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,axtraordinary occcurrence, three figures appeared, one after the other,

T

f The bank was open wide, revealing a bla¢k cavity. And then, to adg tm]
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grand new cricketing series,
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from readers who are keen

followers of the great summer
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THE EDITOR

By EI)I/VY SEARLEZS LROOKS

CHAPTER 1. through the window in even louder volume,

_ -]and the chums of Studv D got up and

TEA WITH MuUsic! had a look out. The Triangle was empty,

, . except for a swarthy-looking gentleman near

DWARD OSWALD H*\\DFORT}I the fountain, who was. t'urmnﬂ'r ‘the handle

of the Fourth Form at St. Frank’s, | ¢ his noise perpetrator. Seated on the

paused as he was about to drown{ top of this instrument of torture was a

_ some tealeaves with a totally un-| pert.looking little monkey. Round about,
necessary .amount of Loiling water. in close proximity, were three or four

‘“What's that awful noise?” he asked, | critical facs -

frowning. ' 3 . | b . :
" Noise?”” repeated Church, looking up :j(()rf 5;111? t;]f%, C.hefl‘!. ISE:‘d },I-%;Idf?ﬁglé
~from the current magazine, which™ was lfg ;a-fa“lfm :“t;ru tPOIE-ItHDBIIH? li{ll‘tiid“l (l‘h —
propped in front of the jam-pot. “J ean’t anad i ‘E‘fntheprl bte a;)g{itohit %’usii e
Iear anything—— Oh, that?” he added, as REgl ot . sl
a few painful strains smote his ear. “XNot likely!”’ snorted Church. “Do your

*Goodness knows! Sounds like somebody
moaning!’’

“It’s an organ!’’ declared Handforth,
setting down the kettle.

“The organ?’’ said MecClure. “Don’t be
silly. We can’t hear the chapel organ from

here, and there's nobody in there at tea-

time-—"’
“ Fathead!™ interrupted Handforth
witheringly. “1 mean a street organ—one

of those rotten moaning things!”’

“ Barrel-organs don’t moan,”’ disagreed
Church,
“I'm not tarking about barrel-organs!®’

roared Handforth, exasperated. *“ Haven’t
you seen those giddy organs that Italians
carry on their backs and prop omn oOne Iem
when ‘they’re playing it?”’

“My hat!’' said MecClure. *“You don't
mean to say one of those merchants has
had the nerve to wander in here?”’

The strains of the alleged music floated

own dirty work!”’
“Look here, you rotter—-?*’

“He wouldn’t go, anyhow!’’ objected
Church. “ These organ-grinders won’t move

or something
loock at that
isn't the twin

unless a master comes along,
like that. Just have a
monkey. I'm blessed if it
brother of Marmaduke!”’ _

“Marmaduke!” said Handforth, with a
start. “That awful animal of Willy’s, you
mean? You’ve spoilt all my appetite for
tea now. Whenever I think of my minor I
get a pain!”

“0Oh, leave the poor chap alone!’’ said
MeClure. ‘“He’s making a terrible row, but
I don’t suppose he can ‘help it. Let's get
back to the table. How about -that new
brew of tea you were making, Handy?”’

He picked up the pot and stared inta if
biankly.

“Whv you ass, you've filled it up!® he
snorted, “This stufi’s no good—it's like



&
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dishwater! When will you realise, Handy,
old man, that you're a rotten cook?”’

“Eh? What's that?’ asked Hand{orth,
turning round and glaring.

“All great men fail in certain ways,”
said MecClure hastily. “Even the cleverest
detective on earth, or the greatest author
living, can’t cook and wmake tea properly.
And why should he? His brain’s ajways
husy with marvellous thoughts, and he
can’t waste time on trivialities,”?

Handforth calmed down. _

“Q0Oh, well, of course, there's something
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you the straizht tip—clear off! Another
five minutes of this, and you'll have thoe
school after you. DBuzz while the buzzing’s
good!?’ |

“Da music is good!” said the Italian,
“Si! Si! I muecha thank you! I play-
many tunes—you l!lika da music—"’ -

“1 don’t like it at all!’’ gasped Handforth.
“Look here, isn’t a bob enough? Hi, you
fags! Turn out your pockets, and have a
whip round! Don’t stand tbere enjoying
the show for nothing!”’

l ‘But the. fags, who mostly consisted of

in that!” he said. | nonentities, melted
“But you always PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S away like mist before
seem to forget that WHO. the sun. If any of

I’'m the exception. ii
that isn’'t good, my
lad, I'll drink the lot
of it myself. Oh, my
goodness! What the
dickens is he playing
now ¢

A kind of jig was
emanating from the
organ, and as half
the ~notes- were flat,
the result was mnot
exactly musical
Handforth stared out §
of the window again, §
and frowned.

** These chaps ought
to be locked up!”
he said  severely.
“ Fancy coming here, -
and thinking that
he’s going fto get a
few coppers by making
that awful  noisel
Here, take this bob,

A
\

/-.
_3.45,"
l\“l Fa

Second Series,—Third Form,

NOTE.—The "ages of Third Form boys
~ vary hetween 12 and 14.

them possessed any
coppers, they were cer-
tainly neot going 10
part with them in this
rash fashion.

And the organs-
grinder, completely
misunderstandi.n g
Handforth’s “straight
tip,” started up a new .
tune with great gusto,
evidently intent upon
giving his benefactor
value for money.

CHAPTER II.
MARMADUKE ON
TRACK.

HRISTOP H E R
LEMON, known
throughout the
Third as Juicy,

looked at his watch
anxiously, Not that
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Church, and give it this was much good.
to him! Poor. chap Juicy’s watch suffered
—he  looks  half s—) from occasional lapses,
starved!” o4 and it was a perilous
Church looked at ) ~<§ thing to rely upon it.
the shilling dubiously. One of the Third’s most F£F “Stopped again!” he
“That's your Ilast well-dressed members. A fair- {SF grunted, with disgust.
bob, isn’t it?? he haired youngster, with a el “I'll bet that's be--
asked. “ McClure and cheerful ‘disposition and & %_ cause Chubby chucked
1 are broke, and .if resolute character. A swot-, '*g: it  across the Form.
you give that away ter, with little time for the B==3 room - this morning.
— usual Third Form ragging. B What's the good of
Handforth didn't " | 5 these rotten watches?
wait to hear the rest. They won't stand any
He “marched out of . ~ordinary  treatment,
the study himself, strode along the passage, and this one cost ten bob!” .
and emerged into the. Triangle. In ten pur-| He paused, and shook the watch, An
poi,leful st}:;z_desﬂile ll;q'illqhed the organ-grinder | ominous rattle sounded within.
and gave him the shilling. _ is SR 53 ; o
“TPhe music’s not badg, but we're having Seemis all :ight,” said Lemon. The

tea!’? he growled. “Why not go down to

the vicarage and have a try there?? '
The Italian grinned all over his faece.
“You no like da music?’’ he asked, with

a ‘ﬁleam of feeth,
B said “Handforth.

*Eh?  Music?’
this organ, you mean? Between you and
nie. ¢id man, it's a bit cracked: Y'm giving

A

“Oh,

I shall have
it to-night, and put it

works arge all there, anyway!
to have a go at
right!”?

Lemon was at the back of the Ancient
Houge, and- his occupation was a rather
curious one. He was pacing up and down,
and behind him, attached to a string,
marched Marmaduke, the monkey. Marma-



duke, in fact, was indulging in his usual
evening exercise. _
It must not be supposed that Juicy

L.emon was addicied to this sort of thing.
Marmaduke belonged to Willy Handforth,
and Willy had gone to the village on an
extremely urgent mission. It had brooked
of no delay, so he had sternly instructed
Juicy to give Marmaduke his exercise.

“Walk him up and down for half an
hour!”’ Willy had commanded. “Not a
minute les:, my son. I[ you play any of
vour tricks, and dodge off before {ime
vou'll have to account to me when I come
back!"’

And Lemon, who knew exactly what this
meant, was obeying instructions to the
letter. None of the Third-Formers ever
dreamed of ignoring their forceful young
leader’s commands. In the Third, Willy
was a kind of autocrat. Fags trembled
Lefore his gaze, and fell before his fist.

It is probable that not ten per cent of
the Third kpew Lemon’s actual Christian
name. Two minutes after his arrival at
st. Frank’s he had been nicknamed Juicy,
and Juicy he remained.

“I suppose I shall have to go round and
have 2a look at the school cloek,”’ he told
himself. “I believe I've been more than
half an hour already. Come on, Marmy—
buck up, you lazy little tyke!”’

Marmaduke, thus urged, grinned cheer-
fully, and chattered. He had a feeling that
something was wrong fo-day. Juicy wasn't
civing him the exercise that his master
always gave him. -Willy generally played
ahout, turned a Tfew somersaults, and
allowved Marmaduke to maul him. But
there were none of these joys this evening.
Marmaduke was kept strictly at the end
of the string, and he felt that he was being
swindied. His one desire was to dash about
a bif and get rid of his excess of exuberance,

He gave a leap, and landed on Julicy's

shoulder. But before Juicy could get at
him he was off again, chattering with
delight. :

“Stop that game!”’ said Lemon gruffly.
“If you think I'm going to let you mess me
about, you're mistaken! Why the dickens
doesn't Willy turn up? He ought to have
been here long ago!”

He made his way round the angle of the
Ancient Mouse, frowning, True, Willy’s
mission had been vital, and it was possible
he was delaved. Willy, in fact, had gone
down fo the village for the express purpose
of claiming a hamper at the station.

Juicy was living in a kind of dream.
He had already enumerated the exact con-
tents of the hamper. A biz cake, certainly,
and probably some meat or fish pastes,
some tins of sardines, two or three pots of
Jam, and so forth.

The shock "would come later. For how
was Juicy Lemon to know that hamper
contained a live snake? Willy, in his
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enthusiasm for living pets, had decided
that a harmless, non-poisonous snake would
form a lively addition to his collection.
There were possibilities with a snake. One
could do all sorts of ripping things.

But Juicy’s mind was not running on
snakes. If he had had a suspicion of the
truth, he would probably have revolted,
and Marmaduke would have languished in
his cage. It was only the thought of am
eatable reward which caused Juicy to stick
fo his task.

He passed round the angle of the build-
ing and halted. At the first glance at the
clock he groaned. Ilis ecaleculating powers
were obviously at fault. He had only been
on the job seventeen minutes. Then bhe
caught sight of the Italian and the organ—
with Handforth standing in a dazed, be-
mused condition. The music was having a
strange effect upon him. It was so awiul
that all Edward Oswald’s forcefulness was
sapping away.

“My hat!”’ said Juicy with interest. “I
thought I heard some music somewhepre!

Ripping! What’s that he’s playing? ‘It’s
a lons way to Tipperary,” I believe, No, 1§
isn't. It's ‘ The Lost Chord.” Anyhow, it’s
jolly good!”’ -

Juicy's ear for music was sadly dis-
torted. e had been even known fo
acclaim the strains of a jew's-harp, and

had stated it as his opinion that the
Hebrews knew what real music was.

Juicy wandered into the Triangle, irresis-
tibly attracied by the organ. TFor the
moment he forgot all about Marmadulke.

But Mar.naduke was taking an evea
livelier interest in the proceedings. The
music he held in contempt, but the monkey
seated on the top of the orgam aroused
a brotherly curiosity.

He caught one glimpse of his relative,
stood stock still in surprise for a moment,
and then leapt, forward with a perfect
screech of excitement, forgetting all aboué
his leash. _

It snapped at the collar like a piece of
cotton, and Juiey Lemon felt his heart
jump into hiz mouth as he saw Marmaduke
streaking across the Triangle in a beeline
for the organ. :

Y e —

CHAPTER 1IL

MR. PYCRAFT RECEIVES VISITORS.
: ARMADTIKE
evidently meant
business.

] He could not have
been more eager if the other
monkey had been ‘his actual
long-lost brother. They were

of the same family, almost

certainly
identical in appearance and size,

The first Handforth knew about it was
a kind of streak which happened near® by.
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music

instant - the
abruptly ceased, and the Ifalian gentleman

And at the same
commenced stringing out a volume of
sound in his own picturesque tongue.

The reason for his volubility was clear.

His own monkey, catching sight of
Marmaduke, evidently got the wind up. He
saw  Marmaduke leaping at him, and he
emulated Marmaduke’s own mancuvre.
With one leap he was off the organ, and
snapped his chain. It broke midway, and
the little animal shot away with two feet
of chain dragging.

\Iarmadukt, swerving, rushed in chase.

“Well, I'm Dblessed!”” said Handforth
biﬂnkly. . -
“Hit! Catch him!’ gasped Juicy.

“You young ass, you might as well ask
me to catch an express train!’’ said Hand-
forth. “You ought to be ashamed of your-
self!  Deliberately seliing Marmaduke on
to that other monkey hke that!”?

“I didn’t!” howled Juicy. “He hroke

away!”? :
. The - Italiam was still - using _his own
language, -and he dropped his organ, and
ran across the Triangle in despair. In
the mgantime ’\fI’lrmadul-.e was unmistakably
gaininy, He had no warlike intentions.
He only wanted to shake hands, as it were,
and discuss a few tribal aﬁau’n.

But the other monkey felt that the only
safe thing was to get out of the way. An
open window oﬂemd a means.. So he toek
one leap, and shot through the “window,.
Thereaiter the details were interesling,

Mr. Horace Pycraft, the master of the
Modern Fourth, was indulging in tea at
the moment. Mr. Pycraft was a somewhat
suur—tempered gentieman, and this evening
he was particularly irritable becausé a
quantity of soot had descendéd on his head

upon entering the study, half an hour
earlier. '
Mr. Pycraft knew well enough that it

was impossible to trace the CU]pI‘It-a.
was always suffering these incidentals, and

he never svemed to realise that he paved

the way for them by his own mean-spirited
attitude.

The juniors weuld rather have maimed
themselves before setting a hooby trap for
Mr, Crowell or Mpr., Stokes. It can all be
boiled down into one word—respect.

For Mr. Pyeraft the juniors bad mno
respect whatever, and consequently he was
always being made the victim of these
little jokes.

Having cleaned himsell, Mr. Pycraft Wwas
now hannﬂ his tea. While sipping the
fragrant brew, he was
some scheme whereby he could discover the

culprits, And in the middle of, hl: cogita-
tions two  visitors arrived in_ rapid
sucecession.

First of all came Jacho—for it was after-
wards learned that .this

He |

trying to devise

‘and hearing

was. the Italian

TEy, Fopa e s

monkey’s name. Jacko whizzed through
the window, and alighted in the middle of
Mr. Pycraft’s table, with considerable
damage to the tea- thmgfs

Jacko was probably just as startled s
Mr. Pycraft was, althougsh he ecertainly
wasn’t -hurt so much. - For Mr. Pyeralt
received the scalding contents of his ted-
cup in his lap.

*Good heavens!”’
leaping up.

_Crockery scattered on the floor, and Jacko
leapt madly from the table on to the top
of a bookcase. Here he gazed down at the
scene with gleaming eyes, and with his
little c¢hest positively palpitating.

Mr. Pycraft failed to take in the 3zcene;
he hadn’t time.

For about a split second later Marmaduke
appeared. Marmaduke was much gquicker
than My, Pycraft. He spotted Jacko on
the instant and took one leap on to the
top of the bookcase.

. But. Jacko didn’t think so. He fled,
alighting on the top of Mpr. Pycrart’s head,
en route for the side-table. In fact, he

yelled Mr., Pyeralt,

used Mr. P}uaft’* head as a Kkind uof
stepping-stone.
“Help!’? shrieked the startled master.

@ Help! Help!®’

‘He stood there, breathing hard. His light

arey flannel trousers were ruined, his tea-
table was a wreck, and he was fearfully
scalded. As if these disasters were not

suflicignt, a sort of whirlwind was taking
place.in the study.

Jacke was racing round, and Marmaduke
was in full pursnit. The speed was simply

terrific. Mr. Pycraft became dizzy as he
locked. And it never occurred to him to

make a grab at one of the excited animals.

“It’s all right, sir—hold him!’’ panted
Juicy Lemon, appearing at the window.
“They're trapped now—they can’t get out!”’

Mr. Pyeraft came to himself.

“You—you wretched child!”’ he :;houted
desperately.

“Child!"’ gasped Juicy, turning pale..
“You set these monkeys upon me

deliberately I’? roared Mr. Pycraft. *“ Come
in here and capture them! TI'll have you

flogged for this—expelled!”’

Before Juicy could climb through the

window, however, the door opemned and Mr.

Beverley Stokes appeared.

“Anything wrong here?’’ he asked briefly.
“Well, my only hat! ‘What’s the idea,
Mr. Pycraft? A new form of amusement,
or what?’

Mr, Stokes, affectionately known in the
Ancient House as Barry, had been passing,
-Mr. Pycraft’s howls, had
thought it wise to look in. Mr. Stokes
was somewhat addicted to “schoolboy
talk,” and as a rule he conversed as
informally as any .of his junior boys.



“ Amusement, sir!’”” hooted Mr. Pycraft.
“Du yvou call this amusement? This—thia
infernal monkey——""

Mr. Stokes didn’t wait to listen. He was
a man of action. With one grab he
seized Marmaduke as lhe shot by. Willy's
little pet clung to him, chattering and
hreathing hard.

And Jacko, at the same minute, leaping
for safety through the window, alighted
fairly in Juicy Lemon’s arms, The excite-
nment was over,

CHAPTER 1V.

A SHOCK FOR WILLY.

ILLY HANDFORTH
marched briskly
through the gate-

way, swinging his
hamper with keen enjoy ‘ment.
He had taken a peep inside
on the way up the lane, and
his new pet was even better-looking than
he had expected.

The Triangle was quiet, except, of course,
for sundry cat-calls from a remote quarter
where a number of Third-Formers were
indulging in the undignified p‘htlIl’lE c.-t leap-
frog.

“Hallo! Here  you are at last!”’
exclaimed Juiey Lemou, renhning up. ‘1L
thought vou'd he back long ago!*®
- Willy shook his head.

“You shouldn't think, old son,”” he said.
“I've warned you about it before. 1t's too

great a strain, Juicy. When a chap’s only
got half a krain, he's got to be careful—"’
- *0Oh, don’t rot!” growled. Juicy. *1I say,
.15 that the hamper!”’

‘.‘ What do you think it is—a snuff-box?"’

~ “Not much better!”’ sniffed Juicy. “1
thotight it was going to be a Dbig one—not
@« miserahble little thmﬂr like th"lt' Why,

there's hardly enough tuck in there to
divide among three of us®’

Willy gave Juicy a pitying look.

“Tuck?”’ he repeated. “My poor, be-
nighted imbecile! Who said there was
tuek in this hamper? Did I ever give
you that impression? You shouldn't jump
to these unhappy coneclusions. Think in

haste, my son; and your path will be strewn
with disappointments!”
Juicy Lemon stared.

“Hampers always contain  tuck!”” he
exclauped. “1f there isn't tuck in this one,
what is there in it?’’.

“Nothing much—only & snake.”
“A snake!”’ velled Juicy, leaping a yard
into the air. _

“Coward! It won't bite!”’

“A snake!”' said Juicy, faintly. *You—
you spoofer! You swindler! 7You said
the hamper was important! TLook here,

yor'll get sacked if anybody finds out about

'rmé.' NELSON LEE LIBRARY ]{ °

! that snake! It.

1 blame
"had

might escape and sting
somebody.’ | '

h‘.‘sl:nw‘" repeated Willy., *“ What do you

think snakes are—wasps? I always thourvhb
you were ignorant, and now I know it.
Snakes don’t 5[',111”——151][“}" bite! They keep

behind their teeth, and
when they pip vou, they saguirt a Iew drops
into the wound. Hold on a mitute, aod
'l take old Sebastian out.”’

“Sebastian?’’  breathed Juicy,
away. '

“1 thought it was rather a good name
tor  him,”” explained Willy. *“ Goes pretty
well, eh? Don't bunk, you fathead! This
snake ean't bite—he’s as harmless a3 a
kitten; hazn't gzot any poison at all. You
don't think I'd bring a venomous reptile
into the place?”’

Juicy was somewhat
was still dubious, |
“Don't onen it here,”’ he said hurriedly.
“Wait until we get round to the pet-shed.
[ say, you nearly lost Marmaduke abvout
hatf an hour ago,” he added, as though
strick by a sudden thought. *“If it hadn't

been for Mr. Siokes
shouted Willy, in

“ Nearly lost him!”’ _
alarei. “What do you mean? Look here,

vou rotter, 1 trusted you to keep Marma-
duke on the string——"’

“He escaped!”’ interrupted Juiey, “It
waszn't my fault ; he caught sight ol another

monkey.’
And Iuln gave a graphic account of the

their poison just

backing

reassured, but he

happenings. Willy grinned with Keen
pleasure as he heard about Mr. Pyreraft’s
misfortunes. And as Mr. Sftokes had
nassed the verdict that nobody was to

and nobody was punished, the affaie
ended Mtlsfdctonly.

“The organ-grinder’'s gone now. - Mr.
Stokes cave him a couple of bob, and told
him to buzz off " added Juicy. *Poor old
Marmy is mnearly whacked, too. When I
put him in the cage he was panting like
the dickens. I don't wonder at it, tho
way he chased round.”

Willy hurried off to the pet-house wibht
many misgivings. © He was afraid that
Marmaduke would be inm a worse fix tham
Juicy intimated. Arriving, he rushed in,
took one look at the cage, and then gasped.

“This  isn't Marmaduke!”” he yelled
excitedly,

“Ehe't gasped Juiey. “But—but—-"’

“You've got the wrong monkey!™’
exelaimed Willy, turning upon the other
fag;, and grabbing him. “You dotty,
sibhering idiot! This isn't Marmaduke at
all! That organ-grinder has walked off with

him, and left me this thing!”?

¢ You—you niust he mictaken!”
emculab@d Juicy. **He jumped right into
my Aarms You woildn't expect a strange
monkey to do that!"’

“1 wouldn't expect any monkey to jump
intc your arms!” interrupted Willy hotly.



«(f all the muddling, blundering fatheads!)

Come on! Which way did that organ-
erinder go? We've got to cateh him!”

“J dont know—I think he went up the
tane——"7

“Good! He’s probably playing his rotten
old bellowa outside the Moor View School!”?
caid Willy crisply. “But he must know
that Marmaduke isn’t his monkey—and
that’s why he hurried off so quickly!
maduke’s twice as good as this one!”

Willy had made no mistake.. He knew
Marmaduke well, and could have picked
him out from a hundred others. And a
minute later the {wo Third Formers were
ranning up the lane at full gpeed.

CHAPTER V.
MARMADUKE ISN'T HAVING ANY.

v --the
- Wwas

EANWIIILE,
organ-grinder
hurrying away.

He had seen, in
the first minute, that Mr.
Beverley Stckes had handed

| him the  wrong. monkey.
And the Italian, being a wily gentleman,
also Trecognised the fact that. Marmaduke
was a better specimen. :

Jacko was gebting old, and he refused to
be taught any tricks, Marmadnke, on ithe
cther hand, was in fine physical condition,
and obviously a youngster. The organ-
grinder knew more about monkeys than even
Willy himselt, and he hurried away from 3t.
Frank’s, delighted with his prize. -~ ~

e decided to get as far away as possihlé.‘

Later, perhaps, there would be a chase.
The owner of Marmaduke would ceriainly
know the  difference, and he wouldn't be
satisfied with the exchange. So it was up
to the Italian to show some speed.

" This was all very well as far as it went.

But Marmaduke thought he’d have a say
in the matter. He took an instinctive dis-
Jike to his new master at once. Willy was
the only master he had ever known, and
NMarmaduke was not going to lightly submit
to this abduction.

He e¢ommenced operations, while the
musi¢c merchant was hurrying up the lane,
by struggling violently to get away. In
the meantime, he chattered and made other
noises, |

Receiving a
stopped.

e thought things out, and felt decidedly
aggrieved., A cuff was an unusual thing
for him. Now and again ¢ne of the junioms
had given him a bang, and he had always
resented it. '

heavy cuff, Marmaduke

He rtesented this treatment now,.and at

the first opportunity he made a snap at
the organ-grinder’s hand. The 'latter gentle-

Mar- |

man, hewever, was on the look oup for it,
and Marmaduke received another cuff.

On the top of this, Carlo, the organ-~
grinder, called a halt, and produced =a
muzzle. Marmaduke, watching and waiting,
eyed the muzzle with grave suspicion. He
didn’t know what it was, having never seen
anything like it before, but he had an idea
that it was something to hurt him with.

Jacko, the original monkey, had a habit
of biting people if he came into coniach
with them when he was in one of his bad
tempers. 8o Carlo’ kept the muzzle handy
m case it was wanted,

To Marmaduke’s infinite disgust, the thing
was clapped over his faee, and strapped at
the back,

“Xow, you little beast, bite if you can!?”

| said Carlo.

He spoke in Italian, of course, but that
was what he meant. And Marmaduke, sus-
pecting the purport of the words, simply
glared. Tle had never felt so swindled m
all his life. Biting was his only method of
attack, and he was even deprived of that!

He struggled and seratched, but it was
useless,

The organ-grinder snuggled the monkey
into his ¢oat, and hurried on. Fortunately,
he had many handicaps when it came to

a- matter of speed. JIle was no "longer
young, and his feet were sore.. And .his
organ, slang across his back, was no
featherweight. :

However, he managed to put a considerable
distance between himself and St Frank’s,
and in this he displayed a certain amount

of cunning,

Instead of keeping to the road, he broke

through a hedge, .and proceeded across a

meadow. in the direction of Bellton Wood.
By making his way through the wood he
would get lost, and any possible pursuers
would have mno chanee of overtaking him.

But Carlo had been unaware of the fact
that two young ladies had observed him,
and were Tather curious eoncerning his
movements. - The pair were Ena Handiorth
and Violet Watson, of ~ the Moor View
Sciiool, : L

Before reaching the wood, disaster over-
took the Italian,

It was Marmaduke’s faunlt. Finding that
struggling was useless, and that biting was
out of the question, he resorted to subter-
fuge. So he appeared to give up the fight,
and snuggled e¢omfortably and resignedly
againat his new owner's grubby chest.

He was s0 quiet, in fact, that Carlo grew
clightly careless,

When he had nearly reached the other
side of the meadow, he opened his coat
slightly, and took a look at the prisoner.
Two gleaming little eyes looked up at him.
The organ-grinder grinned. He had tamed
his new possession already! '

But a moment later he was disillusioned.
~Marmaduke seized his opportusesdy and



gpranz, It was a lightning-like movement.
One of his tiny fists struck the organ-
grinder in the face, and hefore the man

could make a grab, Marmaduke had gone,

With a single leap he was on the ground,
and e scuttered away wibkh the speed of
a hare.

Then he paused, looked round, and sat up.
His persecutor was running towards him,
Iiaving dropped his organ. Marmaduke
cersed his attempts to remove the muzzie,
and scooted ofl at a tangent., And for ten
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¢ Just a minute, sis!™

panted Willy, as
he came up.

“Don’t bring your monkcy near ma,
Wiliy!’? said hiz  sister. “I've always
wondered at your liking for such awful
pets

“This isn't my monkey!" interrupted
Willy. ¢ Some beastly organ-grinder haa
pinched DMarmaduke, and left me this

apology in his place! It was Juicy’s fauld,
thé young fathead.” =
] didn't know!' protested Lemon.
looked hoth alike to me!”

minutes he enjoved himself by dodging
(;arlo. -
[ ]
i
1 i/ .
| ! |
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Seated on the top of this instrument of torture was a pert-loeking little
Round about, in close proximity, were three or four critical fags.

monkey.

The organ-grinder paused at lasf—hot,
permspiring and alarmed. He had lost Muar-
maauke, and. it was impossible to go back
own monkey, IHis duplictty
monkey-less! -

and elaim his
R

teft him

CHAPTER VI.
WHAT WILLY SAW.

NA IHLANDIFORTH
and Violet Watson
looked - round as
they heard a  hail

They were just ~ about to
enter the gates of the DMoor
View School, and they saw
forms racing towards them.

two youthful

“ An orgau-grinder?” vepeated Violet.

¢« Yez—have vou seen him?” -asked Wilty.
“[ was going to ask you if be’d come along

iy way——"
“No, but we've seen him,”* replied
Violet, ¢ We caught sight of him in a

meadow, just down the road—he was going
towards the wood, and we wondered what
he was up to. We thought it was jolly sus-

picious,-in fact.”
“The wood!" said Willy. in. alarm. ¢ My
anodnessz!  We shall never find him nowl

ﬁ hich meadow'"

“The second one down here on the right-
ihand. side,” oanswered Ena promptly. ¢ f

e
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monkey is a better one than this,

¢ your
uopo 't approve of any monkey at

Willy! I don
all, but—-"’
Willy didn’t wait to hear his sister’s
views, but hurried off, accompanted by
Juicy. They broke through the hedge, and
came to an abrupt halt. The chase was
much shorter than they nhad expected. The
organ-grinder was in elear view on the other
side of the meadow. He was sitting on his
ergan, mopping his forehead.

“There he is!” panted Lemon. |

¢ Yes, but where’s Marmy?” asked Willy
anxiously. My hat! I believe he’s losy
him! If so, I'll—-I'll—"

1fe tore up, and the organ-grinder rose
fram the orzan, and his eyes gleamed as he
canght sight of his own property.

‘“You bring Jacko?” he asked eagerly.
“ Ile my monk! I thanka you——-7>

“Yes, but where’'s Marmaduke?” de-
manded Willy, as he got rid of Jacko.
“ Look here, you rotter, what have you
done with Marmaduke?”?

With much volubility, the Italian ex-
plained that it was all a mistake, and that
Marmaduke had escaped. He tried to make
out that he had been ignerant of the
substitution, but Willy refused to believe
a word of it. )

“You rotter, you tried to escape with my
monkey!”” he said angrily. “And pow
you've lost him! Which way did he go?
Where did you see him last? If I dorn’t
find Marmaduke, I'll—D’}l——2?

““There he is!” shouted Juicy euddenly.

Willy Jooked round as Lemon grabbed his
arm. Sure enough, Marmaduke had just
appeared from behind an isolated clump of
trees. He had heard Bis master’s voice,
as a matter of fact, and had paused in the
midst of his operations—for Marmaduke had
neen attempting to remove the mnzzle.

“Good old Marmy!” roared Willy.
‘““Come on, my son!?®

ITe gave a shrill whistle and hurried for-
ward. Marmaduke, recognising the whistle,
came to meet him. Usually he was most
obedient, and always obeyed his muaster’s
commands. :

But perhaps Willy was too precipitate.
Perhaps Marmadnke was thinking of those
cuifs be had received. At all events, just
before Willy reached him, he turned tail,
and fled.

“Hi!'” roared Wiily.
little imp!»

But Marmaduke made for the nearest
tree, and streaked up it like a squirrel. He
was so fast that it was almost impossible
to follow his movements. And in next to
uo time he was perched on the topmost
braunch., Irom this lofty peint of vantage,
he gazed down.

“Come here, you

-

oftrieiulc Bl

“Well, you've Tun him to earth!” said
Juicy, with relief. _

“If this is what you call running him 1o
earth, I don't!” said Willy tartly. ‘*1lles
fifty or sixty feet in the air!?

‘“WeH, you know what I mean.”

Wiliy stood looking up thoughtfully. 1t
seemed to him there was only one method.
He would have to climb the tree himself.
Fortunately it was separate from the
others, and even Marmaduke, with all his
agility, would not be able to leap from
one to the other.

“ Well, it’s got to be done, I suppsose,”
growled Handforth minor.

He had forgotten the organ-grinder by
now, and that gentleman, in safe possession
of Jacko, was making tracks. Me didn’t
guite like the leok of these young sc¢lhool-
0y 3.

Al Willy's thoughts were for Marmaduke,
however. He instructed Juicy to stand on
guard, and catch the monkey if he dodged
to the ground. And Willy himself started
climbing the tree.

He was an agile youngster, and Le

i swarmed up from branch to branch with a

recklessness which brought Juicy’s heart
mmto his mouth every other second. Ong
slip, and Willy. wonld c¢ome crashing down
like a stone. But the leader of the Third
was absolutely fearless.

And his task was easier than he had
expected.

For Mamnmaduke offered no resistance. 1le
probably realised that Willy had nothing
but kindly intentions. And he was rather
exhausted, too, after all his adventures,
Willy came up, the twigs and branches
cracking perilously. And as he approached
he made soothing sounds.

Marmaduke, thus coaxed, condescended to
feap into his young master’s arms, where
he snuggled, chattering happily. - Willy
crossed his leg over a branch, and fixed
himself there. '

“My hat! A muzzle!” he said angrily,
as he tore the thing off, “Poor ol
Marmy! That rotter ought to be prose-
cuted! It’s alt right, old son—you're safe
now.”

Willy didn’t zeem to realise that both
be and the monkey were in dire peril. They
were on the topmost part of the tree, and
were swaying dizzily. Juicy, down below,
was racked with anxiety. y

“Got him?” he yelled up. “ For goodnesy’
sake, come down, Willy! You'll slip, or
something, and break your giddy neck!”

Willy grinned.

“Rats!” he called. “I'm safe enough.
I'll just rest here a minute to get some
breath, and then——*

He pansed, for something remarkable had
caught his eye. |



CHAPTER VII.
AN EXTRAORDINARY SIGHT!

T sowetimes happens that

the Imost trivial thing will

lead to something of im-

portance. Willy, for ex-

amiple, had npever suspected

for @ moment that his chase

. of Marmaduke would permit

him to see something which was certainly
not intended for his eyes. .

Buat that is' the way of things.

It was only by sheer acecident that Willy

was perched in the top of this high tree—
a4 tree which towered above . its fellows.
On account of this lofty position, Willy
Handforth beheld a spectacle which literally
filled him with astonishment.
- On one side of him lay the meadows, with
Sf. Frank’'s and the playing fields in clear
view in the evening sunlight. On the other
hand lay Bellton Wood. The effect was
rather picturesque.

For Willy could see over the tops of the
trees, and they resembled a great, uneven
sea of moving waves—for the breeze was
stirring the {ree-tops vigorously, He could
also see into one or two clearings, which
stood out like little islands amid the massed
foliage.

And in the nearest of these clearings fhe
thing was happening.

It was empty when Willy first Iooked—a

little grassy opening in the trees, with a
weed-covered bank on the far side. The
fag only gave it a glance. Then it seemed
to him that a small portion of the bank
moved. It couldn't have done, of course—
just the weeds, perhapg——
It was at this point that Willy grew very
interested. Yor the bank actually was
moving! A section of it came upwards like
a trapdoor! It moved back slowly and deliber-
ately, like some magical effect in a panto-
mime.

And  Juicy Lemon, getting wilder and
wilder with anxiety below, couldn’t for the
life of him understand why Willy clung to
that perilous branch at the tree-top.

“Well, ’'m jiggered!’ gasped Willy.

He cven released one hand, and rubbed
his eyes. He half-suspected that he was
seeing things. The bank was now open
wlde, revealing a black cavity which looked
like an inky smudge at this distance. And
then, to add to the extraordinary nature of
the occurrence, three- figures appeared, one
after the other.

They emerged from the cavity, and their
Very appearance was astonishing. Willy
had sharp eves, and he could see that the
ihree men were dusky—dark men, like
Indians. Yes, they were Indians. No
mistake about it—Hindus, or something of
that sort.

They only stood there for a moment—
while the secret trapdoor was being closed.
Then they disappeared amid the trees, and
the weed-covered bank took on its former

look. Willy stared. Had he imagined it
all?

He¢ looked again, buft everything was
normal.

“Well, that's about the rummiest thiing
I've ever known!” he decided. *“*What’s
more, I'm pgoing to look into it more closely!
No need to tell Juicy—he'd only say 1'd
been imagining things.”

Much to Lemon’s relief, Willy descended
the tree—and landed, at last, in perfect
safety. |

“What did vou stick up there all that
time for?” asked Juicy warmly.

““You ass! I was admiring the scenery!”
replied Willy promptiy. “I've never known
such a chap for getting the wind up! Do
you think I'm afraid of being in a tree?”

““You might have broken your giddy
neck!” growled Juicy. “ Well, you've got
Marmaduke now —and perhaps  you're
satisfied!’’

Willy looked at him coldly.

“Perhaps I'm not!” he retorted. “ It
was your fault that Marmaduke escaped.
Fancy mistaking that mouldy specimen of
a monkey for good old Marmy! 1 thought
yvou had more gumption, you fathead! 1t’s
the last time I'H get you to take Marmy
for his evening eXxercise.”

“Thank goodness!”’ said Lemon fervently.

They made their way back fto the schootl,
and Juicy couldn’t quite understand his
leader’s unwonted preocecupation. Willy, in
fact, was very thoughtful. He kept on re-
membering that scene in the wood, and b~
was frying to think of some natural ex-
planation, But he couldn’t. If was the
queerest affair within his memory. Indlans
—in Bellton 'Wood! And Indians, moercover,
coming out of cunningly devised earth-«doors,
like figures in a successful film drama. It
was more than Willy could understand.

In the Triangle, the two fags ram into
Edgar Fenton, of {he Sixth. The captain
of the school was mooching along thought-
fully, with his hands driven deeply into his
white flannel trousers-pockets. He didn’t
see the fags until they practically bumped
into him.

“0Oh, hallo, Fenton!’ =zaid Willy. “ Worry
ing about the cricket?”

Fenton started.

“Yes, things are- in a pretty rotten
state——  Eh?7 he exclaimed, coming to
himself. *“ What on earth—- Take that
thing away!” he added irritably. ¢ Don’t
bother me now—I'm thinking!”’

Willy nodded sympatheticaliy.

«“] don't wonder at it,” he said. < The

First Eleven hasn't been doing so well, has

it? I'll tell you what, Fenton,” he added
brifliantly. “You can put me in vour
eleven if you like—I'l help to win the

Helmford match on Saturday.”
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Fenton frowned, and then suddenly smiled.
“Thanks awfully!” he said politely. “ Bnt

it’s all the same to you, Handforth
1'd rather not. Hope youre neot
No? Well, that’s a load off my

if
miner,
offended?
mind "’

He strolled off, and Wiliy sniffed.

« Sarcastic Dounder!” said Willy. < He
doesn’t know when®he’s well offt If he’d
only put me in the team there’d be a few
fireworks! The First Eleven wants pepper-
ing up—that’s what's the matter with it!”
PORTRAIT
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seniors, but even these were not doing
their best. Neo matter how they practiscd,
the team couldn’t seem to strike a winning
vein,

And on the Saturday there was a fixture
with Helmford College Firzt Eleven. Hehn-
ford had been doing excellently, and had
won all along the line.  St. Frank’s was
faced with the prospect of a defeat on its
own ground. Everybody was saying that the
result was a foregone conclusion.

But Tenton didn’t look at it in that way.

Once the team lost its confidence, nothing
AND WHO'S much could he hcped

CHAPTER VIIIL. W HO. for. The only way
- - R s was to «o into the
i Second Series.—Third Form. Helmford match with
EDGAR FENTON. NOTE.-—-The ages of Third Form boys the will to win. Ani
HERE was & Fenton was urging
great deal of his men in this way.
truth in while they themselves
Willy Hand- were  full of pessi-

forth’s comment. mistiec prophecics.
Without any shadow The Captain made
of doubt, the §t. his way to  the
Frank’s First Lleven Modern Ifouse, and
did need some pepper- went in. He wanted
ing up. The seniors a few words with Sin-
were by no means 7 clair of the Sixth.
proud of their record Sinelair was about the
this season. AN best  hatsman  the
True, the season =¥ College House boasted
was young, and ‘{//! of—second only to
cricket had hardly < Morrow of the Ancient
got  into its stride. A House.  Fenton him-

But in all the opening self was a bowler.

W

personal

matchies the First had 7/ From a
- & ; : .
made . very poor & point of view, Fenton
showing. They had S did not like Sinclair
not recorded a win, % much—he was a
and their losses re- superciliouns sort of
ﬂQﬁEEd no l‘::re(;.llit. ‘ — fe lil 0 E[V , with ;cpo
was hardly sur- N much te say. Sin-
prising, therefore, that EAZ No. 26.—8Billy Dale, - clair was always
Fenton was worried. =: A sly, grubby fag, with an ready with eriticism
Being the skipper, [E& unenviable reputation _ for and undesirable
t he  responsibilities J=§: ‘i‘{'l?ﬁ”_}g and 059,%3}“&18- 'Eavrf{] advice. But he was a
were all on his B tl?intlt?‘ndoﬁ .-ch l1in€:veand I}" zood bat—there was
shoulders. A school B M g ! f“tlh THE L 1y no question about
captain is always full =5 e Frah ok hue IS S e that.

regarded as too insignificant

of worries. And his S8 ; o But during the last
troubles "are greatly Yops&Y for any attention. day or two he had
increased when sports k@_&?" - been neglecting his
g0 wrong. - S practice, and Ienton

At St. Frank’s, cricket was the all-im- | wanted to have a few words with him about
portant thingz during the summer term. St.|it. He hated urging his men to turn up
Frank’s was proud of its cricket. For | at the nets, but it had to be done. He was
months in advance the fellows looked for-| just passing {hrough the Modern Hou:ze
ward to this term -with eagerness—for it | lobby when William Napoleon Browne
was the happiest, most enjoyable term of | strolied into view.

the vear.
But when things go awry, it is the First
Eleven captain who gets all the blame.
Yet Fenton was not to hlame at all
had made his men practise diligently, and

every available minute was spent at the
nets. But, somehow, nobody had struck his

There were two or
among the Modern

hest form yet.

fine players House

He |

three }

interrupted

““ Ah, Brother Fenton, do I perceive the
lines of ecare upon your weather-worn
visage?”” asked Browne concernedly. *1E
yon are in trouble, confide in me. Whlisper
your little worries into my ear, and 1 will
deliver advice wuntil further notice. Regard
we as a penny-in-the-stot machine, and——->’

“It's all right, Browne—don’'t gas now!”
Fenton. “I'm just going to
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have @ word with Sinclair. He's one of my
beat men, and he hasn't been practising
crough.”

“In that case, Brother Sinclair must be
reprimanded  without fear or favour,” de-
ciared Browne. ““ Doubtless you feel in-
capable of the task? If so, rely upon me.
I am always ready to perform these little
services. Leave Brother Sinclair to me, and
I will guarantee that he wili dash towards

the mets so0 rapidly that you won’t see
lhim for dust!”
Browne was a new fellgw In the Fifth,

and his “gift of the gab » was so extensive
and peculiar that most of the other seniors
. felt rather helpless when once he got into
his stride.

“Thanks all the same,” said Fenton; "1
can manage; Sinclair is about the best bat
1've got, next to Morrow——>

“Alasf what is this I hear?” sighed
Browne., ““Are you so lost to wveracity,
Brother Fenton, that you make these rash
statements? Surely you have forgotten me?
Don't I enter the category of best bats?
Without wishing to boast—such self-
advertisement is totally against my nature
-1 may surely clatm to be among tihe
clite?”

Fenton smiled.

“Sorry, old man,” he said.
new fellow, and I'd overlooked you for the
moment.” - |

“Enough!” said Browne gravely.  As one
fentleman to another gentleman, I accept
vour apology. Who am I fo maintain the
frozen attitude? With regard to the Helm-
ford match, have no fear. I shall be play-
ing, and what else matters?”

“One man can’'t win a cricket mateh,

Browne,” said Fenton grimly. “Two can't,
either—nor three! The whole feam’s got
to be like a inachine. And although I'm
playing you on Saturday, I don’t know how
you'tl shape. I've only seen you at prac-
tice.”
- % Surely that is sufficient?” asked Browne,
in apparent pain. *“While admitting that
vour worries must be considerable, I fail
to sec eve to eve with you in this particular
matter. You may safely rely upon me for
nnlimited assistance on Saturday. Have no
fear., The whisper has already reached
Helmford that I shall be playing—and it
. therefore goes without saying that Helm-
ford is struck dumb with consternation.”

CHAPTER IX.
FENTON’S WAY.

DGAR
couldn’t help grin-
. ning.

You dan’t think
much of vourself do you?”
he asked.

“ Brother Fenton, I leave it
sing  my praises,” replied

FENTON

to others to

Browne.

“You're a

EEE LIBRARY
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“Occasionally, when ther fail in
this signal duty, 1 find it necessary to nr-
mur a modest word, but we will let that
pass.  You may take it for granted that
Helmford is all a-flutter. They consider
themselves a beaten team already. Betsween

ourselves, they are whisperinge to one
another ihat there is no possible way out

of the turcen.”

Fenton was getting used to Browne’s hom-
hastic manner, IIe didn’t mean anything
by it-—he wasn't really a braggart. The
truth was, William Napoleon Browne pos-
sesscd a simply colossal amount of audaeity.
He was capable of doing things which no
cther se¢enior dared to attempt He would
2o to a master on the most impossibly
hopeleas quest-—and return victorious. With-
out doubt, Browne had an uncanny knack of
doing thmga And his judg vment in spite
of hlS tall talk, was thorou"hlv sound

Upon arriving at St. l*ranks he had .
calmly. approprmted the best stuth in the
Fifth Form passage. He and Stevens—

close chums—were now in occupation of
No. 10. Hitherto this study had been
oceupied by Chambers & Co. DBut the

mighty Chambers was now a fallen idol in
the Fifth. He had never been much of a
leader—heing, in fact, a conceited sort ol
as:,.

“"Compared to DBrowne, Chambers struck
everyvbody as being e\tmordumnlv modest
But, somehow, Bm“ ne’s conceit was of suLI
a different. bmnd that nobody took offence
at it. It only causcd general dmusemont

‘He had appomted himself captain of the
I*lfth and, miraculously enough, hs was
allowed to retain the pmitionf He had
talked the Fifth round with supreme ease,
and was now captain on trial.

Browne had no fears as to the ultimate
result, A month, and he would consolidate
fris  position immovabhlyv. On the score of
cricket alone, he would gain the loyalty cf
his Form.

Fenton knew very well that Browne was
an exception. Hce had seen the old Uxton
man at the nets, and had been both sur-
prised and delighted, After five minufes
watching, Fenton had come to one con-

Browne's boasting about his cricket
The man was a marvel.

clusion,
was justified.

e was that rare individual—a bore
cricketer., He not only possessed unlimitced
energy, but a superbly finished style which
was unmistakable. And he seemed to be
equally facile with the ball as with the
bat. He was ahout the fastest bowler f[or

a school team that Fenton had ever come
ACToss.

The St. Frank's eaptain regarded Browne
as a distinct find, and he was instantly
placed in the school team for the Helmforc

match., It he did well, he would un
doubtedly be a regular plaver, and hi:
colours were a certainty.

. Ot course, this was an unusual thing.
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get his colours during his
But
William Napoleon Browne was a fellow wheo

For a new boy t
first term was almost unprecedented.

proved the exception to the rule. .

“I take it, then, Brother Fenton, -that
you would prefer to beard Brother Sinclair
vourself?” asked Browne. “I am quite at
yvour serviee, but if you insist

“Thanks all the same, Browne, bhut 1'd
rathier have a few words with Sinclair per-
sonally,” interrupted VFenton. “ He might
not ltke a jawinhgz from you, you know—he’s
in the Sixth.”

Browne nodded.

“I have not the slightest doubt, Brother
Fenton, that he would accept a jawing from
me with considerable resentment,” he
agreed. “ But surely that is what we re-
uire? Once Brother Sineclair gets sufliciently
enrazed he will grasp the point and trot out
to the nets. 1 fear that your -tongue is
hardly aciduiated erough.” - - '

“It doesn’t do to get a man's
said Fenton. :

He walked off

hack u-p,”

before Browne could say
anything f{urther. and the captain of the
Fifth shrugged his shoulders and lounged
ontside. Fenton arrived at Sinclair’s stud,w,
and walked in, Then he abmiptly paused.
He wias surprised.

hack in the easv-chair, with hiz fcet on the

tabie, and a cigarette between his lips. The
room was rather blue with smoke. Sinclair

held a book in his hand, and on the table,
next to him, stood a half-filled glass, He
wis alrily attived in flannels, with his shirt
open at the neck. |

“Hallo!” he gaid lazily. “Want me?”

Fenton entered and closed the door.

“I say, Sinclair, what's the idea¥" he
asked. T don't want to preach, but this
isn’t the kind of thing to get you in good
form, is it¥” : :

“Oh, for 2oodness’ sake don't start that
sort. of rot!™ said Sivclair, laying his book
down. “Are vou iryving fo tell me that a
cigarette hurts a feHow? Cut it out, Fen-

ton! My form’s all right. I shall be fit
cnough for the match—you needn’t worry.”
I'enton looked dubious. He was well

aware that many Sixth-Formers indulged in
at occasional Clgdlet e. But he h’ited to
see a man smoking and slacking when he
ought to have been at the nets. That sort
of thing doesn’t produce good ecricketers.
And he was particularly anxions about Sin-
chvr, because. Sinclair was one of his best
bats. | .

“What's that stuff in the glass—ginger-
ale?” he asked, seeking for an opening to
continue the conversation. ;

“aner-alﬁ’*” laughed Sinclair. “ Good
hﬂﬂWfﬂS, no!- You don’t think 1'd drink that

poison T Thls is whisky and soda. Care to
have a nip?  I'vegob a good supply-in the

cipboard.™

S ‘:“—-L

Sinclair was lounging |
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CHAPTER
STRUVCK OFF THE LIST.
ENTON'S expression
suddenly changed.
“Whisky anid
coda!” he ejaculated.
“Man alive! You don’t mean

to siy you're serious? Look
. here, Sinclair, what’s the
idea? You haven’t really gol whisky and
soda in that glass?”
Sinelair ]auuhe,d
“No need to get excited,” he said. “Of
course it’s whii:ky and soda., Anything

wrong in that? 1It's a pity if I can’t have
a dmlk without you butting in and doing
the pussyfoot act!”

Fenton =trode to the table,
class, and smels it, ,

He had not heen convinced that Sinclair
was telling the truth. Dut he was con-
vinced at the first sniff. The liqguid in the
glass was more whisky than soda.

“Well?” asked Sinelair, who was attewpt-
ing to bluster. *“What now? Would yuu

are fo have a tot—"

“No, cnntonnd you!” interrupted Fenton
angrily. “You fool! Don’t you know thal
vou can be sacked for keeping this stuff in
your study? Just because you're in the
Sixth, it doeqnt mean to say that yuu're
immune from discovery!”

“Don’t preach! TLots of fellows keey
spirits in the cupboards—"

“*I don’t care what other fellows do!?
shouted Fenton hotly. “I'm not interested
in them—but you’re in my team! And
vou’d better understand straight away, Sin-
(‘]&ll‘, that I’'m not having any members of
the first eleven indulging in this game! You
cither stop this uhocv ol you 1T he kickedl
out, of the eleven! One or the other'”

Fenton was furious at his discovery, and
he was enraged all the more by Sinclair's
calm uirhﬁuenf:e This fellow was a «pIc*n-
did batsman, and it filled Fenton with
alarm to see him slacking and smoking and
drinking.

Smclan S OWNn gore rose. ;

“ Don’t talk  like a story-book!” Te
snapped. “Do you think a Jittle drink is
a0ing to hurt me, Fenton? As a matter of
act it helps me a lot when I'm playing
cricket.”

“Helps you?” asked Fenton,

ii YeS.’!

“Do yvou mean that you drink this sinff
on match dzw&a?”

“0Of course.”

Fenton paused and hreathed hard. He
didn’t helieve what Sinclair was telling him
—it -was altogether too ahsurd. 5111:: lair,
in the mcarrttme, seized the glass and gnlped

pdeked up the

staring.

the drink down. |
“Come along—have one!” he said
mocekingly.



He went to the cupboard, produced a
hottle of whisky and a syphon of soda.
Fenton watched him grimly.

“Some of the chaps serve eocktails,”
observed Sinclair, as he poured out another

drink. “I Lknow for a fact that Ken-
; 4]

More. -—-—
“I'm not interested in Kenmore, and 1

don't want to hecar anything about him,”
bhroke in Fenton. ¢ Kenmore's nothing 1o
do with me—but you are. You’re down on
the Jlist to play against Helmford on Satur-
day. Good heavens, man, don’t you realise
vour responsihilities? Playing for the first
cleven of a Public school team isn't a
picnic!  You've got to be at the top of
vour form—on tiptoes to do your utmost.”
sinelair nodded.

“That’s why I'm having whisky,” he re-
plied.
“Don't be an idiot!” snapped Fenton,

more enraged than ever. ¢ This stuff is only
doing you harm-—-more harm t{han you can
realise,  I'm not a pussyfoot—don’t he a
fool! Bué when you're in training for &
cricket mateh, you can’t afford to take these
Tisks.”

Sinclair drank some neat whisky out of
sheer bravado.

“ Finished?” he asked. “You don’t seem
to  realise, old man, that whisky has a
pood effeet. On me, at any rate. Why, 1
always have a good stiff glass before any
mateh starts. And if I ean get hold of it,
I have another glass just before I go in
to bat.” |

“ Are you telling me the truth?” asked
Fenton grimly. :

“0f course, I am,?’ said Sinclair. ¢ There’'s
nothing funny about it. Haven’t you heard
of actors who can’t act until they've had
a few drinks? I'm a bit the same—only in
a mild form, of course.”

“ During the holidays I saw a play
called * White Cargo.’ *’ said Fenton. * There’s
an old doctor in that play who drinks like
a fish. He used to perform operations
when he was nearly drunk, and was tre-
mendously successful. Then, one day, a
patient died—and he was finished for good.”

“What on earth——

““That might happen to you. Sineclair,” in-
terrupted Fenton grimly. ¢ This infernal
stuff may have the effect of steadying your
nerves in nine cases out of ien, but in the
tenth ease it'll let you down—just as it did
that doctor in the play.”

“Rot!” said Sinclair gruffiy.

“You can call it what you like—but I’ve
got a say in this matter, and T'll say it,”
retorted Fenton. < You're in my team, and
1 mean that team to be clean. Either you
give me your word that you don't touch
this whisky again, or your name comes off
the Jist.»

Sinclair flared up.

1 won’t give yon my word, and you can

- go to the deuce,” he roared furiously. “I'm
not going to be dictated to by you, Fen-

ton! Get out of this study, confound
you!”
Edgar Fenton compressed his lips, and

went—not because he was afraid of Sinclair,
but because he was rapidly coming to the
conclusion that Sinclair had taken too much.

Fiye minutes later the list of names for

the Helmford match had undergone an
alteration.
CHAPTER XI.
A BIT OF AN UPROAR.
HE captain’s action
was undoubtedly jus-
tified.

It was bad enough
to learn that Sinclair drank
whisky in his study, but to
hear that he sometimes took
a glass just before a match forced Fenton's
hand.

He couldn’t possibly encourage Sinclair
by keeping him in the team. It was
simply encouraging him to drink more.
Moreover, Fenton’s faith in the man had
completely vanished. 1t wuas quite on the
cards that Sinclair would make a hopeless
hash of things in the very next match.

So Fenton scratched out his name, and
substituted that of Conroy major, of the
Ancient House. Conroy major was a pre-
fect, and not at all a bad bat. But he
was at his best in House matches. In big
fixtures he Wwas inelined to display nervous-
ness, and get himself out in the first over.

However, he was the best available man,
since Sinclair was positively out of the
question. .

It wasn’t long before the news travelled.
It reached the senior day-room in the
Modern House five minutes after the notice
was changed. Carlile, of the Sixth, came
in full of excitement. The senior day-room
was fairly erowded at the moment.

“ What’s this about Sinclair?” asked Car-
Iile.

“ What's what?? said Mills. “lHe was in
his study the last time I saw him.”

““ He’s not playing on Saturday!”

“ Not playing!”

“His name’s scratched off the list, any-
how.” said Carlile. ¢ I've just seen it down
in the lobby. Conroy major's playing in his
place.”

There was a shout.}l

“Conroy major!” exclaimed Reynolda,
¢ He's no good.”

“Of course he isn’t!”
¢“He won’t get a couple of runs! And
Sinclair's good for thirty or forly! Fenton
must be mad, or something. We’d beiter
find out—"

He broke off, for the

agreed Carlile.

door opened, and

Sinelair himself came in.



¢ What’s all the excitement about here??” 4
Lhe asked mildly. -
He was looking a little flushed, otherwise

there was ho sign of bhis recent drinking
bout, The -.other
curiously. Sinelair's calimness hinted that
he knew nothing of the change.
- ¢ Haven't you heardy”? asked Mills
curiously, . . =
¢ Heard what?¥
‘ Conroy major is playing
stead of you!”
“Instead of

on Saturday, In-

»  Sinelair broke off, and
compressed hbis lips. “Oh,;” he :zald slowly.
80 that's it, is it? Do you mean to say
that Fenton has chucked me ocut of the
team?” | L
“ J[e’s erossed your name olf the list, any-
how,” said Curlile.. “Look here, Sinclair,
you know something about this—I can see
it on your face! We can’t afford to be
without you! The team’s weak encugh, in
any case! WHhat's the trouble!?? = -
Sinelair shrugged his shotlders, although
his eyes glittered. wimowe a w0 oW F
“Fenton and ] had a bit of a row,” he
growled. *“ e came in there, ordering me
about, and telling me 1 was to put in more
praefice. I'm ‘not going to ‘stand that sort
of thing from anybody. Fenton’s too high
and mighty. I expeet he threw me ouf of
ihe team in a fit of temper.” |
There was an immediate uproar, |
““We won’t stand it!” ejaculated Swinton,
of the Fifth. *“It’s a slight on the Modern
House! He takes out a Modern House man,
and substitutes one of his own. That only
leaves four of us in the Elevem., If Sinclair
doesn’t play, I won’t!?® :
¢ Neither will 1! declared Mills,
“ Same here!”? agreed Carlile.

‘Hitchen, of the Fifth, was the other
Modern House fellow in the team, and he
instantly joined the others. Unless Sinclair
played against Helmford, they would ta\e
away their support! -

Wait a minute, though,” said Carlile.
‘¢ We'd better go and ask Fenton first, He
may have a good reason—something that
we don’t know of, Unless he can give us a
tip-top reason for leaving Sinclair out, we’ll
force his hand.”

‘¢ Hear, hear!»

And everybody else in the senior day-room
agreed. Sinclair listened to it all, and kept
his own counsel. le had an idea that these
seniors might ehange their attitude if they
knew the actual truth. A few fellows knew
that he indulged-in a tot of whisky now
and again, but he had never revealed the
fact that he needed it before a match, I
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seniors-:- regarded bhim ¢

i_ ' O

. him out for? You know as

had slipped out to Fenton in the hecat of
the moment. ' -
“I'l} go and see Fenton,” went on Carlile,
“ No—you'd better not all come.”
- “T think ['l go with you,” said Sinclair,
““I'm the man concerned in the whole busi-
ness, and I1'd like to hear what Fepnton's
got to say.”

CHAPTER XII.
FENTON'S DECISION.

ARLILE'S . objeet in
going to the skipper
was to find out the
exact truth. He re-

garded it as outrageous that

the captain should allcw bnis
temper to deprive the team

of one of its best men. i
Sinclair, on the other hand, was anxious

to be present at the interview in order (o

hear Fenton’s excuse. If Fenton told the

exacet ‘truth, the Modern House fellows would

_probably approve., For cricket wgs a kind of

religion at 8t. Frank’s, and any fellow who

“treated it lightly was condemned, Hitherto,

S8inclair had come in for endless praise.
For " his confident, foreeful batting had
stamped him as being a first-class man.

* Wheq the pair reached the Ancient House
they found Edgar Fenton pacing up and
-down his study, frowning. He was worried
more than ever, but he was convinced that
he had taken the right actlon. _

41 say, Fenten, is this true about rin-
clair?”? asked Carlile abruptly.

““That he’s out of the team? Yes.*

“But why??” demanded Carlile. “S8in-

" | clair’s one of our best men—he’s at the tap

.of his form, What on earth have you takeun
well as I do
that Conroy major is no good in a big
matech.* |

Fenton frowned.

“{’m captain!?? he said coldly. #]1'1
.choose my own team, thank you. If you've
got nothing else to say, you'd better go—*

Y I'm hanged if I will!”* shouted Carlile.

| It seems to me, Fenton, that youw're in

a filthy temper to-night. You’ve, chucked
Sinclair out of the team just because you're
wild with him. What kind of game do you
c¢all that?”

Fenton forced himself to be ealm.

¢« Sinclair has been left out of the team
beecatise I don’t think he’s a fit man to be
in it,>? he said deliberately., “I’'m not called
upon to give any reasons, Carlile—and I'm
not going to stand any dictation from you.
We don’t want to quarrel, do we? Sin-
elair’s ont—and there’s an end to it.”

““ There’s nothing more to be said, then,”

- said Sinclair sourly.

“ Nothing at all?” agreed Fenton. -
- Sinclair “was relieved. It was clear to
him, now, that Fenton was going to aet like
a gentleman. He had removed Siuclair

from thie Eleven, but he wasn’t going to say
why.
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¢“0Oh, isn't there anything more to he
gaid !’ exelaimed Carlile hotly. <If you
think you can chuck our men out of the
team, just because you're angry with them,
Fenton, vou've made a mistake! The
Modern House will have something to say
about this.”

He flung himself out of the room without
ancther won!, and Sinclair followed. They
hurried off to the Modern House, and found
the other seniors waiting eagerly for their
return,

“l1t's no pood—he's as obstinate as a2
mule,’” said Carlile. ¢ Wouldn't give me any
reasons—bnt simply said that Sinclair was
chueked out.” .
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“If we five are left out, the mateh against
Helmford will be a ﬁasco ” went on Carlile,
“Fenton knows that. 'lhere isn't a man
he can put in our places. 1f we go to
him and threaten to stand down unless Sin-
clair plays, he'l knuckle under.’?

“Of course, he mll he'll have to,” agreed
the others.

“¢ He daren't refuse!”

In its own small way, this
very similar to a trade dispute. One man
was dismissed, and the others were
threatening to strike unless he was rein-
stated! Human nature, after all, is just
the same, no mabtter what walk of life may

affalir was

be -involved.

"l.
Yo,
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head as a kind of stepping stone.

Jacko alighted on the top of Vir. Pycraft’s head. Infact, he used Mr. Pycraft’s

“That's his rotten temper,” said Sinclair.

“it’s his mtten nerve ! shouted Mills.
“Look here, we've got to do something!
With Sinclair out, there’s only four Modern
House fellows in the team, and seven
Aucient House men! That's a rottenly un-
fair division—particularly as our men are
the hest !

“There's no need to get excited!” ex-
claimed Carlile. “We've got Fenton in the
hollow of our hand. He must be mad to
provoke us like this! I'm not boasting, but
I'm one of the best bowlers in the First
Fleven—and, in fact, all of us are better
than tliose Ancient House fellows.”

“ Hear, hear!”?

)

f

The four First-Eleven playvers marched out
of the Modern House together. It wasn't
necessary for Sinclair to come this time.
Carlile, Mills, Swinton, and Hitchin were
about the grimmest quartette in St. Frank's,
And they were encouraged by the absolute
certainty of success. It was more than Fen.
ton dare do to defy them. Once he
thoroughly understood that they were in
earnest, he would unguestionably give way,
and put Sinclair back into the team.

When they got to Fenton's study, they
found Morrow and Conroy major also there.
They marched in, and for a momeant thare
waa an awkward silence. These senlor rows
were not so noisy as the junior dust-ups.
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¢« What's this?’® asked Teniton coldly.
¢ Jfaven't you fellows simmered down yet?
What’s the good of making a fuss? T've
eiven you my decision—-"’ _

“Then we'll give you ours!” interrupted
Cariiie  lartily. “And remember—we're
cerious! Are you going to ugive us a good
reazon for leaving Sinelair out of the I‘::rst
Lleven??

IFenton looked at them grimly. -

“I'm not giving-my reasons to anybody !’
he replied, ;

“In that case, you'd better decide what
you’re going to do,”
“ Bither Sinclair plays against IHelmford on
Saturday, or we four stand down with him}
In other words, we're supporting him_in
thiz affair, and mean to get him back! Now
then, what’s your answer?»’

Fenton’s eyes literally blazed.

““Here’s my answer!” he said thzck]y,
pointing to the door. **Get out!®

“ Whe
“Get out!” thundered Fenton. “Am I
captain or not? Understand, once and for

all, 1 wen’t take dietation from anybody!®

CHAPTER XIII.
THE NEW LIST.

ARLILE  was
startled. »
“Thatl's no an-

swer!?” he retorted.
[ ““Are youn going to put Sin-
clair baek??”

“No, I'm not!?

“Then we four wcan’b play on Saturday!”

‘““Then you can do as ycu like!” replieds
IFenton, white with anger. “ Am I to under-:
stand that you abaolute]y refuse to play?”

“ Yes, unless Sinclair——"

“Leave Sinclair out of it!”” interrupted
the skipper. ¢ As the team now stands,
with Conroy major in if, are you fellows
zoing to play?? :

*“ No!” they declared, in cne voice.

They waited, fuily e\pect ng to see len-
ton knuckle under. But Fenton was one
of the strongest skippers St. Frank’s had
ever had. For him to zhow weakness now
would be his undoing. To receive dictation

rather

froin members of hkis own team was:
absolitely impossibie.”

“AHl right!” 3za2id Fenten  qunietdy.
““That's settled.”

““ Settled?”” repeated Carlile, startled.
“You’ve refused to play, and that's

tnough—your names come out of the Eleven
A} once!” said Fenton. “ You understand,
¢f course, Lthat your chance of getting your

colours has now practically gone &n}thmo
tac:‘{;]tt;? gay? If not, T'll bid you good-
i '

The Modern: 1[0113'9 fei iows were aghast.
“You—you don’t mesn it?” ejacuiated

ELSON LEE LIBRARY

said Carlile eurtly. |

j batsman—and there was Jerry

H
< -
B«

“ Look

Fenton,
23

here,

breathles aly.

Mills
you can’t play Helmford without us

“VYou'll see whether I ean or 1 can’t!?

interrupted Fenton icily. *“ As I told you
hefore, 1I'm not standing any dictation.
You fellows have resigned your places, and
there’s an end.ef it.”?

‘““Why, Helmford will
shouted Carlile,

“Then they’ll wipe us up!” said Fenton
calmly, :

“But it’l be a disgrace——»

“If there’s any disgrace attached to the
Inatch, everybody will know where to place
g, > 111terrupi.ed Fenton. “ But why con-
tinue this conversation? Thanks for coming
and telling me. Again—good-night!”’

The four Modern House fellowa went out,
dazed.

The very opposite to what they bhad ex-
pected had happened. Instead of Tenton
giving way, he had been more firm than
ever., And now . the entire five Modern
House men were left out of the Eleven!
It was a stupendous thing, and before the
evening was out, the whole school rocked
with it. '

In the Modern House, there was some-
thing like a riot. The reniors were up in
arms, and there were demands for Fenton's
resignation. The juniors got tremendously
exci'ted, and Fenton was publicly hooted
when he appeared in the Triangle, :

Naturaily, a great crowd of Anment Heouse

wipe as  upl®

juniors retalmted by cheering Fentoen to
tbe echo. _
“ Nerve!” said Handforth indignantly.

“ Hooting Fenton! Look here, let’s go and
smash those Moderns up!”?

“Pon’t do anything rash!” said Nipper.
“They’re a bit excited—and 1 don’t wonder
at it. Goodness knows what the row was
about, but. TFenton has aeted pretty
drastically in Jdropping five of the best
men.”?

““ Are you upholding rotters?”?
roared Handforth,

“(f course not!* grinned Nipper., “1'd
trust Fenton any day--his judgment's
always sound. By what I can understand, he
only dropped Sinelair. The other four
threatened him, and refused io play. Mo
couldn’t do anything "else but kick them
out qf the team.”

““Of, eourse he couldn’t!” agreed Reggie
Fitt. * “My hat! If four of my men
dictated to me, I'd soon act in the same
way! A captain can’t put up with that

those

i sort of thing!®

Pitt was skipper of the Jumor:,, and his

| position was a proud one. For in the Junior

there were some
Nipper himself

Eleven
players.

truly magnificent
was a wonderful
Deodd,. the
Australian—a . coming test-mateh player.
And Hussi  Ranjit Tai Kahn, the Indian
junior., Kahn was a new edition of the
nnee celebrated Ranjitsinhji.
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The Fourth Form, in fact, had been en-
joying: vietory after victory—they were un-
beatable. Reggie Pitt was a good player,
but he was a better captain. He handied
his men with a fine tact and a fine judg-
ment.

The uproar in the Modern Ilouse con-
tinued until bed-time., By +then it had
gimmered down a bit, and everybody was
saying that Fenton would change his mind
on the morrow,

At present the situation was an impossi-
ble one. '
provide five substitutes for five m«n like
those who had been dropped. And the
Iielmford mafch had been in doubt in any
case. With substitutes, it would be a mere
farce.

Fenton was bound 1o effect a reconcilia-
tion. This was what everybody thought.
The school, therefore, was startled the next
morning when another list was found on the
notice-board. There were five new names-—
(‘'anroy major, Phillips, Bryant, Frinton and
Simms, The other six=2all Ancient House
feliows—were these: Yenton, Morrow, Wil-
son, Rees, Browne, and Stevens.

The sensation was now greater than ever.

Yor the lirst Eleven was composed en-
tirely of Ancient House seniors, The
Modern House wasn't even represented by
- oue player!

e

 CHAPTER XIV.
THE SENSATION OF THE SEASON.

¥ AD—that'’s what
he is!” execlaimed
evervbody, :

All the Modern
ifouse, at all events, con-
sidered that Edgar Fenton

- had made a terrible blunder,
The DModern House seniors who had
attempted to force the captain’s hand were
feeling very sick.

They had failed—and, az a rtesnlt, they
were dropped. One of the fellows suggested
going to Fenton and effecting a truce. They
would allow Sinclair *to stand out, and
would play just the same.

But Carlile was totally against this pro-
posal. He didn’t want to risk the humilia-
tion of refusal. And Carlile, who was a
fairly decent sort of fellow, was beginning
to realise that bhe and his companions had
decidedly overstepped the mark.

If Fenton had been firm enough to turn
them down onece, he would be firm enouch
to turn them down again. Besides, the new
Eleven was out, and practically the whole
of Friday was spent in practice.

Fenton's worries were greatly intensified.

He could rely on seven men to give a
fair showing—but even these were by no
means first-class. Some of them would un-
doubted!ly fail. As for the substitutes, they
would probabiy make a hopeless hash of

‘seniors did.

It was out of the question to

| ¥ou- stand a threat

i b -
iy

things. A big defeat stared S$t. Frank's in
the face.

The juniors, of course, did not take gquite
the same interest in the matter that the
I'irst FEleven cricket was a
thing apart from the Fourth. And the
juniors had plenty to interest them in their
own affairs,

For example, on the morrow they were
plaving the Redcliffe Junior -Kleven. And
Redclilfe was supposed to be unbeatable this
seasoit. The Fourth was just prophesying
how Pitt and his men would disillusion the
sclf-confident visitors. Iverybody in the
Fourth declared that Redeliffe would get the
biggest surprise of its career.

The sivuation, therefore,
peculiar.

While the seniors were going about moan-
ing of a coming defeat, the juniors were
celebrating their victory before it happened.

But the sensation was an enormous one.
FFor the fimst time in the history of the
school, the First Eleven was being repre-
sented by one House alone. Fenton was
infuriated by the overbearing attitude of
The Modern House, and he was just proving
that the duty of a cricket caplain is to
be firm. .

“I'm not sure that you're doing right,
old man,’” said Morrow, on the Friday after-
noon. “ Wouldn’t it be better to pateh it
up, somehow? | don’t agree with Carlile,
and those others, of course—the way they
came to you Ilast night was intolerable.
But it seems such a rotten pity.” -

“I'm not going to alter the team again,
Arthur,” said " Fenton quietly. |

“But there may be a way—-"

“*There isn't any way at all,” went on
Fenton. *¢‘Besides, if I make another
change now, I shall be a laughing stock.
I've made up my mind, and I'm going to
stick to it.”

Morrow Iooked distressed.

“Some of the fellows are saying that
your first duty is to the school—and that
personalities ought to be left out of it,”
he said. I don’t like to hear those sort
of things, Edgar, And the way the juniors
wero hooting you last night, too—"

“Don’t take any notice of that—they
change like weathercocks,” interrupted Fen-
ton. ¢ At the slichtest provocation they'l
cheer me. It’s this way, old .man. |
dropped Sinclair out of the team for a good
reason. [If I think a man isn’t At for the
team, ¥ can drop him without being jumped
on, I suppose?”?

“0Of eourse.”

¢ Well, if you were In my place, would
like that one Jast
night?'” asked Tenton. ¢“The Modern
House members of my team refused to play,
and they can't blame me for that. They've
brought this thing on themselves.”

“But it was all because you dropped
Sinclair,” said Morrow. *“Why on earth

was rather
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can't you tell everyhody why vou kicked
sinelair out? He's one of the best men

*?

“T know i—but I don't want to get
Lhim sacked,” said Fenton quietly,

¢ Sacked?” '

““ That's what I said,”” exclaimed Fenton,

““ Look here, Arthur, I advise yon not to
say anything about this—?

“But you can tell me in
surely 2

“Well, perhaps,” said Fenton slowly.
“But I ecan’t tell ¢verybody else, bhecause
they’ll talk. ILast night T went into
Sinchair’s study, and found him smoking and
drinking. And, when he was in a temper,
he admitted that he always drinks whisky
hefore a match,”

“Greabt Scott!’’ ejaculated Morrow.

“To play 2 man like that is to encourage
Lhim in drink,” went on Fenton. ¢ What
was I to do? What could I do except drop
him?  And then, when those other fellows
demanded his reinstatement, what counld I
do but remain firm? 1 tell von, it’s a con-
foundedly awkward situation.”

“Edgar, old man, you did the right
thing,” said Morrow solemnty. “(ood
heavens, I never suspeeted Sinelair—*

“Keep it to yourself, of course,” inter-
rupted Fenton. “ Well, the Modern Ilouse
has forced this on me, and we're in for a
heatimg. But T'Nl fight to the last ditch
before I ineclude any Modern House fellow
in the team again!”

And in this way besan a new and unex-
pected animosity between the seniors of the
two Heuses at St. IFrank’s,

confidence,

CHAPTER XV.
THE HELMFORD MATCH.

ATURDAY morning

was gloriously  fine,

. and the Modern
House, at least, was
greatly dizappointed. All the
seniors  had heen hoping
against hope for a torrential

downpour.
For rain would. have meant a postpone-
ment, and in the interim a truce might

have heen possible. But fine weather
meant, a eertain mateh, and a certain defeat.

The juniors, naturally, were interested in
their swn affairs. They felt rather jealous
of the TFirst Eleven in ong respect. The
I'irst began its wmatches at 11.36 in the
morning, and thus escaped lesszons alto-
gether for the day.

But the juniors could not begin
after . Junch, and, consequently,
matehes were rather rushed.

The Helmford team arrived just hefore
eleven, and the captain was astopished when
he heard of the mew formation of the St.
Frank’s team. He could see that his men

until
their
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aeniors were watehing.

would have an even easier task thap they
had anticipated.

It was some consolation, perhaps, when
Fenton won the tess. And he and Morrow
opened the St. Frank’s innings, with ilelm-
ford in the field. But the Saints started
the game with a conviction that nothing
would go right.

The Helmford bowling was excellent, and
for the first two or three overs Fenton and
Morrow played with caution, They refused
to touch anything wunless it was a little
loose, And at the end of the third over
there were only five runs on the score-board,

Gradually, however, Fenton found his hest
form, and long before the lunch interval
he was fairly set, and hatting strongly. His
confidence was returning now, and he was
%,;lad to see that Morrow was shaping well,
Q0. = .

Strictly speaking, Ienton was a bowler,
and everybody had heen surprised that he
had opened the innings himself. But
Fenton was grim, He wanted to give his
men confidence—and a first innings stand
would mean much,

He was proving the wisdom of his
decision, and proving, also, that he was a
mitich better batsman than anybody had sup-
posed. It was just an example of deter-
mination and versatility in an emnergeney.

Morrow was generally slow for the first
hour. After that, if he survived, he grew
more confident as time went on, until he
was almost imvalnerable. It was so in t{his
¢ase. -

By lunch-time the score stood at 59, and
of these IFenton had knocked up 32 off his
own bat. For him it was almest a record,
and St. Frank’s was feeling that Jdefeat

might not be their fate, after all. 30-9¢
were very good figures,
But immediately after lunch there camc
the first disaster. '
Fenton, “in  hitting a loose ball, was

cleverly caunght in the silips, and the score
was now 59-—1. There were crowds of
spectators now, - for practically all the
Fenton got a cheer
from the Ancient House szection, but the
Modern House fellows were silent.

William Napoleon Browne was the next
man in, and a laugh went up as he left the
pavilion. There was nothing comical about
Browne, but somehow he generally evoked
langhter. ‘He walked out to the wicket with
a kind of swagger—not intentional, hut
nevertheless apparent. '

And the very first ball he seni away for
a2 boundary. It was a beautiful eut, and
the crowd roared. The Helmford bowler
knew at once that he was facing a man of
style, and after ten minutes he hadn’t any
doubts left.

For Browne was literally a demon.

There was no stopping him. He uzed hijs
hat with terrific energy., In many cases he
leapt rieht out of the crease, and met the
leather. And never once did he misjudge
it and lay himself open to being stumped.



“THE NELSON

P e

than
RNITe

The
were

In half an hour Browne hit no less
eioht fotrs, and he and Morrow
seitling down to a magnificent stand.
hopes of the St. Frank’s seniors
getting higher and higher.

Fenton, in the pavilion,
intense interest. '

“ Browne’s a marvel!” he execlaimed agam
and again. “1 thouuzht the man was gund
but 1 had no idea that he had form like
this!? He's worth half a dozen ordinary
players!”

‘““ Wait until yvou see him bowling!” said
Stevens. ‘1 tell you, Browne’s hot stuff!
He'll almost make up for those Modern
House chaps.”

But Fenton shook his head.
Stevens was unduly optimistic. And a few
minutes later, when the total stood at
135 for 1, Morrow was clean bowled., He
wis given a great ovation--and this time
mnn}* Modern House seniors joined in the

applause.

Wilson was the next man in, and Wilson
brought disaster.

Browne was seb—and aeemed certain for
hiz century. He was batting freely, vigor-
ously, with perfect confidence. The Helm-
ford bowlers could do nothing against him,

It was just a piece of bad luck that
Browne had ‘the misfortune to be Tun
out—bad luck combined with Wilson’s bad
judgment. For Wilson, after hitting a
singlec—or what scemed to he a single—ran
down the crease and yelled for Browne to
Tun.

Wilson was half-way down the piteh, and
at the same moment a fieldsman threw in
tie ball. It missed the wicket, and shot
away. And Wilson ran on,

Browne was compelled to run, and he
deemed there was little risk in it, since it
was almost impossible for a fieldsman to
act the ball in time. But one of the Helm.
ford team did it. His throw-in wag perfect.
It shattered the wicket just a sceond before
Browne reached the creasec.

looked on with

He felt that

IHHO“ thdtr’,’
“Otrt'” said the umpire promptiy.
And from that point the collapse com-
menced.
CHAPTER XV
THE DISASTER.
EES joined  Wilson,
aftgr Browne tad
received the bizgest

ovation of the day;

and for five or ten minutes

the cricket was .very slow.
~ for neither Rees nor Wilsen

took anv risks.
““Hard luck, old man!*' said Stevens,

vhfi-:-n Browne ]omed ]um after remov:n"lns
pacq

“A somowhat Dblistered affair. Brother
Stevens, hqt noe matter,” said Browne
ighty.  “We must accept these tragedies
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‘dismiss the batamen.

The fortunes of war,

in good spirit.
Napoleon himself cannot alwayvs conauer.’-

Lven

“Wilson was a born
that,” growled Stevens.

“I agree, Brother Horace, ihat Brotlier
Wilson was somewhat rash,” admitted
Browne. “But do not deal harshly with
him. He acted with the best intentions.
{or was he not striving manfully to break

idiot to run like

his duck? And is he not striving still to
obtain that great achievement? Alas! 1
fear not! Correct me if I am wrong,

Brother Stevens, but do I perceive Brother

Wilson's mcket in sections, or is it an
optical iillusion?”

“The ass is bowled!” szaid Sicvens, with
a snort.

“Alack, 1 thought as much!”’ sighed
Browne, “I may even say that I thought

much more, but let us give the retummﬁ
warrior a friendly cheer. Doubtless he

.is feeling exhausted in the marrows.”

Sievens himself was the next man, and
he had the misfortune to return his Very
tirst: ball back to the bowler, and he was
hack by Browne's side in less than five
minutes.

“Yery neat, Brother Stevens—very neat!”
commented Browne.. “How do you manage
these deft little touches¥”

“I was deceived by that rotten balll™
said Stevens indignantly. I thought it
was going to break to lez, and it - &t

“Say no more!” interrupted Browne. 1
suffered the same thing myself, only my
wonderful eve detected the ruse. But what
is this? I fear, Brother Stevens, that
Brother Conroy is looking somcwhat pale.”

It is idle to enumerate the tragedies whiclh

followed. The St. ¥rank’s team fairly
eollapsed. Man after man went in, and
man after man came out. It was just a
proee@sion

Browne's dismissal had been the signal for
a gencral debacle. While the score had
stood at 135 for 1, it had climbed no higher
than 162 when the last man was out. The
carly promise was not fulfilled, and the &t.
Frank's total wa¢ by no means formidable.

Helmford proved this when they went iu.

Their batsmen were splendid. The bowlers
conld do nothing against them, and therz
was a perfect understanding between the
opening pair.  The way they stole singles
wias most exasperating, and the St. Frank's
ficlding was none too good.

Even Browne, with all his skill, could not
He undoubtedly kept
down the scoring, for the batsmen sere
reluctant to take any chances with Browne's
deliveries. But from the other bowlers
they scored rapidly.

Helmford had full command of the malch
well before {ea-time, when their score stood
at 118 for 3. After the short inferval, they
got to work harder than ever, and knocked
up the runs with consistent ease and skill.

In less than an bour the match was over,
and Helmford had won by the comfortable
margin of five wickets. 1t was not such
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man of a particularly lazy
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a heavy defeat as everybody had predicted,
but it was bad enough.

“ A sad, sad occasion, but we must riot be
downhearted,”” observed Browne. * We may
truthfully term this the end of an imperfect
day. However, there are other - days,
Brother Stevens, and the scason is yet
young and sprightly.”

*“ Al the same, it’s rotten, being whacked
on our own ground,” said Stevens, with a
arunt,  “I'm sorry for old Fenton.”

Naturally, the Modern House sewiors were
full of triumph. If only they had played,
instead of the ¢ duds,” St. Frank’s would
almost certainly have won. -

Why, with Sinclair and Carlile to help
the batting, the result would have been 2
forerone conclusion. Nobody had suspected
Browne of such prowess, and with the
whole team working together, Melmford
would have gone down.

Fenton himself was thinking this now.

He was miserable.  After the Helmford
crowd had gone, and Big Side was empty,
he mooched about with his hands in his
pockets, thinking things out. The team had
done so well with the dufifers that Fenton

Wouldn'’t
NO

Was he doing right?
better to effect a truce?

House men.
disasters in front of him.

And yet, at the same time, he was con-
he couldn’t replace him in the team.
1t was a dilemma,

And while Fenton was deep in thought,
Browne joined him,.

CHAPTER XVII,
BROWNE’S STARTLING SUGGESTION.

but doé I perceive

over  you??
. with concera,
" Fenton turned. :

“ Sorry, .old wan, but I don't feel much
like comversation mnow,” he said. *Con-
gratulations on your splendid work.
think I’ve said much about it before,
were great.”

Browne shrugeged his shoulders.

“Why mention such trifles?”
“My only regret is that Helmford should

| have been allowed to depart with even the

single leat of a laurcl. DBetween ourselves
and the daisies, Brother Fenton, it seems a

posal—I might even say, with so much
material waiting to be grabbed and put into
action.” ]

“You mean these Modern House men?”
agrowled Fenton,

“On the contrary, Brother Fenton—on the
contrary,” said Browne. “Who am [
discuss that affair with you?
you must have my eopinion—I give it en-
tirely at your own request—lI ronsider you
treated Sinclair and his satellites with the

~was convinced that they could have won
with the normal cleven. -

And Fenton could sce a whole season cf

vinced that he had done the right thing.
After what lhe had learned about Sinclair,’
Anid

without Sinclair, the others wouldn’t come.

66 ARDON me if 1 have
made a mistake,’
Brother Fenton,

- the signs of old age .créeping

asked Browne

he asked.

wicked shame that we should have lost the,
match with so much material at our diz-,

10,
Although, if.

< 9

it be .
matter how
‘much practice Conroy majer and the rest
got, they wouldn’t cqual the five Modern -

I don't
Youa-

exact stufi. To be somewhat coarse, you
gave them the push. A bold, forceful”
move.”

said Fenton. ‘
“No? Am I so involved
versational abilities?” asked Browne, pained.

ton. Perceive the youth of our great schoni
disporting itself upon the green. Am 1

not correct in saying that much adroitness
is being displayed?” ..

They
and here there was intense excitement.
ropes were crowded with juniors, for

The

Redeliffe match was not yet over,

%

“1 don’t know what yau're talking about,™
in my con-

“Let us change the subject, Brother Ten.

had wandered close to TLittle Side,

1"



At the moment Jerry Dodd and Hussi
Kahn were batting, and they were doing
. practically as they liked with the Redcliffe
howtling. The roars of delight which went
up from the crowd echoed and re-echoed on
the still evening air. |

Nipper had lately concluded a sensational
innings. He had made 75, and his innings
throughout had been faultless. Browne had
watehed for some time with the keenest

" interest,

~ To be exact, the Redeliffe junior eleven

was being nothing more nor less than wiped
up. Their bowlers were in a bhad way—in-
deed, desperate. No matterr how they
worked, it seemed impossible 1o dismiss
these tremendous batsmen,

Fenton, who hadn't given a thought to
the jumior cricket, now Iooked on in an
abstracted fashion. But after a few minutes
his attention became fixed, and he found
himself taking keen interest.

There seemed little to choose between
the Australian junior and the Indian. They
were both batting with confidence, skill, and
forcefulness. Every stroke they made was
perfect. It was a keen delight to watch
them. It was school cricket at its best,

The Redcliffe bowler were no mean ‘ex-
ponents of the game, either, They were men
whom Redcliffe were proud of—howlers who
were the terror of most elevens.
Nipper and Jerry Dodd and - Hussi Kahn
liked it, and asked for more. '

Reggie Pitt, too, had done well, and even

record time. KEdward Oswald always batted
at express speed, as though there was some
desperate haste. His policy was to hit out
with all his strength, and he had no use for
caution. Consequently, the great Handforth
was not a perfect player.

But Jerry Dodd and Hussi Kahn were.
They never gave the field a chance. Their
placing was superb. It really seemed &s
though they were batting against weak, in-
competent bowlers, so splendid was their
(isplay.

“Somewhat edifying, shall we say, Brother
Fenton?” asked Browne at length., *“ With-
oul. exaggeration, I think I may say that I
have seldom witnessed such great doings.”

“They're certainly good,” agreed Fenton.
“By Jove! Look at that stroke! Perfect
.- perfeet! A boundary, Browne—a
boundary!”

“As you say, Brother Fenton, a boundary
—and by no means the first in this remark-
able game,” said Browne. © Which, I take
it, lcads us to our original point of con-
versation. You may remember, some short
while ago, that I referred to' a cerfain
amount of material which wag waiting to
be grabbed. You are now gazing upon It
Brother Fenton.” :

Fenton looked af Browne rather queerly.

But

‘Browne received the biggest cvation
of the day.

“These juniors?” he asked.

' £2 )

“You don't.

Handforth had knocked up a swift 25 ip |me€an -

“Your brain is evidently working at its
normal pressure again,” said Browne, nod-
ding. - “Why, oh, why—I ask you—do you

Ainclude such pitiful specimens of humanity

in your team when there are these bhrave

stalwarts ready and eager to do your
bidding ?"

Fenton laughed. ,
“My dear fellow, you're talking non-

sense!” he exclaimed. ¢ These boys are

junjors—they can’t be included in the first
 eleven.” -

William Napoleen Browne sighed.

“ And why, brother?” he asked, as though
he were putting a riddle. “Why? If you
will answer me that pert and concise
question, I shall for ever be your humbie

and ohedient servant.”

CHAPTER XVIII.
BROWNE EXPLAINS,

DGAR FENTON
frowned slightly.
i Why?n he re.

peated. “But the
gquestion’s impossible, Browne.
You know as well as I do
that the juniors play their.

own games—they have their own fixtures



Besides, we mnever accept juniors for the i

first eleven.”
Browne thoughtfully flicked a fly off his
blazer, -

“And yet,” he murmured, “there are
many great public schools in our domain
which have a more fitting system. Do not
imagine for a moment that I am casting
aspersions upon the system at St. Frank’s.
At the same time, I may say, in passing,
that it is the most benighted and blistercd
system of school cricket which it has ever
been my misfortune to encounter.”

“Look here, you idiot—"

“ A moment, Brother Fenton—a moment,”
urged Jirowne. ‘“Hear me out! It may
cause you some pain, and it mayv end up in
a gory bhattle in full view of the entire
school. Bub no matter. Let us discuss this
system. Let us expound upon its merits.
This, I assure vou, will be a brief task,
since it has neo merits whatever. The sub-
jcet is thus dismissed——-"

“My dear fellow—"

“To proceed, let us now expound upon its
more blighted aspects,” continued Browne.
“For I can assure you, Brother Fenton, that
the whole system is not only blighted, bub
Jittle short of eankerous,
that I am attempting to ecriticise—far from

it

“Not at all!” interrupted Fenton fartly. |

“You’re only telling me that our sysiem of
cricket is rotten to the core.”

“I am wounded that you should think
such base things of me,”
““ However, at the same time, I must admit
that you have tapped the nail somewhat
accurately upon the head. I am not going
too far in saying, Brother Fenton, that un-
iess you effeet a rapid change, you will blot
your copy-book irretrievably this season.”

“Blot my copy-book?” echoed Fenton,
siaring.

“A merc metaphor, Brother Fenton—but
no doubt you gather my meaning,” said the

Joguacious Fifth-Former. “Try, for =a
moment, to concentrate. It will be hard, 1
know, but do your best. We do not all

- possess brains like mine. I am nof blaming
you-—Nature is very uneven in her dis-
tribution of ¢ifts. However, o proceed.
We will take this ericket system, and gently

but firmly tear it to shreds.”

“All right—go on!” said Fenton, resigned
at last.

“For example, take the first eleven,” said
Browne. ‘Here we have a team composed
of two Forms—the Fifth and the Sixth. An
excellent arrangement, I will admit, since
it "allows of my own inclusion. At the same
time, I must press the point that all is not
right. The first eleven comes near to the
ideal, but the rest of the school is in a
sad way.”

Do not imagine |

said Browne.

“

{ they are.

t

b

look like it,” said Fenton,

“It doesn't
nodding towards the juniors.

“] fear you misunderstand me,” zaid
Browne. f But a little further persistence
may possibly effect a change. Having dis-
missed the first eleven we will now go down
the scale, and we arrive with a thud upon
the next point. The junior eleven, I believe,
is composed entirely of the Fourth Form?”

“That's right.”

“ And what comes after the junior cleven:

““There isn't one, strictly speaking,” suid
Fenton. ¢“The Third-Formers have some
games of their own, but I don’t know what
AMore or less farcical, 1 believe
—sometimes with only eight or nine men
a-side. There’s no telling what the fags
aet up 0.7

“Iags,” agreed Browne, “are remarkable
greatures. I am living in dread of the
day when 1 shall arrive in the Sixth—for
then, in order to keep in fashion, I must
necessarily take a fag unto myself. But I
fear we arc digressing. Let us stick to the
pnint, Brother Fenton. That is thc cry.
Let us, I urge you, stick to the point.”

“I can’t see the point yet,” said ¥enton,
srinning.

Browne had restored
completely.

“Then let me cxplain all,” said Browne.
“You have admitted, although you may not
perhaps be aware of it, that your cricket
system is no good. Kor there are only two
elevens at St. Frank's, the first eleven and
the junior eleven., The former is made up
of two different Forms, whilst the latter
must needs claim its talent from only one.
I will admit that there are Housc elevens,
and so forth, but these are trivial. We are
speaking of greater things, brother—we sre
discussinz the representative teams of our
creat and glorious school.”

¢ What exactly are you getting at?” asked
Fenton bluntly.

¢ A straight gquestion, and I e¢an do
nothing but give a straight answer,” said
Browne. ‘Other big schools, more en-
lightened, select their teams upon a different
plan, It is high time that St. Frank’s fell
into line, and allowed its cricketers to have
a fair chance.”

£ But 2

¢ Listen!” interrupted Browne. *Listen
carefully, Brother Fenton, and you will hear
many wise things. The First Eleven should
consist of all the picked players of the
school. What does it matter where they
come from? Irrespective of Form or age,
the First Eleven should have the best. Then
there should be’ a Second Eleven—whers
the lesser lights disport themselves, and
from whose number the First can borrow
a plaver as the occasion demands. Lastly,
there shonld be a Third Eleven for thao
smaller fry to pass their elementary stages.
That, iln a nutshell, is the scheme.”

534

his good humour
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CHAPTER XIX.

FENTON MAKES UP HIS MIND.
there’s
in what

g F course,.
something
you say,’” said Fen-

ton, after a short
pause. ‘“I dare say we could
maintain three representative
Elevens  at St. Frank’s,

Browne-——7>

““ My dear man, there’s not a doubt of it,”
declared Browne.
comments, let me go into a few further de-
tails, My suggestion in your present dif-
ficulty is this. Mind you, I am putting this
forward entirely for your own benefit—free,
gratis, and for -nothing. The amazing Browue
Organising Service is entirely at your dis-
posal. Once tried, never forgotten! Suc-
cess! That is the watchword, DBrother Fen-
ton!”

“ Well,
Fenton,

s Ah,

what’s the suggestion?” smiled
yes, the suggestion,”” beamed
Browne. *‘ What a fellow you are, Brother
Fenton, fer brevity! Stop me if 1 seem
inclined to wander off at a tangent. 1 will
admit it is one of my little failings. But
now, the suggestion— Gadso! Dia you
see that, Brother Fenton? Over the roof,
mark you—over the roof!”?

# A terrific hit!?? said Fenton enthusiastic-
ally.

It had been one of Jerry Dodd’s—a superb
drive, which sent 6 up on the board. 'The
juniors were cheering themselves hoarse.
The incident gave Browne an opening for
his pext remark,

“1 ask you,” he said solemnly. I ask
you, as man to man, what chance has that
stalwart of ever gaining public school fame?
Playing for a Junior Eleven—he has already
reached the high-water-mark possible under
this present half-baked system. Will these
master-players #s juniors ever figure in a St.
Frank’s versus M.C.C. match? Will they
ever take part in a St. Frank’s versus Old
Bnys match? Never—if the old order com-
tinues! But certainly, if you reveal that
soundness of judgment I give you {full
credit for, Brother Fenton.”

“There’s something in it,” admitted Fen-
ton, becoming serious. ‘It is a bit of a
pity that we can’t play these juniors—they’re
altogether out of their class. As you =ay,
they’ll never figure in an M.C.C. match until
they're out of the junior school—-"’

“And by that time their form will be
lrst,” sighed Browne, A sad, sad prespect,
brother! The time is now! While they are
making history, it is for you to seize them
firmly by the throttle, and push them with
considerable vim into the bosom of your
team.”? _

““ But—but they're juniors!*

‘¢ And what of it?? demanded Browne.
“What, if I may ask, the thunder does
that matter? My contention is that our

lalent should be picked according to its

NELSON

‘“ Before you pass any.
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merits. If a Sixth-Former is inclined to bhe
wonky on the wicket, them let him be
placed, in spite of all his protests, in the
Third Eleven, there to mingle with mere
juniors, If a Fourth-Former displays wou-
drous prowess—as we are now witnessing--
then by all means let him be levered into
the ¥Furst Eleven. You see my point,
Brother ¥Fenton? Merit! That is the wateh-
word. Make up your First Eleven according
to merit! And instead of selecting your
players from the semior school, search the
entire  contingent for the  mnecessary
material. Do that, and your troubles are
over. Ifor I can safely assure you that the
Fourth contains a suflicient number of first-
class players to fully compensate for the
loss of Sinelair, Carlile, and the various
other blisters of the Modern House !’

Fenton started.

“By Jove!”? he said under his breath.
“And these juniors are Ancient House fel-
lows, too!? .

Browne’s suggestion rather took his breath
away. Often enough he had watched the
juniors playing, and had regretted his in-
ability to use them. The question of age
really did not matter. There were fellows
in the Junior Eleven who were not needcil
there. The Fourth had plenty of good
players to beat other junior elevens with-
out these tip-toppers.

“ Action !” said Browne. < That, Brother
Fenton, is the cry! Do not shelve this mat-
ter, and continue in the old rut. Get a
move on—show some speed. In other words,
and to put it bluntly, do it now! I am
always at your elbow to advise and instruct!

- Let there be three representative elevens.

Shall we say, for example, that you are
captain of the First? Naturally, your first
inclination is to present this honour to my-
self, but I will waive the point entirely.
The Second Eleven will be eontrolled, surely,
by that sturdy sportsman, Reginald Pitt?
He is now skipper of the juniors, and to
blossom forth as captain of a ‘real second
eleven would be a decided rise in the
social seale. As for the Third Eleven, this
could doubtless be formed of the riff-raff.”

“ Not Third-Formers??

¢ Certainly not !’ replied Browne., ¢ Do noi
mistake me! When I say Third Eleven I
mean an eleven compesed of third-class
talent—a kind of C 3 affair. There will
doubtless be Third-Formers in the team, hut
there will also be Fourth-Formers, and prob-
ably a man or two from the Fifth. The
whole point, as I keep on insisting, is this
—merit! Choose your teams by merit, and
no matter what sections of the school may
be represented.’’ -

Fenton took a deep breath. |

¢ Browne, I believe you’ve hit the thing
on the head!” he exclaimed tensely, ¢ By
Jove, I’ve half a mind to try it!”?

William Napoleon Browne beamed.

‘¢ While admiring your intelligence, may 1
point out that your enthusiasm does not
seem to be over exuberant,” he szaid gently,



“Halfs a mind is of very little use in such

a vital question. Remember Uxton! Uxton
next to St. Frank’s, the finest public school
in England, I make no claims of originality
—I have merely been telling you the “cricket
system of Uxton! It is, indeed, the cricket
system of many great schools.”’

“I've thought of this before—and you're
rizht, Browne,” said Fenton, his imagination
stirred. “By Jove, yes! we'll play these
Yourth-Formers! And I'll e¢all a cricket
meeting of all sections of the school, and
face the whole thing out! We'll form our
three representative Llevens, appoint our
captains, and then go ahead!”’

Browne sighed happily.

“ Peace!” he breathed.
is Lrimming !’

“My cup of Joy

e =il

CHAPTER XX.
A SURPRISE FOR FULLWOOD & CO.

OTHING was said that
night.

Neither Fenlca nor
Browne breathed a
word about the proposed
drastic change in the school’s
cricket. But everybody had

quite enough to discuss without this,

The seniors were full up with the Helm- |

In' the Modern House there
grievance., If only the five

ford match.
- 'was a Dbitter

Modern House fellows had been played vic-

tory would have been cerfain! In the
.Ancient House, the seniors were more and
more inclined to approve of Fenton’s strong
- action. The Modern House men had refused
to play—and they had got their deserts.
It was different with the juniors. 'There
-was no need for criticism., Reggie Pitt's
Eleven had trounced the hitherto unbeaten
Redeliffie in no uncertain manner. The Red-
clifians had gone home, metaphorically
speaking, with their tatls between their legs.
They had "never received such a licking in
all their experience, And, naturally,
juniors ceclebrated.

Liven Fullwood & Co., who took no interest
in cricket whatever, seized upon the occasion
as an excuse for a celebration of their own
peculiar kind. Just before bed-time they
made a whispered arrangement to arise at
the dread hour of eleven, to steal forth,
and to make merry in a certain hostelry
known as the White Harp.
- Nipper, crossing the Triangle just before
bed-time, happened to catch sight of the
Nuts prowling about the bicycle-shed. Anid
Nipper, who knew Fullwood & Co’s habits of
old, suspected things.

R believe those cads are planning to
break bounds to-night,”” he confided to
Tommy Watson and Tregellis-West, when he
went indoors. ‘“ Anyhow, I'll Leep my eyes
open—and I’ve got a llttle plan, too 1*?

. Nipper didn’t usually appoint himself
guardian for Fullwood & Co. 1t wasn't his
business if they risked expulsion by breaking

el a8 o

shadows towards the bzcycle-she,d

of the shrubbery.

the
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{ bounds after Iights-out. At the same time,

he considered that a little lesson wouldy't
do them any harm,

And so, at eleven o’clock,
crept out of bed in tl:e Fourth-Form
dormitory, Nipper awoke on the instant. He
was an exceedingly light sleeper, and had
the knack of arousing " himself at the
slightest unusual sound.

Lying in bed, he obscrved Fullwood &
Co. quietly dreasmg It was a calm, warm
night, but very dark. Clouds obscured the
ql\\, and there was no.moon. Nipper could
only just see the shadowy forms of the
Nuts as they prepared for their visit to the
rustic night club,

They crepb out at last, and then Nipper
sprang into activity. He leapt out of bed,
ushed his feet into his slippers, and whisked
ius dressing-gown round him, Then he dived
for the nearest window, and climbed
through.

He had placed a rope out there in readl-
ness, and in next to no time he was in the
Triangle. He reached the shrubbery long
before Fullwood & Co. emerged from the
window of their study.

Nipper chuckled to himself.

He was rather enjoying this little ad-
venture, Fullwood & Co. had been fairly
normal this term, but it scemed that they
were beginning their old tricks. And if
only they received a good, healthy scare,
they would probably think twice before in-
dulging in further escapades.

They appeared at last,

when Fullwood

crecping like
And at
this point Nipper emerged from the shadow
He was almost invisible
in the gloom. Certainly, the Nuts would
never he able to recognize him, At the
most., they could see a blurred form.

“Stopt” exclaimed  Nipper sharply.
“ Who's that?”

Fullwood & Co. halted In thetr tracks,
frozen.

“By gad! Stokes!’ gasped Fullwood.

He and his companions were taken utterly
by surprise, The voice that commanded
them to stop was undoubtedly the voice
of Mr. Beverley Stokes. The cads of Study
A shivered at the knees.

“Quick! Let's Dolt!’’ breathed Gulliver.
“He can’t spot us in this darkness—="?

‘;Yes, let’s make a bunk for it!’’ panted
Bell.
But “Mr. Stokes’’ had approached

rapidly, and stnod !ﬂdlbtlﬂﬂth’ near hy.
“Ah, Fullwond, Gulliver, and Bell!” he
exclaimed "‘I'III]IV “BO}S what is the
meaning of this? What are you doing out
of your dormitories at such an hour?”
Fullwood & Co. were speechless. The
dazzling light f{rom an electric-torch had
played upoun them, revealing their features
with startling distinetness But behind
that paint of light thev could see nothing:
but the voice was unmistakable, Their
hearts sank like lead. :



It was a grave offence to break bounds
after lights-out, unless one had the very
best of reasons. Fullwood & Co’s reasons
cauld hardly be described as worthy ones.
They were caught red-handed by their
own Housemaster! N

CHAPTER XXI.
GETTING OFF LIGHTLY!

ALPH LESLIE

"FULLWOOD re-

-covered some of his
nerve.

True, it was an ordeal to

“stand there, in the full glare

of that torch-light. Flight
obviously useless. Indeed, 1t
make the situation worse.

The Nuts
They eould
see that dazzling point of light, but
nothing beyond it. Never for a second did
they suspect an inkling of the truth.

Nipper was enjoying himself hugely. He
knew that there was a certain amount of
risk attached to the affair, for he himself
might be spotted by a master. But it was
worth risking for the sheer enjoymenft of it.

“I am waltxn""’ came Mr. Stokes’ voice,
full of that qmet grimness which it always
coiitained upon such oceasions. “Do you
realise, young men, that you are breaking
one of the school’s most stringent rules?
I fear that it will he my duty to report
thie incident to the Headmaster! Expulsion
is. the only adequate punishment—?*

*“Please sir!’’ gasped Fullwood. “We've

got a good reason!’?
babbled Gulliver.

“Yes, - rather, sir!”’

“A zood reason?” repeated Nipper, stili
speaking in the same tones. “Is that so?
Fm afraid that I may not regard it in
the same light. Butl proceed. Let me hear
this reason. And 1 advise you to make
haste, for there is a possibility that the
Head himself will be aroused.”

“We—we were goin’ down to the village
1o see somebody, sir,”” said Fullwood, rack-
ing his brain for some plausible explanation.
.- Somebody?’’ repeated Nipper -curtly.

“Yes, sir.”’?

“In the village?’?

“¥es, sir.'?

“The landlord of the White Hart?”

“Yes, sir. I—I mean, no, sir!’”’ gasped
Fullwood  desperately. *“ There's—there’s
somebody ill over by Holt's Farm. We—
we thought we'd pop down an’ see if we
could do anythin'.”’

“Yes, we were sorry for him, sir,’’ said

was.

now
would only

Mr. Stokes remained invisible.
had only been obeying a voice.

Bell, taking his cue, “ There—there was

some talk of him dyin" to-night, an*—

an’'—"? |
“*What i3 this man’s - name?'’ asked

Nipper sharply.

“Tom Belcher!’? gaid Fullwood,

‘practical joke to pan out well,

form1 was moving

sirt”

“Joe Catchpole,
the same breath.

There was a short, tense silence.

“Very interesting!”’ o'ud Mr. Stokes,
from hehind the light. “So the poor fellow
has two names? Or is it possible that
there are two patients?”’ :

“Gulliver’s wrong, sir!”’ said Fullwood,
longing to give Guliver a punch, but not
daring to in that light. “It isn’t Joe Catch-
pole who’s ill, but one of his mates—-2?

“You have already lied sufficiently, Full-
wood!’’ interrupted Nipper grimly, “I am
well aware that both Joe Catehpole and
Tom Belcher are in perfect health, having
met them thie evening. You have not
improved the situation by these .deliberate
falsehoods.”?

The Nuts were miserably silent.

“Upon second thoughts, I will deal with
this affair personally!” went on Nipper,
his voice hard and cold. “ Go back to your
beds at once! And each of you will write
me one thousand lines, and deliver them
into my hands within two days! Ge!*?

“Thank—thank you, sir}>> gasped the
Nuts dizzily. | |

The way they streaked back 1o the
Ancient House made Nipper chuckle with
huge amusement. He had expected the
‘but he had
hardly hoped for such success as this.

Fullwood & Co. re-entering their study
window, were almost breathless with relief.
A thousand lines! A heavy imposition, but
a trifle compared to expulsion. In their
relief they even found it in their hearts to
refer to Mr, Stokes in kindly terms.

‘Nipper decided that he would say nothing.

He had preventced the Nuts breaking bounds,
and it would be rather a neat scheme to
keep them busy for the next two days.
And he wondered what Mr. Stokes would
say later on, when they all took in their
lines. DBut he wouldn't let it come to this,
Nipper concluded. Mr. Stokes might ask
awkward questions, and Fullwood & Co.
would inadvertently reveal the truth. No,
Nipper would go and whisper the truth to
them during the last lap.

And so, feeling thoroughly satisfied with

said Qulliver, in

his work, \hppel prepared to return. He
would have to he cautious. Fullwood &
Co. would hardly be asleep yet, and if

they saw him climbing through the window
they might suspect thmgs. |

So he waited near the wall, deeiding to
csive the Nuts five minutes to get settled:

down. And during the ensuing minutes
Nipper loun"ed there, thinking of many
things.

He was tht about to climb the rope
when he becanre fixed. A dim, shadowy
out from the Ancient
House into the Tnanff]e It was silent and
indistinct.

Who was this new prowler?
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CHAPTER XXII.

THE ADVENTURE IN BELLTON WOOD,
IPPER  moved out

quickly.
N At the first glance

he could see that
the newcomer was a mere
boy—quite a emall junior, in
fact. He was evidently up
to the same kind of trick as Fullwood had
been. Nipper flashed his light on, and
centred the white glare upon the figure.

“Halt!’”’ he commanded. * What are you
doing—— Well, I'm jiggered!”’

The newcomer was no less a person than
Willy Handforth of the Third! Nipper was
slartled. Willy was about the last person
he had expected to see. For Willy was a
thoroughly decent sort, and not addicted
to 4the habit of prowling off after Jlights-

out. ;
~ *“Oh, hallo, - sir?’ sald Willy, with
coolness, “Lovely npight, sir!

amazing

Just taking a stroll?”
“What—what are you doinz out here,

Handforth minor?'’ asked Nipper.
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“Me, sir? Oh, just strolling round!”
said Willy. “It's a bit late, I know, but
you needn’t worry about that, X've heard
that a good walk before furning in is jolly
beneﬁcml o

Nipper switched off his llﬂht and chuckled.

“You young bounder!’’ he whispered.

“Great pip! Nipper!® gasped Willy.
“You—you awful spoofer! 1 thought you
were old Barry Stokes. How fthe dickens
did you wangle your voice like that?"’

“What are you doing out here?” asked
hlpper curiously. .

“I'd give a term's pocket-money to
imitate o'd Barry's voice like that,”’ went
on Willy. “Jolly useful when you're in
a corner. But about being out here—if it
comes to that, what are you doing? It

seems to me we've caught one another
on the hopt”?

Nipper briefly exphmed his own little
jape.

“Jolly good!’? said Willy approvingly.

“I1 shall have to remember that; I ean use
it in a different form on some of the chaps

in the Third! And now about me, eht
born’t get scared. I'm not off {0 meetl.a

1 bookie !’ .

*“You young ass!’ grinned Nipper., “I
know that well enough!”’ :
Willy, in turn, explained things. He

gave an account of his chase after Marma-
duke during the evening. Then he told
Nipper what he had seen in Bellton Wood.
And as Nipper listened lhe grew more and
morc sceptical.

“A trap-door—in the earth?” he repeated.

“Indians? My dear Kkid, you've been

dreaming!’’? -
Willy gave a snort of disgust. ;
“] knew it!’? he said tartly. *That’s

the only reason I kept it to myself. I
knew I couldn’t get anybody to believe the
yarn. So I decided to sneak out after
everybody was.’asleep, and have a look for
myself. There's something fishy about this
business.”’

“You're absolutely sure you saw whab
you say?’’

“(Certain!”?

Nipper cons:dered After all, Willy
wasn't an imaginative junior, neither wa3
he -prone to sce 'a trivial thing, and
exaggerate it into a big one. As a rule,
his judgmrent was sound. ;

“But Indians!’’ protested Nipper. “TI'll

tell you what, Willy—I'll come along with
you, and we'll both examine the clemu"'
together. How’s that?” ;

“Tine!”? said the fag promptly.

“As far as I know, the only Indians in
this district are Hussi XKahn and his
brother,”’ said Nipper. “But Goolah Kahn,
the Rajah of Kurpana, i3 a jolly decent
sort.”’

“I've been thinking about the rajah, too,*’
said Willy. *“It’s my belief that these men
are enemie3s of. his. Perhaps fhey want
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to get him oubt of the way, so that some
other rotter c¢an pinch his throne! You
never know with these Indians—they’re a
murderous lot!”’? _

- Nipper grinned.

“You've . been reading some highly-
coloured romances, my lad!”’ he chuckled.
“At the same time, I'll admit you’ve got
every reason to be suspicious—if you
actualiy saw that thing in the wood.”

They. got over the school wall, and made

their way into Bellton Wood by the shortest
cut, Willy was confident that he Kknew
the exact clearing, even in the darkness,
" Fortunately, the wood was familiar to
them in every detail. Owing to their
mary rambles, the juniors knew each clear-
ing by heart, and its exact location. When
Willy led tbe way into the particular one,
he knew thit he had made no hlunder.

But there was nothing mysterious here.
The clearing was empty and deserted. It
was just the same as it had always been,
Except for the sounds of ome or two night
creatures, the wood was silent,

And a most vigorous search f{ailed to
reveal any trace of the extraordinary earth
door which Willy llandforth had seen from
the tree top. It was hardly surprising that
Nipper hecame sceptical. .

“You must have dreamed it, Willy!* he
murmured, at length,

- “I've been waiting for that,* growled
. Willy,  “Bub you’re wrong. I'm not the
kind of idiot to imagine things—-*

He brake off, for at that moment there
came a sound within four feet of them.
Instantaneously, they dropped behind a
little bush, and lay flat against the ground.

The sound had been caused by something
in the earth—a kind of mysterious thudding
Dhoise. And the next moment, Nipper and
Willy saw a great slab of the grassy bank
I''se upwards-——exactly as Willy had seen
earlier,

And from the opening came four figures.
It was almost impossible to distinguish
their features in the thick gloom, but they
were obviously Indians—for they were con-
versing in their own tongue.

. And, most startling of all, one of the
Indians -was Goolah Kahn, the Rajah of
Kurpana!

CHAPTER XXIII.
HANDFORTH BRINGS TUE NEWS. |
ELSON LEE stroked

. his c¢hin  thought-
= ’ fuliy.
‘L - “T  will  admit,

Nipper, that the affair is mos
unusual—indeed, singular in
the  extreme,”” he 2aid
slowly. * Youn eay that nobody knows of
1t except Willy Handforth and yourself??
“That’s right, sir,”” said Nipper.

J
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" Take my advice, Nipper, and
attempt no theories,’” interrupted
1 Nelson Lee. “ On the face of it, the
circumstances seem suspicious.” .

““1I can rely on your discretion, I know,
but do you think that Willy will keep
quiet??” asked Iee. It will be a pity if
he talks to his Third Form companions.
We don’t- want a story of that kind to be
handed round the school.” '

¢ Willy's given me his promise to keep
mum, sir, and that's good enough,” replied
Nipper. ¢ We’re both at sea, and we know
that nobody would believe us if we said
anything, But [ thought it just as well
to tell you.”? . :

It was Sunday afternoon--the quiet hour
just before tea, when mosbt of the fellows
were out for a sedate walk, or reading in
their studies. Nipper had taken the oppor-
tunity to have a few words with his cele-
brated governor, -

He had explained what had happened the
previous night. The Indians, it seemed, had
taken leave of Mussi Kahn’s brother in the
clearing. And while the rajah had made off
through the wood, the three mysterious
Indians had re-entered the tunnel, and had
closed the earth door. Nipper and Willy,
examining the spot immediately after, had
:’iailed to find any trace o! the remarkable
QOT,

“What 1 ecan’t make oui,” went
Nipper, ‘i3 why the rajah was there.

on
Is
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ible, guv’nor, that he’s mixed up in
By what I could see,
these Indian

it poss
some fishy business?
he was quxte friendly with
chaps ?

“Take my advice, Nipper, and attempt no
theories,” interrupted Nelson Lee. “On
the face of it, the circumstances seem sus-
picious. But you mustn’t always judge by
appearances. As far as my personal know-
ledge goes, the rajuli is a thoroughly decent,
clean sort of fellow. MHe fhas just come
down frony Oxford, his record there is un-
impeachable, and hls cricket activities do
Itim great credit.’

Nelson Lee was quite right. The young
rajalv was staying at St, Frank’s of his
owil free will.

Bemg an Old Boy, he was |

and perhapa yvou and I may be able to nnke
some personal investigations. But for the
next few days let. the affair rest—and urge
Handforth minor to keep his own counsel. K2

And so the sinvular mystery of Bellton
Wood was shelved.

Certainly, Nipper had little opportunity
of thinking about it, for that very Sunday
evening the full force of Fenton's cricked
sensation was let loose upon the school.

During the evening Edward Oswald Hand-
forth seemed to 2o insane. At least, he
displayed every sign of insanity, He rusheil
down one of the corridors, yelling at the
;r].r_t-p of his voice, and making a tremendous
in.

¢ Handforth!

Stop that noise at once!”
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naturally welcomed, particularly as he had
offered his services as cricket coach. Just
now the TFirst Eleven could do with an
expert.

It was altogether a surprise to find that

joolah  Kakn was mixed up in. any
mysterious business. But Nelson Lee kuew
that Nipper would not bring him such a
story unless it was absolutely frue.

‘““Then we're to do nothing, sir?” asked
Nipper.

““ For the present, that is my suggestion,’
said Nelson Lee. ¢ shall certainly look

into this affair as soon as possible, Nipper, '

Handforth ran right into the arms of Mr,
Beverley Stokes, and the House-master was
rather shocked.

¢ Good gracious,
realise that this is
manded Mr. Stokes. “What are you shout-
tng like that for? 1 don’t object to a little
exuberance now and again, but this—7"’

““Sorry, sir!” gasped Handforth. ¢ But
I've just seen a notice on the board.”

‘“ And do notices geunerally affect you In
this way?”

‘““It's about the ericket, sir,”

¢“That is no excuse, you young ass!”

ITandforth, do you
the Sabbath?’ de-



snorted Mr. Stokes. ‘“Write me a hundred

lines for disturbing the peace of the even-

ing! And don’t let me.hear you again!”
i andforth rushed off, yelling just as hard

as ever., And if Mr. Stokes thought that
he could quell the noise, he was an
optimist. For in about three minutes the

entire Lower S8chool wae creating pande-
~moninm. XNo magster had enough pluck to
attempt any sortie.

Handforth reached the Junior Common-
yoom, and burst in. The room was crowded.

‘“ Heard the news??” gasped Handiorth ex-
citedly.

- “(Great Scott! What’s the

asked a dozen voices.

“ Some of our chaps are down on the list
to pilay in the First E]evqn!” shouted
Handiorthh breathlessly. ““They’'ve got to
he out at the nets at hali-past five to-
morrow,, for practice!”?

And then the excitement really began.

matter??’

CHAPTER XXIV,
ABSOLUTELY TRUE.

AHE  Fourth simply
wouldn’t believe 1t.
“Rot!” said Cecil

de- Valerie:
¢ Juniors playing {for -tbe
Tirst? I'll admit it’s a good
idea, but Fenton hasn’t got
enough sense to do it!”?

““ No fear!”

“1 tell yon the notice is on the board!”
roared Handforth. *“Nipper, Dodd, and
Kahu have got to turn out! And there’s
coing to be an entire re-arrangement of the
Elevens!” '

“You're kidding!?

“You read the notice wrong!”?

“Of course he has!”

““ A1l right, go and read it for your-
selves !”? gnorted Handforth. ¢ It’s a fear-
ful nerve, now I come to think of it! YWhy
isn’t my name down on the list to play for
the First? It’s only just struck me! [
shall have to go and see ¥enton and ask
him what the dickens he means”

Nobody took amny further notice of
Edward Oswald. There was a generak crusi
to the door, for all the fellows wanted to
go and have a look at the notice board with
their own eyes.

And they were soon convinced.

*  There it was, as clear as daylight, and
signed by Edgar Fenton:

-
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“ CRICKET NOTICE.

“IMPORTANT!—The  following will
turn out at 3-30 to-morrow, Monday morn-

ing, for practice for the First Eleven:—
Morrow, Wilson, Reeés, Conroy major,
" Browne, Stevens, Hodder, Hamilton,-

I{ahn, Dodd, Pitt, Boots, Christine,.
‘““ An immediate change of policy regard-
ing ¢ricket is proposed, and a further

announcement on this subject will
made at the earliest moment.

“Encir FENTON (Captain).?”

be

“My only hat!’? ejaculated Reggie Pitt.
“I'm down, too!”?

“And so is Christine—and Boots, too!?
said Nipper. ;

“You're mnot there, Nipper!’> gxelaimed
somebody. ¢ Handy told us that you were

‘dowin——?*?

“So I am,” szaid Nipper.
name—Hamilton.”?

‘“By jove, so it is!*

Everybody was tremendously excited, ani
in the midst of it all Edgar Fenton himself
came along, accompanied by William
Napoleon Browne. Fenton was looking
rather severe, but Browne gazed upon the
throng with his usval benevolent air of

kindliness.

“The excitement waxes high!” he
observed. . “You notice the result of our
little conference, Brother Fenton? The
Young Minds are considerably stirred. The
possibilities are enormous.”

“What’s all this row about?” demanded
Fenton praetically. | '

‘““Is it true, Fenton? - &

‘““Are you going to play juniors in the
First?» :

“I didn’t ‘put that notice up for fun!®

replied Fenton grimly. ¢“I don’t suppose

“There’s my

those six juniors will all play for the FFirst,

and perhaps they'll all be turned down!
But I’m going to give them a chance!
If they shape well against senior bowling,
they might get a place in the team.”

: “HUI,'I‘&I]!”

*Good old Fenny!” "

“ What’s this about a new policy?”

““You’ll hear more about that later,”
said Fenton. “By the way, Pitt, you’'re
Junior skipper. There’'ll be a conference to-
morrgw,. and you'll be needed. We're poing
to make some big alterations.” -

“In fact,”” said Browne, ‘it is no exaggera-
tion to state that a revolution is now brew-
ing in the cricket affairs of this noble old
edifice. Whilst making no claim on my own
account, I think I may safely say that a
trivial amount of eredit is due to my own
masterly scheming,?

“Chuck it, Browne!?

““ Cheese it, old gramophone!®

“Dry up, ass!?”?

Willlami Napoleon Browne looked dis-
tressed. ‘

‘* And thus great men get their reward:!”
he said with a sigh.

He walked off, shaking his head. As
nobody took any notice of him, his words
were of no account. But one thing was
certain. The. junmiors wounld work their
hardest to earn their places in the First
Eleven! -

A great new era of cricket dawned for St.
Frank’s! |

' THE EXD.
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Farringdon Street, London, L.C4.—
B, 0. 1.)

IRENE II. (Chiswick): As you request, I'm
giving you an ENORMOUS answer—just
about as enormous as those millions of
letters you've written me!

MISS CRITIC (Bradford): I like your few
lines! Only 56! But I'm so short of
space, Miss Critic, that I'm obliged to
give your criticisms a miss!

J. H. B. (Golcar): You insulting rotter!
But as you've udmitted that I'm .a jolly
good goalte, you can thank your lucky

] stars youw’ve got this nice weply.

SCARED (Wimbledon): So I'm “slightly
cracked in the top storey,” am I? You
do well to be scared, and you'd better
keep right out of reach of my fists!

TRACKEM GRIM (Nottingham): What!
Another abomination by the same post,
young lfarris?  You must be rolling in
pocket-money ! But what a waste of
good stamps!

T. . JONFES (Breeon): As you have 80
kKindlv advised me not to work too hard
in future, you won’t grumble over this
short reply.  All the same if you do! '

IRENE MARTIN (Sudbury, Mddx.): That
other letter you promised wme hasn’t

Anszswering you all has been
It's

“turned up! -
my <¢hief hobby for the past year!

- a bit thick! -

ATTA BOY (Oldham): If you think you're
going to get an answer out of me by
daring me like that, you’ve made a
bloomer! So you can go on wanting!

ENRICHETTA GREGORIO (Burgess Hill):
Af mine’s some name, what about, yours!
And, as you ouly wrote me to waste

- time, I’'m not wasting any over you!

LINDSAY ROY (Aberdeen): Do 1 mind

- girls writing to me? Rather not! The

1 "THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 4]
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more the merrier! And the oftener they
write, the better I like it! 8o go
ahead! . : '
JOHN J. DELL (Warrington): A fat
chance I've got now to thrill you with
detective tales! Even these wonderful
Reé)'lies of mine are getting c¢rowded
out! | '
BRAINY BILL (South Africa):e That
sketch of yours is disgraceful! You

may be brainy, but the brains haven't

got down as far as your brush! .

J. 8. (Toronto): It's like your cheek

to call me lazy! Why, I can't even

spare the time to answer your nice
letter—especially as you were too lazy
to use ink! ‘ -

CLAUDE COURAGE (Winnipeg): Fancy you
having the same name as one of my

- heroes in “IN QUEST OF GOLD Y
‘This is your first letter, so 1 couldn’t
have pinched it! '

H. BOYD (Jersey): You ask me to give
Larry Scott “a word > from you. But,
as you don't sa¥y WHAT word, how the
dickens ean I give it to him?

RONALD HYDER (Glasgow): It's like
your cheek, expecting a long reply,
when you only send me a measly post-
card with twelve words on it! :

DOLLY XK. (Pinner): Don't wait till yon
have another c¢old before you write 1o
nme again! MHave a look at my answer to
that girl in Aberdecn—and act on it!

P. & and D. S. (Kilburn): You silly fat-
heads!  How is 1t queer about Nipper
being in “THE INVISIBLE GRIP ” as
well as the 8§ Trank’s storv? . The
former was a serial, and the incidents
happened at a diflerent time. What's
the good of having brains if vou don’t
use them? You're not the only two
chumps who've blundered over this.

FUTURE WORLD'S . CHAMPION (Ring-
wood): By George! You don’t think
much of yourself, do you? Learn to
be modest, like me! _

RONALD MARSHALL (St. Leonards-on-
Sea): There’s no room in the Old Paper
now for Clarence's rotten poetry. Why,
even Trackett Grim’s been banished for
the time being! |

STAN and BILL (St. Helens): You're
quite right! I AM hothered enought
And I'm so bothered for want of space
that this is all you'll gat! :

TED.

W,
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me, 1
upon such
the

If you have any suggestions—

(‘*Orb'—-lf any readers wrile fo

shall be pleased to cominent

© remarks as are likely to interest.
majority. {j
send them along. If you
grumbles — make them to me!l. All
letters should be addressed to EDWY
SEARLES BROOKS, c¢;o The Lditor, THE
NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4 Re-
member, my aim is to ple<i~,e as many of
you as 1 possibly can, so it's up to you
to let me know your likes and dislikes,—
1-'1 S B )

have any

Archie II (Torrington),

Letters received:
The Seventeenth Girl (Barnes), Regulat
Reader (Pelton), Hizgie (Clitheroe), “Fack

Farrar (Hd[ltd\) Herbert G. Slatford (Brent-

ford), T. J. Breen (Waterford), A Constant
Reader (Holloway),  Alfred Starbuck
(Canning Town), Bertram (Twickenham),

Thomas Treadwell (E.C.2), Arthur Rnbert‘:
(Portmadoc), J. Pratchett (Pontypridd), A
Life-Jong Reader (Chester), Edmund 8. Hills
{£.16), G. T. V. Harris (Prestwmh), Monty
Riake (London), Norman H. Latham, (York),
William George White (Nuneaton), W. Sayer
(Canterbulry), T. Allen- Kast Grinstead),
W. Bishop (St. Neots), Ernest L. Holliday
(Welwyn), Frank R.: Martin (No Address),
Tom Brown (Wood Green), Pitt II (Rath-
mell), Solomon Caro (Birmingham), S. R.
Finn (Gosforth), C. 8. J.. Bridges (Harrow),
H. Humphries (Wolverhampton), J. J. Wal-
ford (Penge), John Ulster (Putney), J.
Harker (Bradford), Cyril (Exeler), Jos.
Fcllows (Bilton), L. Starley
Frank H. Goodson (Tring), Helen of Troy
(W:l!e%den), Ben Brooke (Stockport), Rolf
Inglis (Northampton), Nom-de-Plume (Man-
chiester), J. Spalding (Blackburn), F. Clarke
{ Manchester), W. G. Johnson (F‘{}lkestonc),
Victor Stainer (Mayfair), BillyJ. B. (Hythe),
Wrnie Fletcher (Tweedmouth), S. St. Ledger
{(Carrington), A. J. Southard (Bristel), H.
Xathys (Louvain), Perey Young (Liverpool),
(ieorge Burgess (Selsey), C. L. Field
(Folkestone), L. Holland (Gravesend), Sylvia
Ward (Liverpool).

& & $
After reading your second letter, Archie 11,

T am still unconvinced. You tell me that
vou don’t read my holiday adventure stories

V:

' L. =
A G Gﬂlﬁ MM =7 =

F results you get?

(Maidenhead),

in a

r Epwy SEARLES WUV~
BrOOKs ChATS |§
To His READERS e

um\\i..- ql ﬁ"f' [

because they are too far-fefched—and yon
admit that you only judge by the illustra-
fions. That’s not playing the game 'with
me, is it? The very art of authorship con-
sists of making an improbable theme seem
possible and communplace If you READ
my adventure stories, instead of just judging
by the illustrations, you will be more Iltted
to pass judgment upon them,

¥ % #®

[

Thanks for those sketches, Higgie, They
are all exceptionally good, and it you go on

| at this rate you’ll be a great artist one of
| these days.

* - i

1 was quite interested in your lefter, Jack
Farrar.” You tell me that some of your
friends were not readers, and so you Tent
them one of your old series. And now they
are all converted, and regular readers. It
wouldn't be a bad idea if a few other
fellows copied‘%’mll example. How about it,
everybody? hy not lend out a few old
series—the complete set—and see what
The more readers we get,
the merrier we shall all be,

Oh, by the way, Jack Farrar tells me that
his mother and father are happy to see him
reading the Old Paper. I wish all mothers
and fathers were as well informed as to the
nature of my stories!

¥ - *

I see that your girl friend, Herbert (:
Slatford, is NOT well informed! You say
she is =ztrongly opposed to your - reading
THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, and she even calls
it a “twopenny rag.” I am glad you say
that this “cuts no ice” with you. Judging
from the photograph you enclosed, the young
lady looks quite charming, and if she sees
this, may I prevall upon her to read a few
of my stories? I should then be interested
to hear her opinion.

¥ ¥* &

is the kind of thing I like to sce
letter: I have read the Old Paper
ever since I was able to read, and father
read it before me, o you can guess 1} am
not jesting when I tell you of my 455 copies.
Thanks, Norman H. Latham, for your very
nice, long letter. I'll do what I can abeut

This
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ihose back numbers. It's quite a sensible
idea to bind your N.L.L.'s into volumes of
12, 'You want Dick Goodwin to tell you how
to make a miniature billiard-table, eh? 1
wonder if other readers would be interested
in this? .
. ¥ -
You needn’'t worry about that detective
elass, William Georze White, and imagine
that Nelson Leec and Nipper wili be pushed
into the background. =~ To all intents and
purposes, the stories in future will be just
the same as the old ones, with Nipper well
to the fore—even though he isn't skipper of
the Tourth.

¥ a =

Would you really like Archie to ““ grow out
of lis long-winded way
Browu? Surely not! Practically all Archie’s
attractiveness would vanish if he developed
the ordinary way of speaking. I don’t think
many readers will urge me to make any

alteration.
¥ = &*

Being Jewish vourself, Solomon Caro, I'm
not surprised that you want to hear more
about Solompn Levi. At the first oppor-
tunity, I'tl bring him out strong., It’s about
time he had a showmg, anyhow.

¥ & %

I have already referred to the map, and
the 8t¢. Frank’s Annual, 8. R. Finn, so
I needn't repeat my remarks. You want
to knew whether you should address me at
the beginring of your letters as “Sir,” or
*Mr. Brooks.” My dear old chap, vou can
please vourself entirely. Quite a few readers
arc as chummy as anything, and begin,
““Dear Edwy,” and one was even intimate
enough to start his letter, ¢ Dear {Fathead.”
I'lt admit the latter gave me a bit of a
shock, but you couldn’t offend me if you
triecd—at least, not in that way. I only get
wild when some swelled-headed ass starts
dictating to me and telling me my own
business.

As time goes on, I'm more and more con-
vinced that ninety per cent of the populace
regard the Old Paper as a rag. 1Isn't it
simply awful? I'mn always getting letters
from fellows who started reading the paper
by accident. Just listen to what this reader
says: “I was coming home in the train one
day from school, when I noticed a boy
reading THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, and-w¥ery
shortly he leit the +tmain, and also left
Tar NeLsoN LEE LiBRARY. So I looked at it
for a moment, and then picked it up and
started to read it. You can imagine what
a surprise I got when I had read through
the first two chapters. For I had thought
it would be a RAG-—but no, it wasn’t, I
was so impressed by it that I decided to
take it alwavs.” That was very nice of you,
C. S. J. Bridges, and I think it was very
thoughtful of the other fellow to leave the
Old Paper behind for you to read!

g . —m.“” b

of talking,” Tom’

LEE lmmm | e "'_

I am not sure whether I ought to give
you any advice, Cyril. It's always a risky
thing to do. Your ambition is to become
an aut,hor and you ask me if publishers will
accept a sturjr written in longhand. Well,
L can answer that. Certainly they would—if
the story was a good one. But I'd better

{ warn you that you’ll probably have a heart-

breaking struggle before achieving any
success. It’s quite likely that you'll write
stories for months, or even years, and have
every one sent back. When I first started
writing 1 was sixteen, and it was not until
I had put in two solid years of work that I
met with any encouragement. Then an
editor paid me thirty shillings for a three
thousand word story! Even after that [
worked for another two years before gain-
ing any kind of market for my stories. 1
can tell you, it’s about the hardest thing in
the world to gain a footing as a story

writer, and _the best gualification is
DETERMINATION.
-3 * %
Your grumbles are =a Iittle foo late,
W. G. Johnson. Loung before this appears

the stories will be of an even greater length
than they were originally, and I think most
of your other complaints will be complaints
no longer. Your chums are quite wrong
saying that I only reply to letters that 1
agres with. 1It’s the complaints 1 welcome,
you ass! If I hadn’t received tons of them,
why do you think the stories are now longer,
and Nelson Lee and Nipper back? As I've
told you before, I'm doing my best to please
all readers.

= * = Al

For a new reader, Ernie Fietcher, vou
are certainly enthusiastic. I am going to
quote a few lines of your letter for the
benefit of others—just fo show what a new
reader thinks (once again, I'd like to make
it clear that I’'m not doing this in a spirit
of self-advertisement, but, rather, in a spirit
of seif-defence): “The stories are couched in
the best of English, and set a high standard
--a remarkably high standard—of good
work. . I sincerely hope vou will take

my word for it that my compliments are

not empty ones, but the verdict of a hoy
who has read every paper going. 1 have
noticed, in your replies to readers, that one
or two people have run down your stories.
I would like to know what would happen if
every father or mother examined the fiction
paper his boy was wont to read. I guess
many papers would find a remarkable de-
crease in their circulation! But of one thing
I am certain—the Old Paper would NOT!”
With regard to your postscript, Ernie—yes,
rather! Of course we’re going to be great

chums!
* L L

There isn’t enough space left to give you
a good answer to your nice Ietter Sylvia
Ward, so0 I'm afraid I shall have to ask you

| to wait until next week.
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or, THE SECRET) OF
THE GHAUTS.
By WILLIAM MURRAY,

Z

s

A Wonderful Romance of
the Adventures of Two British
Boys in India.

FOR NEW READERS.
Pink Triscott, a private of the Bedfordshire Re Lment, stationed at

Mysore, learns the secret hiding place of the lost opal, the possession of which
by the rajah is the signal for a rising in the province. Myles Chesney and
Jack Wynward, two brave British lads, with Paltu, a native stable lad,

accompany Pink on an expedition to recover the opa.l. They are closely

pursued by the rajah’s mounted troops. At length, they reach a wal.led—m
village, where they destroy two man-eating tigers which had been preying
on the inhabitants, and for this service the headman offers them
protection from the rajah’s troops, who are preparing for an attack on

the village.
(Now read on.)

HE villagers wanted to open- the gate
and make an attack, but their more
sensible leader managed to dis-
stitade them. Truth to tell, they

were a villainous and sinister-looking set of
raffians, and well bore out the evil reputa-
“tion of the natives of Goorg. Pink and his
party were well satisfied fo have such valiant
- protectors, even though they stood a little
in fear of them.

- A{ the end of an hour the situation was
unchanged. The troopers could s4ill be
dimly seen gathered about their camp-fires on
- the edge of the forest.

Then the wmonotony was hroken by a
startling incident., ¥rom the far side of
the village came a human ery of agony—
‘loud and blood-curdling. Not a sound pre-
ceded or followed ift.

“ That must be looked into!” exelaimed
Pink. “Who's going with me?”

The boys were the first to offer, and then
the head man and three or four others
volunteered. They hastened in a body fto
the end of the narrow street, and cautiously
mounted the platform on each side of the
rear gate,

It was a thrilling scene that met their
eyes. On the moonlit road outside the wall
crouched a huge tiger on the body of a man
whose uniform stamped him 2as one of the
rajah’s troopers. Close by lay the torn
carcass of Myles’ black charger,

Before a shot could he fired the tiger
seized his bhuman victim in his mouth, and
bounded lightly into the jungle with a roar
of defiance. Pursuit would have been useless
3nddhazardous for the man was probably

ea

¢« Any more of the spies about, eh?” mut-
tered Pink, peering to right and left. -

“X don’t think so0,>> replied Jack. < The
fellow was alone.”

«“ He must have worked around through
the jungle to discover if the village was
equally well protected on this SJde *? said

Myles.
“ And walked rlght into the jaws of the

man-eater, who ’appened to prefer ’im to
orseflesh, » added Pink, with a graphic
gesture. ““Serves the esathen right, too.

Mogul Mir won’t send another spy in a
hurry. We're safer than ever, lads.”
The inactivity of the tmopers noW

appeared in a plainer light., No doubi they



abzent ecompanion {9

were wailing for their
return.

In spite of protest, Pink -opened the gate
and siipped out. He tookh two coils of rope
from ihe saddle-bags of the dead horse, and
as soon as he returned the aate was closed
and harred.

“We ’ad to ‘ave this,” he sau'l. “We
won't burden our<elves with the other stuff.
The grey mare co:ried off the spades, but
we can easily get {wo more from the vil-
looers.” '

“ Are we going to start now?' asked Myles.

“ Not till near dm]mht” Pink reszponded.
“We're going to ’ave a good sleep if the
ead man can provide quarters.”

On heing consulted, the head man de-
clared that he c¢ould, and he furthermore
assured his guests that they might rest in
perfect safety for ws long a time as suited
their convenience,

The party first returned to the other gate,
wliere Pink made sure, by a personal inspec-
tion, that the troopers were still bivouacking
Ly their camp-fires.

Then he and his companions were led to
an empty hut near the centre of the village,
They dropped wearily on the rude charpoys
of straw, and were soon sleeping as soundly
as though no bloodthirsty foes were near.

After what seemed but a brief time, Jack
cand Mvyles were awakened by the sound of

voices. They sat up, gtupidly rubbing their
eyes,
Paltu was already on his feet. In the

head-man,

doorway stood Pink and the
The latter

engaged in earnest conversation,
hiad a toreh in his hand.

“What’s wrong?” cried Jack.

Pink turned quickly to the boys, showing a
very troubled face.

«“atir yourselves,” he said. We’ve got
tn start right away., What do you think
‘as "appened? Thoze sneaking cut-throats
out vonder were waiting for reinforcements,
who must ’ave left Mgygsore a few hours
Inter. The ’ead-man says about twenty
more troopers arrived just now.”

The boys turned pale at this startling
piece of news. They were amazed to learn
that they had slept till nearly daylight.

Pink went on to explain that an attack
was shortly expected, and that the village
conld not long hold out against so large a
foree,

“The ’ead-man says ’e and 'is people will
parlev as long ws they can,” Pink added,
‘“and then thfw Il 'ave to let the troopers in
or suffer for it in the end. So we'd betier
leave at once.”

“0f course,” replied Myles, “We don't
want these poor Hindoos to be massacred for
protecting us.”

“But won’t the troopers be at our heels in
a short time?” Jack questioned anxiously.

“That depends on what sort of a start we
get,” replied Pink. < The ’'ead-man told me
i bit of a secret just now, but this ain't the
time to repeat it. (‘-ome, lads !’

No demonstration had yet been made by
thie besiegers when Pink and the boys gained
tie rear gate. The head-man and a dozen
villagers accompanied them that far. The
former gave Pink two light spades, and a
bag of provisions,

_'I hen the gate was unbarred, and the fugi-
tives slipped out. After a brief survey they
raved farewell to their generous protectors,
and hastened forward into the gloomy and
narrow road.

Before they had gone half a mile the grey,
misty dawn broke. '1110:.' were in good march-

ing .order, having shared the equipments
equally, and for more than an hour they
travelled steadily and fast. Behind them

the solitudes of the great forest echoed to
no more terrifying sounds than the chatter
of monkeys and parrots

The road showed traces of ancient usage,
and Myles expressed the opinien that it had
been made hundreds of years ago.

“I believe it, lad,” said Pink ““and likely
it lenda to the very pluce we're bound for
HOW,

This seemed all the more probable when
a brief view of the twin mountain peaks
was had straight ahead from the c¢rest of a
ridge.

""lhev don't look far.,” exelainied Jack.

“The distanece iz about seventeen miles,”
Pink Answered, * rm the village is three
miles behind, Tf all goes well, we ought to
reach our destination about the middle of
the afternoon.’”: '

Down the rugged slope the
hastened with light hearts and feet. I'rom
ahead now grew a dull, roaring sound, and
presently the road ended on, the brink of Q
gorge, which was fifty fect u*ro:n and about
twenty-tive in depth.

Through its stony bed brawled a foaming

little party

torrent, and from mid-channel a pier of
masonry, with a {ragment of an arch
attached, reared itself.

Phe abyss was now spanned by a native
hridge. To a tree on each bank was screwed
a cable nearly a foot in diameter, made of
twisted vines. A little higher up were two
hand-rails of the same m.;xterial. It was a
rude and perilous-looking contrivance.

«“Ts this your secreb, Pink?” asked Jack,

¢ That's it, lad,” was the reply. ¢ There
vas an .wment brul«n ere until a few weeks
aco, when the floods washed it away. But
the troopers don't Know that. They'll ’ave
to go three miles down-stream to a fording
place. Yonder, on the right, you can see
where a sort of bridle-path bhranches off. 1t’'s
heen made by mounted travellers since the
bridge was carried away.”

“It's wide enough $or horses,
Myles,

“Yes, in single file. And before long it
witl be trodden by Mogul Mir's treopers,
We ’ave no time to waste, so come on.”

The swayving bridage proved to be stronger
than it looked, and one by one the fugitivea
crossed safely to the other stde. Then Pink

then?™ asked
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drew his knife,- and severed the two hand-
- supports.

““ Now the ruffians are sure to go around
by the ford,” he muttered, as he led the way
forward. “'They might ’ave taken 3 notion
10 pursue us on foot.”

“And wouldn’t that give us the better
chance of Xkeeping ahexd of them?” said
Myles,

“I don't believe it, lad,” Pink answered.
“The rest of the road is likely to be 30
"~ rough that a ’orse can’t travel any faster
than a4 man.” | o

Herein Pink erred, as the future was

destined to prove. But he was correct so far
“as related to the ruggedness of the path.

ry
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narrow, and its growth of tangled vegeta-
tion showed that no traveller had passed
over it for months. - '

Just as Pink opened the bag of provisions
a faint sound was borne from the rear. All
started up in alarm. :

“That was the eclatter of hoofs,” eried
Jack. “The {troopers must be spurring
their horses like mad.” 5 X

“Hurry!” Alyles shouted. < We must get
out of this!” ~

“Yes,” mubtered Pink; “it means a ‘ot
chase, and there is no telling stop,
“Drop
I ’ear someone

lads !** he added, in a hoarse whisper.
flat and keep out of sight.
coming down the cross road.”

Pink rose suddenly up and drew a head on the Zemindar’s Breast. Almost
as quickly, Myles and Jack had the servant and the mahout covered.

The

latter trembled so violently that he let his goad fall to the ground.

It led in zig-zag fashion up and down the
endless and lateral spurs that formed the
foothills of the ghauts; it wound through
dense jungle and forest, where the trees
were festooned with creepers of brilliant red
and blue blossoms; it was obstructed by
rocks of all sizes, and by tough, outcropping
Yoots. : |

Thus it happened that noon found the
fugitives only half way to their destination.
In the shadow of a great mountain peak
they sat down -for a short rest and a snateh
of food, ' | ‘

A few feet ahead the road they had been
pursuing was crossed at right angles by
another ancient path. The latter was very

CHAPTER VII,
THE FIGHT AT TIPPOO SAHIB’S BARRIER.

TCICK as he gave the command, Pink
was crouching deep in the wayside
vegetation, The boys droppad
clumsily beside him. Tor a second

or two their hearts seemed to stop beating,
and they felt an icy chill ereep throuvgh
their veins.

At no time had the fugitives been in a
tighter place than now. It was terribly try-
ing to lie there and listen to the ominous
voice of danger in both directions—from the
rear the faint, metallic ring of iron-shod
hoofs, from in front a iouder and duller sound
that as yet baffled reeognition.



alanced side-
understoad,
sharp

and
They _
rose with a

Pink cocked his _
ways at Jack and Myles.
and 1wo more hammers
click,

rife,

at something else, Ile

Paltu was busy .
and his hand

had one ear to the ground,
was behind the other.

< An elephant, sahibs!’ he whispered; and
just then an elephant actually did lumber
into sight a short way up the cross-road. It
Wias hgmdmmeh caparis oned. and bore on .ts
back a square howdah, in which sat two per-
sons, evidently servant and master.

The lIatter was a stouﬁ, full-hearded
Oriental, with the dréss and pompous bhear-
ine of a rich zemindar or land-holder. The
other was an aged Hindoo, grev-haired and
dignified. In front of the lowdah was
perchied a thin and wiry little mahout.

The hidden watchers drew long breaths of

relief. Three rifle-hammers were softly
]mrm'ed to half-cock.

“ They're only travellers,” “whispered
Ayles;  but they chose a mighty awkward

time to drop alonz. O, why don't they

harry?”’

“They can't disappear too soon,” replied
Jaek. ¢ Iark! The troopers are coming
nearer.”

But, az ili-luck would have if, . the mahout
halted the huge quadruped on the inter-
section of the two paths. The zemindar and
his servant glanced uneasily down the ¢ross-
road. They had heard the tramp of the
npmmclunn troopers, and were discussing it
in low tones.

It was a critical time for the fugitives;
hut their suspense was happily cut.short by
the conception in Pink's brain. of a stupen-
dous idea.

“Lads,” he whispered, ‘ere's
for us. Obey orders, and do as I do.
all.? '

With this Pink rosze suddenly up, and drew
a bead on the zemindar's breast. Almost
as quickly Mvyles and Jaeck had the servant
and the mahout covered. The latter trembled
so violently that he let hiis goad fall to the
ground. -

“Pown with you.” ¢ommanded Pink, for-
getting to speak lindoostanee. ¢ No fool-
inz, We're in a ’urry.” -

The zemindar was a plucky fellow,
face flushed with rage.

“Dogs, ye shall pay dearly
cried, in fairly good English. I am Holkar
Singh, a land- holder of Merecara, in Coorg. 1
am journeying peaceably homeward through
the territory of Mysore——"

a chance
That's

and his

for this,” le

“Get  down!” persisted Pink angrily.
“You're not going to be murdered or
robbed. We only want to borrow your

elephant for a while.”
With an evil scowl on his face, the zemin-

[ "THE NELSON LEE LiBRARY ||

hands,

dar nodded to the mahout,
made the elephant kneel.

Master and servant e¢limbed out of the

who instantly

howdah and ,stood a few feet to one side.
Both bristied with swords and daggers, but
neither had firearms.

“Up with you!” cried Pink. « Lively
now!"

Myles and  Paltn serambled into the
howdah, and, as Jack followed them, he
caught the servant’s eyes fixed strangely

upoa him. There was no malice in the look.

It exprezsed sudden amazement and
incredulity—even a touch of affection., as
though the =ight of the lad vibrated some
long-forgotten chord of memory in the old
Itindoo's heart.

“Your elephant will be back ’ere by sun-

set.” added Pink, turning to the zemindar.
“If you want satisfaction, apply to tie

British Resident at Mysore in about a week
from now. And you'll be all the more likely
to get it if you detain these cut:throats
coming vonder as long as you ¢an.”

The next instant Pink was in the howdah,
and as quickly the mahout tried to w rlmne
to the ground.

But Pink leaned forward, and caught the
fellow by the back of the neck. at the same
time pressing the cold muzzle of a pistol to
his forehead. and jabbering angry Hindoo-
stanee into his ear.

.This gentle styvle of argument was effee-
tive, and the mahout instantly became
tractable as a lamhb.

At a word from him, and a touch of the
goad, the elephant rose from hiz knees,
wheeled to one side, and plunged up the
mountain path with long and rapid strides.

Holkar Singh glared vindietively after his
stolen quadruped, and called down fearful
maledictions on the thieves.

The aged Hindoo stood with uplifted
straining his eyes to get a last
glimpse of Jack. Then a curve of the road
hid them from view.

The daring act had transpired in a very
brief time, and the fugitives now realized
that they had once more eluded their blood-
thirsty pursuers,

The tramp of hoofs
fiinter in the distance, until it could be
heard no more. On and on went the
elephant, striding clumsily over roeks and
logzs at a pace no horse could cqual on so
rough a road.

The howdah swayed and shook dizzily. but
the straps hedd as fast as did its occupants.
The mahout clung to his perch like a
monkey. g

“It won’t do the zemindar any
rest a bit,” said Pink., “We treated ’im
badly. lads, but it 'ad to be. Jove! ’Ow
nearly the troopers nabbed us. Now we're
out of danger. FIrom ‘ere the road pierces

]
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the ghauts, and I doubt if the, ’orses can
follow at all.”

“It was rare luck to get the elephant,”
replied Myles; “only I'm sorry we had to
take it in that way. I can hardly believe
that we are near our journey’s end.”

“Two hours at most ought to sece us
there,” declared Pink. “ And then———-*

He knit his brows, and appeared to be pon-
dering some knotty question.

The boys did not disturb him. They kept
a ¢lose wateh on the mahout, and discussed
the strange conduct of the old Hindeoo, which
all had observed.

“He wished to cast an evil
you, Wynyard sahib,” said~Raltu.
. ““More likely he was a thug,” suggested

Myles, laughing, ‘‘and was sizing up your
neck for the sacred noose.”

“I don't pretend to account for it,” replied
Jack, in a grave tone, “but 1 know I shan't
forget ‘that look of his in a hurry.”

Pink now came out of his bhrown study,
and proposed that the interrupted lunch
should be finished. 8o half of the bag of
provisions was shared, and (uickly eaten.

The howdah was well stocked with food,
- but this the boys did not touch. '

Meanwhile the elephant kept up.its clumsy
pace over wooded mountain spurs, and
through deep ravines. The path was at
times imperceptible, but occasiomal glimpses
ahead from hill-tops gave Pink all the guid-
ance that he needed.

By two o’clock in the afternoon the fugi-
tives had travelled ten miles on elephant.
hack, and were now in the very heart of the
ghauts.

A few minutes later they emerged from a
dense forest, at the base of the twin peaks,
which reared their stony heads two thousand
feet in air, and stood guard over the
entrance to a narrow and sombre valley

The mahout made the elephant kneel at
Pink’s command, and the weary travellers
climbed out of the howdah. They were stift
and sore from the violent jolting, and it
was good to feel the ground under foot
again. , ;

‘The mahout was the picture of fear, for
he evidently believed that his captors were
going to kill him. When Pink spoke a few
words to him in Hindoostanee, his dusky
face beamed with joy, and he salaamed pro-
foundly.

He made the elephant rise, and wheeled
him about. An instant later both had
vanished in the forest, and the fugitives
were ialone.

“ Well, what next?” asked Jack.

“ Tippoo Sahib’s barrier,” replied Pink, as
he stiffly led the way into the mouth of
th;z valley., ‘**Once we pass that we're
safe”? | '

spell upon
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The boys fooked another mys-

{ teriously.

“ What i3 it like?"” exclaimed Myles.

“Not ‘aving seen it 1 can’t say exactly,”
was  Pink’s answer., “But we'll soon be
there, unlezs what I ’eard in the palace
that night was all lies.”

With this the lads had to be content,
and silently and in single file they followed
their guide. - ;

I'or nearly an hout they traced the up-
ward course of a bhrawling torrent that
flowed through gigantic trees and _dense
vegetation. Here and there signs of a path
were visible, but it had evidently not.been
trodden by human feet for many years.

The valley was less than a quarter of a
mile wide, It was really a gorge, for it
was hemmed in and deeply shadowed by
parallel walls of sheer rock only slightly
lower than the twin peaks of which they
were a continuation.

It was a weird and dismal place, and the

gloom was like that of twilight., Except for
hissing serpents, that wriggled away before
the travellers, there was no sign of life.

. Presently the walls began to couverge, and
when they were twenty yards apart Tippoo
Sahib’s barrier rose suddenly from the urees
and jungle, :

The boys uttered cries of amazement, and
even Pink was impressed by the wonderful
sight. Here was o fit monument to .the
ancient - Mohammedan- rajah=—a  massive
granite wall one hundred feet high that
stretched across the gorge from eliff to
cliff.

The stones were of vast dimensions, and
had been well fitted together. Nobt a ¢revice
or projection offered hope of scaling the -
parrier. Its frowning front was sheer and
smooth, and above its flat summit the moun-
tain walls towered nearly two thousand feet
higher.

At its base a rusty, arched grating served
as an outlet for the stream, which here
rested tranquilly in a sort of pool before be-
ginning its turbulent flow down the _valley.
Behind the grating was pitch blackness.

«“ What did Tippoo Sahib mean by building
such a thing?” was Jack’s comment, after a
eritical survey of the barrier. :

«“ Partly to keep the treasure safe,”
replied Pink, “and no doubb partly for other
reasons known only to ’'imself.”

““You don’t mean to say that we must
climb that wall to get at the opal?” ex-
claimed Myles. “We can’t do it, that’s all.”

< We might as well try to scale the cliffs,”
added Jack, laughing.

«'0ld on, lads,” said.Pink, a little sharply.
«Did I say we were going over the wall?
There’s a way through it, according to old
Tippoo’s written document, which I ‘eard
read and discussed in the palace—:



“By the grating?™ cried Mytes and Jack in
one breath. .

“Yes; that’s the beginning of the com-
hination. Come on; there’s no time to
waste. The troopers will kill their ’orses to
overtake us.”

Pink glanced uneasily down the gorge, and
listened for a moment. Then he waded into
the icy pool, and the boys followed him,

As the water rose to their hips they re-
moved their cartridge-belts and revolvers,
and held them overhead. They were waist-
deep when they reached the grating, and
peered curiously between the rusty bars.

They saw a waulted space, with slimy
walls to right and left. At the farther end,
three or four yards distant, a broad sheet of
water fell noizily from a height of six
feet.

The place where the stream entered the

of light quivered on tie brink of the
cataract,

The barrier was evidently enormously thick
—four yards at the least. It was equally
clear, from the presence of the waterfall,
that Tippoo Sahil had chosen a building site
%ustI wlhere the stream dropped to a lower
evel. - | .

While the boys were looking within, Pink
had given his attention to the grating. Now
he handed one of the spades to Paltu, and
his rifle and equipment to Jack and Myles.

«'0ld these,”” he shouted loudly enough
to be heard above the roar of the water,
“ Don't mind the wet. We’'ll lave a fire to-
night.”

Then, with the other spade, he vigorously -
attacked the arched grating. But all in vau
lie twisted and pried and jammed the stout
iron bars. In spite of nearly a century of
service, they were welded as tightly as ever

barrier was invisible, though a dusky gleam Yinto the masonry.
(Another Long Instalment of this Qrand Story Next Week.)
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FRANK'S  First

- You must not miss next week s extra
L long St. Frank’s story:—

“THE ST.FRANK'S TEST
MATCH!”

For 1t describes how NIPPER, JERRY DODD,
and HUSSI KHAN, the brilliant young cricketers of
the Fourth, make history playing
Eleven against
Never before has a Fourth Former played for the
First Eleven, and it remains to be seen by the result
of the match whether the inclusion of these Fourth
Formers in the team justifies

]
ke | = — — p———

for the ST.
REDCLIFFE.

the

experiment.




' THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY 1=

""il'._ll

633 .'._ -
G 39

4
"
o
Y

- OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Series of Art Sketches specially drawn for our readers
by Mr., E. E, Briscoe.

VICTORIA COLLEGE—JERSEY,
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Vietoria College, Jersey, was founded in
commemoration of Queen Victoria’s visit
in 1849. The building was completed and
opened in 1852, It stands on thickly-wooded
grounds, with a detached gymmpasium. The
schoel possesses fine chemical and physieal
laboratories, and a Jecture-room, The

eastern part of the building was erected in
1912, There are 250 boys at the school. The
0.T.C. and Scout Troop provide military
training. .

The above particulars have been sent in
by & reader, t0 whom we tender our grateful
acknowledgment,
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- HOW TO MAKE A HYDROPLANE

By DICK GOODWIN.

The construction of a waterplane is liftle,
if any, more difficult than an ordinary aero-
plane, and it i3 certainly a very interesting
model, both as regards making and flying. 1t
'is necessary to obtain considerable strength in
the framework, but the model must not be
dheavy ;  this  combin- .
ation nf lightness and
'strength is achieved by
the use of straining
wire, The general de- -
sign of the model can ¢ \
he seen from the planm § .«
and side views shown Ny
at Figs, L and 2; 1t
will be seen that the
main plane is curved
with tipped ends, and
that three floats are
provided, two situated
about the cenfre of the
framework and one be-
hind the plane.

THE FRAME-
WORK.

The framework i3
frinngular in shape with
a total length of 36 in.,
it. can be composed of
hamboo which can be
split for the insertion
of the cross-pieces as at A, Fig. 3, it can be

made of straight-grained spruce or poplar

vhannelled out as at B, or to obtain the same
clfeet of strength and lightness, syall bamboo
roads ean be planed down on one side as at C.
Ie¢ end spar is strengthened with struts as
?lwwgdi? It-her en-
.- larged detail at Iig. 4,
s and short spars are
placed between the
two main spars at
intervals as shown in
.the plan, All spars
should be bound with
either glued thread or
narrow tape, and the
end spar further
strengtheped with
strips of thin tin as
A at D, before binding.
The straining wires are fastened to stouter
wire loops tied to the spars as at E. The
triangular frame should be finished com-
pletely with rubber hooks and a protecting
hook of bamboo in front.

THE NMAIN PLANE, -

The method of making the main plane is
shown at Fig. 5, No. 18 S.W.G. piano wire

being used for the purpose. A piece of wood,
measuring about 2 ft. 8 in. by 11 in. by § in.
is provided with a smooth surface and then
the shape of the plane as shown in the plan
is drawn out full-size. A sufficient length of
the piano wire is cut off and allowed to open
: out, and nails are driven
in the board so fthat
they just confine the
wire to the shape, On
no account should the
wire be twisted in
any way ; it should be
giided round the shape
and lie flat on the
board. The joint should
be tied with flower wire
and soldered. The ribs
are formed with the
same wire shaped to the
curve at Fig. 6 and bent
at right angles at the
ends so that it can be
Hound as at Fig. 7 aud
soldered., If the wire
has not been twisted in
the process, the frame
- will remain quite true,
The covering should be
of silk proofed with cel-
hiloid dissolved in amyl-
] acetate., The finished
plane is attached to the frame with fine wire.

THE ELEVATINGQ PLANE,

The shape of th»
elevating . plane is
similar to that of the
main plane, but the
ends are not carried
back so far. Wire
of the same gauge
should be used. Thoe
plane is attached to
a framing of wire or
= hamboo as shown

: mwet—<= in the side view at .
Fig, 2, but adjustment should be possible
and can be obtained by using a short length
of cycle spoke with s nipple, the latter is
cut in half with one portion above and the
other below the framing, A suggestion is
given at Fig. 8 for the use of } in. bamboo in
making ‘both planes, the ribs should be bound
to the spar with little angle pieces cut from
thinnest tin sheet. The bamboo framing for
the planes i3 more liable to break than the
wire, and it takes longer to make owing to tho
nocessity of heating the material to obtain the
curves,

e —
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YHE FLOATS.
Very careful workmanship is ired i "
construetion of the floats, pm}tr rﬁﬁiﬁ“{i ]ﬁr:}l;f;
them Hght enough, but also t il
: : ; 2150 to make them
watertight. The framework is shown to 2
larger scale at Fig. 0, and althouch it is
: possible to make them
with wire in the same
way as the planes, it
i$ better to use 1 in.
poplar or spruce. The
sides should be marked
out to the shape and
Z73 sawn out with a fret-
=%/ sawtoalength ol 71 in,
»  and a depth of 1% 1n.
As there arp three
floats, the six picees
e _ el be  eat oont at
 the same time, but it will generally he
+ advisable to cut them in pairs. The pileces
joining the sides on the top and bottom shonld
be } in. by } in., but those at the front and
back should bhe shaped from } in. wood to tho
end curves. ‘The joints should be bradded with
fine brads~as well as glued, and then the
covering made Irom proofed silk as for the
- planes,. but the material can be a little stouter
and afttached with seccotine coated over with
the proofing solution or varnish instead of
being sewn. as done in attathing the plane

covering. T, _
ﬂT‘I'-ACHING “THE FLOATS.

apef "

. The method of attaching the rear ﬂqat id
clearly shown in Fig. 9, the arrangement for
-thﬁ centre floats is shown

i

I part of the work, }

will be-réquired for each propelier;  Théfetal
- weight' of the finished model shodld mot.be
~amore than 16 oz., ML L

at Fig. 10. For this

.. 'THE NFLSON LEE LIBRARY i

. 3 In. square bamboo wili he
tound suitable. 'Fhe total length of the bottom
spar is 171 in. and
the two wuprights 6.2
in. The tloats are at-
tached to the botitom
spars by means of
small metal anglhe
brackets which are
bound to the spars
with glued thread.
The uprights are
firmly lashed fo the
main spars of the

framework and the :
tops of the centre -
uprights provided with hooks for the straining
wire., 'The whole of the work should be

varnished with celluloid or shellae varnish, to
keep out the wet, this should be carelully done,
especially with the floatfs, .

THE STRAINING WIRES. :

The various straining wires, formed from
ordinary thin flower wire, can be foliowed from
the various diagrams, the wires should be fitted
with beads for simple adjustment, but, if
desircd the wires can be fastened direet to the .
loops, the latter being turned in with o pairef.
round-nose pliers for tightening purpeses.. =

‘The propellors shounld be 9 in, diameter, and -
preferably carved from the solid; if. they are.- -
built. up- from glued strips;” they must b -
varnished, Eight strands of 1 in, 88#ip e!i.gf‘;:i’
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