must be made to recover,™
he snapped. “ We must get the terrible
fumes of the vile stull he has taken out of
his head. I mysel! will walk him round and
round the yard., [ guarantec he will he
it by this alternoon.”

“But who will ride?"” asked Sir Pompus.

“Splinter!” eried the incriminator.

saw there was only one

© “They're offl!” yelled the huge crowd as
the race for the famous Anchovy Stakes
started.

Splinter had bLorrowed a suit of jockey's
clothes, and Bloater Paste had now quite
recovered and was wearing a special white
bow rouud his glossy neck.

What a race it was! Round and round
the course, which was square, rode the
horses at lightning pace. But whert -the
fourth lap was reached only two horses were
lcading. They were Bloater Paste and
Tootbhpick. 1)t was obvious that whichever
reached the post first would win.

And twenty yards from the winning-post
a terrible thing happened.

Splinter, who had been riding perfectly.
suddenly fell off over hls horse’s head. Ue
crashed down on to the turf! A groan went
up (rom all the horse’s backers, followed by
a cheer from those who had put their shirts
on Toothpick.

““It’s all U.P.!"" said Sir Pompus.
million js 1ost!” ‘

But no. For Bloater Paste without alter-
ing his s‘ride bent down his noble head
and picked up Splinter In his teeth! A
second later he flashed by the post—a
winner by a short nose!

It had been n wonderful reee, but Grim
was not quite satisfied. After tea he went
round to try and find Lord Penniless and
his accomplice. But they were not to be
found. Sou Grim was never able td have them
arrested.

“ly



This Week's
Josh
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(The Porter)
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No. 3..—A BAD OUTLOOK FOR THE FRUIT
CROPS,

OME folks was saying that the [ruit
crops will be bad this year, because
there’s beéenr so much cold and wet,
and little sunshine. Other folks says
as the froit crops will be good. But I says
good fruit crops was bad. Why was they
bad? Ask me¢. DBecause when the ¢rops was
good, and the trecs was loaded down with
fruit, it don't pay to have it picked, and it
was left on the ground to rot, or was given
to the pigs.

It was only a little bit of it what finds
its way to the market; hut the growers
gets as moch for that little bit as they
would for four times as much. And why?
Ask me. Because when the supply was
short the prices goes up. Those two chaps,
Supply and Demand, was beggars to beat.
You can't pull ’em down or squash ’‘em.
They reign, and rule, and what they says
gO<CS,

S0 good [ruit erops was bad, and bad
fruit crops was good. Bad fruit crops was
good for them as grows ‘em, and them as
sells ’em, because they gets just as mueh
for 'em as they would for good crops. But
was they good for common folks like me?
A5k me. They was always a-telling on us
to eat more fruit if we want to keep fit and
well, and then when we goes to buy a apple
they wants twopence or threepence for it.
Shameful, I calls it. Was it any wonder
that boys was keen to steal apples out of
orchards? Ask me.

What 1 want to know was why apple and’
Plum and pear and cherry trees couldn’t be
grown along the roadsides, instead of oaks
and ashes snd elms, There'd be a chance
then for a poor follow to get a bit of fruit.
But there! I expect folks would be fighting
for the stull bLefore it was ripe, and we
shouldn’t be no better off than we arc now.

g3 was queer, and no error.
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This Week's
Tonic.

By
BUSTER
BOOTS

No. 3.—KEEP YOUR EYE ON THE SPOT.

CHAP who wants to win a raco has
got to Lo an optimist. But it's no
good being an oplimist unless he's
a live wire, too, lle’s sob to fix his

eye on a certain mark, and keep it there,
Jle must take a Jong view, and not be look-
ing at his fcet all the time. A ploughman
who wants to dnve a straight furrow doesn’t
look chiefly at his plough or his horses; his
eye's on a certain spot at the other side of
the ficld, where he has placed something that
he's got to aim at. It’s by keeping his eye
on that that he gets his furrow stralght—
though, of course, he has to keep a firin
grip of the plough. A fellow who is aiming
at the bull's-eye will mever hit it if he lets
his eyes wander all round the place; he’s
got to sec only one thing—that bull’s eye.

So it is with everything in lifo. You’ve
got to setlle your mind on one job, stick to
it like glue—and do it! Last week I was
talking about a chap believing In himseclf.
and making the best of himself, and .going
for his goal all the time at top speed. But
if he hasn’t got a goal before his eyes, a
thinq to make for, aim at, and reach, what
good’s he going to do? All his runping and
striving and panting will amount, to nothing
unless he’s pushing the right goods. Ile's
got to keep his eye on the ball, so that at
the]right moment he can kick it into the
goal.

So don* fool away your time, and fritter
Away your energies, by trying to do Afty
things at once. Stick to one thing at a
time, and master it, That's my mofto. You
can’'t ride two horses at once. If you try,
you’ll come a cropper. You may come a
cropper in riding ohe, but you certainly will
if you try to ride two at once.

What I say to you chaps Js this—
‘““Go! Go fast! Keep on going! But know

where you're going, or you'll never get there.
Keep your eye on that spot!”
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By GUY PEPYS of the Remove.

MONDAY.—Oft-times have I noled that a

listlessness and languor pervadeth the
Form-room on Mondays, and the bhoys—
mysell  included—areatly disinclined to
application to lessons. In the cool of
the evening, I to the river, where 1
did bathe and disport myself enjoyably.
But my pleasure inarred by a stray goat,
which wrelched creature did devour my
shirt before I could send him about his
business, To the =achool, bhut bhalf
dressed, and feeling most improper, but

did fortunately meet no person of°

imporlance, and so to don a new chirt,
much relicved. Dut troubled ere drop-
ping off to sleep, the shirt costing a
good seven shillings.

TUESDAY.—Did visit Mrs. IHake's tuck-

shop for the first time. A clean, whole-
some place. And she a motherly soul,
but shrewd withal, and not to be {aken
Jn. T fear me she did not look on me
as a profiltable customer, thouzh I spent
with her a whole shilling, to me a con-
sidernble suvm

WEDNESDAY.—Mr. Clifftord. the sports

master, did address me very civilly, and
ask me why sports had for me no
interest.  Whereapon 1 replied ihat }
was greatly interested in sports, but
passively so, as a Jooker-on. And did
express to hi'n my optnion that if there
were no lookers-on there would be no
players, for that most of Lthe players did
play, not for the love of the game, but
to be admired for their sklll therein. So
that spectators did play a most useful
part in bringing out the best of the
players. But for kicking a ball ahout a
fie]ld, and getting mauled and battered,
or hitting a bhall with a bat or a racket.
such did not appeal to me, though I
could with joy see all these done by
othera. Mr. Clifford looked at me fixedly
and lJaughed queerly. Ile seemed to
think me a case for the asylum. For

w‘nalte would he do if all bovs were such
as I
THUGRSDAY.—Greatly amused by the airs of
Sir Montie and Archie touching their
clothes. The set of a tie, or Lthe pattern
of a waisteoat, to them momentous
things. At the other extreme the Duke
of Somerton amused me no less. For
he cares not what he does wear or how
he doth look. A more careless fellow in
this regard I never did sce., For myself,
though I have little dandified notfons of
ny own on clothes, I say nothinr in
cxtremes. Nothing extreme §s a good
motito. But had T to choose one extreme
or the other, I would choose Somerton’s.
For verilv I can conceive .of no more
evil case than to he a slave to one's
clothes, and those who make them.
FRIDAY.—Much taken with Dick Goodw:,
the hcenest Lancashire Iad, who engaged
me in conversation. His queer downright
Tanguage very attractive. JIle did assure
me that I was *“a gradely fellow,” and
that St. Frank’s was a “chagmplon®
college. Rain in the evening, and I in
the study, taking my case. AMuch
aflrighted by uncouth forins bursting
through my window, but relieved lo dis-
cover them to Dbe some exuberant
revellers from the Colleze Ilouse, In
search of a rag. Handforth and Co. did
turn up, and thereupon mueh violent
horseplay—in which none of my proper-
tiecs became damaged, thanks be to
Heaven. .
SATURDAY.—My new waistcoat now back
from the tailor altered. So Lhat it doth
not now offend mec. Concerned to And
my pocket-money nearly all gone, and 1
nearing that condition which is described
throughout the school as “ on the rocks.”
Thankful that I am rot couscious of any
immedlate pressing need. So happy and
content with my lot. DBut none the less
looking forward hopefully to a replenish-
ment of my resources. Thus another
good week endeth.
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No. 3.—Y0 HO AND YE SKULL AND
CROSSBONES.

OW, In ye dayes when pirates roamed
ye Spanish maine, ye goode shippe
Mayde of Devon was hearing away

_ lowards ye tighte little islande of
Jamaica, her skipper being a wman who
fearcd naughte.

For he was Captaine Thomas Burton,
knowe as ye¢ terror of ye bhuccancers, owing
{lo ye facte that ye bluddthirstie pirates
‘hadde never yette conquered jye great
skipper.

Great was ye stlr when ye honest looke-
outc sent down ye lustie hall from ye crow’s-
neste that yc pirate flecete was coming up
on ye larhoarde bow. And before an hour
had spedde, ye battle was joined, and ye
guns roared and ye bludde flowed richly.

And for ye first time Captain Burton was
- captured by ye e¢nemy and ecarried before
ye pirate chief, a righte scurvy blackguarde,
 forsoothe. And ye brave skipper watched
grimlie as many mcmbers of his faithfulle
crcwe were taken to ye side and compelied
to walk ye planke.

Then didde Captaln Burton prove that he
"Was a brainie ladde, for he didde challenge
Ye pirate chicf to a fizht for life with cut-

lasses. And ye pirate chief, being a2 manne
of muche conceit, accepted ye challenge,
and ye greate combatte Dbegan. But it

ended with much specde, for Captain Burton
loste no time in letting ye daylight into
¥e plrate’s mildriffe.

And thus it was that ye famous skipper
became ruler of ve pirate ficete, and he
satled ye Spanish maine under ve skull and
trosshones. But instcade of plundering and
Tobbing and murdering ye honeste sailors,
he sette about capturing all ye odde pirates
who happened to be stille at iarge.

. S0, within ye months, ye Spanish Maine

Was cleared of ye pirate pests, and made
Safe for ye honeste shipping. And through-
Oul ye centuries ye descendants of ye brave
Captain Burton have roamed ye scas, and
11]0 this day it is stille casy to tell a Burton

¥ ¥¢ cutte of his jibhe.

T

Our Weekly
Speech

By TUBBS, the Page-boy.

No. 3.—TIPS AND TIPPINC.

OME ynung gents is easy to please,
and some young gents ain't. Some
gives tips like they cnjoys a-doin’
of it, an’ some fair chucks the moncy

at a chap, as yon might say. It ain’t casy
to plcase everybody. There’s that there
Master "Andforth, for cxample. Why, ’¢'ll
give me a swipe on my car as soon as look
at me, an’ a)l for nothink, as you might
say. Then next time I see ’im, he’ll tip
ame sixpenee or a shillin’. Oh, yes, I do zet
a few tips —enough 1o go to the pictures now
an’ then, an’ get a bit in Mrs. Hake's
tuckshop.

Now, there’s Master Archie. 'E's what
I calls a gentleman—a rcal gentleman. Why,
‘e’'s got 'is own valet to put ’im to bed an’
dress 'im, an’ feed "im, an’ nurse ’hn up.
Why, ’'e things nothink of chuckin’ me over
‘arf-a-crown if I do some little thing for
'im—an’ you bet I’'m allus a-doing some
little thing.

Now, about this ’ere tippin’. There's folks
what says as il ain’t right, an” ought to be
put down. I ain't one o' them. If Lips
come my way, I take ’em, not ‘’arf!
Wouldn’t you? But I ncver lets pcople sce
as I expects tips, I should scorn to do
such a thing as that. 1If people likes to
give tips, why shouldn’'t they, I'd like to
know? It's their way of showin’ as they’re
pleased, an’ givin® a little encouragement to
them as serves ‘em. An’ you can take it
from :@me that servants wants a Jittle
cneouragement as well as other folks. But,
mind you, I do think a3 them swanker sort
o chaps is fat'cads, what throws money
about in tippia’ when they can't afford it.
What 1 say is, that there’s recason in all
things, an’ if people would be reasonable
about givin’ tips. an' about expectin’
an’ takin® Llips, things would be a ‘eap
hetter,



{(NOTE.—Readers of THE NELSON LEE
- LIBRARY caxn write to me, and 1 will
reply on this page. Three weeks or
a month should be allowed for print-
and publishing < replies ” after they
have been received. Address your
letters . or postecards to UNCLE
EDWARD, ¢/0o ‘The Editor. Tue
NELSON LEE LiIBRARY, The Fleetway
House, Farringdon Street, E.C.4.—
UNCLE EDWARD,)

A. J.,, IRELAND: Of cours2 Study D is the

DOILLY

“loving, either.

most quiet apartment in the Remove
passage.. Everybody knows that. And
what do you mean by your opening
words? Yo speak as though I'm not
always in my vight senses! And I don’t
take any salts at all, you insulting
rotter: 1I'm full of health and manly
vigour becanse 1 always take pleety of

good ecxercise.

WORRIED, “RIGHT HERE.,” CORN-
WALL: I Dhave read your letter three
times, and | have come to the con-
clusion that you are off your silly
rocker. In the first place, there’s no
need to call me “darling,” and I'm not
Yon say my brain must
be full of - it.” TFull of what? And
what's that reference to water at the
bottom of your letter, with a cross
ugamnst it? As for your questions, they
are casily answered. The moon isn't
made of chees: as even a silly fap
ought to know—or even a [five-year-old
infant. And flies die in the winter-
time, so they naturally go to dust.
Finally, I ecan’t understand what vcu
mean by wishing me & merry Christmas
in May. DBut all lunatics lave delusions
like this.

DAYDREAM, ROCKFERRY: Yes,
you have guessed the truth about me,
but please keep it scer»t, and don't
tell any of your chums that I'n Hand-
forth. Of course, I'm a brainy chap.
and [ should have been
long ago, but for tlhe iujustice of all
schoolmasters, and the diiticulties of
¢cxams, You're not the first one who

in the Fifth |}
IRENE

T T
Correspondence Answered

by UNCLE EDWARD

BN BB U U TR T

has thought me nice, but it's ripping of
vou to say so. Haven't I always said I
ought to to he the Captain of the
Remove? Thanks for thinking so, too.
I'm not so sure about being Skipper of
St. Frank's—-the Sixth might kick, you
know. My hair is a beautiful rich ches-
nut, and very curly. Jealous chaps say
it's tousled, but that's all pifHe. - My
eves are steel grey, like all famous de-
detectives. (lad to Lear that you are
fair, with bluc eyves, and it stands to
rcason you're pretty. I'm awfully
bucked about what you say concerning
the Trackett Grim stories. If I couldn't
tell the ditTerence belween an elephant
and a pillar box I ought to go and sce
an eye specialist. 1 am surprised that
you Jike my minor, because he’s a young
beast, and doesn’t deserve any praise.
All right, I’ll ask Nipper about Jetting
you hear more aton: tlo Moor View
girls.

HANDY’S ADMIRER, HOMERTON :. Thanks

for your letter, Winnie. At “first [
nearly dectded to chuek your letter in
the waste-paper basket, and ignore it.
It's like your nerve—and you a girl,
too!—to refer to Irene Mananers as a
“silly girl.” I shan't answer your (ues-
tion about my sister—becaunse nice girls
never bifl noses. I should like to know
who makes fun of the Trackett Grim
stories—an: I'd soon deal with them!
Of course, these yarns are sensible! And
they never -ontain ridiculous incidents.
Considering you read them, you ought
to know this. Nipyer's real name is
Richard Hamilton, and Mr. Nelson Lee
is his guardian. N

JACK RICKETTS, HAYLE: I can't answer

the first part of yvour letter about me
getting married to Irene Manners when
I grow up, because she takes the
““Mag.,” and might see it. But 1 might
as well tell you I've thought of the
same idea, too. But don't say a word!
You chump! I've always gcne in for
boxing! Don’t Chur¢h anil McClure
know it? Thanks awfully [for your
wonderful appreciation of the Trackett
Grim stories—but I con't quite like
that question mark after the word
‘“splendid.” 1 suppose you thought you
hadn't spelt the word right.

H., BINGLEY: Sorry, but I don't
keep rabbits, and I wouldn't keep them,
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anyway. Somchow, I don’'t think your
letter was quite serious.

SMIKE, BINGLEY : I shouldn’t be surprised

if you're a [riend of “Irene H.” Any-
how, your inquiry Is just as dotty. How
the dickens should I know how to make
face erecam? All you need Is a quarter
of a pound of lard, a smail bottle of
scent, and a tin of vaseline. Mix the in-
gredients togetlier well, boll them for
half-an-hour, and if you haven't got face
crcam after this, don’t blame me.

F. HUTTON, DEVIZES: I'm not surprised
vou like the Trackett Grim storles, but
wihy you should think them funny Iis
extraordinary. And it's like your nerve
to say I make inistakes! As for your
riddle, as sugar is over 4d. a pound, I
can't possibly work out the answer,
Sorry. Detter luck next time.

DICK CIIESTER, EASTBOURNE: Sorry, but
I don’t know the silly idiot with fists
like hams you refer to. There's no-
hody of that sort in Study D, and he
hasn’t got two chums. The only fellows
besides myself in Study D are Church
and McClure. You must be thinking of
another school. Regarding the Trackett
(irim stories, I could quite cheerfully see
you go mad.

CONSTANT READER: That's the style!
I'm awful.y bucked to hear how jyou
like the Mag., and naturally you’ll never
give up THE NELSON LEB LIBRARY. Yes,
I do know the author of the Trackett
Grim thrillers, but modesty prevents
me saying he's handsome. A chap
doesn’t like to brag about his own looks.
I don’t know what yon mean about the
public getting A shock if 1 ever wrote
stories of a higher quality. How can [.
when mine are the highest already? 1
can’t help thinking you're a fathead.
Oh, awlully sorry! I've Just seen by
your P.S. that you're a girl. Under the
circumstances, perhaps you're not a
fathead. '

D.M., DERBY: Thanks for vour Merry
letter. There's a joke there, hut no-
body clse will see it except you and I.
I'm very flattered by what you say, par-

ticularly because youw're a girl.  But

why do you think Willy and [ aje
comical? Willy is really a young nss,
and I'm quite n serious chap. Ycu
needn’t worry about Irene and Co.—
they'll be in most of the stories in
future, and pretty prominently, too. 1
don’t know which girl Nipper likes lest.
but I'll ask him—though I ean’t guar-
antee he’ll reply, beeanse he’s a modest
chap where girls are concerned.
CHARLES PRICE. LEEDS: Got your (wo
letters a few dzys ago. Where do you
Aind your notepaper? Of course I can
fight Ernest Lawrence, of the College

:

Ilouse, and I'll bet he wouldn't knock
me out in two rounds, as you suggest.
In fact, 1'd probably lick Lim, though
I'll admit he sent me to sleep once.
Your guestion—When shall I go up into
the Fifth?—is a sorec one with me. If
there was apy justice in this world, I
should Lave been in the Sixth by now.
But. somchow, masters seem to have a
grudge against me, and for no earthly
reason they glve me rotten marks at
exams. l've got an ldea those stories
of yours are just spoaf, and I'll bet
they're awful, anyhow.

BEN WORMALD, LEEDS: A good idea of

yours to save postage by shoving your
Jetter In Charlie's envelope—and it Jooks

- as if. you've pinched some of hls paper

too. If elther Church or MeClure
threatened to give me a black eye, 1'd
bif him sldeways, and put him in his
place.

>. COX, COUTHMOOR, BERKS: Don't
be silly. Mow ecan one fellow lend
another fellow some of his brains? You
say you would like to praise my Trac-
kett Grim stories. Well, why don’t you?
Everybody else does. Of course I'm
good at batting—and 1 think you're
good at telling whoppers. You can't
make me believe you scored five cen-
turies this season, and took four wickets
for six runs. It's possible, of course,
but I beliave you’re pulling my leg—or
trying to. Nobody's ever succeeded ytet.

INTERESTED, FINSBURY PARK: I'm not

going to marry anybody until I grow
up, so don't be so jolly dotty—talking
‘about coming to my wedding!

S.W.. BLUNTISHAM, HANTS: Bravo!

You've done jolly well in three months,
and I like your remarks about the won.
derful detectlve stories you mention., As
this is a private reply to you alone, 1
won't add that you mean the Trackett
Grim yarna. With regard to your wish
that the Alag. should be varied, this
has already becn granted, so you ought
to be pleased. Noyw lor your questions.
Singleton’s study is N, and the .selflsh
beggar has the whole room to himself.
Clarence Fellowe i3 in Study I, and hls
study mates.are Skelton and Elimore.
Jarrow shares Study J with Armstrong
and Griffith. Alf Brent Is wilth Archio
Glenthorne in an extra stutly at the end
of the Remove passage, and Fatty Little
fs in Study I, with the Trotwood twins,
And they're all in the Anclent Houses

(NOTE.—I've got lota of other, letters to

answer, but Nipper won’t give me any
more space this waek. so bhlame Lim if
vou haven't had your reply. [I'll deal
with a big batch next week, so0 look

out).
- UNCLE EDWARD. .



(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

No. 3.—A FIGHT WITH A DEVYIL-FISH.
S a sportsman, I've had some exciting
adventures and some hair-breath
escapes on land. But for real sport
give me the sea. MHunting lions and
'tlf'ers is tame work compared with eatching
sting-rays, or sea-bats. This is the real
devil-fish, and the most dcadly creature in
the ocean. Out in the Caribbean, in my
vacht the Wanderer, 1 once saw a nalive
boatman killed by a lightning stroke of a
sting-ray’'s spiked whip tail.” It touched him
in the arm, and he fe¢ll like a log, his arm
paralysed. In three minutes the poor fellow
was dcad.
I had a narrow escape myself once. We
hooked a bhiz fellow weighing about three-
quarters of a ton, and we managed to stun
him and then get a rope through his nostrils,
and haul him up to the side of the boat.
But when we tried Lo get him in, he woke
up, and hegan to thrash and ‘churn the
water, darting and swinging his {terrible
whip-like tall in all directions, hiiting the
side of the Dboat with it, and scading it
inboard.
* To cscape the tail, ‘where the poison is, we
had to move as far out of rcach as possible,
and in moving we shifted the balance of the
.boat, and causcd it to sying as il on a
pivot. The ray whirled us®ound and round
in giddy circles. Four revolver shots were
sent through its head; it was stabbed in
twenty places wilth a hunter’s knife, and
then whacked across the head with a heavy
piece of wood. All this merely disabled him.
In the end, after landing him, we had to
Jay a tree-trunk across his hindquarters and
cut his whip off. I never saw any-
thing so full of vitality. It’s almost
impossible to kill them. The tenacity of life
of th=se ugzly brutes is amazing.
i Qh, yes! Life at sea has its
aspects no less than life on land.

thrilling

Tzingled'Tosh - By TimothyTucker

No. 3.—THE DETERIORATION
OF CIVILISATION.

IIAT of civilisation? 1s there such

a thing in these heterogeneons days

of irrespective irresponsibility and
gargantuan fgnorance? After all,

my friends, civilisation is but a comparative .

illusion «f illimitable depth. By this I
mean that civilisation doces not exist,
You, in your sclf-satisfled stale of

simplicity and obscurantism, fondly bhelleve
that we are all living in an age of
millenniumistic progress. Give your mind to
this problem of Brobdingnagian proportions!

It may not be generally realised, but the
discrepancies in our so-called civlisation are
not manifestly multiferous and immutably
numerous. That is no hallucination, bhut
incontestable fact.

In the limbo of the forgotten past thorp
were barbarie and heathenistic dances which
would De looked upon with irrevocable
horror in these days. DBut what Is the fox-
trot but a recrudescence of the heathcen
trait? ° What is the jazz but a rever-
beratory resurrection of bygone canmlmhatm
apcrs" n

And let me give a word of warninz ahout
football and cricket and tennis, and such-
like retrogressive backslidings. Let me sound
the clarion call of caution against all games
of a pre-civilised era.” They can do nothing
but monumental harm and tremendous
damage.

There is no doubt that civilisation has been
degeneratinz for centuries, although In
microphotographically insignrificant spasms.
But, my friends, at this same rate ol
deterloration, in fifty thousand million ycars
from now we ohall be—

(Safely out of your way, thank good:ifi:)s;
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You'll find the first stery of " HARLENE-HMR-BMH " FOR ALL

John S. Margerison's great o every Man and Woman who appreciatés the
—~ - i~ . Taaa = . : 7 s 7 eI I L2
new ._bportlng Serjes——— picasure, yes, and the value of possessing a

he;";d of Healthy, Abundant Hair, this page with
. its special GitTtOffer is of the Greatest Importance,
B RHT AEN $ S - If your Hair is Dull, Lifcless and Impoverished,
CHAMPIONSHIP
CHASERS ! ”

there is a Four-fold Gitt—the famous “Harlenc-

Hair-Drill 7 Qutfit—ready to bring your Hailr
back to Rich, Radiant Health.

in this week's Extra-Special

number of that famous

Sports - story paper, the

Why shouid you worry about the conditicn
of your Hair, when such a splendid Gift Outist
is ready rtor your acceptance ?
THE FOUNDATION OF/
BEAUTIFUL HAIR " |
BOYS’ REALM
' Now On Saﬁe————-—ﬁ—m rice 2d. : ' SIS
Tlﬁls l:*a the I-"REE :}Et‘ozllr-'l;?dd G:f}:} (i%tﬁt_
— aske ace ; s
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complete Hair-growing campaigan. FPost

the coupon NOW.

Jach Free Gift contains the following : —

1. A Trial Bottle of ‘“ Harlene,”” thg
ideal liquid food and natural growth-
promoting tonic for the hair.

2. A Packet of * Cremex’> Shamuvoo.
This is an antiseptic purifier which
thoroughly cleanses the hair and scﬂ.lp
of all scurf, etc.

3. A Bottle .of *“ Uzon” Bnlhantnm.
which gives the final touch of beauty to
the ha1r
4. A Copy of the ** Hair-Drill” Manuszl
—the most clearly written treatise on
the toilet ever produced.

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of ‘‘ Harlene’’ at 1s. 1id.
2s. 9d. and 4s. 9d. per bottle; “° TGzon '’
Brilliantine at 1s. 1lid. and 2s. Sd. per bottle;
“* Cremex ’’ Shampoo Powders at ls. 6d. per
box of seven shampoos (single packets 3d. each);
and ‘¢ Astol’? for Grey Hair at 38, and 5s. per
‘boLt-IIfl., from Chemists and Stores all over the
world.

‘“HARLENE” FREE CIFT FORM.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARN.- g

i LENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’'s

Conduit Street, London, W.C.1. 1
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your frec ‘° Har-
lene '’ Four-Fold Hair Growing Outfit as
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> Meet 1 Q described. I enclose 4d. in stamps for post- §
Bl 3 the Stunt peedman m a 12,000- | age and packing of parcel to my address. :
E, PEF complete story 1n thlS week’s w5 Td\%on ir)ee, 21/6724.

; ER.
E UCK. This fine paper 1s packed : = - :
110!]1: ‘Mth L I d Write your full name and address |
g: S SCnoo Sport an adwenture : clea.rtlg on a pla.ltn piece é}f pai;per, :
; g _— pin is coupon to 1it, and post as j
4 tories get a copy to"daY- ! directed above. (Mark envelope |
K E : i ' Sample Dept.”) :
- very Tllesda,y —_— it L. t N.B.—If your hair is GRLEY, enclose exira §

: ; ' 24? stamp—~o6d. in all—and a FREE bottle of '§
e ‘cdstol ?? far Grey Hair will also be senl you.,




mhll'vou pay for our No 400A

Mead ‘‘Marvel *’—the finest cycle ever

offered on such eacentlonally easy

. terms. Brilliantly plaled; richly

R ‘enamrz,llcd lined -1in coloura Sent
' pached free-carriage paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully manantcd ' Money refunded ifi @
dissatisfied.” Old machjnes exchanged. 'R
Big bargains in, factory soiled mounts.
Tyres énd accessories 334 per cent’ below’
shop prmes Write TO-DAY for testi-
moniais and 111ustrated art cataiogue

500 BRITISH NIADE CAMERAS

Complete with Onptic- Sale Price
ally Ground Convex Lens :
'1%[111:1:1-{(](&1 %."l de ﬁlmd f3
pholos (slzc X iR ;
Shutter- and Brilliant Post 3d.
View Finder. Also best quallty
Plate, Developing and.  Fixing
Chemicals,  Sensitized Paper and
Prinling Franie.. Complete Camera

and.Outfit. Catalogue 1,000 Big
Bargaing, post free. :

THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO.
(U.J.) 81. Kendal Lane Leeds,

THE “HELIFANT'’ GAMES BALL.
(pr ovisionally patented)
The finest air ball ever
invented. Stronger than
any- leather foothall.
Hand finished. Pure
-‘ubberoutercasine. Ilasily
he best bounr‘u Built
i to stand rough use. A
" boy's best pal PRICES :
1/6, 2/6, ‘4;9 post
free from sole makc:*s._f
The Blackpcol Rubber
o G Novelties Co., 27, Cliiton
i - Street, Blackpool.

Height Increased 5/ Complete
In 30 Days. - Course.

No Appl:ances No Drugs, No Dieting,
The "Melvin Strong System NEVER

FAILS. Seng stamp for particulars
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd.
(Dept.S), 10 LudgateHall Lond:m Eng,
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D. BRINGS YOU THIS

— — LEVER
WATCH

Offered to ‘* Nelson Lee Library '’ Reacders
on o Unbeatable Bargain Terms.
READ OUR BRIEF DESCRIPTION. Gent.’
full-size Keyless 8-day Lever Watceh, heavy nwkel-
silver finished case. Jewelled mtc,u,hanfrr*abl&
lever movement, wilh visible escapement of
highest “orhmanshm (3 prize medals). Al latest
improvements, including gafety cateh to prevent
overwinding., Fach watch caufullv adjusted .to
keep accurale time. Only wanis “mflmz once a

\\‘} week, A hlgh class serviceable watch,

fully guaranteed 10 ycars.
OUR U‘NEQUALLED TERMS.

more . and the balance
by instalments of 4/«
a -month; until only
30./-1is paid. Price, full
~cash  with order (or
within 7 daysofreceipt),
27/6 only. Cash re-
turncd willingly if not
absolutely satisfied and
watchisréturned within
7 days. Send P.O. or
Stamps now toi— - -

s | —— Sy

|FREE |

' “"Ltd.. (Dept. 388),
IE??EILI; | : 947 Queen’s Roa.d
'WITH = BRIGHTON Sussex,
EVERY | B -
[WATCHF"’
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HElGHT OGI.INTS

in v.mmng success. Let {he Glrtan
.System increase your height.: Send
‘P.C. for particulars of otur £100
guarantee to Enquiry Dept. A, M ..

17, Stroud Green Road, London N 4

LADS WANTED NOW FroOoR ﬂUSTRﬁ.LIA

We send this handsome wateh post
h paid upon recclpt of 6d. only. After
_ receiving  “wateh, - if

satisfied; you send 3/~ =
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Aged 14 “to -19. Qood heéalth and $Character. 2
Assisted passages. Advice how to gofand what fo . =3
do on arrival FREE from CHURCH PARMY.

Write or call for full particulars of ‘opportunities .

awaiting yon.—Church Army. 25, Uockspﬁr
Street, S.W.1. =
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| I supply the finest Coventry.- - :

~built cycles from £5-5-0 cafsh

L or 2[- weekly. Any cyclesent
i on '14 days’ approval '

packed free and carriage

-~ paid, on receipt of small
i deposit. Write for free
bargain lists now. e

; I A
;s ' E""'ml'lel\L World’s Largest Cycle -
= sm=Dealer. Dent, 24. COVENTRY

e TR A e T S S, et . . .

Be sure and mention ‘The Nelson
Lee Library > when communicating

-

with advertisers, .

Printed and Published every Wednesday by ﬁl)e dPropmctnrs, the Amalpamated Press (1922),
ndon
E.C 4. Registered for transmission by Canadian magazme'? :
11 /- per annum; .
Limited.
Gordon & Gotch, Limited; and for Canada: The Imperial News Co.

The Fleetway_ House, Farringdon Street,

House, Farringdon Street, London,
st. ulbscuptlon Rates : Inland and Abroad,
or South:-Africa: The Central News Agency,

Messrs.

No. 47 2.

Irtad.,

1..C.4. Advertisement -Offices, The I‘Ieetwa,y

5/6 for six months. Sole Agents
Sole A"ents for Australia and New Zealand 3
(Canada), Limited.

D/R

June 21, 1924



