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It was one of the most magni-
ficent saves that had been seen
on Little Side.

. A To;i-hole School and Footer Yarn
of the Boys of St, Frank’s,
Also, thrilling detective story :— | , "
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The River House custodian just got to the ball as+4t was about to enter the ne)t.
It was one of the most magnificent saves that had ever been made on Little Side.
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A ROUSING LONG COMPLETE
SCHOOL STORY OF THE RE-
NOWNED BOYS OF ST. FRANK'’S

In addition to the popular school interest, Mr. Brooks gives us this week
a story that will make a special appeal to lovers of football. He promised
me some time ago that he would endeavour to write one yarn dealing with
the great winter game before Christmas. And when Mr. Brooks does write
a footer yarn, he writes with the authority of one who knows the game
thoroughly, for there is nothing he loves better, as a relaxation, than to
watch a first-class footer match. The story opens with some screamingly
funny adventures of the absent-minded Professor Sylvester Tucker, and
then leads on to the exciting footer match between St. Frank’s College and

the River House School.

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
THE PROFESSOR AND THE PONY.
ROFESSOR SYLVESTER TUCKER,
the science master of the Modern
Ilouse at St. Frank’s, came to a
halt in the middle of the school
Triangle.

‘“ Extraordinary!”’ he murmured. ‘1 cer-
tainly came out of doors for something.
But what? Why am I here? Why am I in
front of the fountain in this absurd
fashion?”’

_The learned gentleman looked very much
like a lost sheep as he blinked at the foun-
tain. At least, he thought it was the foun-
tain. He couldn’t be quite sure, as it was
remarkably blurry this afternoon. For some
unaccountable reason, the fountain was a
mere indistinct smudge.

‘“Speaking to me, sir?” inquired the
smudge politely.

The professor started. What he had taken
fo-be the fountain moved upon its founda-
tions and approached him. As a matter of

fact, the professor had mistaken Reginald I

for the marble orna-
decorated the centre of the

Pitt of the Fourth,
ment  which

Triangle.
““Good gracious!” said Professor Tucker.
“Who is that? Why are you looking so

absurdly indistinet, young man? 1 thought
you were the fountain! But no matter—go
away and don’t bother me!”

Pitt grinned. The professor was looking at
him in a peering, vague sort of manner,
and without any sign of recognition. The
Captain of the TFourth hardly felt compli-
mented. It was not exactly flattering to
be mistaken for a cold mass of marble.

“I was just glancing at this week's Mag.,
sir,” said Reggie. ‘I was standing so still
that you must have thought me a fixture.”

‘““ But why,” demanded the professor, ¢ are
you so hazy this afternoon??”’

“I'm afraid that's just an illusion, sir,”
said Reggie. ¢“You seem to have forgotten

your spectacles, and "
‘““ Bless my soul!” interrupted the pro-
fessor., “Well, well, well! So I have! [

knew there was something wrong—but for
the life of me I couldn’t remember what it
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wis,  ““ My spectacles, ch? Splendid! Per-
haps you will be good cnough to fetch them
for me, - Fenton.”

“I'm not IFenton,
“I'm Pitt.”?

“ Don’t bother me with such trifles!”” said
the professor testily. ¢“Upon my soul!
What does it matter to me who you are?
Please go indoors, Handferth, and fetch m{
slasses. How do you expect -me to wal
about in this fog without my spectacles?”’

Pitt hurried indoors with a chuckle. The
carly December afternoon was particularly
brigcht, with a touch of frost in the air. It
was the professor’s cyesight that was foggy
-—not the atmosphere. But it was quite
characteristic of himn to wander out in this
fashion.

Professor Sylvester Tucker was about the
most absent-minded gentleman in the school.
Ile was a continual source of amusement Lo
the fellows, and it was so easy to pull his
lcg that the juniors were getting tired of
it. The professor was Timothy Tucker’s
uncle—and this fact, as the IFFourth agreed
to a man, clearly explained his eccentricity.

As soon as Pitt had gone, the professor
walked forward a few paces. This brief
progress was quite suflicient to drive all
thoughts of spectacles from the scientist’s
mind. He even forgot that he had been
speaking to anybody. '
"~ ¢ Good gracious!”” he murmured abruptly.
I knew there was something to be done!
The post oflice! Where is the post office?
Bless my soul, why do they have these
establishments in such ridiculous places?”

Ife blinked round, as though expecting to
sce a post office rise up out of the ground.
iiis fingers, straying absently into his pocket,
had come in contaect with a telegraph form;

grinned Reggie.

.1 ]
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and the professor was reminded that he had |

an urgent telegram to dispatch.

By this time he had overlooked the fact
that: his glasses were still missing, and he
tretted briskly out of the gateway, and
turned down the lane towards the village.
[iverything looked rather hazy at close quar-
ters, but the old gentleman’s long sight was
fairly reliable. .

In nine cases out of ten he forgot his
objective when hLie was only half way there.
Quite frequently he would leave the Modern
llouse in order to visit the Ancient House,
and would ultimutely pull himself up short
three miles away from the school, having
“'.'-Illdliél'ed out of the gateway without Know-
thg it
T Good afternoon, sir,” came a cheery hail
vlose behind him.

The professor paused, ans glanced round.
Jerry Dodd had come up in the rear, and
thea sunny Australian junior was mounted
on his pony. He was taking Bud out for
cne of his exercise runs.

‘““Good afternoon—good afternoon!” said
the professor genially. ‘I must confess
that I am nponplussed. Who are you, sir?
How is it that you are such a remarkable
Leight from the ground?”
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“Why, I'm on Bud, sir,” grinned Jciry

Dodd.
“You're in bud?’” said ths professor
abstractedly. *‘Impossible! You are not a

flower, or a tree! [ presume you are play-
ing about on a pair of those ridiculous stilts.
Very well—very well! Don’t let me detain
you, my boy. I am in a hurry to reach—
good heavens! Who did that? How dare
you take liberties with my hat?"

The professor's head-gear, caught by =
gust of wind, had suddenly sailed into the
air, and was now soaring gracefully over the

hedge into the adjoining meadow. Jerry
Dodd watched its flight with interest.
“Only the wind, sir,”” he exclaimed. ““1'H

just burst through the hedge and get your
property back. By jings! This wind’s get-
ting up into a gale, by the sound of it.”

Jerry Dodd quickly dismounted, and whis-
rered a word to Bud. The pony understood
perfectly, and stood there stationary. No
commands could make him shift until his
master returned,

The Professor was somewhat bewilderved.
His hat had gone, and being slightly bald on
the top of his head, he was nervous:of
catching cold. It annoyed him exceedingly
to have his hat removed so peremptorily.

“Why don't you do something, boy?" he
demanded, turning to Bud. and glaring at

him. ¢ You promised to fetch my hat, and
yvet you stand there like a ninny! Ge at
once!” - 2

‘Bud blinked lazily, and swished his tail. -
“Do you hear me, sir?” thundered the
professor. “Upon my soul! This is nothing
more nor less.than rank disobedience! Are
you listening to me, or are you not??’
The pony was listening, but refused to
make any reply.

CHAPTER II.
ASKING FOR IT.

66 ELL I never!” . _
Tessa Love. of
the Moor- View

School, made
that remark as she turned a
bend in the lane. She was
alone, having walked to the
village to make a few small purchases. And
it occasioned her considerable surprise to
observe the venerable Professor Tucker
standing hatless in the middle of the lane,
conversing with a pony, o .
Tessa smiled to herself as she approached.
She had heard about the professor, although
she badn’t met him. But it must be ad-
mitted that her quickened pace was due to
Bud rather than to the professor,

She was very fond of the little ppony,. for
she had performied many tricks with :hin
when the St. Frank’s juniors had assisted
the -performauce in her father’s circus. She
and Bud, in fact, were staunch friends.

““Coo-ce!’” called Tessa softly. -

Bud pricked up his ears when he -heard
that familiar Australian cry, He evidently




voice, too, for he was on the alert
and he stumped about impati-

knew (he
instantly,
eutly.

¢“ Keep your fcet still, sir!’’ said the pro-
fessor irritably. “You not only refuse to
fetelh my hat, you stand there quite dumb,
and to make matters worse, you Kick your
feet about! 1 shall report your conduct to
your housemaster, sir!”’
~ Bud gave the professor a contemptuous
glance, and then deliberately turned his
back on the learned gentlemm In fact, he
even went to the length of giving the pro-
fessor a push. And the pony pricked up his
cars again and whinnied with delight as
Tessa came up.

“Dear old Bud!”? said the girl affection-
ately, as she patted his neek. “ Where's
your master? Where's Jerry?”

The intelligent pony raised his head and
gazed at the nearest hedge, looking keen
and alert. As clearly as though he had
spoken, he told Tessa that Jerry was in the
adjoining meadow,

“What is all this?” demanded the pro-
fessor angrily. “ Where is my hat? And
who, sir, are you?’’ he added, peering for-
ward at Tessa inquisitively. “Why am I
kept standing here in this absurd fashion?”

“I am sorry, professor, but I've only just
arrived,’” said the girl. ¢ If there is any-
thing I can do—"’ :

““ Good gracious!” interrupted the science

master. ‘I thought vou were one of the
boyvs—I did, indeed! Pray forgive me, my
dear young lady! 1 have hcen uufortunatc
enough to lose my hat——

‘“ Here you are, sir!” intcrrupted Jerry
Dodd, as he broke through a gap near by.
“I had to chase right across the meadow
for it. Better shove it on hard, sir.”

The professor took his hat eagerly.

“Thank you, my' dear Yyoung friend—I
am intensely grateful to you for your cour-
tesy!” he exclaimed, pushing the hat on
$o hard that it nearly came over his ears.
¢ Splendid! But I do wish I could find my
glasses! T am quite lost without them—
quite lost!”

““ Going to the village, sir?’” asked Jerry.

“To the village?” repeated Professor
Tucker. ““The village? Why on earth
should I go to the village? Certainly not!
It is my intention to visit the post office.”

‘¢ But the post office is in the village, sir.”

“Then it had no right to be!” =aid the
professor testily. ‘“A perfectly wabsurd
arrangement! Why should I be compelled to
walk all this way to the village in order to
go to the post office? These gnu.rnment de-
partments have no brains behind them at
.all! No brains whatever!”

“I'll go to the post office for you, if you
like, sir,”’ offered Tessa.

L c-tplendld ! Thank
beamed the professm.
and thoughtful of you.”

He looked quite relieved, and Tessa smiled.
- YIf wvou'll tell me what vou want me to
feteh——? she began.

“Feteh?”?  interrupted the

vou—thank
“ That

you!"”
is very kind

professor.
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“Upon my soul! That's remarkable! What
do I want from the post oflice? Why should
I waste my timc¢ or your time— Ah, ol
course! The telescope!” |

“Telescope, sir?"" repeated Jerry Dodd.

““To be sure!" said Professor Tucker. ¢ 1
must send an urgent telegram, ordering my
new telescope. Thank you very much, boys,
but I really must attend to this matter
personally,”’

He patted Tessu on the shoulder.

““T appreciate your willingness, my lad
but such an III‘ll)OItdnt matter must receive
my own attention,” he said, beaming.
““ There, there! Run off and ]}In}'#;{et back
to vour football. or marbles, or whatever

you favour, (Good gracious! Unless [
hasten, the telegram will not arrive in
time!"”’

Ile bustled off, and nearly walked into thn
diteh in his ecxuberance. Jerry Dodd and
Tessa watched him go with amused smiles.

“By jings! It isn't safe to let him be out
alone ! grinned Jerry.

““ He mistook me for a boy!” said Tessu,
with twinkling cyes. “It was too bad,

wasn't it?"

“I'll say it was!” agreed Jarry heartily.

The professor’s mistake, in fact, wa3
decidedly uncomplimeutary to Tessa, for
she was looking extremely pretty and dainty
in her warm winter coat and fur wrap.
But the professor was such a harmless old
fellow that nobody could be angry with him.

And he had by no means reached the end
of his adventures yct. For as he approached
the bridge over the River Stowe, three
cheerful-looking juniors hove in sight. They
were Hal Brewster and Co., of the River
House School.

Brewster looked at his chums, and his
chums looked at Brewster. Then they
srinned happily.

“0Old Timothy Tucker's uncle,” said
Brewster significantly. *“Here he comes,
toddling along, absolutcly asking to have
his leg pulled. What about it, my sons?

Shall we pull?”
“We shall!” said the others promptly.

- e

CHAPTER IIIL
LIKE A LAMB TO THE SLAUGHTER.

OAT HOLLOW, the
old house just round
thec bend of Edge-

more Lane, was
facing Brewster and Co. a3
they halted against a gate-

way. They lounged there,
waiting for Professor Sylvester Tucker to
draw level.

“And to think that we lived In that old
barn once!” said Dave Ascott, with a sniff.
“My hat! It looks like a prison!”

“0Or a reformatory!” said Glynn.

“Yes, but it wasn’t like this when we
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were  on the  spot,” objected Brewster,
“since we left the old house has gone
aown and down, and I thought it was

hooked for complete destruction at one time,
! wonder who’s bought the place, and what
he's going to do with 1t?”

Brewster wasn’t the only one who
wondered that. Moat Hollow had recently
heen known a3 the River House School,
but since Dr. Hogge had built a fine new
cstablishment a mile down the Idgemorc
LLane, the old place had fallen into disuse
and desolation.

I'he villagers had already begun to refer

io the house as Moat Hollow—in order to
distinguish it from the new River Housc
School.  There was another reason, too.

Curious alterations were in progress at the
2loomy old house. The wmoat, disused for
niany years, was now being re-cexcavatled,
and other changes were bheing effected.
Before Brewster and Co. could discuss
the subject further, Professor Tucker drew
alongside, quite igunorant of the presence of
fhese juniors. They surrounded hiw, and

politely raised their caps.
“Good-afternoon, sir,” said DBrewster re-
spectfully. :
The profcssor paused, and blinked at Lhe
tlm.

** The cxtreme brilliancy of Jupiter is un-
doubtedly caused by certain atmospheric
conditions,” he declared. “Eh? Oh, I beg
vour pardon, boys! Good-afternoon—good-
afternoon! Did you wish to speak to me?”

“*We wanted to hear some of your
wonderful theorics about the solar system,
<ir,” said Brewster solemnly.

** Ah, the solar system!” agreed the pro-
fessor.  ““ Doubtless you remember the lec-
fure I gave vesterday? 1 am glad that
vou take such an interest, young man.
sSplendid! In future I shall single you out
for special attention. DBut at the present
moinent I cannot waste any time. I am
bent upon sending off an urgent telescope.”

“You're sending off a telescope, sir?”
srinned Brewster.

“Yes, I am sending a telescope to the
manufacturers at once, so that they can

pack my telegram up and—  Good
sracious! What am I saying? Whoever
heard of a telegram Dbeing packed up?

RRidiculous!”

“Yes, sir,” said Glyon.
wean you're going to send a telegram—-

“Don’t bother me!” broke in Professor
Tucker. “Go away! How dare you delay
me in this fashion, and waste my time?
Where is the post-ofiice? Good heavens!
Who has taken the post-office away?”

“It’s further down the street, sir,” said
Brewster. “We've got nothing to do just
now—we’ll take you there, sir. And on the
wiay you can talk to us about Jupiter.”

“1 suppose you

"

* Excellent!” beamed the professor. ™A
perfectly sound proposition, young man.

f.l-: LIBRARY ]{

Now, Jupiter is really the Iarges
plane{——-"
He went off into a long, scientific dee

scription of the planet, and became so en-
grossed that he not only forgot the post-
office and his precious telegram, but he
cven overlooked the fact that he was walk-
ing along the lanc.

His movements were  mechanical—-he
accompanicd Brewster and Co. meekly apd
willingly—quite unconscious of the fact that
he was going back to St. Frank’s matud
of to the 1'111:1 e.

The River Honac juniors were en]n}'mg
themselves immensely.  They thought it
great fun to take the professor back to his .
starting-point. It wasn’t as though the :
telcgram was urgent. On the professor's
own showing, it was only an order for a
telescope, and as the learned gentleman
already had about a dozen, the River Housce
fellows considered they were doing him a
service by preventing this act of needless
cxtravagance.

““ Here we are,
iecngth.

They had pcnetrated completely into tlu ,
Triangle, and were, indced, just outsidec the!
door of Mrs. Hake's little tuckshop. = .

“1h? Here we are?” said the pro-’
fessor, interrupting his flow of astronomigal
thoughts. < Well, of course we are here!.
Where else should we be? As I was saying,
the proximity of the ecarth to Jupiter is
entirely dependcnt upon——-"

“But didn’t you want
telegram, sir?”

“A telegram? Nonsense!” snapped the
professor testily. **Why on carth should
I want to send off a telegramn? Don't
ml.t,uu;at me with such paltrj,, llllllllpﬁltd‘lL
watters!”

“But I thought you were going to order
a uew telescope, sir?” asked Asuntt

Professor Tucker gave a violent start.

“Telescope!” he ejaculated. “Good -

sir,” suid Brewster at

to send off «

1

gracious mec! That’s true! Now you conc
to remind me, I certainly did

Ah, this is the post-oflice, is it not?
Splendid! Onec wmoment, boys, and I will
join you again.”

And, to the huge delight of Brewster and
Co., the professor toddled into the tueck-
shop, intent upon his telegram. The jape
had turned out cven better than the River
House fellows had hoped for,

“I think,” said Brewster, *“this is where
we vanish!”

“Now and
agreed Ascott,

again you're almost human,”
nodding., *“Cowme on—let’s
bunk through {o Little Side. 1 spotted
Reggie Pitt there as we came across, and
we want to speak to him about Saturday’s
niatch,”

And the River House trio discreetly made.
themselves scarce. They badly wanted to
pcep into the tuckshop, but they considerod
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§t highly
circumstancces.

In the mecantime, Professor Tucker was
standing in the middlc of the little shop,
searching his pockets. He was becoming
rather flustered. e searched his trousers,
his waistcoat, his frock-coat, and then
started all over again.

“ Remarkable!” he muttered impatiently.
¢“] wrote the telegram out in readiness,
and now, cxtraordinarily cnough, it has
completely  vanished. Very distressing!
Tpon my soul, where can it be?”

Mrs. Hake, behind her counter, was watch-
ing the professor in mild astonishment.

———

inexpedient to do so under the)

| now understand why his

LEE LIBRARY [/
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can't trust a famous gentleman such a3
yvourseli, Professor Tuck

“Tut, tut! Don't bother me, woman!™
broke in the professor irritably. “You
postal assistants are altogether too person.i
nowadays. I am grateful for your offer, buft
I must be firm. Now, where on earth——
Ah, good gracious! How very sincular!”

The professor had suddenly discovered the
telegram form in his spectacle-case, having
apparently mistaken the form, in an absent-
minded moment, for his glasses. He couldl
spectacles werz
missing. He must have left them on his
study table.
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CHAPTER 1IV.
A SLIGHT MISTARE.

number the masters “Good! Here we arc, my good lady!
And the professor | Let me know how
kindly
briskly.  “Furthermore, 1

assurance that this telegram

require
will be

“Telegram, sir?” cchoed Mrs.

justifiably astonished.

RS, HAKE  leaned “Eh? Yes, telegram!” said the professor.

over the counter{ “Why do jyou interrupt me with these

- with Kindly inten- | totally unnccessary questions?  Be good
tions. enough to count the words, and—=-"

“Maybe I can help you, “But you can’'t send a telegram frowm
she asked. “If it's | here, sir!” said Mrs. Hake, flustered.

money you're looking for, Her confusion was reasonable. Never

you ncedn’t bother a Dbit—it’s a pity if I

much this will be, and
make haste about it,” he cxclaimed
your

Hake,

before had her 1ittle shop been mistaken for
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{he post-oflice, and she couldn’t possibly ; Mrs. Hake was too overcome to make any
understand  why  Professor Tucker should | reply at all. Buat she looked imploringiy
make such an extraordinary blunder. He [ at the Third-Foriners, who had halted in

was well acquainted with the fact that the
post-office was in the village.

But Mrs. Hake didn’t know that the pro-
fcssor had walked nearly to the viliage
and back, and was quite convinced that he
was in Bellton at the present moment.
Without his spectacles, everything was a
blur, and he hadun’t the faintest suspicion
that he was talking to Mrs. Hake. He
probably wouldn’t have recognised Mrs.
Hake, glasses or no glasses,

“1 think you've made a mistake, sin”
went on the good lady. “This isn’t a place
where you can send—--"

“Eh? What are you talking about?” de-
manded the professor impatiently. * You
post-office assistants are thoroughly in-
cfficient! Do you GPear e, wadan?
Thoroughly ineilicient! Unless you attend
to me at once, [ shall make a serious
complaint to the Postmaster-General!”

“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Hake fecbly.
only you'll listen, sir—-"

«T do nothing else but listen!” retortcd
the professor. * Take this telegram at once,
snd let me have no more of this nousense!
It must be dispatched at once. Yon under-
stand, mv good wonan—at once!*’

“ But—Dbut this isn’t the post-oftice, sir!”

“ Rubbish!” said the Professor irritably.
“Po you think I don’t know where I am?”

“Well, you're at St. Frank’s, sjy——=""

gt Frank's?” snorted the proiessor.
» Piddlesticks, woman! 1'm in Bellton, and
this is the post-oftice! Don’t tare to arguc
with me!- Haven't I walked all the way
from St. Frank’s specially to send this tele-
“take me for lunatic,

Wi

gram? Do you a
madam?”’ o
“No, sir, but—but this isn't the post

oflice, really!” ‘

Poor Mrs. Hake was nearly at her wits’
end. It afforded her some slight neasure
of relief when three Third-Formers imarched
purposefully into the tuckshop. Mrs. Hake's
eyes gleamed. Perhaps these young gentle-
men would be able to assist her, -

“Now,” said the professor, *“have pyou
fnished with this ridiculous absurdity?
Take this telegram at once! 1f T have any
more discourtesy I shall report you!”

The professor slapped the telegram down
on the counter, and glared at Mrs. Hake
<traight in the eye. She didn’t kuow, poor
spul, that the professor could only see a
blinrry outline.

“I1—I can’t fake the telegram, sir,” sho
persisted weakly  “ Please, sir, you've made
@ mistake—this isn’t the post-oflice——="

“How dar. you!”’ thundered the professor,
cutraged. “low dare you keep up this
pieposterous farce? I'm amazed that the
withorities should place such an incom-
petent person as you in conirol of this
oflice! Are you an assistant, or the post-
niistress?  Tell me, woman!” S

the wmiddle of the shop to watch the enter-

tainment.
“He's mad!” said Chubby Heath, in 2
whisper.
“Clean  dotty—just  like T.T.P" agrecd
Owen minor.  *“Didn't 1 always say he was

jolly well touched?”’

*Leave this to mel”
forth happily.

e strode forward and touched the pro-
fessor on the arm.

“Go awav!” snapped the old gentleman,
“Do you hear me, sir? Don’t pester mie
now! 1 won't be pestered! T am having
quite enovgh  trouble with  this woman

without 1

“Sorrvy, sir, bat you've got off at the
wrong station!” said Handforth minor,

“LEh--station? What on earth—="

“You've backed the wrong gee-gee, sir,”
explained Willy.  “In other words, you're
a hit oil the rails,”

“OIf the rails?? repeated the professor
biankly. *Good gracious! Do you take me
for a tramear, young man? What nonsen:e
15 this? 1 have come here to. dispatch a
telegram—->"

“Oh, well, of course, there’'s no law
against that, hut if you send that wire off
in this place, you'!l he a bit of a mivvv!”
said Willy calmly. “No offence, sir, hut
there you are. Youn can't very well send a
telegram from the tuckshop.” \

“Tueckshop! What is a tuckshop?” usked
Professor Tucker, mystified.

'ﬂ[illy nearly staggered, hut controlled him-
self.

“You don't know what
sir?” he asked blankly.
where you get tuck.”

“Are wvou daring to take liberties with
my name, sir?” demanded the professor.
“Enough of this levity! 1 am in the post-
office, and—="

“Oh, here you are, zir!” exclaimed Negyuie
Pitt breathlessly, as lic ran into the tuck-
shop I heard you were here, so I hurried:
acroxz, Your glasses, sir”
‘ “My glasses!” said the science master.
"Ah, splendid!  Wonderful!  How in the
world did you know that T required them,
my dear lad?”? .

Pitt didn’t think

said Willy  Hand-

A tuckshop is,
“Why, it's a place

-
1o

necessary to explain,
and the professor donned his enormously
thick glasses and started. The foggy, jn-
distinet appearance of his surroundings
underwent a  sudden change. Everything
became clear and well-defined.

“Why, dear me!” gasped Profeszov
Tucker., " Good gracious! This—this. is the

Triangle, surely?” he added, gaziug out
through the doorway.

“IWell, it used to be, sir,” said Willy.
“As far as I Eknow, it hasn't become a
square or a cirele,” o

“Upon my soul!” =zaid the amazed pro-
feseor. “*Aud 1 thought I was in the post-



office. How really
positively remarkable!
apologies to you, madan,” he went on, how-
ine fo Mrs., Hake, “And mny {hanks to you,
voung men!  Extraordinary! In fact, un-
accountable!”

Aund Professor Sylvester Tucker, com-
pletely at sca regarding the whole occur-
venee., pottered out of the tuckshop and
troited indoors. Apparently, he had for-
gotten all about the telegram, after all.
it is possible that he was labouring under
the misapprehengion that he had sent it.

extraordinary !
Dear, dear! My

i
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How , vou; the professor is always asking for his

iex to be pulled. I don't worider at you
Falling-—he's irresistible.”

They were standing near the ropes on
Little Side, A junior House match had

started shortly before, bhut Reggie himself
wasn't taking part in it because he was
giving one or two reserves a trial.

The game was watched by the greater
majority of the Lower School, for a foothall
match was always attractive. Brewster and
CHy looked on with keen attention—bv no
means dizinterested.

.

And Handforth, in goal, was trying to look unconscious of the fact that Willy
was just near the goal-line near by, mimicking his major’s actions.

CHAPTER V.

GETIiNG READY FOLIL SATURDAY.
AL BREWSTEDR
grinned.
2 / “ Did you find him
there?” he asked.

“Yes; and the poor old
chap thought he was in the
post-office ‘at DBcllton,” said
Reggie Pitt., as he came up.

- “That's funny!” czaid Brewster,
chuckle.

Dave Ascott and Georgic Glvon {tittercd
loudly, and Pitt nodded.

“Al right; T know all about it!"” he said
feverely., “Like your nerve to play tricks
v one of our masters! Still, I'll forgive

with a

!

“ Nothing much to scarc us here,"” re-
marked Ascott. *“In fact, Hal, I think we
shall beat St. Frank’s on Saturday.”

“Of course we shall!” replicd Brewster
promptly,

“If you do, I'll be the first to offer con-
gratulations,” said Pitt, with perfect com-
posure. “But you'll have a run for your
money, my sons! Wc're in particularly
«ood form at present.”

“So are we,” replied Brewster.

“What about our new——"" began Glynn.

“So are we!” repeated Brewster hastily.
“We shall probably give you a surprise on
Saturday, Pitt. I hope so, anyway. By
jingo! That was a good save! Well dons,
Handy !

Bob Christine had senl in a stinging shot,



but Handforth, in the Ancient House goal,

dealt with the situation in his usual master-
ful way. With the utmost coolness he had
fisted the ball out with a first-time punch.

“It’s a bit risky,” said Ascott critically.
“1 mean, pum.hmu a ball back into play
like that. A sensible goalie would gather
the ball in his arims and make sure of it.”

PYitt smiled.

“Ilandy’s difierent,” he replied. “1'l
admit that it’s a risky thing for any
ordinary goalie to punch like that—but
Hamlforth Las never been known to miss,
ile’s a perfect genmius in goal., Rather a
wood thing, too--because he's not much of
a zeipius at anything clse.”

“Well, every man to his job,” =said
Browster, “]1 rather like the way that
Griffith is shaping Hallo! Yook at the
audience over there! 1 didn't spot ’ecin
until this minute!”

Brewster grinned as he nodded over

fowards the hedge which divided Little Side
from the lane. At onre point this hedge was
jow, and four or five dainty forms wcere
now in evideuce, -

“Irene and Co.!” exclaimed Pitt, raising
hia cap and waving it. “Why the dickens
don't they come in? They've got a stand-
inz jnvitation to walk in as often 2s they
1;!\::'—;1111{! to have the best pavilion seats.
ool

Trene Manners and her girl chums acknow-
‘edoed Pitt’s wave, and they broke through
n gap in the hedge and approached. Tessa
Lbove was with them, to say nothing of Ena
Handforth.

“YWe didn't really mean to come in,”
smiled Irene, looking very pretty with her
fair hair blowing about her ears. **I hope
we're not in{ruding?”

“ Not likely ! replicd Reggie.
the merrier,”

“That's just whbat I said,” agrced Doris
Nerkeley heartily., “ But Renie thought we
should put Ted in a fluster if we came in.
You know how he goes whenever he catches
sight of Irene!”

“Oh, Doris! How ridiculous!” said Irene,
going quite pink.

“Well, it’s true, and you jelly well know
i,” replied Doris firmly. < It’s a mystery
L2 me, but as soon as cver Ted sets his
eyes on you he goes all weak to the kuees.
I think it must be your fatal beauty!”

“I'l never speak to you again!”
Irvene indignantly.

* Rats!” grinned Doris.
said  yesterdar, and since then you’ve
spoken to me ahout seventy-seven times.
Look out, Mariorie—powder your nose a

“The more

said

“That’s what you

bit and lock demure. Here comes Archie!”’
Doris was certainly a tartar. But she
was such a jolly sort of girl, so free and

easy, that nobody could help liking her.
Her c¢chums never knew what she was going
to say next, but they were all the more
fond of her bhecause of that,

Archie  Glenthorne strolled up—having
‘been. attracted, as a matter of fact, by the
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presence of Miss Temple. Archie was par-
ticularly fond of Marjorie—in a friendly,
chumwmy sort of way.

“So here we are, what?” he observed
genially. “I'm not ailtogether sure that
you girls ouglit to be hovering about. 1

mean, this football is a dashed rough sort
ol affair. At any moment there might be
stretchers and things whizzing to and fro.”
Deris laughed scornfully.

“ Rubbishk !>* she said, in her blunt way.
“Fooihall's the linest game under the sun!
And it’s a shame that we can’t play it!
You fellows would have to lJook out for

yourselves if we could!”

CHAPTER VI,
PUTTING HANDFORTH OFI' HIS STROKE,

RCHIE looked rather
shocked.
o Oh, 1 say!

Dash
it!” he protested.

“Not really, dear old girl? 1
mean te say, footbail, what?
Hardly the correct and
proper pastime for delicate young ladies,
and all that sort of thing!”

“ Delicate young ladies, indeed!” retorted
Doris. =1 like that! Why, I could easily
whack you ut football, Archie! At least, I
believe I could,” she added. * But you're &
dark horse. You look terribly lazy, but |}
don't belicve you are, really.”

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie blankly.

Reggie Pitt chuckled.

“Why continue the argument?” he asked.
“ After all, Miss Darig, football isn’t quite
a ladylike game—and 1'm sure you're only

joking., I wonder what’s wrong with Hand-
fortn? He nearly muffed that shot. just
now,"”
Doris shook her head and turned to
Irene.

“I think you’d hefter go and hide in the
pavilion!” she whispered. “You always
have this eilect on Ted, vou know.”

“Indeed, 1 won’t!” retorted lrene warmjy,
“And if you pgo on like this, Doris, I'll-
I'l-——-»

““ Never speak {o me again?” chuekled
Doris. * All right; don’t worry! 1 don't
helieve it's yon at all. I think poor old
Ted is upset vecause of that tinp, Willy !V

“Willy?” asked Jrene, in surprise.

“Can’t vou see Lim?' put in Ena. * As’
soon a3 the gawme's cver, I'll take Wiliam
in hand. It's hke his nerve to show off
hecause we're here! And Ted's as weak as
a mouse to put up with it!” she added

coldly. . o ‘
The juniors were grinning—particularly
Brewster and Co, They couldn’'t helv

appreciating the little comedy that was in
progress. The game was rather slack at the
moment, and Handforth, in goal, had prac-
tically nothing to do. He was pacing up
and down between the goalposts, trying to



look unconscious of the fact that Willy was
inct near the goal-line, near by, mimicking
hiz major's actions, Chubby Heath and
coveral other Third-Formers were standing
Wy, arinning.

“wvateh me,” said Willy, “and I'll show
vou exactly how not to keep goal! This
i< a lesson, don't forget. 1'm skipper of the
Third Eleven, and you've got to take heed!”

Handiorth pretended to be indifierent. He
paused carelessly, and leaned against the
voalpost in a casual manner, Willy immedi-
ately leaned against the air, copying his
major's attitude with complete fidelity.

he sound of feminine laughter brought
IlHandforth up straight with a jerk. His face
was very red. But he turned with assumed
carclessness, and gave Willy a glare that
ought to have shrivelled him up.

“Go away!” hissed Handforth fiercely.
“1f you don't eclear off, you young rotter,
'l slanghter you!”

“Hi! Look out!” gasped Willy, in alarm.

Handforth leapt round to his jobh, and wns
just in time to see Grey score a neat goal
at the other side of the field.

“That's the way to make him jump!" said
Willy calmly. |

But during the brief lull while the teams
lined up again, Handforth seized his chance.
He suddenly gave a leap sideways, and
arabbed Willy unawares. The fag was hope-
lessly captured. |

“ Pax!” he gasped. "“Can't touch me, Ted
—TI've got my fingers crossed!”

“Blow your fingers!” roared Handlorth.
“1'm going to biff you!”

“Oh, all right—get it over!” said Willy

resiegnediv. “ It was a dirty trick, though,
the way yon grabbed me! Another two

seconds and 1 should have been out of your
reach. You might give a chap a chance!”

“Take that!” said Edward Oswald thickly.
With one heave, he swung Willy across

his knee, and delivered three or four
resounding slaps on the fag’s geating

accommodation, Willy went qguite pale. " He
was too startled to be angry. Such a
disaster as this had never before happened
to him in public.

“0Oh,

“Help!” he moaned feebly.
goodness !

He would cheerfully have aceepted two
black eyes in preference to this humiliating
cnastisement. Here, in front of the entire
Junior School—in front of Irene and Co.—
he had been placed across Handforih’s knee
and slapped!  The roar of laughter that
went up made Willy go all weak,

., “Rerves him right!™ said FEna approvingly.

Good old Ted! I didn’t think he had
enoigh enterprise! 1 don’t believe in bully-
ing, but a good old slapping now and again
does Willy good.”

3y this time, Willy had wrenched himsell

my

free, and he stagzered back, gradually
Assuming -a erimson appearance. Even his
ovwn chums were ecackling. And Edward

Oswald was looking unusually delighted.

“You wait!” said Willy tcnsely, *8ly
I hat! Just you wait!” _

Handforth  grinned, very pleased with
himsell,

“And let that he a lesson to you, my
son,”” he said. *If you think you can chees
me in public you've made a bloomer!
You'd better elear off before 1 give you

another dose!”’

Willy was too full for mere words. He
{urned Nis back on Edward Oswald, and
observed Chubby Heath and Owen minor
and Juicy Lemon were grinning broadly.
That speetacle was the last straw. All
Willy wanted to do at the moment was to
hit somehody—he didn't care whom—and to
hit hard.

“Does it smart much, old man?’’ cackled
Chubby, missing the danger signal,

“Not half as 1much as this!’’ roaredl
Willy aggreszsively.
Bifi!

Chubby Heath went over backwards with

an awful tbud. Lemon and Owen minor
lookced startled, and tarned to flee. I}llt
Willy was too quick for them. He 3ailed

in like a whirlwind, and the destruction he
wronght within twenty seconds was astonish-

ing. Third-Formers {ay strewn over the
grass in wild disorder. '
And Willy marched off, feeling slightly

relieved,

Ep—

CHAPTER VII.
DORIS IS MYSTERIOUS,

ORIS RPERKELEY
leapt out of her seat,
cheering.

“Goal!"’
“Oh,

she eried
excitedly. what &
Leauty!®?

The girls were in the
pavilion, and the second halt of the game
was well und:r way. Handforth had at
last  heea  beaten, and Buster Bools
& Co. were now on equal terms with their
rivals,

The goal ha’l been a beautv--a first-class
shot from Boots, which Handforihh had had
no opportunity of ever reaching. MHe had
made a valiant attempt, but without avail.

“That's what I call a goal!”* sald Doris
cnthusiastically. “What a shame it is thiat
we can’t play. football!  Wouldn't it be
lovely to kick goals like that?”

Pitt looked at ker curiousls.
“You're nor serious, are vou?’’ he askedl.

“Why shouldn't T be?'’ she retorted, with
twinkling eyes.

“Oh, wel', T thought perhaps you
weren't!’’ replied Reggie, after an awKkward
little pause. *“I believe in girle playing
cricket or hockey or netball, but it doesn't
seem  quite the thing—— Well, footbhall,
vou know, is rather a rough game, Doris’*’
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“Ts that any reason we
play it?? she demanded.

“Yes, it jolly well is!”? replied Pitt firmly.

“What are yonu two arguing about?’’
asked Irene, leaning forward in her seat.
“Why don't you look at the game? Bob
Chriztine made a lovely mn just now, and
Ted was nearly beaten again.”’?

“We're not arguing,””> Jlaughed Doris.
“But Reguie says that football is too
rough fcor zirls to play. What do you think,
Renie?”’

“1 think youn are an awfunl tease,’’ replied
Irene pmrmtl}

* That's not an answer!”’

“lIrene doesn't want to commit herself,”’
chuckled Pitt. “1 don’t blame her, either.
As for you, young lady, you’re only trying

to pull my leg, so 1 shan’t take any
notice.’

“Who are vyou ealling ‘young Jlady’?’?
asked Doris warmly,

“"You!’’

“Then it's like your cheek!’’

“Of course, if you're not a young lady,
I apologise!’” said Pitt gravely.

““0Oh, vou wretch!’’ cried Doris. “ What's
the good of arguing with you. You’'ve
always got something awfully smart to say.
But I'm not going back on what I just
told you—and if yon don’'t like it you can

lump it!*’
“l*r'ml\ncs's,” s:ml Reggie, “is a virtue.
You're several Kkinds of tomboy, Doris,

but I'll Let one game of foothall would be
more than enough to satisfy your curiosity.
Yon may think it’s easy for Handforth,
example. to walk up and down in that goal-
mouth, but coalkeepinz i3 one of the most
important positions on the fileld.”’

“Do you think 1 couldi’t keep
scoffed Doriz, pouting.

“1 think ycu could try,”’ chuckled Reggie.

“Just you wait!?’ exclaimed the girl
“0Oh, youn bounder! I'd love to have an
opportunity of putting it to the test!
Perhaps I'll have the opportunity, too!”’
she added mysterionsly.

There was a gleam in her eye, and Pitt
conldn't help observing it. The junior
captain turned away to answer a question
from Tessa, and the discussion ended. But
Regoie didn’'t forget it.

As a matter of fact, he was rather dis-
appointed. Ile had his own ideas about
girls plavine  football, and although he
believed in the fair sex indulging in plenty
of exercise, he regarded foothall as an
unsuitable game for young ladies.

And Reggie was a trifle upset becanse of
Doris’ views. He wasn’t the kind of fellow
to have a particular fondness for any girl;
but of all the Moor View maidens he
certainly favourcd Doris. She was just the
kind of vivacions girl he admired.

. ““You mustn’t take any notice of Doris,
you know,”” remarked Ena Handforth,
noticing Pitt’s =zerious expression. “8he’s |

aoal?”’

girls shouldn't |

for

only trying to bhe funny. She likes watching
foothall, but she wonldn't dream of playing
herself.”?

“Oh, wouldn't she?”’
“You wait and see!”’

She left her seat and ran out of the
pavilion, Pitt watched her curiously,
wondering what she was about to do. Doris
e¢enerally had everybody guessing., She was
0 full of life and spirits that her own
chums were in constant trepidation regard-
ing her next action.

But she only ran over to Hal Brewster,
of the River House School. She apparently
knew him wel], for she was soon talking to
him with an earnest air about her that was
most unusual. And when she ecame hack
her pretty mouth was firmly set, and that
gleam in her eye was even more pronounced,

“You don’t know what 1 said to
Brewster, do you?’’ she asked tEﬂall’]"]}'

“Haven’t got the faintest idea,’’ replied
Reggie with a laugh. *“ And, if it comes to
that, I'm not a litile Dbit curious. Did
you see Clapson just now? He made one of
the prettiest passes of the game.”’

“ Bother Clapson!’’ said Doris, frowning.

She was rather annoyed avith Pitt. She
had badly wanted him to be curious, and to
find that he was perfectly indifferent
irritated her. But perhaps Reggie was not
quite so ndifferent as he made out.

asked Doris quickly,

For, during the remainder of the came,
his gaze strayed absent- -mindedly  fromn
Doris to Hal Brewster and back again. And
the eaptain of the Fourth was mo<t un-
cusvally thounghtful.

CHAPTER VIII,
THE ABSENTEER.
ALPH LESLIE FULL-
R WOOD looked out of
the Fourth-Form
dormitory window
and nodded with approval.
“Rainin’,’? he remarked.,
Good!”’

“Eh? What's that??’ demanded Iand-
forth, sitting up in bed. * Raining?’

“Pourin’,’”’ nodded IFullwood, ph‘!ﬂ.‘iélﬂt]}'.

This piece of news brought a number of
fellows out of bed in record time, It was
Saturday morning, and therefore a half-
holiday. And this afternoon the 5t
IFFrank’s Junior Eleven was Dbooked to meet
the River House School on the football

field,
“Rats!”’ growled Armstrong, as he siared

out of the window. *Fullwood's right. It's
coming down cats and dogs!’’

“I'm fed-up!’* snorted Iandforth, dis-
custedly. ‘“ Whenever we have an 1mportant

fixture it rains like the dickens: ]t_-i

enough to make a chap go grey! \‘u hat's

the matter with the rotten weather?”’
“Rilence, O grombler!’’ said Pitt severely.
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can't
do a
1t°1l

one factor we
alter.  So why grouse? 1t won't
ha'porth of good, you know. _l:‘-L-f:itlvs.
probably clear up by dinner-time."’ ‘
“Optimist!’’ <ald Jack (:r_ey. gloomily.
“Quite right—l1 am an optimist!"’ agreed

weather i3 the

“The

Reggie.  “Why not? If I wasn't an
~optimist, how do you think I could get
out the Mag. every week? By every sign

cditor next week's issue will
But do 1 despair? Not a bit
of it. Next week's issue will appear just
the same as uwsual. That's optimism!”’

« Handy hasn’t written his Trackett Grim
stuff vet,”’ said Church. *Ie's put it off
antil to-morrow, because he can think- better
~om Sunday. He says he gets ail his brilliant
ideas on Sundays.”’ |

“Then why hasn’t he written anything on
“Sunday before?’’ asked Pitt blandly.

Mandforth glared.

“Are you making out that my stuff isn't
brilliant?’’ he demanded.

“Peace, child!”? said Reggie sternly.

““Look here, you ass—’

“I.can see a streak of blue skyv!"’ velled
Owen major trinmphantly. “Pitt's right!
The weather's going to clear!"’ -

“Rotten!” growled Fullwood, in a murmur

knownt to an
never appear.

to Gulliver. *I was hopin® it would rain
all day!”’
“Then you've got queer hopes!" said

Gulliver sourly.

“Have yon forgotten the Rushton Handi-
cap to-day?”’”’ muttered Fullwood. “We've
backed Corkscrew, an’ he can always jump
hetter on soakin’ wet turf. If it's pourin’
with rain he’s a dead cert. I've got
thirty bob on Corkscrew, don’t forget.’’

Gulliver grunted. He wasn’t interested.
Having no money to back, he was out in

the cold, or he might have shared Full-
wood's  views  regarding  the  weather

conditions,

Morning lesdons were somewhat strained,
in both sections of the Fourth. In the
Modern House the juniors were particularly
tried. Tor not only were they anxious re-
garding the weather, but Mr. Pveraft, their
'orm-master, was unusually caustic. At
one period, indeed, it seemed that Buster
Boots himself was in danger of being  de-
tained for the afternoon. But this calamity
was averted by a display of tact on Buster's
part.

And when lessons were over for the dav
the  juniors streamed out into a  wet
Tn‘nn_r.:lt-, anxious and worried. They were
relieved to find that the rain had ceased,

and the clouds were now breaking. Indeed,
the sun itself was peeping  tardily from

lml)ind' the drifting cloudbanks.

. What-ho!” observed Archie Glenthorne.
The good old sun, what? The priceless

old swab of yellowness, as it were! I muat

say he looks frightfully washed out, but

better late than never, by gad!” :
“It's going to clear up!'” said AIf Bretft

cladly.  “Supposing we go along and inspect
the ticid?”

“Absolutely not!”
“Good gad! What next, old chestnut? I
couldn't  possibly  wet  the old waltzing
apparatus, I mean to say, the idea of dash-
ing about on the good old turf is somewhat
foul.  No, Alf, old horse. 1 shall retire
te the study, poke up the bally fire, and
indulge in forty of the brichtest until
Phipps trickles along to inform the youhy
master that dinner is served.”

“Lazybones!” =aid Brent accusingly.

“ Absolutely!" agreed Archie. “1 hate to
admit it, laddie, but the good old  bone
department is positively devoid of energy.
Furthermore, the tissues are so  dashed
flabby after a morning in the class-room
that there rcmains nothing but the lounue
as a restorative.”

He strolled off elezantly,
away to have a look at Little
found Pitt and several others there in
advance.  The football ground was some-
what washed out, but there was no pos-
sibtlity of the game being posiponed.

Indecd, after dinner a wonderful change
came abhout. The sky had ecleared com-
pletely, and the sun was shining with alinost

said  Archie firmiy.

and Alf went
Side. He

spring-like warmth. The wind had died
down to a soft breeze, and the turf was
drying beautifully.

“Well, what about it?” asked Pitt
genially.,  “What did the oracle say this
morning?  ODbserve, my sons, the result

of optimism! And here’s Brewster and a!l
his merry men!’” he added hriskly.

The River House juniors had just turned
into the Triangle—a business-like looking
crowd, well booted and wearing overcoats
and carrying bags.  But Reggie frownoed
as he looked them over.

“Only ten!” he remarked. “What's the
ideat”

“Our goatie's coming  alone in a few
minutes,” explained DBrewster, after he had
exchanged greetings. “The other crowd
will be along soon, too—they're practically
all coming to cheer us to victory.”

“More likely to groan when you go
down!” said Handforth tartly.

‘““We're not going down,”” said Ascott.
“Don’t you believe it!”

“Well, T hope Kingswood won't be.
long,” remarked Pitt, as they made a move
towards Little Side. ‘“The days are getting
jolly short now, and we don't want to be
delayved.”

“Hingswood isn't playing in goal to-day,”
said Brewster. *'We've got another chap.”

“Brampton?’’ asked Pitt.

““No—a new fellow,” said Brewster, with
curious hesitancy. ‘““le’'s pretty hot in
goal—and he'll be along soon. TUnless I'm
mistaken, he’'ll give  your forwards somc
pretty hard work!” -

- A new fellow?” repeated Handforth

" What's his name?”
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“«“0Oh, I—- 1Ilis name?” said Brewster.
¢+ Oh, Norman.”

“* Norman what?”’

“ Norman nothing—that’s his name,” re-
plied Hal, looking uncomfortable. ¢ What's
the idea of the cross-examination? By the
time we've changed, he'll probably be on the
spot. He’s coming all ready dressed for the
field.”?

There was something rather mysterious
about, Brewster's qtmngc secrecy. The St.
I‘rank’'s fellows thought very little of it at
the time—bnt later on they were destined to

remember i1t.

CITAPTER IX,

A SLAP IN THE FACE FOR FULLWOOD.
(¢ Y gad! T shall have
to be goin’!”’
Fullwood jumped
up as he glanced
at hiz wateh, and Gulliver
and Bell eyed him without
much interest. ‘They were in

Study A in the Ancient House, and the little.
apartment was looking very COsYy.

“Well, aren't you comin’ with me?”
asked Rhlph Leslie, as his chums showed no
signs of activity.

““Rats! The roads are all muddy, and
there's. no reason why we should all get
rnught.;..in tlic rain,” said Bell. ¢ This fine
spell won't last, you know—it’ll be pourig’
again-.soon.  We're stayvin’ in, IFully.?? |
-“Rather“’ agreed Gulliver, turning a
page of his book.

. ¢ All . right—stay in, and go to the
dickens!” spapped Iuilmnod ““ A bright
pair, ain’t youY Just because you haven’t
got any befs this afternoon you don’t care
a toss, I'll go alone—an’ all the better!”

He strode out of the study in a hufl,
for Fullwood was rather partial to company.
He never much cared for cycling alone. But
he was always quick to take oftence, and
thereafter became sulky for a spell.

He got his bicvele out of the shed, and
rode off up the lane. He didn't go through
Bellton, but took the road towards the
moot. Ile had arranged to meet a certain
horsey gentleman at an obscure inn near
Bannington, and the moor road was the
nearest. Fullwood wanfed to hear the result
of the three-thirty as foon as jt came
through. e was quite anxious on the point.

IIis route took him past the Moor View
School, and as he pedalled leisurely by the
gates he glanced in. lle was just in time to
s¢e quite an 1nt9re=ting little incident in the
poreh of the girls’ school. He only caught
a glimpse as he passed the gate, but it
was enough.
A footballer was standing with his back
to the gate—a slim }'oung fellow dressed
ready for the field. And lLe was in the
act of implanting a kiss upon the lips of a
oung lady who “stood in the doorway. It

as o most edifying sight for = chdnce .

passesby,

\‘~:¢

Fullwood, in fact, was so surprised that
he instinctively applied his brakes.

““So it's got to Kkissin’, has it?’’ he
grinned. “ By gad! 1 wonder who the lucky
bounder is? f I hadn’t seen Handforth
on Little Side as 1 was comin’ out, I should
suspect. that he was makin' love to Irene!
I'll bet he’s kissed her plenty of times, any-

how!”” he added, with a chuckle. .
and

Fullwood jumped off his machine,
turned back. He was very curious to see
who the footballer was. The Tfellow would

come out in a minute, and then the leader
of Study A would confront him. The pros-
pect was rather interesting.

The gate opened, and the footballer
emerged. He was about to run lightly up
the lane, when he caught sight of Fullwood,
and paused., And Ralph Leslie himself
stared hard. le walked forward, surprised
and rather bewildered, and stared Larder
than before.

““Why, what the deuce——"" he began.

Then he paused. The junior who con-
fronted him was slim, well-built, and rathey

slight. He had a fresh complemon and dark
eyves. FFullwood couldn’t see his lmu for it

: was concealed beneath his ttght-—ﬁttmg can,

Ifis neck was very clear and white.

And there was something about his l‘lce
that T'ullwood knew. ‘And the ecad of the
Fourth allowed a slow grin to overspread ‘his
features.

“Jolly good!” he remarked, approvingly.

“]—1 don’t understand you!’’ faltered the
other, in a low voice.

‘“Jolly good—but not good enough to
spoof me!”’ grinned I'ullwood. “ And I'm
not sure that the other fellows will be
fooled, either!”’

“What do you mean—fooled?’ asked the
foothaller, recovering his calm.

“You know what I mean!”’ replied Full-
wood knowingly. ““You wouldn’t like to
tell me your name, would yon?”

“1 don’t mind,” said -the other. ¢ My
name’s Norman.”

“Norman, is it?”? chuckled I'ullwood.
Tell that to the marines!®

“I'm Norman, of the River louse

School !”?
don’t nnderstand yon!
ing at me like that?”

1 was just admirin’ your figure,” ﬂrmnerl
Fullwood. “ Yon look toppm. althnu;{h I

said the footballer quickly., 1
Why are you look-

think 1 like you best in your ordinary
things, Still, 1 must say, you look the

part to the life.”

““ Look the part?? repeated the self-styled
Norman. ¢ What part?®

I"ullwood laughed outright.

“It's no good—I know who you-nre!” he
said boldly. “I saw you kissin’ one of the
other girls a minute ago. How would : yon
like to Kiss me for a change?”

“Oh!” exclaimed Norman, with a quick
bhreath.

He flushed slightly, and stood there, gazing
at Fullwood .with flashing eyes. For a
moment he eﬂﬂmod nonplussed, and ihon he
stepped forward.
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i Ho'w dare you?’” he shouted, angrily.

Slap!

The footballe: raised his hand, and Full-
wocd staggered back with a startled yelp.
The other's neat palm had caught him a
resounding slap on the cheek. The blow
stung severely, but IFullwood's dignity was
hurt even more.

Norman stood there, breathing hard. For
one boy to slap another in the face was a
somewhat extraordinary proceeding—but
Norman didn't seem to be quite the same as
other boys.

¢“ By gad!”? gasped Fullwood.
infernal little spitfire!”

The footballer turned without a word, and
sped away—running up the lane with fleet
footsteps. Once he glanced over his shoul-
der tc see it Fullwooll was following him,
but Ralph Leslie was not.

He stood there, holding his bicycle with
one hand, and rubbing his smarting cheek
with the other. Fullwood was furious. For
a moment he thought about going in chase—
"but he gave up this idea.

He badly wanted to keep his appointment
with the horsey gentleman—and there would
Lbe plenty of time to amuse himself at the
remarkable Norman's expense later on in the
afternoon.

So Fullwood jumped on his machine, and
rode away.

¢ You—you

CHAPTER X.
THE MYSTERY GOALKEEPER.

EG{GIE thT’T emerged
rom the junior pavi-
@:\\wﬂ R lion and frowned.

&

-’

“Hasn't your
goalie turned up yet, Brew-
ster?’” he asked.

‘“ Not yet,”” said the River
11ouse skipper, as he glanced at his watch.
“Can’t make it out, either—he promised to
be here at two o’clock sharp. Awfully sorry
to keep you waiting, old man—but he
won't be a minute now.”

“Why didn’t he come with the rest of
you?” asked Tommy Watson, bluntly.

““0Oh, he—— Well, he wasn’t quite ready,"
said Brewster awkwardly. ¢‘‘But he's bound

to turn up—— Good! I think I can spot
him now!”?
‘“Yes, here she comes!’” said Ascott,

cagerly.

““ Eh?" said Handforth, staring.

‘“ I—I mean, here he comes!” said Ascott,
hastily.

A slight figure was running across the
Triangle, and a moment later Norman, the
new River House fellow—if Brewster's word
could be believed—came racing towards the

pavilion. _
“That your goalie?” asked Handforth,
critically. ¢ You have my sympathy!”

““ Thanks, but we don’t need it!” retorted
Rrewster tartly.

“You will do soon,” sald Edward Oswald.
“Why, this chap’s as slim and slender as
8 giddy girl! How can you expect him to

|

‘leader by the arms

-extreme.
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keep goal against St. Frank’s? You'd have
done better to play Kingswood, as usual.”

Hal Brewster looked grim. ,

“Thanks all the same, but I'm skipper of
our team—and I'll be awfully obliged If
you'll let me choose my own eleven,” he
replied grufily. “I'm playing Norman be:
cause he's a better man than Kingswood.”

““Well, you know best, of course,” said
Watson. ‘

The St. I'rank’s footballers were in readi-
ness for the field, and the River House fel-
lows were just as prepared. Morrow, of the
Sixth, had just bustled up to fulfil his duties
as referee.

Norman seemed to hesitate just before he
rcached the crowd of waiting juniors, 1t
was as though he faltered at the last
moment. But Brewster waved his hand, and
ran forward.

‘““Come on, Norman, old man,’” he shouted
cheerily. ¢ We're waiting!”’

l The new junior came up, rather breath-
ess,

“I'm—I'm awfully sorry!”’ he panted. ¢I
was delayed a bit.”

““It doesn’'t matter—you're in time,” re-
plied Brewster. ¢ This is Norman, you chaps
—our new goalie!”” he added, introducing
the slim junior with informal brevity.

““ Very pleased to meet you,’ said Norman
nervously.

He looked at Pitt and Handforth and the
other juniors for a moment, and then
lowered his brown eyes. The juniors re-
garded him strangely There was an odd
ring in his voice—a note that struck a
familiar chord. '
X And his features seemed known to them,
oD—

‘““By George!” breathed Handforth, with
a violent start.

He turned red and confused, and looked
at Norman with such a startled expression
that Church and McClure grabbed their

““What's wrong?’”” usked Church,
‘““Can't—can't you see?’”” breathed Hand-
forth. ¢ He's—he's not a boy at all!”
‘““Not a boy!" repeated McClure, blankly.
IIe and Church stared at the new arrival
In a manner that was rather ungentlemanly
—but, as Norman was still gazing demurely
at the ground, he missed these very direct

looks,

¢ Great Scott!"” breathed Church. ¢ 1It’'s
—it’'s Doris!"”’

“Doris!” gasped McClure.

““0Of course!” snorted Handforth. ¢ Look

here, we're not going to play these River
House chaps with a girl in the team! Not
likely! It won't be a proper game! Be-
sides, it isn't right for Doris to come here
like this, trying to spoof us—"’
l“lBub—but—” Church paused breath-
essly.

A moment later and ITandforth would
have rendered the position awkward in the
But Reggie Pitt was more tactful,
and he seized Handforth by the arm, and
drew him aside.



“Just a minute!” he said grimly. ¢ Yes,
and the rest of you, too!’” he added. *“I
want to give you a few final tips befoze
we start.””

Pitt drew the eleven round him, and
Norman, at the same time, got into con-
versation with Brewster and Co. The two
teams were some distunce apart. Morrow
fumed in the centre of the field, blowing his
wilistle imperiously, and wondering what all
the delay was about.

“It can't be true!”
Watson, blankly.

“It seems a bit thick—but it's true
cnough!” exclaimed Reggie Pitt, ‘‘This
new goalie is Doris Berkeley. She looks
differently dressed up as a boy—but the dis-

muttered Tommy

vujse isn’t quite good enough. We've
<potted her.”
““Well, I'm jiggered!”

““My only hat!”
‘* But—hut——?"?

*“ Keep your hair on!”
with a twinkle in lis eye. ‘“Don’'t you re-
member last Wednesday? Don’t you remem-
ber how Doris talked about football? The
voung harum-scarum! She is deliberately
trying to spoof us!”

*“And it hasn't worked!” said Handforth.
‘It has worked ! said Pltt wlmly

_ 'Lh?”
. **She must have got round old Brewster
to work this dodge on us, and we'll let it
continue!” said  Reggie, with a  grin.
** Understand? We’ll pretend we haven't
spotted her—and teach her a lesson!” |
My hat! ‘That's an idea!” grinned Bob
Christine. _

** But is it quite fair, dear old boys?”
ashed Tregellis-West doubtfully. *‘ Football's
a frightfully rough game for girls—it is,
really!  Wouldn’t 1t be better to show
her up at once, and spare her?”

But ‘Pitt was firm.

*““No fear!” he replied grimly.
came lhere to fool

interrupted Pitt,

¢ She
us, and we won't let
on that we know. If she doesn’'t like the
hard knocks of football, she oughtn’t to
play such tricks! We'll go straight ahead,
and give her a terrifle tw::-..tmg'”

“Yes, by George, why not?” said Hand-
forth. ‘ Bitl the leather past her as many
times as you can! That’ll make her realise
that goalkeeping isn’'t such a soft job as
she seems to think! It's like her giddy
nerve to think she can play in the same
position as me!”

And the St. Frank's Junior Eleven came
to an understanding. They would carry on

with the game as though nothing unusual
was afoot !

ANSWE Rs

EVERY MONDAY..PRICE2°
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CHAPTER XI.
SURPRISING THE NATIVES,

66 00D gad!”
7 Archie Glenthorne
adjusted his mon-
ocle, and stared

blankly.

/- He had just strolled up in
all his customary elegance to

nave a wok at the game. And he had

caught sight of Norman, the new River

House goalie, as he passed on to the field

with the rest of the team,

“] mean to say, how absolutley extra-
ord!” went on Archie. * Alf, old corkscrew,
did you, by any chance, see what 1 saw?
That is, did you gaze upon the features of
the chnpp:e with tke willowy form?”

Alf Brent was looking rather startled.

“Yes, 1 did!” he replred. “I'll swear
that that chap isn’t a chap at all, He
looks just like Doris.”

Archie breathed with relief.

““ Then everything's all sight,” he u:uu-
mured. “I mean to say, 1 haven't. been
seeing things, and all that sort of rot.
But, dash it all, just fancy! 1 mean, just
fancy! What about it, laddie?”

Alf hardly knew wlmt to say. And tlmse
two were not the only jumors round the
ropes who had come to the same conclusion.
Before long Little Side was fairly humming
with the story.:

And it was quite obvious that Reggie Pitt
intended going through with the game. The
juniors rega:ded the prospect with joy. It
would be a novelty to see how this remark-
able goalkeeper shaped!

“ And about time, too!” said Morrow
tartly, as Brewster and Pitt came forward
for the tcse. *I suppose you know we're
ten minutes late, don't you?” i

“Serry!”? apologised Brewster. “My
fault!”

“ AN right—go ahead!” said the prefect. -

They tossed up, and Brewster won. Not
that there was much in it, for there was
practically no wind, and the sun had re-
tired behind some filmy clouds. The teams
lined up, and Morrow cavefully consulted
his watch. -

The whistle blew.

Christine kicked off, and tipped the ball
lmmedmtol} to Watson, who 3sent over a
swinging pass to the wing before he could
be robbed. Pitt was ready., and he trapped

the ball ncatly, and sped off down the
touch-line. The St. Frank’s forwuards were

bearing down in orderly fashion, and DPitt
centred with a beautiful pass.

‘*Ltm' .
Grey got his foot to the ball, and sent in
a first-time shot that was beautifnl to he-
hold. Within the first few seconds. the
Saints were proving their quality.

But the leather just shaved the outnuie
of the crossbar, and a roar of applause
went up in npp:ecmtmn Half a foot lower,

,.Jnd a .woal ,would have been certain.

Qo it, St. I'rank’s!”?



¢“wWell done, Jack!”

vound  the . ropes,
the crowd was watch-
ing intently.

“1 =say, did
notice that?” asked
srent. “ Did you see
the wayv Doris leapt
up?  1t's  staggering
but I honestly believe
she would have saved

yoll

that shot—even if it
had gone

under the
har!™ 4

“Jlmposs, dear old
bov,” declired Archie.
“Why, dash it, Handy
himself couldn’t have
done it!"

But Norman had un-
doubtedly  made i
superb spring at the
crucial moment—adis-
playing a fine sense of
judgment. The game
was soon in full swing
once more, and for a
few minutes most of
the play was confined

Y L
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With one heave, he swung Willy across his knee, and |
delivered three or four resounding slaps on the fag’s

to midfield. YL
Pitt had put a
strong eleven in the
field, with Bob Chris-
tine in the centre- seating accommodation.
forward position.
leggie  himself was

playing as outside-right, with Jack Grey as
his partner. On the other wing, Tregellis-
West and Watson were in their f{avourite
positions — and they generally worked
together in perfect harmony.

With Handforth in goal, and Boots and
‘Armstrong at back, the defence was strong.
And Yorke, of the Modern House, had re-
cently shaped wonderfully well in the centre
of the half-back line. He was in that place
now, and so far he had succeeded in hold-
ing DBrewster so skilfully that the River
House centre-forward had no chance to get
going,

Norman was looking very businesslike in
goal—surprisingly so, under the circum-
stances. There seemed to be no girlizh
nervousness about him. He {ollowed the
game intently, on tip-toe the whole time.

His backs were Hawke and Riley—a pair
who had been proved time after time. But
they were incapable of holding the tricky
St. Frank's forwards.

Pitt was in particularly good form—and
that spelt danger. Yorke persistently fed
the right wing, and although Pitt was care-
fully marked, he was as elusive as a will
0' the wisp.

Once he had the leather at his feet, he
streaked up the field, disdainful of all
opposition. He was directly opposed to

.;’;ile}'—and Riley was having a bad time f
it.

In all these duels, he always pgot the

worst of it.
him,

With delightful coolness, Pitt swung the
ball into mid-field, and it fell at the feet
of Bob Christine. And a roar went up at
once. Bob had only the goalkeeper to beat.

“ Shont—shoot !

Christine siint, It was one of the deadliest
kicks imaginable—a terrific drive which sent
the leather towards the net at lightning
speed. The ball kept low, and the crowd
roared.

“Goal!”

But the River House custodian performed
a miracle. Hurling himself full length, he
just got to the ball as it was about to enter
the net. With outstretched hands, he
tipped the leather round the post. It was
one of the most magnificent saves that had
ever been made on Little Side.

And Reggie Pitt came to a dead halt as
the whistle blew, and breathed hard.

¢ Well, I'm blessed!"” he ejaculated softlv.

CHAPTER XII.
KEEPING 1T UP.

6¢ H, well saved!”
““ Corner—corner!*’
Norman picked
himself up, muddy
and dishevelled. But he was
still cool and calm.
“Tine!” gasped Hawke
enthusiastically. ¢ By jove, that was priceless.

Pitt literally made rings round

A\

g s
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Norman;
that shot.” .

“Not yet!” laughed
voalie.

““Wha. do you think of it, ¢h?”?
Jack Grey, as he ran up to Pitt.

1 don’t like to think it was a fluke,
but what else can we believe?” said Pitt.
« It was a glorious save, old man. If Doris
~oes on like this, she’ll have the langh over
s for terms!” _

““We’ve got to whack her!” said Grey
firmly.

Thg corner kick was taken, and there was
a moment of tense excitement. Tregellis-
West took the kick, and dropped the leather
»lmost in the goal-mouth., Grey got his head
to it, but Norman was ready. With one
+wift punch he fisted the ball out into play,
and Riley cleared it into midfield. And then
came one of those swift turning of the
tables that so often bhappens in football.
Brewster pounced upon the leather, and
sireaked towards the St. Frank’s goal like
a4 bare. Armstrong tackled him, but was
beaten., Brewster ran on, and Boots
yushed up to avert the threatened disaster.

With beautiful coolness, Brewster halted
with the ball at his fecet. He tapped the
leather sideways, ran round the confused
Luster, and then rushed at the goal.

Huandforth was dancing about like a mad-
an.

Slam!

1t -was a well-directed kick, and Hand-
forth would easily have been excused if he
had failed to stop it. But, with superb
judgment, he gathered up the leather, and
whirled it back into play.

"But Brewster had rushed up, following
his advantage, and on the rebound he scored
with skill and judgment. 1t was so swift
{hat Handforth had nd chance. The ball
sped  into the net far beyond Edward
¢yswald’s reach.

‘““Goal!”

*« Hurrah!”

“« Oh, well kicked,

“Goal ! S

The River House spectators yelled them-
selves hoarse. And the St. Frank’s Fourth-
IFormers looked at one another blankly.

First blood to the visitors! And they were
spurred on to even greater efforts.

““My only hat!” muttered Brent. ¢ And

they're playing a girl in their own goal!”
- "The teams lined up again, with Reggie
Pitt and Co. looking rather grim. This sort
of thing couldn't go on, of course. They
had started this game with the intention of
giving Doris Berkeley a twisting! And the
rcoring had been opened by the visitors!

All the St. Frank’s forwards were on tip-
toe to make a special effort. And a minute
from the re-start the forward line swung
down the field with deadly determination.

-Once again the River House defence was
penetrated, and this time it was Pitt himself
whaq tried to score. He ran in dangerously,

the bright-eyed

panted

brewster!”?

SON LEE

I was sure you were whacked by
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and the erowid watched with breathless in-
terest,

They Lknew what
adopted these tacties,

“s Shoot !

‘““Go it, Pitt!”

Pitt steadied himsell even as Hawke and
Riley were hurtling themselves at him. He
heat them both, and sent in a deadly oblique
shot that would easily have beaten uine
goalkeepers out of ten.

But, with a spring like a panther, Norman
was ready. He gathered up the ball as it
came, bhounced it once, and then Kkicked. it
clearly into mid-field with one well-directed

it was when Reggio

thrust. It was yet another example of
perfect play.

*“0Oh, well saved *

leggie bit his lip. He had thought he

had scored a certain goal, and it was rather
terrible to realise that this nimble goalie
had defeated him with apparent ease.

There had been no fluke about that last

save. To any experienced eye, it was
obvious that Norman Knew his business
from A to Z. Iis judgment was perfect,
his antieipation amazing. And he kept

serenely cool as though this sort of thing
was a mere trifle to him. .

So determined were the St. Frank’s for.
wards to force a goal that they reduced the
River House backs and half-backs to a state
of hopeless confusion. In popular parlance,
the Saints were “ all over” their rivals.
Again and again the defence was shattered,
and the St. Frank’s forwards forged through
to the attack.

But the goalkeeper was
always ready,

Norman was the nne insuperable obstacl-.

Shot after shot was rained in, but he
dealt with them so skilfully that the Fourth-
Formers themselves were soon cheering an:l
applauding. The River House goalie was
giving a display second to none. '

The whistle blew at last for half-time.
“ And this,” bhreathed Reggie Pitt, “is the
girl we laughed at! This is the girl we
were going to twist into knots!  Will
somebody please be good enough to kick
me to see if ' awake?”

always therc—

. i

DWARD OSWALD
o
sively.
““You're a bright set: of
“Call yoursclf forwards?” 'dellxmr.dr-:l -

CHAPTER XIIT,

ON THEIR METTILE.
HANDFORTH glarzd
round him aggres-

“Well, you're a fine-lot!”
he exclaimed with - disdain..
specimens, I must say!”
“Look here "
Handforth. “In my opinion, you're nect
' farwards at all-—-you're backwards!”
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“Jt's all very well for you to talk,
Handy, but you were out of it at your end
of the field,” said Watson. ¢ Bc-mdr-s,
you've got nn:.mthmrr to boast about! We're
one down owing to your slip.”

“My slip?” repeated Handforth fiercely.

“Well, you let them score that goal—"

“1] didn’t even sece it!” roared Hand-
forth,

“Steady on!” put in Pitt. “Don't get
excited, Handy, old man. You've played a
good aame—ijolly good. That goal you con-
ceded was a cert. Howard Baker himself
couldn’t have stopped it!”

Handforth was somewhat mollified.

“And you don't know what Doris is like!”
went on Pitt grimly. ¢ My only hat! She’s
mustard! I'll never say that girls are un-
suitable for football again! She’'s an
absolute marvel!”

“I'm Dblessed if I can understand it,”
said Jack Grey flatly. “ She seems to know
all- the tricks. And as for judgment and
skill, I've never seen her‘equal! 1 thought
Handy was a good gaoliep but she's better!”

© The TFourth eleven were in the pavilion—
private for a brief spell. And theyv were
giving free play to their amazed feelings.

“After all we said, too!” remarked
Church. “We grinned like Cheshire cats
when. we found that Doris was to play, and
we thought we’d score about twenty goals
iin the first half!”

“And we haven't scored one!”
De Valerie,

“You'll have to bueck up!” declared
ITandforth. “You've simplv got to get two
or three zoals in the next half. You must!
{{ vou don’t, Irene and Co. will simply
¢row over us for the rest of the term!”

* “They'll have plenty of reason, too—if we

groaned

don't score,” said Pitt. “But yvou can’t
get away from the fact that Doris is a
marvel. Although she's playing against us

Jike this, I admire her.
spirit.  And yet, somehow,
it!”

*1 should think
Watson,

“I'm not talking about the game now,”
went on Pitt quietly. “I'm talking about
Doris herself. It seems—well, it seems all
wrong to me. QGirls shouldn’'t play football
—1t isn't a feminine game at all. And to be
quite frank, I'm jolly worried.”

“Worried?”

“Yes, I am,” replied Pitt. “1I like Doris
tremeundously. Don't grin—there’'s no non-
sense about a friendship like that. I like
her the best of all the Moor View girls,
because she’s so free-and-easy and straight-
[rom-the-shoulder. And yet, at the samec
time, she’s always remnme(l a real girl.
You know what T mean—nothing masculine
about her.”

- “And now she's wrecked it all,
Watson.

She’s proving her
I don't like

vou don't!” growled

eh?” asked

|
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or- less,” admitted Pitt.
“It's unnatural that a girl should play
football iike this. And although I'm deter-
mined to do my best to score, I feel a bit
uncomfortable. You can bowl a girl over:
like you can a boy. And I'm disappointed.
I didn't think Doris was such an out-and-
out tomboy. I like a certain amount of it
—but not too much.”

“Same here,” agreed Jack. “Everything
in moderation, She's gone a bit too far
this time. But it’s no good talking—she’s
made up her mind to show us up, and she’s
doing it!"

“Wait until the game’s over!” said Pitt
grimly.

A minute or two later they emerged on
to the field once more. Brewster and Co.
were carefully surrounding their goalkeeper,
so that nohodv could get too close.

Pitt had not failed to observe that Irene
Manners and Marjorie Temple and several
other Moor View girls had appeared on the
scene. They were obviously excited and
eager—and small wonder! But it was
rather galling to realise that a mere girl
should defy the entire St. Frank’s attack!

The game restarted with a kind of tense
fecling in the air. Brewster and Co. were
determined to improve their advantage. And
Pitt and his merry men were equally deter-
mined to becat this remarkable goalkeeper
as soon as they possibly could. The entire
cleven was on its mettle.

They simply had to win. There were
no two ways of looking at it. If they
failed to pull the game round, they would
never be able to lift their faces again.
defeat on their own ground, with such a
goalkeeper as this opposed to them, would
be an everlasting humiliation.

And, to make matters worse, a stroke of
bad luck befell the Saints,

The game had hardly been going two
minutes before Brewster received a pase
from one of his wing men. He was
apparently in an offside position, but Mor-
row decided otherwise., And Morrow was
correct. It was one of those instances
where the referee could see better than
the plavers or the spectators.

“Offside!” yelled the crowd.

And the backs were so convinced that
they stopped dead. And Handforth actually
turned to make a remark to one of the
fellows behind the net.

But Morrow didn't blow his whistle—he
pointed up the field. And DBrewster seized
his advantage in a flash,

Hiss!

The leather left his foot and sped goal-
wards at a tremendous pace, rising slightly,
and slipping under the bar at the corner.
Handforth didn’t even see it until it was
in the net.

“Goal!” yelled the delighted River House

“Well, more

| spectators,
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“What!” Handforth

13 ]

gasped
* Y.ook here, you're mad—-
“Jie was offside!” roarcd Boots, rushing
up to the referee.
“1le was onside!” retorted Morrow firmly.
Aud he pointed relentlessly to the centre

of the field.

CITAPTER XIV.
A STAGGERER TOR THE FOURTH,

T was a lesson to the Si.
Frank's defence. .
They were entirely at

fault, as they now
realised- to  their sorrow.
They had failed to play to
the whistle, and bad only
{hemselves to blame, Taking it for granted
that Brewster had been offside, they had
cased up—always a fatal mistake.

And the River House was now two goais
up!

'his sort of thing couldn’t go on, and it
spoke volumes for the determination oi
the St. Frank’s forward line that it did
not lose heart. Christine and his inside
men were grim and desperate, and Pitt and
Tregellis-West, on the wings, were no less
50.

The game became a fieree, terrific struggle.

The River Mouse backs were practically
worked off their feet, and although they
did wonders, they were soon worn out.

And again and again the home forwards
broke through., Twice Bob Christine ran
through the defence practically unchallenged,
and twice he made magnificent drives. Butl
in both cases Norman brought off superb
saAvVes,

The first time he punched out skilfully,
and Riley just managed to scramble the
leather wildly over the touch-line.

Christine’s second effort was equally as
fruitless. This time he ran up close and
directed the ball towards the corner of the
net. Bui the goalie flung himself headlong
across the goal-month, apparently careless
and indifferent to injury.

With remarkable skill, he gathered up the
ball, and threw it past Christine as the

Intter rushed up to complete his work.
Jack Grey was on the spot, and he Kicked
swiftly.

Norman saw the coming danger, spun

round while he was still outstretched on
ithe ground, and tipped the leather round
the post with his heel. It was oue of the
swiftest, pieces of work that had ever been
seen. And it proved beyond all question
that this goalie was no novice.

The resulting corner-kick was wasted, for
Tregellis-West placed the ball behind ihe
iine in his anxiety to drop it close,

The game swung away to mid-fiecld once
wore, but only for a few minutes.

Pitt himseilf attempted to score, and if
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Reggie conldn't manage it, then the position.
was indeed hopeless!
e sent in three shots that any normal

eoalkeeper would have muffed. But Nor-
man - was  apparently invincible.  Notliiny
scemed to disturb him. And at last the

home forwards hegan to lose heart.

in the meantiine, Brewster and Co, were
bubbling over with delight., They knew
how much they owed to their goalkceper.
But for him they would have been at least
four goals to the bad.

“It’s no good, old man—we're done!”
muttered Jack Grey, as he found himseif
alongside Pitt during a slack moment.

“W.'ve got another ten minutes yet,”
said  Pitt grimly.
“Duat it’s staggering—it’s more than 1

can believe!” said Grey. ‘' Doris, you know!
A ciddy slip of a girlt”

“Don’t rub it in!”?

“And we laughed at her!” breathed Jack.
“Ye gods and little fishes! Can you
imagine how she’ll laugh at us?”

“1've been imagining it for ten whole
minntes!” replied Reggie.

At this point further conversation was
impossible, for the game became exciling.
Watson was making an effort now, but .t
met with the same result as ull the others.
With Riley beaten, he sent in a well-
judeed shot that looked a winuer all the
v ay.

Of course, it wasn't.

The River Mouse goal was apparcntly
enchanted., Its eustodian provided an imn-
passable barrier., He dealt with everything
as a matter of course, and the performance
was cenerally acknowledged to be the most
remarkable that had been scen on Little
Side for many a term.

The ropes were lined with Dbreathless
juniors, and a number of seniors had coms
over from Big Side to find out what all
the excitement was about. And the talk
about Doris was no longer whispered. Tlhe
fellows were discussing her -openly, an:d
marvelling at this astounding display.

And then at last, to the intense relicf
of the visiting backs, the final whistle blew.

And the St. Frank’s junior eleven leit
the field, a defeated team.,
“1t's  all up!” said Pitt hopelessly.

“We've zot to thank Doris for this over-
whelming defeat. And, by Jove, I'm going
{o be the first to congratulate her!”
Prooic pushed his way through the
plavers, but it was rather difficult to get
near the vietorious goalie, The slim figme
was surrounded by enthusiastic juniors.

Norman himself was laughing in a musical
voice, and he seemed in no way embarras:=ed
by the crowds of fellows round him.

“I say, Miss Doris, it was too marvellous
for words!” shonted Handforth, pushing
through Brewster & Co.

“ Miss wha??? grinned Dave Ascott.
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“Miss Doris, »~f course,’”’ retorted Hand-
forth. “We know all about it! We knew
it all along! And she¢'s put up a marvellous
show!”?

*Jlear, hear!?

The nov2l goalkeeper laughed merrily,

“1 only did wmy best,”’ she said in a
demure voi.ce.

e m————

CHAPTER XV.
BEYOND BELIEF.
the

OUND the ropes
game was being dis-
cussed with Dbated

".' . breath,
% “Well, she’s proved that
j she can play football just as
well as  chaps!’ declared
Grifith. “I wouldn’'t have
helieved it I always thought Doris
Berkeley was< hively, but this time she's

taken the biscuit!”’

* Rather!”’

“It's too amazing for words!”?

“What puzzles e is this,’”’ said Alf
Drent. *“ Where the dickens has she had her
practice? You're not going to te!l me that
a mere novice could keep goal in that way?”’

‘“ Absolutely not, old doorknocker!” awree{i

Archie. “I mean to say, the dear young
thing positively performed a few well
assorted miracles. I'm not much of a

footba’l experti, but I dashed well know
a dashed good goalie when [ see him dash-
ing about!”

“Well, it beats me—-""

“Oddslife!” interrupted Archie in a queer
voice.

“kh? What the—"

“Good gad!” said Archie.

He groped aimlessly for his monocle,
apparent!ly under the deiusion that it would
assist his vision., He was gazing fixediy
across the playving-fields towards the
Triangle.

“What on carth’s the matter with you,
old man?” asked Brent.

Archie shook himseif,

““A bally delusion, of course,” he mur-
mured. “One of those frightful things a
chappie sees when he’s having a vision,
what? Frightfully aqueer, and all that sort
of stuff; but—"

A";What arc you talking about?” demanded

Archie looked kind
ol way,

“Tell me, dear old pai,” he pleaded,
Doris Berkeley In the middle of the bally
field, surrounded by sundry knots of the
good old lads? Is she, or, as it were, i3 she
noy?"

Alf glanced towards the crowd of plavers,

“0f course she is!” he replied, “1 can
sce her now.”

Archie sighed sadiy.

“Then, old darling, one of us
lutely seeing things,” he replied.

at him in a dreamy
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is seeing not once, but abso-
lntely twice. 1f Doris is on the bally play-
ing-ﬁehl, surror:nded by noisy cnthusiasts,
now can she be tripping with gazelle-like
steps out of the good old Triangle?”
“You're dotty!” said Brent, starving.

s, laddie,

‘“ Alas, old dandelion, 1 }JLIIE‘.L I am!”
admitted Archie frankly.

“But what the dickens——-"

“@Gaze!” interrupted the swell of  the
Ancient Iouse. *“Be gnod cnough to cast

{he eycs:nht :Iepmtment towards ihe star-
hoard niﬁng Do I see aright, Alf, or is
it not so?”

Brent, grinning, tarned and gazed fowards
the Trmn le, uuntlcrmg what on carth his
~tudy- chum was rambling about. And then
Alf gave a leap. He positively staried like
a frightened steer.

“ Great Scott!” he yelled.

*“ Absolutely!” said Archie. “The very
werds I wanted to say, Jdash it. but T
couldn’t think of them. As you say, Great
Reott! In point of fact, Gigantic Scotlt!”

“It’s Doris!” breathed AlI feebly.

“The one and only!” said Archie, reeling
a little.
The two juniors continued to stare.

Tripping on to Little Side from the Triangle
was Doris Berkeley herself. . Unmistakably
and unquestionably, the girl was Doris,

She was daintily attired in a blue serge
frock, with a light fur round ker neek, and
a small fur toque on her head. She was
looking unusually attractive.

And yet, in the middle of the playing-
ficld, the mystery goalkceper was still in the
midst of the enthusiastic juniors.

“But—but there can't he {wo
«tammered Drent blankly.

“*As dear old Euclid would say, the bally
thing's absurd!’’ agreed Archie. * Bnt, dash
it all, we've scen them both, laddie! So
there must be. Twins, what? Good gad!
Have I had a brain storm, or what:”

By this time other fellows had secn Doris
approaching, and all sorts of shouts were
going up. The entire junior school had taken
i% for granted that Doris herself had Kkept
zoal for the River Iouse during the match.
And the sight of the girl approu‘ung i
this unex;)ected manner was stageering in
the extreme.

What could be the meaning of il?

One thing, at all events, was obvious. The

Dorices!?’

Fourth had been spoofed! Doris Berkeley
had decidedly not played foolball that
afternoon. The mysterious Norman was
somebody totally different, although he

certainly bore an amazing resemblance to
the giil herszelf. It was sa grecat a resem-
hlance, indeed, that mnobody would ever
dreamn he was other than the girl.

Regzie Pitt took a deep breath as he
caunght sight of the dainty figure coming
towards him over the grass. And his heart
gave a little leap. He was startled, but
a5 the same time he felt infinitely pleaned
He went towards her- breathlessly.
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he exclaimed. *“You??

me!” <he chuckled.

“Doris!?’

= Uf COUIrse ]t,,s . DO

1 look like anybody else?”

I'itt sa_'ized her arm in his impatience

“Yes; you look like somebody who's Leen
goal for the River House all the
afternoon,” he replied grimly. * We thought
you were here all the time; we thought
thts chap was you!”

“How absurd!’’ laughed Doris .f.{ail}'.'
By this time she was surrounded, antd
 Trene & Co. had joined her. All the giris

were laughing joyously. i
And Doris herself bhad never lccked

prettier or saucier.
CHAPTER XVI.
DORIS, THE INCORRIGIBLE.

ANDFORTH pushed

his way forward.
“I say, Miss
Doris, what’s,  the

idea?’ he demanded bluntly.

“I believe you've tried to
spoof us!’’ |
“I haven't tried to—I've done’ it!”’
chuckled the irrepressible Doris. *“Oh,; my

hat! What a lark! I was hoping all 1!01}~
that you'd be fooled, and you were! Jen't
1t gorgeousy’’

“0Oh, 1oo gorgcous for words!”? caid
Buster Boots gruffly. :
“Norman!?® called Doris. “Here he is!

Allow me to introduce my brother—Normau

| Berkeley!”’

“Your brother?’’ yclled Handforth,

“Yes, of course!””

“Then—then she isn't a girl, after

Doris laughed merrily.

“Norman, are you a girl?’? she asked.

“No, I'm iclly well not!”” replied Norman.
“And - 1'm glad this giddy farce is at an
end. These japes are all very well, but
one’s enodoigh lor me. These chaps have
been :0 jolly polite that I could hardly
keep my face straight. Thank goodness it's
over!”’

Norman Berkeley had changed in a subtle
kind of way. The effeminate look had
vanished. He was still as slim and slight
as ever, but the demure expression had
gone, to be replaced by a boyish grin.

It war apparent to the juniors that he
had heen acting a part, and that he had
been acting it remarkably well, His
resemblance to his sister was striking, but
now that they were standing side by side,
it was obvious that he was a boy.

“1 fooled one of these St. Frank’s chaps
even before I got here,”’ he grinned. It
was just outside the gates of your school,
Doris, He spotted me kissing you, and for
a minute I thought the game was up. Then
I found that he took the bait, and as he
was cheeky, I ‘slapped his face.”’ -

“Ha, bha, ha!”’

all???
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“1 felt like punching him, of course, but
1 wanted to act the girl properly, so 1
slapped him instead!”” grinned Norman.
“J say, you fellows, don’'t Dblame me, you
know. Sis made me do it, and you know
<he’s irresistible, don’t you?’’

“She’s a terror!”’ said Reggie Pitt, with
convietion,

“Thanks for the cowpliment,”’
Doris.

“But why on earth did you do it?’ asked
Jack Grey.

“Qh, just for a lark!”’
cheerfully. “Norman Jooks

chuckied

replicd the girl
1uch

80 like
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only Sunday topper!”? :
“I don’t suppose I shall reproduce to-day's

“Pretly good!”? echoed Christline.

forin for weeks to come, if I ever do it
again,”” went on Norman. *“I was on tip-
toe all the time, you know. And as I'd
promised sis that I wouldn’t let anything

pass me, I was on my giddy mettle. But,
[ say, yo1 gave me a frightful twisting.

You're a hot lot, and no mistake!”’

The girls were all overjoyed at the success
of their.little joke, and Doris was particu-
larly delighted. . The Fourth didn't quite
know whether to be pleased or otherwise.

“
___—-—_~_}

. -

me that T thought I could have some fun.
You sce, he’s just come to the River Housec
School, and I thought it would be a good
tdea to work the wheeze before you met
~him in the ordinary way.”’

-“And what was he before
the River House—goalie for
thians?*? asked Bob Christine,
Norman chuckled.

. “Hardly,’”’ he replied. “But I always
kept goal for my old school, and I was
reckoned to he pretty goed at it.’? !

he came 1o
the Corin-

i He only caught a glimpse
- as he passed the gate, but
it was enough.,

But something would certainly have to be
done. J

The Fourth Form at St. Frank’s had been
deliberately japed by a girl! It was an
unheard-of business; and it was thereupon
decided that the girls would have to be
japed in return. The Fourth couldn’t
possibly allow such 3 thing as this to stand

.unchallenged. 2

But it was generally agreed that nothing
could be done immediately. The Christmas
holidays were near at hand, and any retalig:
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{ion would have to =ztand over until

new term.

A welcome surprize came from
Glenthorne, Archie’s genial pater.

A big Christmas party was to be held at
Glenthorne Manor, and a large number of
St. Frank’s juniors were invited. And when
it became known that Irene & Co. were
also included in the guests the interest in
the party became more pronounced.

“There's no telling,” said Reggie Pitt
thoughtfully, a few days after the eventful
foothball match., “We may be able to get
our own Dback on the girls at this party.

Colonel

['m jolly glad that Doris isn't a footballer:
bt she’s got nerve cnough for a dozen!™

“Footbhallers?’ smiled Jack Grey,

““ No, schoolboys,” replied Pitt. “She may
he a giri, but, by Jove. she’s got more spirit
than ten ordinary chaps. She's a giddy
terror!™

And there wasn't a single fellow in the

Fourth Form who disagreed with this
verdiet.  But although Doris had japed the

I'ourth so completely, her popularity was
arecater than cever from that momentous
day.

THE END.
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An enthralling complete
———— detective story of the
famous sleuth, NELSON

CIIAPTER 1.

REVEALED BY LIGHTNING.

JPPER drained his tea-cup, and zave

a little sigh of satisfaction.
“That’s better, guv'nor!” he ex-
claimed contentedly. ** Nothing like
a good drop of tea to make a fellow feel fit
on 2 night like this! We needed something
nice and hot to take the chill out of our

marrow-bones!"’

Nelson Lee, the famous criminologist of

Grays’ Inn Road, nodded his agreement. *

““ We did, younyg 'un—und 1 have enjoyed
the beverage immensely.,” he =aid. ¢ Our
alternoon’s work was a deecidedly chilly ex-
perience, but it i3 some satisfaction to know
that we hiave been successful in catching our
man. Mr. Patrick Nolan proved a somewhat
tougly customer to deal with—but I fancy
that he will not trouble us ugain for a year
or so.”

Nipper grinned. .

‘“He’ll get n ten-year streteh if he gets
a day !’ he declared. ‘ But what's the pro-
gramme now, sir—home?”’

Nelson Lee and Nipper were seated in a
cosy restaurant in the ancient Hertfordshirve
ity of St. Albans, where they were just
finishing a well-earned meal,

Their visit to this lecality had been
strictly  professional—for the detective,
during the past lew days, had been busily
engaged in tracking down a particularly
troublesome [rish eriminal—the man to
whom he had just made reference

Mr. Patrick Nolan was “wanted  for
burglary and manslanghter—and Nelson Lee,
as a result of his investigations, had traced
his man to an isolated little cottage on the
outskirts of St. Albans. Mere the eriminal,
linding himself neatly trapped, had put up
a4  very determined resistance, and had
caused Nelson Lee and the police a good
deal of trouble by barricading himself in
the cottage, and firing through holes in the
shuttered windows.

For a couple of hours he had managed to

LEE, and his brilliant
young assistant, NIPPER

hold the enemy at bay. But then the liltle
honse had been foreibly stormed, and Nolan
arrested. Ile was now safely in the lock-
up, and Lee and Nipper—having concluded
their business—were on the point of starting
back to London.

“Yes, my lad—we'll get off at once,”” re-
plied the detective, in response to Nipper's

query. *‘““There's nothing more to be done
here, and T am anxious to get back to

Gray's Inn Road. J am expecting further
developments in that affair of Lady Con-
nitigton’s  jewellery this  evening, s you
Know.,”?

“ Nipper nodded.

“1 know that, guv'nor—but we're going
to have a pretty rough bhomeward trip in.
the car if yon ask me anything!” he said.
“The weather’s cold enough to freeze the
tail off a2 mmonkey, and I reckon we're in
for a storm. What do you say?"

““1I think you're probably right, my Iad,”
retnrned Lee, rising from the table and
buttoning his overcoat. “The wind i3 in
a stormy direction, and appears to be rising

rapidly. 1fowever, I don't suppose it will
make a great deal of difference (o our
journey.”?

The detective, as it happened, was wrong
—for the storm was to be responsible for a
good deal of delay in their homeward trip.
Incidentally, it was also to be the means of
introducitg Nelson Lee and Nipper to one
of their strangest aund most mySterious cases,

Having paid their hill, and left the res-
taurant, the pair climbed aboard their
powerful racing car, and commenced the
journey back to London. And with every
farlong they covered, it became more and
more evident that the coming storm was-
going to be what Nipper termed a
“ anorter," |

The wind howled and shrieked through the
trees as Lee's car ploughed its way through
tho dark countryside, with headlights tiirow-
ing a great white beam of radiance ahead.

\ The rain, so far, had held oiff--hut within



the next ten minutes it came down in an
almost blinding sheet.

Any great speed was impossible in such
conditions, and Lee throttled down 1o a
steady twenty miles an hour. Even at this
speed the going was not exactly safe—for
the rain beat against the wind-screen so
fiercely that the patent electric ‘ wiper”
was practically useless.

The great headlights, however, illuminated
the road ahcad so adequately that the de-
tective was able to keep the car on the
crown of the road without much trouble, |
and to see through the rain-splashed wind-
screen with a fair amount of ease, |

Nipper sat beside his master, rather en-
joying the experience. lle had the most
sublime faith in Lee as a driver, for he
knew that there were very few men who
could beat the deteetive when it came to
controlling a ecar in the event of sudden
emergency.

Strangely enough, the lad was to receive
another instance of this within the next
minute or two—although he was qguite uu-
aware of it.

They were now within a mile or so of
Watford, and the storm was raging as
fiercely as ever. The wind, if anything,
seemed to be increasing, and it howled and
roared through the trees and lLedges with
tremendous power. Now and again tuo
travellers felt the wind strike their car
broadside, and the sensation was not a
pleasant one,

“What a night!” shouted Nipper, into
Lee's ear. “1If this wind gets much higher,
guv'nor, we stand a jolly good chance of
being blown clean off the road—— (Great
Seott!”

Nipper broke off with a startled gasp, for
Lee had applied his brakes with great sud.
denness—causing his assistant to clutch
hard at the back of his seat to save himself
from being thrown forward. The car, at
the moment, had been rounding a bend—and
Nipper instantly saw what had ecaused Lee
to pull up so promptly.

A huge tree lay right across the road,
having been blown down by the wind, thus
causing a complete blockage of the thorough- |
fare. Such an obstruction was decidedly a |
great menace, and it was only through Lee’s
quickness that a disaster had been averted. |

A near thing, my boy!” said the de:
tective quietly. “I am very glad that our |
headlights were in working order, for other-
wise we should have hit that tree—with
disastrous results!”’

Lee climbed from the car as he spoke
followed hy Nipper, and the pair commenced
walking the few yards which separated them
from the fallen tree.

Nipper looked at the massive trunk, and
snorted.

“This has just about put the lid on
things, guv'nor!” he exclaimed. “ We can’t
possibly shift this thing! 1t weighs tons
and tons!” -

The detective nodded.

““There’s nothing for it but to make a
. S

detour,” he replied. “Such aceidents ag
these cannot be prevented, and it is no use
grumbling—— pon my soul! Did yvou hear
that scream, Nipper??”

Nelson Lee broke off as a sudden, piercing
seream floated along on the gusty air—a
scream  which seemed to be somewhat
muflled, but which was charged with terrar
and fright.

Nipper nodded, his face going a shade
paler.

““Yes, rather, guv'nor—it sounded like a
soul in torment,’”” he replied, looking round
quickly. 1t seemed to come from the other
side of the road Yes, by jingo! There's
a house there, sif!”’

lle pointed as he spoke, and Lee glanced
across the dark road. Sure enough, he per-
ceived the dim outline of a large house--
a building which stood well back from the
road, almost hidden behind a dense mass of
trees and evergreens.

And as the pair gazed towards the mys-
terious dwelling, the seream was repeated.
It came distinctly to their straining ears--a
fear-laden cry of sheer terror,

With one accord Lee and Nipper race:t
across the rain-sodden road, and quickly
discovered a gateway leading on to a weed-
grown drive. Withiout troubling to open tha
gate, they hurriedly climbed over it, and
continued their dash towards the house.

Before they had covered half the distance,
however, a vivid flash of lightning sizzled
across the black sky, and its brilliant Qash
revealed an awe-inspiring sight to the hast-
ening couple.

I'or, just as that bright flash of lightning
zipped out, Nelson Lee and Nigner saw the
front door of the house flung violently open,
revealing the form of a girl.

S8he uttered another terrible secream, and
then—just before the lightning flickered out
—Lee and Nipper saw her reel blindly for-
ward.

Then she staggered drunkenly, swaved un-
certainly for a second, and fell to the ground
with a sickening thud.

The next instant everything was blotted
ocut by the darkness once more.

Such a scene as Lee and Nipper had wit
nessed seemed altogether too unreal to be
true—but they were soon to discover that
they had not been a prey to imagination.

For th>» lightning-flash had reavealed =«
picture of actual fact.

CHAPTER 1II.
DR. JEREMY NICHOLSON.

ELSON LEE, who had
paused involuntary
as the tense little

drama had been en.
acted, gave voice to a
startled ejaculation,
: ‘“By James, Nipper—this
looks like a ghastly tragedy!”* he exclaimed,
with a grave fuce. ‘“The expression on thab
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ncor giri'e faece was frightful in the ex-
vreme. 1 saw it most distinetly.”

‘Nipper nodded quickly,

“Yo did 1, guv'nor,”’ he said.
simply beyond description! I've never seen
anything so awful in all my life! The girl
.cemed to be absolutely demented by fear!
i wonder what caused her to come rushing
ont inwe the storm as she did?”

+J don't know, young 'un—-but it Is uze-
less for us to remain here, talking,”” said
the detective, striding forward as he snoke.
«+ That girl ,is very obviously in need of ut-
tention, and there_ appears to be nobody
ltere. but you and I, And yet it seems
«trange that she should be in such a house
as this—alone.”’ -

The detective’s remark was caused by the
fact that the front of the building was in
total darkness. Not a glimmer of light
caine from any of the windows, and even
ithe open front door showed no indication
of occupation beyond. The whole place, so
far as outward appearances were concerned,
was completely given over to the darkness
of the pit.

Lee and Nipper reached the fallen girl's
ide in a very few moments, and the detec-
tive.at onece drew an electric torch from his
pocket, and switched it on. Then he bent
over the girl, and looked into her face in-
tently.

ller features were contracted into an ex-
pression of the most acute terror, and her
wide-open eyes mutely told the two new-
comers that the unfortunate young woman
had passed through some sort of dreadful
experience,

Nipper stared at her with a white face and
trembling 1lips, and he needed no telling that
this girl had been the vietim of a terrible
fright. Iler features were ghastly in their
p::ﬁmu—h% it was the awe-stricken expres-
sion upon them which made the lad’'s blood
run cold.

Nelson Lee was almost as greatly affected
—-but he preserved an outward appearance
of grave calm as he quickly examined the
unfortunate girl, She was lying just clear

“*Tt-—it wn.%

of - the doorstep upon the sodden, weed-
grown pathway, and she was completely
motionless,

The detective knew the worat in a few
seconds, and he tarned to Nipper and spole
in a low voice. :

S I'm afraid the worst has happened,’’ he
muarmured. ¢ This poor girl is dead, my lad,
atidt there can he no doubt that slie was
Oh! There are other occupants of the house,
then, after all!”’
~Nelson Lee broke off abruptly as two or
turee figures emerged from the dark door-
way, and .ame hurrying to the spot. The
foremost of them was a curious-looking old
man with grey hair and an untidy beard--
4 man who, nevertheless, looked like "a
highly intellectual individual of the profes.
wor stamp. His two companionsg, obviously,
were servanis—a man and .4 woman.

t“-What i3 the matter here, eh?”
e

.ﬂﬁde

:

oid man testily, “Who are you, sir,

I

-
L o

LEE LIBRAR

and why have ycu seen fit to interfere in
Iy alfairs? That servant girl has evidently
fainted, aund 3

“The cirl is dead!” said Lee quietly.

“Dead!” rvepeated the old man, in a
startled voice. ¢“Good gracious. me! This--
this is most uvfortunate and tragie. Poor

Ellen was always nervous and highly-sirung
during <tormy weather, and I ecan only con-
clitde that she has sueccumbed to a weak

heart. Dear me! Dear me! This is terrible
—terrible! We will take her indoors at
olice,*? _

He bent down without more ado, and

grazped the dead girl's ankles, while Nelson
Lec placed his hands under her shoulders,
amd  assisted the old man to carry the
Young woman into the house.

A lamp had now heen placed in the hall,
and by the light of its feeble flame the
detective was able to ftind his way across
the hall to a couch, upon which the dead
girl was laid.

Ite then introduced himself to his host,
who, in return, volunteered the information
that he was Dr. Jeremy Nicholson, and that

the name of the house was Hollowdene
Manor., Tihe old man seemed to give the
sunple facts with a grudging reiuetance

witich seemed curiovs in the circumstanccs;
but he could do nothing less. -

“This i3 a most appalling state of
affairs, Mr. Lee,” he said, looking at the

detective. with his shifty, restless eyes.
“Ellen—the girl who is dead—frequently

exhibited signs of distress during thunder-
storm3, but I have never known her to be-
come 30 terror-stricken as she obviously was

to-night, Her heart, no doubt, becume
aflected —?

“But why did she scream so terribly,
sir?”? asked Nipper. “The guvnor and I

were foreed -to stop ottside this house
because of a tree which has hlown across
the road, and the first thing we heard was
the girl’s frightened scream.”
Pr. Jeremy Nicholson looked puzzled.
“Seream?” he repeated. “I heard no
seream, my lad! You must bhave heen mis-
taken &
. “I think not,” put in Lee. “1I distinctly
heard the girl seream, Dr. Nicholson, in
addition - to Nipper. I gathered that she
liud received some sort of scarge—"?

“Nonsense—nonsense!” said the
aquickly. “Ellen was frightened of the
storm, I tell you, and nothing else! Her
death is very, very regrettable, but I am
quite sure that it was cauzed by a weak
heart. I am extremely obliged  to. you,
Mr. Lee, for the interest you have taken, .
and I trust you will be willing to further
add to your Kkindness hy informing the
police in the village. Yon will pass throngh
it as you resume your interrupted journey.”

There was no doubt that Dr. Nicholson
seemed very anxious to get rid of his
visitors.  Ile was still standing with Lee
apd Nipper in the hall beside the couch,

| .

doctor
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but there was no sign of the two servants
who had been there a few moments ago.

And the detective, seeing how matters
stood, promised to call at the police-station
as requested.

A minute later he and Nipper had taken
their leave of Dr. Jeremy Nicholsoin, and
were soon walking down the dark drive
towards their motor-car.

The pair were very thoughtful, for they
had both gained the impression that there

was something sinister and mysterious
about Hollowdene Manor and its curious
tenant.

CHAPTER III.

ON THE TRACK OF A MYSTERY.

N IPPETR grunted.

“Well, guvoor,
that old fellow is a
queer card, if ever

there

claimed.

the way

was one!" lie
“Did you notice
he practlically
Kicked us ount?” |

Nelson Lee nodded grimly.

“J did, young 'un,” he returned. “ And I
am fairly certain that Dr. Jeremy Nichol-
son i3 particularly anxious to conceal the
cause of that poor girl’s fright.” '

““You don't believe his varn that she was
scared by the storm, then?” asked Nipper.

““Scarcely!” said the detective. ¢ Such
an explanation is ridiculous on the face of
it. There are many people, I know, who
show very visible signs of nervousness
during severe thunderstorms; but I have
never heard of one who screamed In such
an obvious grip of fear as the girl who
has jnst died. Her death, Nipper, was
nothing whatever to do with the storm, in
my opinion.”

Nipper pursed his lips.

“Then it looks jolly serious for Nichol-
son!” he declared. “But are you sure
vou're right, sir? Couldn’t the girl really
have been frightened by the storm?”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

“Not to such an extent as the terror
we witnessed,” he declared. “If the girl
hhad really« been scared by the storm, the
very last thing she would have done would
he to dash out of the house. Bul she did
dash out of the house, Nipper—screaming”
with fear!'”

Nipper nodded, and looked at his master
with a keen glance. ,

“You mean that she was frightened by
something inside the Manor, guv’nor—not by
the storm outside?” he queried.

“FExactly—that is my opinion,” said Nel-
son Lee. “That would account for Dr.
Nicholson’s anxiety to get rid of us, in
addition to his very obvious hope that we
should believe his statements. The matter
seems to be decidedly mysterious, young *un
—very mysterious indeed.

1

|
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| ever,

were made by a person who was literally
frightened to death, and the terror de-
picted upon her features indicates quite
plainly that the girl's fear was caused by
something she witnessed—something ghastly
and terrible, T should think. A mere
thunderstorm could never have that effect,
lhowever severe it was.” ;

The pair by this time had again reached
their car, and Lee lost no time in turning
it round. The fallen tree, of course, made
it impossible for them to continue their
journey along the main road, and wijthin
a few minutes they were returning on their
tracks.

By taking the next side-turning, how-
and pulling up at the first house
they came to, they soon learned that they
could easily reach the villuge of Little
Barling by continuing, and re-entering the
main road about a mile further on.

The storm was still raging fiercely, but
Lee and Nipper pressed onwards towards

ex-7 the village, their thoughts busily occupied

with the tragedy they had just witnessed.

Little Barling proved to be a mere hand-
ful of a place, and upon arrival Lee drove
straight to the police-station—which was
also the dwelling-place of the constable. As
luck would have it, the visitors found a
sergeant within the building, and Nelson
Lee lost no time in telling the official of
what had taken place at Iollowdene Manor.

The sergeant listened attentively, and
made several notes in his note-book. Then
he turned his weather-beaten, ruddy

countenance to the detective, and nodded
wisely.

“ don't rightly know what to make o'
this,” he said, tapping his note-book
thoughtfully, “T knew that girl, Ellen
Bennett, pretty well, an’ she didn't strike
me as bein’ one o' the nervous sort. [
must go an’ see Dr. Nicholson at once, an’
hear what he's got to say.”

Nipper smiled,

“You won’'t get much more out of him
than the guv'nor did, sergeant,” he de- -
clared. “He seems to be a queer old chap,
doesn’t he?”

The policeman nodded.

“You're right—he’s the queerest old chan
we've got in these parts,” he said. < Ile
always seems to be irritable and moody,
an’ generally snaps off a body’'s head if yvou
attempt to talk to him! An’ the Manor's
a queer sort o' place, too. There's never a
visitor goes there from one month’s end to
another.”

“What is Dr. Nicholson?’' inquired Nel-
son Lee. “ A scientist or a medical man?”

The sergeant shook his head.

“It ain't any good asking me that, sir,*
he confessed. ‘“Nobody Kknows anything
about him. fle's a sort o’ mystery, an' |
wonder that he gets any servants to stop
at the Manor. There's a butler and his wife

Those screams lan® two maids, an® I've heard that they gel



good money in return for doin’ their duties,
which ain't heavy. I've never heen inside
liollowdene Manor--but [ reckon I'll vet in

to think that
varmless  sort o

to-night.  Some people zeem
pr.  Nicholson js =a
junatic—"

“ Then they're mistaken!” ent in Lee
erisply.  “He's sane enongh, sergeant, and
an oxeeedingly  elever man, unless 1I'm
preatly  at funlt, Well, 1T don't think

Nipper or I ean assist you further, and
may as well be getting oll.”

Lee had already told the sergeant about
the fallen trce, and the oficial
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NELSON LEE'S PLAN.
‘6 ATURAL causes,”
N ing up from the
newspaper and
gustedly. “What do )you
think of that, sirg”
think tlie verdict
but I'm

said Nipper, J0ok-
glancing ot Nelson Lee dis-
detective frowned.
\"‘l
returned.

yonng un ;
prised,” le

is entirely wrong,
not in the lecast sur-
““Country poople aro

— e  w

She uttared another terrible scream, and then~-;uat before the lightning
i flickered out—Nelson Lee and Nipper saw her reel forward blindly.

intention of lights

s having warning
placed against the obstreciion  without
delay,

On the way home Lee and Nipper foun:d
plenty to talk abont regarding the mystery
af  Hollowdene  Manor—hut  they little
guessed that they would bhe ealled upon to
take a very interesting and active purt in
its solution.

There were some strange events
in ¢onnection with Dr. Jeremy Nicholson and
his qneer honsenold,

hrewing

frequently easy to convince, and a local jury
would have no difficulty in believing that
Fllen Bennett was scared to death by the

thunderstorm. But 1 strongly hold the belief

that there was something much more sinister
behind her tragie death.”

Three davs had elapzed since Lee anid
Nipper had experienced their curious adven
ture on the Watford road. And now there
appeared a hrief report in the paper con-
cerning the inquest which had been held
upon the dead girl.
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There had been evidence called to prove
that Ellen Bennett had suflfered from a weak

heart, and this fact—coupled with Dr.
Nicholson’s statement that the girl was
scared of thunderstorms—had caused the

jury to bring in the verdict which Nipper
had quoted.

“It's all rot!” said Lee's assistant in-
dignant.y. “Those fatheaded - jurymen
don't know what they're talking about,
guv'nor! I'll bet they wouldn't have re-
turned a verdict like this if you'd been
called as a vitness, and 1 can’t understand
why you were lef: out——""

““For the simple reason that I desired to
be left out,” cut in Lee smoothly. “As
soon as I can spare the time I intend to
interest myself in the affairs of this mys-
terious Dr. Nicholson, and to make an at-
tempt to clear up the obscure circumstances
of that poor servant-girl’s death., At presentl
am much too busy to devote the time to it,
and ] am not at all sorry that the inquest
has resulted in a verdict of ‘natural
causes.” ”’

“Why??”” demanded Nipper.

“For the simple reason that Dr. Nicholson
is now perfectly at his ease,” replied the de-
tective. *“If, as I suspect, he was in some
way responsible for Miss Bennett's decath,
he will now consider himself free from sus-
picion—and that will give us a splendid
opportunity to catch him unawares. Of
course, it is quite possible that I am en-
tirely mistaken, but I cannot get rid of the
impression that Hollowdene Manor contains
some mysterious secret or other.”

Nipper nodded. He had thought it curious
that neither he nor Lee had been called as
witnesses at the Inquest—for they had
actually witnessed the death of the un-
fortunate girl.

But Lee had especially requested the au-
thorities to refrain from enlisting their
services, and the wisdom of this move was
to become amply apparent at a iater stage.

A few hours later Nelson Lee and Nipper
received a striking confirmation of the de-
tective's suspicions regarding Hollowdene
Manor. The pair had just finished their
Iunch, and were about to leave the house,
when Mrs. Jones, the detective's house-
keeper, ushered a visitor Into the consulting-
room.

She proved to be Miss Betty Aldridge, one
of the maids employed by Dr. Jeremy
Nicholson, and she lost no time in stating
her business. She seemed to be a sensible,
level-headed sort of girl, and she was dressed
in a neat black costume.

“] have come to sce you, sir, because I
heard that it was you who came to the
Manor on the night that poor Ellen Bennett
died,” she began, without any beating about
the bush. *There was an inquest this
mornirg, ana the jury brought in a verdict
which doesn’t satisfy me—"

“You don't believe that vour fellow-
servant died from natural causes, eh?”
queried the detective keenly.

L

‘““No, sir, 1 don't,” replied Betty Aldridge

emphatically. ¢ 1 believe that poor Lllen
was scared to death by some of ths
master's mysterious doings! Hollowdens

Manor is a terrible place to live in, and I
have come up to London to fetch my sister
to take Lllen’s place. 1 can’t stand being
there any longer alone! I'd leave altogether
if it wasn’t for the fact that my young min
i3 employed near by !”

Lee nodded.

¢ understand,” he said. “But what do

you mean by your master’'s mysterious
doings?”’

“ Well, sir, it’s hard to explain,”” answered
Betty Aldridge. ‘You see, Dr. Nicholson

isn't like other men—he is a mystery man,
always in one room, pottering about at his
own affairs. I've never actually seen any-
thing that might have scared Ellen that
night, but 1 know that she must have re-
ceived a tremendous shock owing to thie way
¢she rushed cut of the house.”

Nelson Lee looked at the girl keerly.

“Tell me,” he said, ““have you ever known
Fllen Benmett to be so affected by a
thunderstorm that she gave way to piercing
screams?”’

llletty Aldridge shook her head empbatic.
ally.

“No, =ir,” she declared. ¢ She was cer-
tainly a little bit nervous of the lightning —
but that was all. Plenty of girls are more
frightened of storms than she ever was.”

The detective nodded.

“Quite so,” he murmured. ¢ So you think
that Miss Bennett was frightened by some-
thing she saw within the Manor—something
which so terrified her that she screamed,
and dashed out of the front door.”

“Yes, sir, that’'s what 1 think!” agreed
the visitor.

“Have you any idea what it could have
been?*’

“No, sir: no idea at all,” said Miss Ald-
ridge. *‘‘But ever since that night 1've had
a creepy feeling, and I've been too scared
at what might happen to go about the
house after dark! That’s why I've come to
fetech my sister—just to have her as a com-
panion.”

Nelson Lee was silent for a few moments.
A sudden thought had just entered his
brain—a notion which, if he could put it into
operation, might provide a means of =olving
the mystery of Hollowdene Manor.

As things now stood the detective could
see that many difliculties would have to be
faced if he were to penetrate into the heart
of things; but this new scheme would dis-
perse those difficulties to a very large extent,

He looked at the girl again.

‘““ Have you arranged for your sister’s
journey vet?” he inquired. ‘1 mean, is sho

to return to Hollowdene Manor with you
this afternoon?”
“J haven't seen her yet, sir,” admitted

Miss Aldridge. I thought it best to call
upon you flrst. You see, sir, my sister i3 in
service in London, but I'm going to ask her



to throw up her place now, and come back )
{ think she’ll do it, even if it

with Ie.
mmeans the loss of a month’s money——"’
~ +* Splendid !> cut in Nelson Lee briskly.
It 1s very fortunate that you came here
before calling on your sister, because
I want you, Miss Aldridge, to allow
me to make a slight alteration n
your plans. Obviously, you are anxious
to clear up the mystery which evi
dently surrounds Miss Bennett’s death, and
you will be helping very greatly to do =0
it you will consent to a lady assistant of
mine accompanying you in place of your
sister.” '
_Nipper looked up quickly. J
“Great Scott! That's a good wheeze,
¢yv'nor!”® he ejaculated. “You mean Miss
I:ileen Dare, of course?” |

““ Exactly, young 'un!” agreed the detect-
ive. ‘“If Miss Dare will undertake the
task, I think she will prove a very valuable
ally.  With her installed as a maid within

the walls of Hollowdene Manor, I don’t fancy
the  mystery

long!

will - remain obscure for very

CHAPTER V.
EILEEN DARE'S TASK.

eagerly.
“QOh, =sir, T’ve
often heard of Miss Eileen

Dare ! she exclaimed, * She's
very clever, and I’'m sure that
she would be able to find out what caused
poor Ellen to die of fright!”

The detective nodded.

‘1 think so, too,”” he agreed. ““Then 1
may take it, Miss Aldridge, that you are
dgreeable to the arrangement?
remember, would accompany you as your
sister, and would sustain that character until
her task was finished.”’

*“Yes, sir, I understand,’ replied the maid.
““Apd I am quite agreeable, I would much
rather have Miss Dare in the house than
uy sister!”

Nelson Lee was elated, and he at once
vrasped the telephone, and got into com-
iunieation with his famous lady assistant at
her London flat,  Eileen Dave had - been as-
sociated with the detective in countless in-

tricate cases, and he had found her to be an
young |

extremely reliable and courageous

Im‘}Jy.

‘Upon receiving Lee’s message she pro-
mised to come to Gray’s Inn Road without
delay, and she arrived in a very .short
time—looking prettier and more dainty than
wver, Eilleen Dare was a charming girl in
every way, small, and with a perfeet figure.
She was about twenty years of age, and
.possessed a pair of roguish brown eyes,
which were usually full of merriment. But
-.;hey were frank and open, and extremely
een,
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ETTY ALDRIDGE
B. looked at Nelson Lee |

[

Miss Dare, |-

LEE LIB

““ Hallo, Mr. Lee!” she exclaimed heartily,
as she entered the consulting-room, an¢
shook hands with the detective and Nipper,
‘“1 was wondering when you were going to
remember my existence! I'm simply burst-
ing to help you in some more of your cases
again, and 1 hope that your telephone mes.
sage means that you've got something for
me to dov”? ‘

It does, Miss Dare,” said the detective,
with a smile. “1 want you to undertake
a rather intrieate investigation—one that
u_laky p?;ssibly entail a certain amount of
Iis :

“] don't mind the risk, Mr. Lee, as you
know well enough,” cut in the girl keenly.
“Please explain exactly what you mean.”

Nclson Lee did so. He told Eileem Dare
everything possible in connection with the
Hollowdene Manor aflair—deseribing bow he
and Nipper had witnessed the death of
Ellen Bennett, and the subsequent events
which had taken place. He corcluded by
saving that a splendid opportunity was pro-

{ vided for Lileen’s entry into the house owing

to Miss Aldridges’ determination to enlist
the companionship of her sister, and sug-
gested that Eileen should go in her stead.

And Eileen, once she had heard the de-
tails, was not only willing to go, but eager
to do so, saying that she wanted some ex-
citement and adventure. She promised to
do everything in her power to fathom the
mysterious fright whieh had killed the une-
fortunate maid, and to report to Nelson
Lee at the earliest opportunity. o e,

How <he ‘would earry out her task re-
mained to be scen, but she left- London
within a few honrs as Betty's sister, and
was soon installed within the sinister walls
of Hollowdene Manor,

And Nelson Lee and Nipper had an idea
that developments would soon follow ag a
result of the lady detective’s courage and

resource. ,
| THE END.

o — -

‘What is the sinister |
mystery of Hollowdene |
o Manor ?

| See NEXT WEEK'S Story
| “DR. NICHOLSON’S
STRANGE FEAR!”

Intrl-a,d-ucing- the popular
| girl detective EILEEN DARE
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[NOTE.—If any readers care to write to me,
I shall be pleased fto comment upon any
remarks that are likely to interest the

majority. If you have any grumbles—
make them to me! If vou have any sug-
gestions—send them along! Remember,

mY aim is to please as many of vou as I
possibly can. All lebtera should be
addressed to me personally, c¢/o The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The TFleetway
House, IFarringdon Street, London, E.C.4.—
E.S.B.]

received: D. Ward (Cardiff),

Letters _
IF'rank Hollingworth

I'.R.A. (Birmingham),
(Oldham), W. J. Sparks (King's Cross),
Loyal Reader (Liverpool), Shcawb (Bildes-
. ton), G. Daws (Anerley), Harold Doughty
(Chesterficld), F. G. Bendell (L\mmﬂton),

W. Taylor (Norbury), Cynthia Martin
(Gravesend), Norman C. Moss (Newark),
Ernest Brown (Rhondda), E. Seabourne

- (Newport, Mon.), E. S. Lawrence (Bromley),
Jack Ricketts (Hayle), - R. ' Thompson
(Burnley), IF. Page (Newbury), E.J.R.
(Leyton), B. Hallows (Wirksworth), James
- Duncan (Hunth) and Ernest E. Dunckley
(Chiswick). |
. e ‘

As a matter of cht I've got a lot more
letters than the ones from vou fellows men-
tioned above. But if I put all your names
down here, I shan’t have much of my page
left for anything else. 1 think I shall have
to adopt the suggestion which several readers
have made to me, to increase my chat to
two pages. I shall have to get on the richt
side of the Editor, and get him to wangle
it somehow, - But it's on your own heads,

remember!
. 9 S

I have noticed that a few of you address
yvour envelopes to the Editor, and the letter
proved to be for me. In fact, several of
you h:ve addressed yourself to the Editor
throughout, as though he wrote the stories.
His time i3 quite monopolised without
haviflg to write stories in addition. Let me
whisper to you that your Editor is a hard-
working man. |

3 - *

No, you've made a mistake—some of you.
The Editor and myself are two distinctly
different individuals. But it wouldn't be a
bad idea on my part if I could get the
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FEdito: to take on this page. After all, it’s
more 1n his hne than mine, and if he

answers all vour questions it would come to
the same thiag, wouldn’t it? He’s very
good-natured, so 1 think I'll suggest it to
him after he’s had a good lunch. That's
when he’s ir a sweet temper.

E L *®

There's nothing I love better than sitting
down to write these few notes to you. all,
and I needn’t mention that the perusal of
vour letters gives me endless pleasure.
Still, you can Keep on writing to me if you
want to., There's nothing to prohibit you
doing that. 1 shall always be delighted to
hear from vou all, as often as you please.

* . * » !

Mincd you, I haven't definitely made up
my  mind yet. Strictly speaking, it’s for
the Editor to definitely make up his. If he
doesn’t care to take on the job, you'll be
condemned to have me, after all. You'll
hear more about this next week.

% * L

Now, I'd like to take this opportunity
to wish you all the Happiest Chistmas
you've ever had—with plenty of good cheer
and jollity and downright joy. I'm saying
this now in case I have no further chance,
and I'd like you to know that my thoughts
are with you. I'm a Dbit of a youngster
myself when it comes to Christmas parties,
and there’s nothing I'd like better than to
have the whole lot of you with me at
Christmas. What a party, eh? I'm afraid

we should need something as big as the
Stadium at Wembley, or the Crystal Palace,
to accommodate us all!
& * &
But you know what I mean, don't you?
* L] ¥

I've got all sorts of fresh ideas up my
sleeve, and I can promise you some of my
best work in the New Year.  For instance,

the special new series which starts in
No. 501, wili, I believe, pleasc you more
than any of my stories have done for

months past. 1 hope so, anyway. And in
No. 500—the week before the new series
starts—I've given you a bit of a novelty.
But I mustn't say anything more about it
row, or the Editor might get wild with- me.
I e\pect he wants to tell vou' this I:ttle
s‘urprm in his own way.
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS SERIES OF ART SKETCHES.

No. 57.—BEDFORD SCHOOL.

Bedfo d School, pgranted Letiers Patent
by Edward V1, in 1552, is said to date back
1o before the Conquest. The school was
afterwards endowed by Sir Wm. Harper,
Merchant Taylor, Sheriff, and Lord Mayor

of Lovrdon in 1066, In 1£92 the school was

transferred to a new site, the new buildings

ot which weie open on 29th October, 1891,

Games and sports followed are cricket,
- Rugby foothall, fives, and hoating.
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Iditorial Office,
Study E,
St. Frank’s,

Myv dear Chums,

After our disastrous experience in the
footer mateh on Saturday against the River
House School, we might seriously consider
sending out a challenge to the girls of Moor
View School. We owe our defeat largely to
the splendid goalkeeping of Norma?n
Berkeley. Time after time he-stopped ail
our cliorts to get the ball through the geal-
mouth, If the River House can produce
such a wonderful goalie, they should be
able to hold their own against any otuer
school.  We shali have to arrange a return
mateh next term. In the meantime, there
must be no more slacking in the Fourth
eleven, Hard practice and strict training
will be necessary if we are going to wipe
out our licking by the River llouse tcam.

CHRISTMAS AT GLENTHORNE MANOR.

Archie has been sending out invitations
for his Chriatmas party in vast quantities
to all and sundry at St. Frank's and the
Moor View School. A gocod manv of the
fellows naturally  will not be able to go,
but the Fourth Torm will be reprezented
by all the leading lights. As to the arrange-
ments for this huge festive guthering of
schoolboys and schoolgirls, we can trust
Archie's people not to spare anyv trouble or
expense in providing their young guests
with the best of everything. Orne of the
most excited juniors is Fatty Little. For
once in a way he hopes to satisfy his
abnormal appetite, and to see Tatty in
such a state of repletion as to be unable
to find accommodation even for an addi-
tional mince-pie will be truly a sicght for
the gods to lcok wupon. But for tlose
whose intcrests are not wholly centred on
food, there will be plenty of fun, entertain-

1 ment and excitement, such as one loves 1o

associate with a real, old-fashioned Christ-
ntas.  Glenthorne Manor, by the way, is
believed to be haunted by the spirits of
lonz since departed Glenthornes. It is
fairly certain that some of the fellows, eager
for thrills, will want to investigate and lay
the alleged ghost. Anyhow, ghosts or no
ghosts, there are few places in England
to-day where one would find a more likely
hunting ground for spooks and such-like
than in the ancient, ancestral home of the
Gienthornes

NEXT WEEK'S SPECIAL CHRISTMAS
NUMBER OF THE MAG.

I must now say a few words about our
Special Christmas Number, which will make
its appearance next week., DMost of the
recular features, such as “Who's Who,"”
“In Reply to Yours,” ete., will be discon-
tinued temporarily, and replaced by stories
and articles written speciailly for the
occasion. Goodwin, in his ““ How to Do It *
articles, is devoting three pages to “ Con-
jurine,” “Jlow to Make Simple Conjuring
Apparatus,” and “Some Puzzles to Make,”
all of which will come in very useful to
those boys who would like to entertain their
friends withont making a lhole in their
pocket-money—an important consideration
at Christmas-time, All the conjuring appa-
ratus and puzzles given in the articles are
simple to construect, and are made f{rom
quite ordinary materials. They are none
the less mystifying to the uninitiated. The
following juniors are contributing special
Christmas stories, articles, cte.: 1. 0O,
I[Tandforth, Jack Grey, Willie Handforth,
Arcliie Glenthorne, and Clarence Tellowe.
Altogether, it is poing to he a top-hole
numbar—so don't miss it!

Yours to a cinder,
REGGIE PUTT.
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MEMORIES REFRESHED HERE!

Bob Brave and C(laude Courage are two
sturdy British lads who are seeking their
fortunes in  the goldiields. They pass
through fearful adventures, and they are beset
by two dastardly misereants named Cross-
Eyed Carl and Six-Chamber Sid. The plucky
hoys have just staked out their c¢laim, and
tiiey have discovered pots of gold. And theun
the villains spring out of the forest, and
advance to the attack. They are about to
jump the claim!

CHAMPTLER 1V

THHE BATTLE FOR LIFE!
LAUDE COURAGE halted in |his
tracks and stood there, rooted to
the ground. He was frozen into a

statue of stone!
ltecaveus!” he breathed.

“ My
on us!”

He had been about to enter the shack, but
in the nick of time he saw the two bad men
creeping out from  the trees. Instantly
Clavde Courage leapt into the shack, and
slammed the door with « mighty crash,

‘“Bob—Bob!*¥ he gasped. “The game’s
up! The bandits are coming to rob us!
Load the guns! DPrepare for battle!”

Bob Brave turned round, startled. He was
stacking nugge!~ into a corner, piling them up
like bricks. And when he turned, his face
wis the colour of ashes. His eyes leapt.

“We must tight!” he vowed, in a great
voice. “ Never will we surrender! With our
bhacks to the wall we will meet death like
Britona! And after that we’'ll rout the
cnemy, and win through!»

“To the defences!” Claude
valiantly.

And the two brave boys slammed and
locked the door, and then they gripped their
sturdy rifles. But, even as they loaded up,
there came the cracking of revolvers, and
hullet-holes appeared in the log walls on
cvery side. In next to no time the shack

£ They're

panted

A Marvellous New Serial of Breathless
Adventure in the Klondyke and Alaska.

By the Celebrated Author
Edward Oswald Handforth

weis like a sieve. But by some miraculous
caance of fate the two chums were un-
touched by the hail of bullets. Lead whizzed -
all about then like hailstones during a
thunderstorm.

Pluek was triumphing over villainy |

CHHAPTER V.,
TUE REDSKIN HORDE.

RACK! Crack! Crack!

Shot after shot rang out elearly
on the still, frosty air. Claude
Courage and Bob Brave were fight-

ing desperately. And in less than three
hours they forced Cross-Eyed Carl and Six-
Chamber Sid to retreat.

The villains were foiled—they went back
into the woods, plugged in dozens of places.
But the two boys were unharmed. Not a
single scratch could he seen on them.

“Hurrah!"” cheered Bob Brave victoriously.

“They've gone—and our c¢laim is still
zafe!” ecried Claude Courage, flinging open
the door, and gazing out. < Good heavens!
But what's this? Look, Boh! We have
escaped one danger only to be beset by
another!”

The peril was now truly appalling.

From every side red shapes were appear-
ing. They came crawling over the ground
like worms—wriggling and squirming and
orowing ecver mnearcr.  The Indians of the
dreaded TFlatfeet tribe were on the war-
path! |

Once again the door was slammed—and
only just in time. For a hissing hail of
arrows came shooting down upon the shack.
One of them whizzed through a bullet-hole
in the woodwork, and buried itself in Bob
Brave's manly chest!

With a groan he sank to the floor, and
outside the redskins howled with triumph!

(This stirring serial will be continued (n nez!
week's number. Solook outl)
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'*.,' PORTRAIT GALLERY. |
AV And WHO'S WHO. |

(7 = = No. 45.—ULYSSES SPENCER ADAMS.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Typically American in appecarance,
with loosc-jointed frame, keen, alert
features, and a knowing look. Wears
tortoiseshell-rimmed  glasses. Eyes,
sreyv. Hair, blonde. Height, 5 ft.
3 ins. Weight, 8 st. 12 1b. Birthday,
October 9th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

In his own words, “a regular guy.”
Possesscs all the American character-
istics in a marked degree. Confident,
cool, and hoastful. Never tires of ex-
hibiting his own cleverness, which is
more imaginary than real. On the
whole, a recally deccent fellow.

| SPORTS & RECREATIONS: }

Regards cricket and football as slow.
Prefers baseball. In spite of his big
talk, is only moderate in general
athletic prowess. Hobby: Singing the
praises of his native land at the ex-
pense of other countries. ]

No. 46.—JULIAN CLIFTON.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Prim and severc in appearance.
Rather small, and inclined to be lean,
Aristocratic, but solemn features, with
a broad forehead. Eyes, hazel. Hair,
brown. Height, 5 ft. Weight, 7 st.
1L Ib. Birthday, February 16th,

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

The mathematician of the Modern
House Fourth. Is a perfect fiend for
ficures, and tops the class in this
subject. Quiet, studious, and generally
grave. Is incapable of appreciating a
practica! joke, and has no sense of
humour.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:
Prefers algebra to games.  Only
attends foothall or cricket practice by
compulsion. Hobbies: Inventing in-
tricate puzzles and problems on paper,
entering competitions, and solving
every Kind of puzzle., Wins com-
petition prizes as a mere matter of
form, thus greatly increasing his
pocket-money. '

[T o ML i

J‘ JULIAN CLIFTON '
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THE FOURTH

At ST, FRANK'S.

'No. 47.—THE DUKE OF SOMERTON.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:

Well-built, sturdy, and with the
figure of an athlete. Aristocratic
features, but by no means weak.
Amazingly untidy in appearance.
Eyes, Dbluc. Hair, curly browan.
Height, 5 ft. 2 ins. Weight, § st.
9 Ib. Dirthday, May 23rd.

CHITEF CHARACTERISTICS:

The most careless fellow in  the
Fourth. Is always untidy, inky, and
is never seen without sundry stains
and tears in his clothing., Active and
cnergetic, and good-natured to a de-
grece. One of the best fellows imagin-
able—a sportsman to the backboune,
without a trace of swank.

SPORTS & RECREATIONS:

Quite good at football and cricket,
and excellent at swimming and run-
ning. Hobbics: Reading, cyeling, and
performing any mechanical task that
involves a lot of grimy, grubby work.

| No. 48.—ROBERT SIMMONS.

GENERAL DESCRIPTION:
Medium-sized and of average appear-
b ance—just an everyday schoolboy.
i Cheerful, ruddy countenance, and
merry  smile. syes, brown. Hair,
dark. Height, 4 ft. 11 ius. Weight,
8 st. 2 1b. Birthday, December 13th.

CHIEF CHARACTERISTICS:

A rather happy-go-lucky sort of fel-
- Jow, always worrying his study-mates,
. Clifton and Conroy minor, by his un-
l tidy babits. The cook of Study 9.

 SPORTS & RECREATIONS: |

Only moderate at sports, but appears
in the DModern MHouse reserve list.
Hobby ; Devising ncew forms of
cookery.

NOTE.—The ages of Fourth Forin
hoys vary betwecn fourtecen and six-
teen, but for obvious rcasons no more
definite information on this point can
he given, i

NEXT WEEK: Timothy Tucker,
oyril Conroy, Enoch Snipe, Hubert
Churchman.

THE DUKE OF

SOMERTON

ROBERT SIMMONS
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PRACTICAL
FOR THE HANDY BOY

By Dick Goodwin
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ADVICE

HOW TO CUT MITRES.

The joint al the corner of a picture-frame
i~ known as a mitre; this joint is used for
many purposes in woodwork besides frames.
It is cut with a tenon saw used with a
mitre block, and the simplest form of this
block is shown at Fig. 1. 1t is one of the
necessary appliances for a woodwork bench,
and is usually made from beech, this wood
being used bhecause it is hard, close-grained,
and not liable to shrink. A piece of beech
should be obtained from the timber yard,
2ft. by 2%iin. by 1iin. and machine-plancd to
2}in, by 1lin,; it is then sawn in half and
the two picces screwed together with six
2in. screws.

SECURING THE PARTS.

“The best wav to do the screwing is to
mark the six holes at regular intervals on
the back picce and then to bore holes the
same diameter as the plain upper portion of
the screw. Widen the top of the hole with

a countersink bit to allow for the head of
the screw, and then place the plain piece of
wood in the vice and rest the bored piece on
top. Next bore a hole into the under piece
with a gimlet through one of the two centre
holes and insert a screw, which should be
turned almost down. Adjust the top piece
quite straight, and then proceed in the same
way with the other screw-holes, finally turn-
ing the screws quite tight. The wood should
now he turned right way up in the vice and
a centre line made on the top piece with 2
trysquare.

SETTING OUT THE ANGLES.

Next mark about 1lin, away and mark
two lines at 15%; this can be done with a
setsquare or by making a template with a
piece of stiff paper, first drawing a square
and then a diagonal to it and cutting out
the shape with a pair of scissors. The lines
are now sawn down perfectly square with a
tenon saw as shown. Another form of mitre
block is shown at
Fig. 2. If it ig
accurately made, it
will cut mitres quite
true without difficulty.

The method of holding
the saw and moulding
is shown at Fig. 3,
and represents the
commencement of the
cut, The saw should
he placed in the
groove first of all and
laid on the moulding
in order to see that

the cut 1is in the
correct position. The
thumb and fingers of

the left hand should
grasp the moulding
tightly.
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NAILING THE JOINTS.

When the pieces have been sawn, one
iece 18 placed upright in the vice as at
i?'ig. 4, the left hand should be used to hold
another pilece in position, and then a nail
can be driven in as shown., It will he seen
that the top piece projects beyond the
upright picce; this is necessary in order

&

t> allow the nail to be hammered in close
and to form a tight joint. The amount of
projection depends on the size of the
moulding. For lin. wide, framing the pro-
Jection should be about lin. I¢ is not an
easy matter to nail up a witre-joint,. and
it is possible to buy corncr-cramps, which
will hold the two picces quite firm while
nailing, .

_—

=
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HOW TO MAKE PICTURE FRAMES.

There are several mwethod: of framing
pictures, but as a rule, I only use three.
For large pictures I usually buy lengths
of prepared picture-moulding: for small ones
I generally frame them by the method
known as passe-partout, which consists of
hinding the cdges with paper, or I make a

ing iz show at Fig. 1, and a section ¢f reed
moulding at Fig, 2.
MEASURING THE PICTURE.

I'irst of all, I measure the picture and
allow the width of the moulding extra. Yor
example, for a picture 12in, by 10in, and a
moulding lin. wide, a length of 4ft. 4in. will

frame with unarrow strips of wood jointed
at the corners and known as an Oxford
frame.
shapes and sizes, in plain, reeded and shaped

nak, walnut and mahogany and in gilt; but .

for convenience in making and inexpensive-
-ness, I find that a plain or reeded oak
moulding is most suitable. The plain mould-

Moulding can be obtained in many

for.

- /7? //

be required, but if the frame is to include
a zilt slip, at least {in. each way should be

added. The moulding can be bought at a
picture-frame maker’s, and, in marking out,
the depth of the rebate must be allowed
Fig. 1 shows the front opening for a
12in. by 10in. picture, fitting in the back as
at Iig. 3. The moulding is sawn on a mitre
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and is
Another

shown
vailed at the cormer as at Fig. 1.
method is shown at Fig. 3, and consists in

block, as on page 6,

making two slanting sav.~cuts, which are
filled in with thin stnps of wood, both
joint and slips being coated with glue: the
corners are cleaned off later with a sharp

chisel.

THE BACK OF THE FRAME.

The back of the frame can be made with
this wood or cardboard, either nailed as at
Fig. 4, which shows a spoon moulding, or by
thin brass buttons, as at Fig. 5, which
shows how a gilt slip or a wide oak slip is
fitted. Both these methods are also shown
@t Kig. 6, together with the method of fit-
ting the small screw eyes for the cord.

The passe partout method is shown at
Figs, 7 and 8 A picce of glass is placed
01 the picture, and a cardboard back pro-

can be fastened at the back with glue.
- zlass, picture and back are now bound on

» shorter strips,

. but brown paper strips look very

vided as at Lig., 9. This should be slotted

so that tapes holding tne small brass rlnlga
The

the edges with gummed paper, two long
strips across the top and bhottom and two
mitred at the corners, on
Black paper is generally used,
well.

the sides.

THE OXFORD FRAME,

The Oxford frame is shown at Fig. 10, the
joint in the lapped halving. The top
corners are generally chamferred as at
I'ig, 11, and the rebatc for the glass cut
out afterwards with a chisel. The methods
cenerally used for hanging pictures are
shown at Fig. 12. A shows the method of
attaching cord, B the fastening used for
wire, C, D and E are wall-fastenings, and
I' a brass-headed nail for heavy frames.

— e

IN REPLY TO YOURS

Correspondence Answered by Ed. O. Handforth

(NOTE.—Rcaders of THE NELSON LEE
LiBRARY can writec to me and I will reply
on this page. But don't expect an
answer for several weeks—perhaps five or
six. Address your letters or postcards to
E. 0. HANDFORTH, c/o, The Editor,
THE NELSON LEE LiBrARY, The Fleetway

Hoase, Farringdon Strcet, London, E.C.4.
—E.0.H.)
JOHN (Llantwit): Glad you enjoyved your

holiday in London. 1 suppose you sent
your postcard all the way to Ponty-
pridd to have it posted? Yes, of course,

my pals of Study D are all right. Why
shouldn’t they be?
- A. LAWRENCE (Birmingham): You say

you wrote your letter on the mangle?
I'm not surprised. It's a pity you
didn't put it through the mangle while
you were about it. It isn’t worth any-
thing better.

OLIVE POULTON (E.C.1.): I say, don't
exaggerate! I've never kept anybody
waiting six ,months for a reply. And

if you wrote to me before, you were
certainly answered If you're wild about
me I can’t help

DAPHNE A. YOU\IG (Brisbane, Australia):
If you saw something about Nipper
smoking in an early copy of the Old
Paper there must have been a mlstake.
He doesn’'t smoke at all—even while he's
away from St. Frank’'s.

SERIODS (Portsmouth): Glad to hear that
vou're against Trackett Grim and
Splinter being left out. But don't
worry—I'm writing a special new serial
even now, and it's even better than the
T.G. stories.

E. H. (Bolton): This time I'm giving you
quite a respectable’ reply. Sorry you
only got your name mentioned before.

Thanks for forgiving me, old son.
You're evidently a sportsman.

CHEEKY (Wayville, S. Australia): My
hat! What makes you think you're one

of the first Aussies to write to me? I've
had dozens of letters from .Australia—
but never one so full of pure nerve as
yours!

IRENE (Wayville, S. Australia): Well, your
letter's a lot better than your brother's,
and I wish you'd pull his ears, or some-

thing, for hanng the nerve to write
such stuff to me., I like your name
tremendously.

V. ALFORD (Port Melbourne, Australia):
Sorry about the competitions, but I'm
afraid all you .Colonial readers will have
to put up with them as they are. I
don't sce how we can wangle anything
especially for you.

T. W. BEARD (Derby): Your letter's a bit
nervy, but as you say that my Trackett
Grim yarns are jolly good I can’t very
well tick you off as I'd like. Some of
:;Trouir chaps seem to think I answer for
U[lq



p. HAMILTON (Ulverstone, Tasmania):
1t .you ibink I'm going to answer your
fatheaded letter after you’ve addressed
me as “Red Nose,”” and after saying
insulting things about Irene, you’ve
made a jolly big mistake.

J. B. T. (Queensland, Australia): That
decision of yours to stick to the Old
Paper was fine. Good man! You're one
of the right sort, and I hope you'll
never r(egret your choice. Thanks for
your nice letter.

BARNEY BEAR (Doorni’ontcm 8. Afrlea):
As you're so fond of Reggie Pitt, you’ll
probably be glad that he's now our Form
captain and Spnrts skipper. I appreciate
your remarks about Willy. I agree
with every word.

MENRY GEORGE TOWXNSEND
S. Africa): Hallo, Douglas Twin!
How’s the old jiggcr guing? Glad to
hear from you again. Sorry I made
that mistake about the Transvaal. 1
wish you the best of luck with Marie.

(Alberton,

AT 0. B. (Capetown, S. Africa): No,
I’ve never seen Teddy Long wash his
ears. There’s a  rumour that he

occasionally does so, but I doubt the
truth of i1t. Thanks for your Kkeen
appreciation of Trackett Grim.

ART & ERIC (Manchester): What do you
two chaps mean—I ought to be some-
where else instead of at St. Frank’s?
Where else? ~And why should it insult
me if you named the place? You must
be a pair of lunatics!

FELIX (Ramsey, Isle of Man): Is St.
Frank’s real? Well, I'll tell you it’s
just  as reul'ns 1 am. That’s good

enough, 1sn't it? Glad you like Reggie’s
nose. DBut what about nnne? I'm not
even mentioned!
BUCK JONES (‘*“s::mthen{l-un%ca). In your
letter you refer to my “idiotic dile.”’
I didn't know I had one. What is it?
What are you doing at Southend? The
last time I =aw you, you were chasing
a lot of Indians.
THOMAS GAGE (Epsom): Fathead!
can- I see Derby by going to Epsom?
. Derby’s in the opposite difection! Sorry
I' can’t kill Fullwood for you. -I draw
the line somewhere, you know. 1 never
_kill worms on principle.
WELLWISHER (Darwen):
body appreciates my great efforts for
the Mag. Am I feeling the effects of
working so hard? I should think I am!

I'm

I've hardly got time, nowadays, to keep

. Church and McClure in order.

lab{}RGE BARCLAY (Glasgow): Sorry you
were mixed up among thirty-five other
chaps last time. Better luck this time.
I must say you've acted like a sports-
man, and if you write again I'll promise
not to swindle you.

St Frank's ﬁ’(agagmz e
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SHCAWB (Bildeston, Suffolk): Yes, rather!

Your girl has got a jolly nice namc—

tella. XNot so good as Irene, of course,

but a corker. I told Jarrow what you

-said about his articles, and the ass is
jawing yet.

DISGUSTED (West Bromwich): It’s a good
l‘ung your pen ran dry when it did.

iter all those insults you wrote it’s a
wonder it didn't corrode and melt away.
You insulting rotter! I'm a lot more
disgnsted than you are!

ONE OF THE OYSTER BOYS (Colchester):
By George! You're right, old man!
I should think those drawings of me on
the front page are insults! I've argued
with Pitt until I'm tired; he only grins,
and says they’re funny!

JACK (S.W.1): So you’re one of our stout
supporters? (Good for you, Jack! Still,
I'll bet you're not as stout as Fatty
Little. I'm glad my T.G. stories curdle
your blood. That's just what they're
meant t{o do! ‘

BARBARA MARDON (Plymouth): What
the—— What's all that cipher stuff
at the beginning of your letter? It

looks like Russian. Yes, you can get
the paper in Australia, so don’'t worry.
Happy voyage, and good-luck!
DERWENT DUFF (Dundee): Thanks,
awfully. 1 DID cramp your reply last
time, didn't I? Sorry; couldn't be
~ helped. But if you send those groen
Leetles to Willy I'll make a special
journey- to Dundee and slaughter you:
HARRY (Balham): Sorry I didn’t answer
your question ahbout the Moor View
girls last time. Yes, they’ll appear . in
the Portrait Gallery. My dear old josser,

it wouldn’t be complete without ’em.
You're welcome to Willy! o
LEONARD CLAYTON (Chesterﬁeld) What

does it matter whether I write Trackett

‘Grim  stories or other literature? As
long as the story is from my pen
there’s nothinz to worry about. Could

I lick you if you were bhndfolgded‘? You
fathead! I could lick you with one
hand and with MY eyes closed.

THO\I AS (Walthamstow): Considering that
your letter is one string of insulta, I
am surprised at myself for answering it.
. You call me a gargoyle, a chump, an
idiot, and goodness knows what else.
Dignity compels me to ignore your
abuse. You insulting .rotter! You
ought to be boiled!

MAUD PATTINSON GREEN (Sheflield):
‘Your letter is so long and interesting
‘that I feel ashamed to give you these
few lines in reply. Please forgive me—
my space is limited nowadays. But I
appreciate your delightfully chatty
letter very much indeed. I don't think
you're a bit too old at seventeen to
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rcad the 0.P. Yes, Nipper was originally
a street urchin.

M.S. (Southwark): Hallo! Another insult-
ing bounder! Some of you chaps seem
to think I'm only here to be made fun
of. Like your giddy nerve! I mustn’t
answer you in a bunch of ten, eh?
You poor chump! You don’'t Kknow
how lucky you are to get even
mentioned!

FAST TRAIN FIREMAN (Birmingham):
You're wrong, old son. Neither Bob
Cherry nor Tom Merry would stand an
earthly against Lawrence. They're both
tine fighters, but Lawrence is a holy
terror. Drop me another line when
you think of those other things you
want to say.

ARTHUR OAKLEY (Bethnal Green): 1
think you must have been dreaming or
something., Why should you ask if
Ch 1ch and McClure are in hospital?
You know as well as I do that they
haven’'t met with any accident. Still,
as you like my contributions to the
Mag., it's cbvious enough that you are
a brainy, sensible chap. You know a
good thinpg when you see one,

KENNETH (Framlingham): Thanks for the
photo. It's a bit small, but it’s exactly

Look here, my son!
the O.P.

Why
for yourself,

like you.
don’t you buy
instead of borrowing a copy from vour

pal? If & few thousands copied your
example our circulation would drop
below thc¢ million mark. Now that I've
replied let's have that other letter of

vours., Don’t forget!

ERIC CLAUDE POWELL (Downham
Market): Hi! Whoa! Help! Eleven
questions and six requests! 1 say, old

man, you evidently want me to give
vou tle whole page. Sorry, but it can’t
be dono. And as I can’t answer a
quarter of what you ask, it's not much
good answering anything. It seems to
me that all the boys of Downham
Market are chock full of common sense.
ARABELLA (Walmer): Awfully sorry I
gave you such a tiny reply last time.
No, Willy isn't as good-looking as I am
—not by long chalks. In fact, he's down-
right ugly. But, of course, he bears
the famous Handforth family likeness.
As for your other questions, I've got an
idea that you're trying to pull my leg.
You're so sensible that you don’t really
need any further comment from me.
Anyhow, you're a ‘“deal’’ “walmer”’
than most readers!
TED.

FACTS
Our Allsorts Page

FERRETS.

These curious animals
attraction for some boys. The ferret is a
.descendant of the wild polecat. Its fur is
yellowy-white, and its eyes pinky-red. There
is also a brown kind, which is half polecat.
"The length 'of the body is about fourteen
inches, with five inches of tail added. A
ferret may be tame, but it is never affec-
tionate, and unless it is well fed, or if it
is irritated, it may be a very nasty cus-
tomer. It -is ferocious and gluttonous.
When used to hunt rabbits it has to be
mugzzled, or to have what is called a cope,
-made of twine, fixed round its head, so that
it may not kill the rabbit; for if it were
allowed to do that it would at once com-
mence to feast on the carcase, get gorged,
and go to sleep in the hole.
. When it is used for ratting, however, its
-Yaws must be quite free, so no cope i3 used
‘'then. Rats are terrible fighters, and the
ferret mustn’t be handicapped. A ferret is

have a strange

LET LOOSE

By EUGENE ELLMORE

as tenacious as a bulldog, and the only way
to make it loose its hold on its prey is by
strongly pressing its head with the thumb
Just above the eyes.

Ferrets were used by the Romans for huat-
ing purposes, and they have been known in
England for six or seven hundred years.
The female has from twelve to eighteen
young ones in a year, and as likely as not
ghe may eat them as soon as they are
orn.

Any boy who wants to heep ferrets should
see that they are housed in good hutches,
dry and well ventilated, and kept clean, and
that they are fed regularly twice a day on
bread and milk, and meat. Rabblts' and
fowls’ livers are very suitable.

SCHOOLBOY MEALS.

Schoolboys are always interested in what
they call “grub.” TFatty Little and his
kind are not the only fellows who think a
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good deal about their stomachs, and what
they put into them.

Lancing College, near Brighton, h.u:c; a
master who is ‘‘ professor of gastronomics,”
and this is surely unique. There 330 bhoys
and 24 masters all dine together, and the
headmaster presides. They consume the
whole produce of a farm, on which 26 cows
and 3,000 hens are Kept, and they require
o ton of potatoes and 1,800 ecabbages a week,
so that all the land is required to grow
vegetables. In the Kitchen there is a meat
safe cooled by eleetricity, and in this 200
pounds of fresh English beef is placed every
day. All the bread is made in the college’s
own bhakery.

wholemeal bread is eaten almost exelu-
sively, and the menu is changed daily, as
variety is the motto of the Kkitchen
authorities. So that the boys never know
what they are going to have for dinner.
Very different from the time when college
boys had omnly three meals a day, and these
very indifferent, consisting of *“skilly ** one
dav, “bubble and squeak ™ another, with
« dish-water soup,” and puddings’ that
nobhody could identify, and when every boy
knew what was coming on any given day. If
they wanted anything outside the regula-
tion meals they had to pay for it.

The Lancing College people elaim that their
«<chiool is the healthiest in England, and that
it is 50 becanse they recoanise that food is a
vital matter in the upbuilding of a school-
bov, and that they deal with it on scientific
and hygienie lines,
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ENGINEERING FOR BOYS

Anything that works may be built
with Meccano. Here is proof in
the form of a clock—a wonder{tl
piece of mechanism that keeps per-
fect time and is made entirely of
Meccano. This is only one of the
hundreds of shining steel models that
may be built with Meccano. No
study isrequired;
{ull instructions

are included with
every Outfit,

------

Free to Boys

A new and splendid-
ly-illustrated  book, &
telling of all the good fusderiassesy
things that come : :

from Meccanoland
will be sent post free
to those boys who
show this advertise~
ment to three chums.
Send us their names

and ad-

B .~

dresses 3
together R
with your 3
own. Put i Rt
No. 12 R
after your ? :
name for ; o
reference. g{ R

33 - Wil s
MECCANO i Y B
LIMITED e - %
Binns Rd. : %;E ﬁ
Liverpool @R ey
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GPLENDID CHANCES FOR BOYS
II and youths (af'e?a};%l stuoiili)) in the sunny II

CANADA, AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND

Il Free Farm Training., ~ Assisted Passa"e.

Apply: The Salvation Army legratmn
Dept., 3, Upper Thames Street, London,
Please quote thw paper.

HEIGHT OOI.INTS

in “mumg sllcct‘\;‘i L{:b the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100
'uammm to’Enquiry Dept..A.M.P.;

7, Stroud Green Rd London N.4.

B FREE ! FREE!  FREE!

We send ‘1bsnlutc~ly free Tﬂl‘ MYST‘TG
DANCING CHARLIE CHAPLIN to all
who send P.O. (6d.) for our Illus. Cat.
of Magic Tricks, Puzzles, Jokes, etc.—
) THE LECLIPSE NOVELTY CO. lDept J}
Francis Terrace, London, N.19.

LIAKE 5/

™

YOUR OWN ELECTRIC LIGHT

These wonderful Dynamos light
brilliantly 4-6 volt la.mp: a.nd
are very easy to work, 5/-,

GREENS Dept. AL, 85, Nem
Pr. Mctal Tweezers, the- ¢ lealllt\' b

Oxturq_St., anqo_g.
FREE'!
Packet 100, {:nmmtd Titles of Coun-
tries, and 50 Different Stamps.* Request ~Appro-
vals.—Lisburn & Tuu.fnsr.ntl Lundon Rd., Liverpool,

—— — e e ———

WANT A FOOTBALL?

b e B ‘*ﬁ-c

THEY'RE F REE

If you want a ledlly splendld
ma*ch football,* 4 "”i’es no rea-
son why you Shatian Maves one
Absolutely Free.. There' S:no |

in this. Five Match

“catch " 1
Footballs are Given Away Ab-

solutely Free ‘Every Week to
renderb of that Wnoppln" sports

story paper, the
BOYS' REALM
On Sale Everywhere,

Price 2d,

- I . i ——————————

LEE

buys a- No. 300A
oal case and 40 tuncs. Carrinpge
SALE Prices. < WTrite for Lists.

LIBRARY
Mecad ~ Gramophone
with giant horn, loud
nil., 1Q Days” Trial. 300 model
57 6 cash torccord buyers., Table
Cum;ram (Dept. QI }
ea -~ BIRMINGHAM, — i@

sound-box, *massive B
Grands add Cabinet models at WHOLE.
YOURS for 6d. ONLY

This handsome, full -7sizdd
Gent,’s  Lever  Watch  Sent
upon  receipt of 6d. cAfier
" approval scnd 1/- more, -tho
balance 1s then payable by
6 monthly - instalments
| f 2/- cach., Guargntecd -5 .
' years. Chain offered Free with
cvery Watch, © Wrist: Watches,
F iMarote.,e on - same . terms. - Cash

5 lotulmd if dissatisfied. . Send
;-nm\ o S1n1pson S, I.td
"(Dept.” 122), 94, Queen %
- Road, Brlghton . Sussex,

DOH"T BE BULLIED.

_Spoeial offer.  Two Illus. Sn.mpya Lo¢-
A sons .from my- Complete, Course 'on
3 JUJITSU for4 penny Std.'l‘.l]DSDI' aLarge
& 11lus. Portion of Couifse foriP. 0. 3/6.

3 3 Jujitsuvissthe bést & sim-
o Plest sciens eofself defence
. ; #and attack ever ‘invented,

< -Léarn totakecare of ‘your-

sel rundcr all CIP{Z‘[III]\(&HCLH SENDNOW-—'YAWARA'
Dept. A.P.2), 10; ﬂueensway, Hanworth, Middlesex.

MAGIC TRICKS, ctc.—Pareoels 2/6,-5/6.~Ven-

triloquist’s Instrument.. Innaﬁ;h. ‘Turitate Rirds.
Price 6d. cach,~4 ‘for. 1!-.—'1‘*“" HARRISON,
239, Pentonville Road, London,*N.1, =+ . .

HEIGHT IHCREASED 2 to 5 ins., without
appliances, drugs, dicting. Complete - Course,
5/-—C. CLIVE, 8, maﬁt,l(l Road, Colwyn Bay.
(I’articulars, ff’\f!ﬂ“”“tl!s stamp.) : -

e W e &

- -

C R

L

20-SHOT AUTOMATIC REPEATING - PEA

PISTOLS 2/6 post free. .
Also smaller pat-
tern 17- shot- 1/3, post frec.®
Each complete in box with
supph of ammunition. Colonial post
9d.extra on 25-shot, 3d.cxtra 17-shot.
« (Cash returned lf not satisfied. .
THE ROMILLY MAIL ORDER CO.,
20, Romilly Road, Finsbury Park, N.1.

FREE FUﬂ Ventriloguists”  Instruments
- given FREE to all sending
(.0.) for "iamnte"ruck 'md Llhlb —I'. FEAR-

I\G ’l‘x'wnncou Cohnn Ba:.

CUT THIS OUTi

Nelson Lee Library PEN COUPON - VALUE 2d.

Send 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 dircct to
the Fleet Pen Co., 119, Fleet sSt., E.C.4.

You will receive by rt*turn a splendid Brllmh-Mddu ‘

l4ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, Value 10/6
{fine, nmaihum or brosa;l méﬂi
iy scnt the price is , at
{tfl("h cxtra cﬂupon up to (Pocket Clip, 4d.).
Satisfaction guaranteed or cash I*Lturmd S;JELHII.
New Offer—Your own name in gilt letters on
either pen for 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
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