GRAND ST. FRANK'S SCOUT SERIES BEGINS TO-DAY i
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The chums of Study D were locoking right down upon the camp—or a triple
camp. Stretched along the downs was an apparently endless series of tents.
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THE SCHOOL UNDER
CANVAS !

Whether you are a Boy Scout or
not, you will thoroughly enjoy the
new Scout Series beginning with
this week’s story. The Author has
received countless letters asking for
. a camping-out series, and it is to

p meet this great demand that he is
giving us these special stories of the Boy Scout Contingent at St. Frank’s.
You will remember, in the story before last, how the Modern House
was utterly destroyed in the recent explosion at St. Frank’s, Many boys are
thus deprived of accommodation at the School and the idea of camping-out
comes just at the right time,

THE EDITOR.

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

signs of life as a dead lizard, I thought
I'd be pushing.”

“What-ho!” exclaimed Archie, rousing
himself vigorously. “ The good old pep has
got to be shoved to the fore! I mean, I'm
not going to have my own brother accusing
me of slacking! Absolutely not!”

CHAPTER 1.
LEFT 1IN POSSESSION,

APTAIN BERTRAM GLENTHORNE,
D.S.0., put a match to his cignrettel
and fthen slung a light raincoat
over his arm.

“Well, Archie, I'm off,” he announced.| Archic Glenthorne, the shining light of
LA ]"nl ]ﬂaving :"Du in 1'10550551011 Uf t-hl‘ ﬂﬂt; fIlSthIl Of the E}t- FI‘&III{S F()lll’th FOI‘HI.

could be firm when he liked. He was firm
now. He rose, adjusted his monocle, and
surveyed his elder brother rather frigidly.

and I shall expect to find everything ship-
shape when I come bhack. I'll probably send
you a lipe from Paris to-morrow.”

“That’ll be frightfully priceless, dear old “Now, old scream, what about it?” he
thing,” beamed Archie. * Going already? I | demanded. |

mean to say, I thought we were going {o
have a chat—-""

“Well, I thought so, too,” interrupted his
brother. < But as You were going to sleep

on the lounge, and showed about as much |

Captain Bertram grinned.

“Splendid!” he said. “1I didn’t think you
had enough energy, old man. All the same,
I'm going—I'm due over at Croydon in less
than an hour, and I can’'t keep them wait~
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ing. My plane’s being tuned-up and
prepared.”

Archie’s firmness deserted him, and he

sank back on the lounge.

“Oh, well, in that case, decar old horse,
what's the bally uvse?” he murmured re-
signedly. “I mean, the old chat appears
to be off the menu., So kindly buzz, and
leave the last of the Glenthornes to enjoy
forty of the best and brightest.”

They were in the sitting-room of Captain
Glenthorne’s  comfortable chambers in
Jermyn Strect, hard by Piccadilly Circus.
It was a bright June
morning, and the heat
was already making
itself felt. _ &

It was not the first
time that Archie had
borrowed his brother's
flat. Of course, he
wias welcome there at
any time, but it so
happened that Captain
Glenthorne wuas  off
"on a flying tour, and
wouldn't be back for
nine or ten days. ' So
Archie had decided
to spend the last
week of the Whitsun-
tide vacation in
London, with the ever-
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PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO’S WHO.
Fourth Series—Sixth Form.

NOTE.—The average age of Sixth Folrm
hoys is 18,

%*

for the rest of the term! I mean, it's

absolutely imposs! St. Fravk’s is nothing

E]éc;rq nor less than a mass of well assorted
ris.”

Captain Glenthorne paused as he
about to go.

“Oh, yes—that explosion?” he said slowly.
“I've heard that over half the school was

wrecked.”

“ Positively  shattered, laddie,” said
Archie, with a sigh. “The Modern House
iIs now a pile of. ruins, and the Ancieat
House looks as though it had been abso-
lutely bombarded! I
mean, even these
frightful disasters
have their little com-
pensations, what? NO
school, and all that
sort of stuff. Oddslife,
but I'll stay in this
flat all the bally
summer!”

aptain
grinned.

“Well, of course,
opinions differ—but we
won't argue,” he re-
plied. ‘“You heartless
young wretch! Lying
on that lounge and
cloating because 3St.
Frank’s is a heap of

was

Glenthorne

faithful Phipps to lock ruins! Don’t you kid
after his needs. yourself, young man;

“I shan't worry,” you'll get a shock
said Bertram, as ne &’ during the next day or
prepared to go. “You 8Y; two—you'll find that
had the flat at < you'll go back to
Easter, and evervthing BN school, after all. I
was all right, so I'll B3N know  what  these
trust you again. You yj‘/ h coverning boards are.
go back 1e school _ = They’ll find some way
in about a wecek, don’t o A ' % out of the fix, or I'mn
you?” =%3 No. 9.—Guy Sinclair. =~ a2 Dutchman. Well, -

Archie started. =% One of the dandies of the F=H 1'm off!”

“I say, dash it!” he EA' Sixth, but with a taste for % “ Absolutely,”  said
protested. “Kindly B: fashiness, A supercilious @53 Archie Jazily.  * So-
bring up these good =3 fellow with a mean, vindictive - 5 long, Bertie, old
old subjects with =8 nature. Unpopular generally, B3 onion! Fearfully cut
slightly more tact [ and hated by all fags. A up to see you 'go, but
old bean! I mean to — Lunously mlmigh, he 13 'there you are, Busi-
say, school—in this =R excellent-at most sports. “» ¥ ness, what? Time
frichtful weather! The ey flies, and all that sort
thought =~  absolutely of thinz. Don’t let
torpedoes me under R you,

the water-line! I've dashed well got that
sinking feeling!”

“Lazy young slacker!” said his bhrother
sternly. *“It's a wonder to me ‘they allow
you at St. Frank's at all—you’re no earthly
use there. All you do is to go to sleep in
every corner of the college. You’ll be gone

when I get back from the Continent, so—-"

“Wait a minute!” interrupted Archie,
adjusting his monocle. ]
minutes! I've just thought of something,
laddie. There won't be- any dashed school

L

L

“In faet, wait two |

laddie!”

Captain Bertram had no intention of let-
ting Archie detain him, and a few minutes
later he had taken his departure. Archie
closed his eyes dreamily, and felt that life
was distinetly worth living. The window
was wide open, a gentle, cooling breeze blew
in, and he "could ‘hear the hum of traffic
along Piccadilly.

He was just, dozing off into a peaceful
slumber when the. buzz of a bell sounded.

. He took no notice, hearing it only in a



mlf >
dim kind of way. But a moment later
the door opened and Phipps glided in.

“A young gentleman to see you, sir,” he
announced,

“Eh, what?” ejaculated Archie, sitting
up and looking at his imperturbable valet.
“Here, I say, Phipps! Isn't this a bit
mouldy, disturbing the young master——"

“Wake up, Archie—I've got some news!”
interrupted the wvisitor, striding in and
making himself at home. “Don't look at
me in that glassy-eyved fashion! Rouse
yourself, fathead!” :

“Qood gad!” said Archie blankly
" Alf Brent, his study mate of St.
prodded him in the ribs.
- ¢ News!"” he repeated. *“And,
more, bad news!”

Frank's,

what's

CHAPTER II.
tired, leaving Archie
frightfully pleased to see
awkward moments!” said Archie

ADVANCE INFORMATION.
HIPPS gracefully re-
I and Alf alone.

‘““Of course, I'm
you, old tulip, but I must
observe that you drop in at

“What I mean is,

The

fearfully
with a ‘touch of pain,
gou don’t give a chappie a chance.
old telephone, for example—why not ring
up and announce——"

“Don’t be an ass, Archie!” interrupted

Brent. “We can't waste time on formalities
itke that. 1It's about St. Frank’s. I've
heard something on the striet Q.T., and I
thought I'd come along and tell vou. As
you know, we're all wondering what's going
to happen, and most of the fellows have
got an idea that there'll be no school for
the rest of the term.”

* Absolutely.”

“Well, they're wrong,” said Alf. “The
governors have practically decided on the
beastliest arrangement under the sun, and
it scems to me that something ought to be
done about it."”

“Gadzooks!” said Archie. “You're abso-
lutely stirring up a dashed gale! I mean,
I'm getting the wind up somewhat vertically.
How do you know these awfu!l things?”

“Well, I happen to have advance
information.”

“That's dashed clever of you—"

“There’'s nothing clever about it,” in-
terrupted Alf grufly. “My hat! You
know as well as I do that my pater is
Sir John Brent, and he's chairman of the
board of governors.”

Archie started, and lay back,.

“Good gad! So he is!” he ejaculated.
“So the dear old hoy has been prattling,

what? Letting out a few secrets of the
inner council, and so forth. Be good
enough to whisper a few of these

sweet nothings into my atfentive ear,
positively jellified with anxiety.”

I'm
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Alf Brent was looking serious., He took
a seat on t{he corner of the table, and
thought for a few moments, The situation,
decided Archie, was more grave than he
had first supposed.

Just before the holidays, there had been
an unprecedented disaster at St. Frank’s.
A mighty explosion had occurred down in
the disused quarry workings, near the
school. The eflect had been so shattering
that the Modern House had entirely col-

lapsed, and was now a heap of ruins. Over
half the school had been wrecked. The

| greater portion of the Ancient House .re-

mained standing, but even here windows

{ were smashed, and many ceilings had fallen.

All the fellows had left for home, firmly
convinced that there would be no school
again until after the summer holidays.
There was an idea abroad that the long
vacation would be gloriously enlarged for
this year,

But in the absence of any official news,
some of the juniors were beginning to feel
a little doubtful. They had an uncomfort-
able idea that their hopes wouldn't
materialise, after all.

And now Alf Brent had brought con-
firmation of this.

“ My pater happened to mention it this
morning at breakfast-time,” said Alf, swing-
ing his legs. “You see, there’s going to
be a meeting of the board to-morrow, and
then the thing's going to be definitely
decided.”

“What thing?”

“JIt’'s practically all fixed now,” growlec
Alf. “It’s about the rottenest scheme 1
ever heard of. I told the pater so, too,
but he didn’t take any notice. Said some-
thing drastic had to be done, and there was
nothing else for it.”

Archie shook his head.

“The good old voice is dashed melodious,
and all that sort of thing, but I must
ohserve the trend escapts me,” he exclaimed
plaintively. “I mean to say, something
drastic, what? A {frightful scheme, eh?
Pray relieve me of all anxiety, old cucumber,
and spout out the dreadful truth.”

“Well, it’s like this, Archie,” said AIlf.
“By what I can understand, they’ve fixed
up the Ancient House. Not properly, of
course, but it’'ll accommodate quite a good
numbar. The idea is to have practically alil
the seniors back at St. Frank’s, and board
them in the Ancient House. In the mean-
time, there’ll be all sorts of building opera-
tions going on. Then, during the summer
holidays, the Ancient House itself will be
altered. ”

“ Absolutely,” said Archie.

“But where
do we come in?"
““ That’s-just it,” grunted Alf.

“We don't
come in at all!” P B
“The juniors don’t go to St. Frank’s to
ﬂn'iﬁlll the term?”
4 TO."
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“Then, laddie, everything is bright and
sunny—""

“Everything isn’t!” interrapted Alf.
“We're not going to have extra holidays,
as you just thought, but we're going to be
distributed.”

“Distributed?”?

“Yes.”

“Who—us?”?

“ All the juniors.”

“Good gad!’” ejaculated Archle. “I'm
still floundering, dash it! The old gear-
hox may need oiling, but I’m dashed i 1
can understand you, Alf, old thing! What
are we geing to be distributed for, where
are we going to be distributed to, and if
it comes to that, why?”

“My pater's got hold of a brilliant
scheme!”” said Alf  Brent  scornfully,
¢ There's no room for th: juniors at St.
Frank’s, owing to the bust up, and so, if
you please, we're going to be parked out,”

“0Oddslife! Parked out?”

“Qent in groups to other schools!’ ex-
claimed Alf indignantly. ¢ What do Yyou
think of that? Half a dozen of us here, and
half a dozen of us there! As far as I can
see, the Fourth and the Third are going
to he carved up into chunks, and goodness
knows where we shall find ourselves?”
‘Archie sank back -and feebly beat the
air.

“Taddie!” he whispered. *“ This is too
much! The old tissues absolutely will
under the strain, and I'm dithery from head
to foot!*

CHAPTER IIL
THE MAN WITH THE BRAIN.

LI BRENT'S news

was indeed startling.

The St, Frank’s
Governors were
evidently determined not to
let the recent disaster
- entirely shatter the school
Youtine. There wasn’t room for everybody
at St. Frank's, and so, rather than let a
lJarge number of boys stay at home, they

were going to be temporarily distributed

among a number of other schools—as Alf
Brent had said—half a dozen here, and half
a dozen there.

It seemed to be a purely junior grievance,
for #the Fifth and the Sixth were to be
accommodated in the comparatively whole
Ancient House. Big alterations were
planned, but a great deal of the work could
fo on unhindecred, even though the school
was occupied. The changes in the Ancient
House itself cpuld be made after the school
had closed up for the long summer holidays.

But during the next few weeks—from now
until the end of the summer term—the
junior boys were apparently in for an un-
pleasant time. Going back to St. Frank’s

LEE LIBRARY It

was quite a pleasant prospect at this time
of the year—but to be sent oll to.some un-
known school was a different thing
altogether.

“ Goodness knows how we shall be
separated,’” countinued Alf disgustedly. ¢ In
a case of this sort, they’ll treat us like &0
many soldiers—one detachment here, and
another detachment somewhere else. You
and I might be separated by a hundred
miles, for all we know.”

¢ Nothing,”” moaned Archie,

ghastly to thipk of.”
‘“ And imagine Handforth & Co. divided!”

‘“is more

said  Alf. «« Handforth at one school,
Church at another, and McClure at a
third!*?

« Laddie, they’d never -live through it,”
deelared Archie. “1I don’t want to be fright-
fully pessimistic, but this scheme of your
pater’s strikes me as being a trifle more
than foul. It wouldn’t be going too far to
describe it as venomous. Good gad! Hand-
forth wouldn’t live until the end of termi,
without Church and McClure to look after
him!?*?

Alf Brent managed to grin.

“] agree with you, but we’d better not
mention that view to Handy!”’ he chuckled.
““}e's ineclined to take these things the
wrong way. My pater is generally sensible,
but this time he seems to be a bit offil his
rocker.’?

Archie sighed.

¢“ All paters are liable to have these
lapses,’” he said sadly. ‘“ At times, my own
governor shoves the priceless old veto on my
happiest suggestions. A habit of paters,
laddie—and we must bear with them. It
seems 10 me that something fearfully swiit
ought to be done. I mean to say, rallying
round, and confabbing, and all that kind
of thing.”’ ;

‘¢ Yes, but what?” asked Alf, getting off
the table, and striding up and down.
““That's the question, old man. Of course,
there's something to be said for my pater’s
point of view, There’s certainly not room
enough for 2all of us in the Ancient House,
and I suppose the seniors come first, so
we juniors are to be pushed into other
schools. And once the Governing Board
finally decides, it’'ll be too late to A

“0ddslife!?? ejaculated Archie, sitting
forward. ¢ An idea, laddie! A bhally brain-
wave! What-ho! It seems to me that
you've absolutely come to the right depart-
ment.”’

Alf Brent looked at
doubtfully.

“You've really got an idea?” he asked
with an incredulous stare.

‘¢ Absolutely!®

“ Something to put
whole scheme??”’

his elegant chum

the stopper on the

““Well, hardly that. old chestnut,” ad-
| mitted Archie. “The fact is, I've got an



jdea how we can get an idea, if you [ollow
me."”’
1 don't,”
drivelling.”
“I say! Somewhat
tested Archie.

said Al[ bluntly, ¢ You're
terse, what?"” pro-
“But [ mean to say, what
about Phipps? That's the idea, Alf, old
bird! Call in Phipps, and I'll guarantee
that the priceless old egg will absolutely
produce suggestions as swifty as a dashed
magician takes rabbits out of a hat.”

Alf Brent looked interested.

“You're not drivelling after all,”” he said
generously. ¢ Phipps, eh? [I'm bound to
admit he’s a brainy 'sort of chap.”

“Prainy?” repeated Archie. ¢ My dear
old horse, Phipps i3 entirely compesed of
brain. I1f he liked, he could be Prime
Minister! I mean to say, the cove is an
“absolute marvel! It doesn't matter how
Knotty the problem, he just gives one
swift thought, and everything's over.”

All went across the room, and pushed the
bell,

A few moments later, Phipps appeared,
and looked inquiringly at his young master.

“0Oh, rather!” said Archie. * What
about it, Phipps? Kindly get the gear-box
to work, and produce a few suggestions.”

“If you will inform me of the probi e,

sir, 1 will do my best.””
““The problem ?”’ repeated Archie,
“Good gad! Of course, vou don't know

anything about it, do you? Alf, old teacup,
Kindly trot out the facts, so that Phipps
¢an wrap himself round them.”

And Alf, thus appcaled to, lost no time
in telling Phipps of the unplmnmt prospect.
Archie’s valet listened with grave attention,
and when he had heard all he stroked hl:-
chin in a thoughtful way,

“ A diflieult position, young gentiemen,”
he admitted., *““I appreciate the reluctance
you feal—the natural reluctance to go away
1o other schools. It iz very serious.”

Archie dropped his monaocle.

““ But, gadslife!”' he ejaculated. ¢ You
don't mean to stand there, Phipps, and tell
s that the good old attie is absolutely
vacant?®

“No, sir,” said Phipps. “I already have
a little suggestion to offer.”

CHAPTER 1V.
THE CALL OF THE CLAN,
GLEN

RCHIRE 5 N -
THORNE beamed.
“Without wishing

to imitate a dashed
farmyard, T must admit that
I feel inclined to crow!" he

observed. ““ What-ho! What

did T tell you, Alf, old sunlight? Phipps
has got an idea!”

& mere suggestion, of course, sir,”

I'lupm hastened to put in.
in brief, amounts to this.

“The problem,
Only a limited

can’'t

1 terrific!
'a holiday!”

‘insist upon a special tent

number of boys are returning to St. Frank’s,
and these boys-will consist bDlElV of seniors.
The junior young gentlemen, including your-
selves, will be dispatched to various other
scholastic establishments.”

“That’s it,”” said Alf.
¢“Well, sir, is not the solution quite
oby I{)lla?” asked Phipps  respectfully.

“There is no accommodation for you at St.
Frank's, and yet you don’t wish to go away.
Surely it means that the necessary accom-
modation must be provided?”’

““Oddso!’”  ejaculated Archie. “But
there isn’'t any, laddie.”

“That's just it,”” added Alf. “ We’'re not
s0 feeble-minded as all that, Phipps. Yon
know as well as 1 do that half the school
was busted up 2

“ Precisely so, sir,”” put in Phipps gently.
““ At the same time, there are alternative
methods. - I'or instance, I have heard on
the best authority, that canvas is quite an
excellent roofing material.”

Alf Brent started.

“(Canvas?” he repeated.

“Tents, sir.”

““Tents!” yelled Brent.

b

“ Exaetly, .sir,” said Phipps. “Camping
in this weather iz, I believe, a pure delight,
There may be occasionai rain, of course--
[ think it is understood that the English

“You—you mean

summer sometimes affords us a great
variety in weather conditions.”

“Camping out!” exclaimed Alf, his eyes
gleaming, ““Tents on the playing fields!
A whole giddy flock of them, Archie!
That’'s the scheme! Why not?”

“ Absolutely not,” agreed Archje. I
mean to say, absolutely! Why, as yonu

say, not? I must confess, of course, that
the prospect iz even fouler than bhefore, buy
it seems to tickl!e you. Camping out in
tents, and all that sort of stuff has never
exactly appealed to me. Phipps, laddie, [
must ohserve that your suggestion depart-
ment has slipped a bally cog or twol”

1 am sorry, sir!”

“I mean to say, camping!” said Archie,
with a shudder. ¢ Sleeping on wet grass,
and all that sort of thing! Dash it, I'd
rather go to another bally school!”?

“Don’t you belicve it, Archie,” said Alf
Brent. ¢ This suggestion of Phipps’ is the
abzolute goods! It's a brain-wave, and I
understand why we didn’t thidk of
it. It only shows that it takes a master
mind to suggest these little details. St.
Frank's under canvas, eh? I tell you, it’s
The rest of this term will be like

Archie sank back upon the lounge.

““Opinions, of course, differ!” he sighed.:
*Kindly carry on! Take no notice of me
whatever., But if this poisonous proposi-
tion comes into force, I shall absolutely
with a double
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flooring, electric light, and a corner reserved ) had just arrived with Church and McClure,

for Phipps.”?

“You can insist on Wwhat you like, old
man,’”” said Alf generously. “I'll buzz
straight home and tell my paler about
this. He's bound to agree, and then I can
Jet all the other fellows know——""

Phipps coughed, and Al looked at him.

‘Begging your pardon for interrupting,
sir,” gaid Phipps. “But I should advise
you to think twice before approaching your
father,”

- ¢ 'Why?”

“I fear he would take the suggestion in

a manner quite opposed to your own hopes,
gir,’?  replied Phipps gravely. ¢ Nothing
definite is going to be decided until to-
morrow, and I therefore propose a dis-
cussion,”? :

- ¢ A-discussion?’? repeated Alf.

“Yes, sir. Such young gentlemen 2as
Master Nipper and Master Handforth and
‘Master Pitt are all available by telephone.
I propose that you ring them up, and that
a meeting is held forthwith. On their way
here, the young 'gentlemen can call and
E}"“ﬁ others who are not so easily accessi-

e. _ |

Alf Brent calmed down. -

“I must admit, Phipps, you've got the
right idea,” he said admiringly. ‘A Form-
meecting, eh? Yes, Reggie Pitt ought to
know about this. And perhaps we can send
a proper deputation to my pater, It would
have more effect, I expect.”

“I was about to say the same thing
myself, sir,”” said Phipps. )

“Good man!”? declared Alf crisply.
“Where’s your telephone, Archie? We’ll
ring up Pitt and Nipper and Handforth
and the few others at once.”

And within a few minutes Alf was busy
at the telephone. He got hold of Nipper
all right, and Nipper promised to come,
and he would collect Tommy Watson and
Sir  Montie Tregellis-West on the way.
Reggie Pitt undertook to bring Jack Grey
and Bob Christine and Buster Boots. As
for Handforth, Church and MecClure, they
were already with him, and they promised
to start for Jermyn Street straight away.

Alf finished with the telephone at last,
and hung up the receiver.

“Phew! Well, that’s done!” he . ex-
claimed. = “There’s something moving—and

it'll be a pity if the Fourth ecan’t push
this thing through!”»

CHAPIER V.,
INTER?IEWIN{? SIR JORN.

(< "HAT rot. Send-
: ing us away to
other schools? 1
never heard of
such a dotty idea!”

Edward Oswald Handforth,
the rmasterful leader of Study
-~ D, spoke with all his usual bluntness. He

and Alf had explained the situation.

“It’s a faet,” said Brent. ¢ But there’s
no need to worry—Phipps has thought of a
gopd idea. Instead of us going to other
schools, he proposes that we should camp
out in tepts. In that way we can all be
at St. Frauk’s, and there’ll be lots of fun.”

‘“ Rather!”” said Church enthusiastically.
“It’ll be ripping, under canvas. Might
-rain a bit, of course, but that’ll add to
the charm of it.” _

Handforth strode up and down, with his
hands clasped behind his back, and his
head sunk forward. He looked like a
human edition of Felix, and suddenly he
came to a halt.

“JI’ve got it!”’ bhe ejaculated. “ We’'ll go
into camp !

¢“Eh?” said Brent staring.

“Tents ! said Handforth triumphantly.
“There isn’t room for us in the school,
and so we’ll go under canvas! It's a jolly
good thing you told me about this!
You've got the benefit of my ideas now!”

Alf grinned. - Handforth :didn’t really
know that he was being funny. In some
strange way he believed that his sugges-
tion was original. And he was tremendously
enthusiastic about .it. -

Then Reginald Pitt and Jack Grey and
a few more arrived. And,on their heels
came Nipper and Tregellis-West and Tommy -
Watson. Archie’s sitting-room was like =«
8t. Frank’s common-room during a Form
nmeeting. |

“0Of course, we simply can't think of
‘being pushed off into other schools,” de-
clared Nipper, at length. ¢ There's no tel-
ling where we shall find ourselves or how
we shall be distributed. It’'s up to the
Fourth to stick together—and the Third
ought to be just as firm.” ' :

“Blow the Third!” said Handforth.
“It’l1 be all the better if my minor and
his gang go somewhere else.”

“1 don’t like to spoil your exhibition of
brotherly love, old'son, but the Third ought
to be considered,” went on Nipper. “ Any-
how, if Sir John Brent agrees to the camp-
ing idea at all, he’ll allow the Third to
participate in the scheme. We ought to
see Sir John at once.”

“That’s it—a deputation,” agreed Reggie
Pitt. ‘“We’'ll put it to him gently, and
use all our persuasive powers. Do you
think we stand much chance, Alf?**

“Oh, I think so0,” said Brent. My
pater’s a pretty decent old sort. Somehow,
I don’t think I'd better come—he’ll take
a lot more notice of ‘you fellows, Nipper
ought to do most of the talking—he's got
the hest gift of the gab.” |

“The .deputation ought to be limited
to three,” exclaimed Pitt. “I suggest Nip-
per and - Buster :Boots and myself. I'm
Form skipper, and I really ought to be
there—*

“What about me?” demanded Hand-
\ forth, glaring.. . .



« My dear chap, there’s no need—-"

“Rot!” roared Handforth. “ The thing’s
going to be an absolute failure unless I
go! e¢How do you expect Sir John to
agree unless I talk to him? 1'm not going
to be messed about like this—I've got to
be included in the deputation!”

Nipper winked at the others.

¢ Yes, I think Handy ought to come,” he
said gravely. ‘We don't want to jeopar-
dise the success of the mission. All right,
then—we four: Boots, Pitt, Handforth, and
myself.”

‘The rest agreed. It was felt that Hand-
forth's inclusion in the party would lead
to trouble. but it had to be risked. There
would be a lot more trouble if he was ex-

cluded.

There was no delay, either. Alf men-
tioned that his pater was always at home
in the neighbourhood of lunch-time, and ne
was generally in a good humour at thit
hour. So the deputation left at once,

Arriving at Sir John’s house in the West
Iind, the four juniors were shown in, ana
learned with satisfaction that their quarry
was at home, Furthermore, he consented to

see them, and they were shown into the
library, '

“ Good-morning boys—good-morning ! “said
Sir  John genially, as the deputation
entered. ““If you have come for Alfred,
I'm afraid you will be disappointed. I
understand he~has gone to see Yyoung

Glenthorne.” -

““No, sir. 1t’s something quite different,’’
said Nipper. “1 hope Alf hasn't given away
any speclal secrets, but we all understand
that there’s going to be some big changes
when this half-term starts, next week.”

Sir John looked rather surprised.

““Well, yes,” he replied. *“That’s natural,
too. You all know the condition of the
school—-"’

“Is it true that we're pgoing to be sent
off to other schools, sir?” put in Hand-
forth bluntly.

“So Alfred has told you, eh?’” smiled
Sir John. ¢ Well, boys, although nothing
has been definitely decided, it is practieally
settled that you will be distributed. There
is really nothing else to be done. Your
- education has to be thought of, and the
holidays cannot be extended indefinitely
while the school is being rebuilt.”

“We quite understand that, sir,” said
Nipper. ‘“But, at the same time, we feel
that there’s another way out of the dif-
ficulty, We're here, sir, as a deputation of
the Fourth Form.”

Sir John Brent raised his eyebrows.

~ “Oh, indeed!” he said. = ‘“A purely
business visit, eh? In that case, young
gentlemen, you had bebtter sit down, and

we will discuss the matter -in a purely
formal way.”

!
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' *“ Hold on, sir !’ said Handforth,
giving the corner of Sir John’s desk a
heavy thump.  ‘* When it comes to
discipline, we’ll look after that!
All you've got.to do to-morrow is to
put this thing to the Board of Direc-
tors, and push it through !*’

CHAPTER VI,
NOTHING DOING.

IR JOHN BRENT'S
calm acceptance of
the situation pleased
the deputation im-

mensely. His crisp air of

business-like keenness  was

just what they wanted. It
was a great thing to have such a prompt
hearing. I'or, although Sir John was Alf
Brent's father, he was also that exalted
person, the Chairman of the Board of
Governors.

“Now, boys,”” he said briskly. < You
have an alternative suggestion? I shall be
only too pleased to hear it—and if it is
worthy of any consideration, I shall place
it before the Governing Board during the
course of to-morrow’s meeting.”
The juniors didn't know that Sir John

was deliberately adopting ' his business-like
attitude. He told himself that he might
as well humour these youngsters. They

deserved it for havin
to him in this way.
“It's quite simple,

¢ the nerve to come

sir,” sald Nipper.



“The Modern House is a wreck, and the

Ancient House isn't big enough to accommo- |

date everybody. But wouldn't it be bet-
ter if the whole school remained intact?”
“Undoubtedly it would be better.”
“Then we've only got to have the ac-
commodation provided, sir, and St. Frank’s
needn’t be disintegrated,”” went on Nipper.
““Qur suggestion is simply this—that we
juniors go under canvas,”
‘“Under canvas!” ejaculated
“* Impossible !*’
“Not at all,

-Sir John.

sir—it’'s done every sum-
mer,” put in Nipper quickly. ¢‘The scouts
do it—and cadets, and lots of fellows. We
only need the tents, and we.can be quitle
comfortable under canvas. And we shall
all be together, and St. Frank's won’t be
divided. We thought you might decide
upon this at the meeting to-morrow.”

Sir John thoughtfully knocked the ash
offt his cigar. His attitude was gradually
changing. He was losing his genial smile,
and becoming grave. He realised, in fact,
that these juniors were perfectly serious,
and that the proposition was an earnest
one.

““You really mean this, then?” he asked.
“Well, boys, I'm sorry to disappoint you,

but I am afraid the- suggestion is quite
out of place. I do not blame you for
desiring to stand by the school, but this
camping proposition is quite out of the
question.”’

‘“That’s not final, is it, sir?” asked Nip-
per.

“I am afraid so 2

“0Oh, but look here!”
forth. “Half a tick,
got the most say

broke in Hand-
sir! Haven’t we
in the matter? We're
the chaps who are aflected, and if we're
ready to live in tents, instead of proper
rooms, it’s our giddy lookout! It won't
affect you at all!” .

Sir John frowned.

““You forget that it affects me in quite
another way,” he replied. *“As Chairman
of the Governors, I am responsible for the
school’s discipline—for the health of the
boys—for the general conduct of the whole
establishment. And it would be a pure
farce to have half the school campineg on
the grounds and living in tents.”

‘“‘ Farce, sir?’’ asked Reggie Pitt.

“Yes, my boy,” replied Sir John. “ No
discipline would be possible—even rules and

regulations could not be adheréd to. I'm |
sorry, for I can perceive that you came
here with high hopes. But, really, the

idea is quite impossible,
of your minds.”

There was a finality about Sir John’s
tone which carried conviction, and the mem-
bers of the deputation looked at one
another rather hopelessly. Handforth was
the only one who remained hopeful—and
his optimism was proverbial.

. ‘“Hold on, sir,” he said, standing up, and
giving the corner of Sir John'’s desk a heavy

Put it right out

thump,
looking after that!
to-morrow is to put this thing to the Board

‘* When it comes to discipline, we're
All you’ve got to do

of Directors, and push it through! Have
all the tents provided, and the camp-beds,
and all that, and leave the rest to us!”

‘“Indeed !”” said Sir John. ¢I've got to
put this to the Direeiors?” |

““Yes, sir.”

“And push it through?”

“Yes, sir.”

*“And we must have the tents provided?”

“Yes, sir.” '

“And these, I take it,
orders 7"

**Yes, sir—— I—I mean, no, sir!” gasped
Handforth,

“I'm glad to hear that,” said Sir John
ominously. “I1 was quite under the im-
pression that you were giving me instruec-
tions. However, we will let it pass. I have
already told you that the plan’ eannot be
carried out. In your boyish enthusiasm
you have taken it for granted that this
scheme would be successful. But it cannot

[
are your strict

come into operation.”

“Any particular reason, sir?” asked
Nipper quietly.
“Several—but I can name one which is

quite sullicient,” said Sir John, *“It would
be perfectly incongruous to have the junior
school encamped in the college grounds—
living in tents, and wearing Eton suits, and
so forth., §St, Frank’s, indeed, would be a
laughing-stock.”

““ But  under
sir——-" _

“The circumstances may be exceptional,
but not to such an extent as that,” inter-
rupted Sir John firmly.® “It would be quite
diffierent if you were Boy Scouts—quite
different. In that case, you would be wear-
ing the proper clothing, you would be under
discipline, and a camp would be in the
ordinary nature of things.”

“Yes, sir,” said the deputation.

“But you are not Boy Scouts, and, if it
comes to that, St. Frank’'s has no Boy Scout
troop,” said Sir John. “So it is quite usa
less to continue this discussion.”

the special circumstances,

CITAPTER VII.
THE ONLY WAY.
IPPER allowed a little
gleam to appear n
N his eyes.

“Very well, sir—
we’'ll gzo!”  he exclaimed.
“We quite understand your
point, and we¢ appreciale

that nothing can be done. DBut, just: for:
the sake of argument, suppose we were

Boy Secouts.”
Sir John laughed.
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dear lad, arc not Boy

6 Lf}r
Scouts——
«“ But for the sake of argument, sir?"

“In that case, of course, I should give
the suggestion more consideration,” said
Sir John. *“ A summer camp would, perhaps,
be quite permissible. But you are merely
wasting my time—-"

“And we're wasting ours,” sald Nipper
hriskly. *Sorry, sir! We'll clear off, and
accept your decision as final. Hope we
naven’t bothered you too much, sir."”

“Not at all—not at all!” beamed Sir
John, “I am pleased to find that you are
acting so sensibly. Don’'t be disappointed,
boys—the separation will only be a brief
onc, for the summer holidays will soon be
here, and after that a new St. Frank's will
have arisen. I can assure you that it will
be a better St. Frank's from every point of
view."”

And with this the deputation had to Le
satisfied. They got outside, and all four
were looking rather troubled. Handforth,
indeed, was bubbling over with indignation.

“You're a jolly fine spokesman!” he ex-
claimed tartly, turning on Nipper.
“Wouldn't let me get a word in edgeways—
and then you calmly ended up by telling
Sir John that we accepted his decision as
final! What rot! We haven't done any-
thing of the sort!”

“ Nipper was right,” said Busfer Boots.
“You can't lecture a chap like Sir John
Brent—he's even more exclusive than the
Head himself. Nipper was diplomatic—he
pleased the old hoy.”

“Just what I thought,” said Reggie. “We
should only have done ourselves harm by
arguing. Well, it's all up—we’'re dished!”

“Dished?” echoed Handforth, glaring.
“You—youn weaklings! I'm jolly well going
Lack, and I'll tell Sir John "

“Hold on!” interrupted Nipper grimly.
“Don't get excited!”

“As for you!” said Handforth wither-
ingly. “As for you—you're a giddy failure!
I don't like to say it, Nipper, but I'm
ashamed of you! By George! I thought
you were made of different stuff!”

He stood in the middle of the pavement
and looked Nipper deliberately up and down
from crown to toe. Nipper, however, re-
fused to wither under the scorching gaze.
He merely chuckled.

“Sorry, Handy—it grieves me to know
that you're ashamed of me,” he smiled.
“But perhaps I'd better explain that there
was a method in my meckness. You needn’t
think I've given up this scheme. I'mn keener
on it than ever I was.”

“But, you ass, you accepted Sir John's
decision as final.”

“I know that.” |

“And Bir John told us that the whole
thing was off.”

“I know that, too,” said Nipper. “And
there's a third thing I know—Sir John told

you
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us that if we were Boy Scouts, he would
give this camping proposition full con-
sideration.”

“You—you fathead!” howled Handforth.
“We're not Boy Scouts!”

“That's just the point,” said Nipper,
nodding.

‘“What do yvou mean?”

“My dear ass, it’s as simple as falling
off a form,” smiled Nipper. * There’s only

one thing for us to do, and there’'s no
earthly reason why we shouldn’t do it. Sir
John says Boy Scouts—so we'll be Boy

Scouts! Anything wrong with that?”
The other members of the deputation
stared at him with flushed faces.

“You mean—let’s form a St. Frank’s
Scout troop?” asked Pitt tensely.

“ Exactly!”

“By jingo!” breathed Pitt. ¢ It’s a brain-
wave!”

“You bet it is!” declared Buster. *“As
Nipper says, it’s the only thing to be done.
Let's go back and tell Sir John that we’ll
all be Scouts, and then he may change his
mind—-"

“Wait a minute, Buster, old man,” put
in Nipper. “I admire your exhibition of
pushfulness, but it's the wrong policy.
One Scout troop won't be enough for ali of
us—we must have two.”

‘““That's a good idea,” said Reggie. *“One
troop for the Modern House chaps and
one troop for us. And two camps, eh?”

“Two camps,” nodded Nipper. “And two
Scoutmasters.” :

HEh?H

“Two Scoutmasters,” repeated Nipper.
“That’s the vital point of the whole
business. We can’'t form two Boy Scout

troops ourselves—the Scoutmaster’s got to
be in command. So beforec we go near Sir
John again, we've got to have our Scout-
master’s all ready.”

“Yes, but who?”
dubiously.

“I think I can persuade the guv’nor to
be one,” said Nipper slowly. “ And there’s
old Barry Stokes, too—he’s a sport. I'll
bet he’d agree if we put it to aim.”

“By George, ves!" declared Handforth.
“Mr, Lee and Mr. Stokes. It’s the greatest
scheme that’s ever happened! Boy Scouts,
ch? That sort of uniform will suit me
down to the ground. Of course, I shall be
a patrol leader—"

“We’ll go into all those details later, old
son,” interrupted Nipper gently. * Before
we talk about patrol Teaders, let’s get the
troops organised. There's a terrific lot of
work to be done, and everything depends
upon the Scoutmasters., If they fail us,
we're dished.” ]

But, somehow, the deputation felt thab

asked Reggie Pift

| there was still hope,



o
Ta—

1y

SA77HlIl_THE NELSON

CHAPTER VIIL
ANOTHER STEP FORWARD.

HEN the rest of the
juniors heard the
result of the
deputation’s visit,

there were many long faces.
But Nipper's Boy Scout sug-
gestion put a different com-
plexion on things.

“There’s just a chance that we shall be

L
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with" on¢ or two of the others. And steps
were taken to get into communication with
more members of the Fourth who knew
nothing about the new idea.

“We're quite safe, of course,” said Alf
Brent. * All the chaps will prefer to become
Boy Scouts—better than being sent to other
schools, anyway. We can look upon the
Fourth as solid.”

“ Absolutely,” agreed Archie. “At the
same time, old scout, T must admit that
the whole affair positively appals me. I

able to pull it off,” decclared Nipper. “In ! mean to say, living in tents, and all that
any case, this is the sort of thing!”

crucial moment. Don’'t PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S “You'll get used to
forget, there’s a tre- WHO. it, Archie,” grinned
mendous lot of pre- Fourth Series—Sixth Form. Alf. A little taste

work to be
Scout. troops
can't be formed in
half an hour. Oour
Scoutmasters—if W e
get any—will have to
get 1nto touch with
the Jlocal association
authorities, and all
sorts of other things.”
“I don't see how it's
going to he don2,” |
said  Bob  Christine,
“Scouts have to pass
all sorts of tests
before they're given
their badges, and the
tests are pretty stiff,

paratory
done.

NOTE.—The averaze age of Sixth Form
boys

of the simple life will

is 18. do you a world of
zood.”

“ But, dash it, I
don’t want to be done
any good!” objected
Archie.  “TUpon the

whole, laddie, I think
I prefer to be counted
ont——"

“Then you'd better
think again!” growled

Alf.  “There’ll be no
ibsentees., The Fourth
goes into this thing

solid, or not at all!”
Archie gave a hollow
nioan,

even to become a : “‘Then it seems
I'enderfoot, I've heard. W3 there’s no escape,” he
Most of us will pass s sald  sorrowfully, I
ali that, but others =4\ must bear up and face
won’t " BN the old situash with

“I'll put that to the o W\ all the celebrated
guv'nor,” interrupted : Glenthorne fortitude.”
Nipper. “He'll prob- Archie mentally de-
ably be able to make ©A%¥ No. 10.—Hobart Conroy (Con- cided that he i'ou!d

a  special arrange-
ment with the giddy

association. Anything neither

at

geer ™

TE

Fair

roy major).
An easy-going kind of senior—
brilliant
most

give Phipps a decided
ticking-off at the first

dull. opportunity—for, after

nor
and

can be done if we're B ; sports, a all, this foul scheme
determined enough. [&=¢ DPopular in both the senior had  originated :n
The main thing is to f==f “nd junior schools.  His Phipps’ fertile mind.
form the two troops.” =k ¢hief hobby is avoiding his Without him, there
“ Hear' hear!” ':_::g\‘ t-“'o youngenr brothers, may have been no
“Let's get a move k{@“‘_ . ' i suggestion of camping

“You go and see Mr. Lee, and find out
his opinion, Nipper,” said Reggie Pitt
briskly. “I'll pop round and see Mr. Stokes.
He and his wife are: staying somewhere in
Bayswater—I can easily find out their
addeess. The sooner we can get something
moving the better.”

And considerable activity prevailed.

Nipper went off to Gray’s Inn Road at
once, accompanied by Tregellis-West ani
Watson. Pitt & Co. sallied out in search
of Mr. Beverley Stokes, the popular master
of the Ancient House.

I

Archie and Alf remained in Jermyn Street,*

whatever,

In the mecantime, Nipper had arrived in
Gray's Imm Road, and was putting the
position very delicately before Nelson Lee.
The famous schoolmaster-detective was
vrather amused, and he listened sympatheti-
cally.

“T ecan apdreciate your reluctance to
be sent to another school, young ’un,” he
observed, at length. *‘““And to tell the

truth, I am not at all keen upon staying
at St. Frank’s under the present conditions,
There will be a deal of confusion, any
amount of noise, and life will not be in
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any way agreeable. A few weeks under
canvas, however, is a different thing.”

“You like the idea, guv'nor?” asked Nip-
per eagerly.

“Well, I'll confess it appeals to me,” ad-
mitted Lee. ““And the Boy Scout move-
ment is one I entirely approve of. 1 have
often thought that St. Frank's ought to
have a troop of its own. It seems that
the opportunity has now arisen.”

“Then you’ll be our scoutmaster, sir?”

“Yes, if the scheme can be managed, I'll
accept that position of honour,” smiled Lee.
““What is more, I will see Mr. Stokes, and
together we will beard Sir John Brent in
his den.”

Nipper was overjoyed. He had hardly ex-
pected such success as this. Indeed, he
knew from Nelsen Lee's tone that the
thing was practically settled. For once his
guv'nor made up his mind to anything, he
allowed no obstacle to bar the way.

Nelson Lee, in fact, realised that his posi-
tion was rather delicate. If he refused to
become scoutmaster, the whole suggestion
might go by the board. Yet he was quite
altracted by the prospect—for, as he had
said, he had frequently desired to see a
Scout troop at St. Frank’s.

By consenting to form a troop he would
virtually place the seal of success upon the
venture—and by refusing, he would kill it.
And a few weeks under canvas in the month
of June sounded very enticing.

So it seemed that the great idea weou'd
materialise, after all.

CHAPTER IX.
OSWALD MEANS BUSINESS.

ATISFACTION was
general a couple of
hours later.

Pitt re-

Reginald

ported that Mr. Beveriey
Stokes was quite willing to
become Scoutmaster of the
sceond troop. For the time being, he would
desert the Ancient House fellows—for Nel-
son Lee would naturally contro! that troop.
.Buster Boots & Co. were quite agreeable,
for they knew that “ Barry »” Stokes would
make an ideal leader.

The latest news was that Nelson Lee
and Mr. Stokes would get together that
evening, discuss the whole position, and see
Sir John forthwith. And the final decision
would be arrived at during the Board meet-
ing the next day.

But everybody was very optimistic.

Reggie Pitt and Nipper and Boots and
several others got busy with letter-writing.
They communicated with every Fourth-
Former and every Third-Former who was
at present out of reach. Of course, it was
a foregone conclusion what their verdiect
would be—for to spend the rest of the
term under canvas was a prospect which

EDWARD

M THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY |

| stiflly,

(D
IRRED

would™ appeal to everybody, even including
such bounders as Fullwood & Co,

** Not that it matters much,” declared
Nipper. * Supposing a dozen fellows jibbed?
Well, they can keep out of it. Let them
go olf to some other school., We'll have
plenty for our iwo troops, anyhow.”

So  the matter was left wundecided.
Nothing would be kuown for certain until
the meeting of the Governors. And Alf
Brent promised to telephone round the very
instant he heard the final news.

So the meeting dispersed, and the varinns
juniors went home. Handforth took Church
and McClure home with him, and there was
a strange gleam in Edward Oswald's eyes.
He hadn't said much, but his chums koew

that he had come to some detinite de-
cision,
¢ Hallo! What's the thougbtful frown
for?”

Willy, Handforth'’s younger brother, con-
fronted the trio in the hall, a moment after.
they had entered. Handforth looked at him
with a start. There was a pained c¢xpres-
sion on his face.

“My only hat!” he exclaimed plaintively.
“Have we got to be bothered with you
now? Clear off, Willy! You're not wanted !’

Willy didn't seem at all dismayed.

“Better go easy,” he suggested. * The
pater's having a nap, and he deesn't like
a lot of noise. He's in a bit of a temper,
too.”

““I suppose you've been bothering him?”
growled Edward Oswald.

“Me?” asked Willy. “Of course, I
haven't! Old Marmaduke managed to get
into pater’s library a little while ago,
and chewed up a few papers, but I don't
see why that should upset him. Then he
happened to run across Sebastian, too, and
the way he bolted was pretty rich. Any-
body might think that Sebastian - was

| dangerous.”’

Handforth looked round suspiciously.

‘““Have you got that rotten snake of
yours anywhere about here?”” he demaunded.
‘“By George! It’s about time you took up
fretwork as a hobby, or scmething like
that! These pets of yours are getting a
bit thick! Thank goodness we shall be rid

of you for the rest of the term.”

Willy smiled sweetly.

“Well, of course, w¢ won't argue,” he
said. “But I don't quite see where you
get your idea from. If I'm in the :ame
camp a3 you——-"

“Camp?” asked Handferth, with a star:.
“What camp?” ,

“We're all going to be Scouts, aren't
we?? asked Willy.

Handforth assumed an air of cold indit-
ference. He had made up his miad that
he wouldu't tell his minor a word about
this Boy Scout schieme, and he wasn't going
to“be pumped! |

“You can go and eat coke!” he said
“I'm not going to tell you any.
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“to be a Scout, too!
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thing about :
word! So don’t try any of your tricks!”

“You won't tell me that we're going to
be Boy Scouts?”

¢No, I won't!” :

“Or that we’re going into camp?”

“ Not a word!”

“Or that Mr. Lee and Mr., Stokes are
going to be Scoutmasters?”

“You can pump me all you like, but 1
won’'t say anything,” said Handforth
firmly.
a dead secret!”

- Church and McClure grinned loudly.

“You fathead!” chuckled Church. * Willy
knows all sbout it! Hasn't he just been

tellimg you?”

Handforth started. ‘

“By George!” he ejaculated. “1 didn't
Jook at it like that! Willy, my lad, I

don’t know how you've got your informa-
tion——"

“I wouldn't keep you in
worlds,” interrupted Willy.
talking to Nipper on the telephone
about twenty minutes——*

“Just like that ass to jabber!” grawvied
Handforth. ¢ Well, keep it dark! It'll
probably be all the better if you go to
some other school. I shall have some rest
for a few weeks!” ) _

“My dear, deluded chump!” said Willy.
“You seem to be under the impression
that. I shan’t be with you! DBut I'm going
I've already got some
extra money from the pater to buy my
uniform. Mothing’s settled yet, but it’s
just as well to be omr the safe side. The
pater would have paid up anything to get
rid of Sebastian!”

And Willy sauntered off with his hands
in his trousers’ pockets, leaving his major
gazing after him with rising wrath.

the dar% for
“I’ve bceen
for

CHAPTER X.
HANDY AT THE OUTFITTERS.

DWARD OSWALD
E found his voice at

blessed gang into our camp?
Why, we wouldn’t allow it!”

“But it’s all arranged,” said McClure
gently. ““These two troops are to consist
of Fourth-Formers and Third-Formers——*"

““ Rubbish!” interrupted Handforth. “I'm
going to put my foot down on that! Fags,
indeed! On the same footing as oursclves!
Not likely! If they come in at all, they'll
only be Cubs!”?

“But Cubs are younger!” said Church,
shaking his head. ¢ They're called Wolf
Cubs, or something, and the age limit is
about eleven. Willy's ‘over twelve, so he’ll
paturally be a full-blown scout.”

what’s been planned—not a )

“It's no good, my lad—this thing’s.

last.

‘““3young idiot!” he
snorted. “‘Does he think
he’'s going to bring his

e
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glared.

you know more about this than 1
do?” he demanded tartly. <1 tell you I
won't let Willy come in as a scout! He
and his blessed gang can have a camp for
themselves! 1It’'ll be a lot better if there's
a third troop, under another Scoutmaster

Handforth
(11 DO

altogether.”
“That’s not a bad idea,” said McClure
thoughtfully. “You never know—Mr. Clif-

ford might be persuaded to become a Scout-
master. Anyway, we shall see later on.”

“Yes, it's all in a state of uncertainty
at present,” said Church. *“The best
thing we can do is to go off to Wembley
this afternoon, and forget all about Scouts
until to-morrow.””

Handforth turned a delicate pink.

“ Blow Wembley!' he growled.
going somewhere else.”

Church had unwittingly touched upon a
sore point. It was only a few days since
Handforth had fallen violently in love with
a waitress at one of the Exhibition
restaurants—and had fallen just as violently
out. But, having visited Wembley about a
dozen times during the course of his in-
fatuation, he naturally wished to give the
famous Exhibition a wide berth for the rest
of the holidays. Wembley had ceased to
charm him,

¢ No, there's something else to be done!"
he went on, “Wait down here for two
minutes while 1T get some money. I've got
a fiver upstairs, and I shall need all of
it. We're going- to Ramages straight off.
You needn’t ask any questions—I shan’t
tell you what we're going to do, or where
we're going.” |

“But you just said that we're goin~ to
Ramages!” exelaimed Church.

“Oh. did 1?” said Handforth. It must
have slipped out. I mean to have all my
scouting outfit complete—I'm going to huy
evervthing! They’ll provide me with a
complete outfit at Ramages. ineluding all
the badges and stars, and stripes, and
everything else.” '

Church -and MecClure were aghast.

“But you don't want any badges and
stars!” said McClure. “They can only be
worn by old-timers—chaps who've won their
badges on merit! Besides, why go and
buy your outfit before we know anything
definite? The Governors may squash the
whole giddy proposition.”?

Handforth sniffed.

“You're jealous—that's what it is!” he
said tartly. “You can’t get your outfits,
and you're going to stop me getting mine!

“We're

But it won't work! We're going to get
lt;h;am” P‘uw! And you're coming- with me to
elp!

Church and: McClure knew that it would
be hopeless to argue. It wasn’t any good
pointing out that the outfit would be use-
less if the St. Frank’s Governors squashed
the scheme. Handforth had set his' mind
upon vigiting the outfitters, and there was
an end to it,
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Five minutes later the chums of Study D
were on -a ‘bus, travelling Cityvwards. The
afternoon was hot and sunny, and they were
only too glad when they reached the great
outfitters.

““ Scouts outfitting department, sir?” said
a Keen-looking gentleman, as Handforth
made his requirements known, ¢ (Certainly!
Thiz way, sir!??

The three iuniors were
the necessary department,
looked round with interest,

““1 shall want about three complete out-
fits,” he decided. “It's no good having
just one—it's always as well to be prepared.
I've made up my mind to have one green
ahirt, one blue shirt, and one khaki. Then
I'll have a red scarf, and blue shorts.”

““Is that advisable, sir?"” asked +the
assistant in sarprise. ‘It is usual to have
the scarf of the troop eolour, and the shirts
should surely be all the same?”

“I’'m buying these things!" said Hand-
forth tartly. 1 believe in having plenty
of colours! T want some special stockings
with plenty of pattern; a kind of Tartan,
or something of that sort.”

directed towards
and IHandforth

“Scouts stockings are always in plain
colours, sir,”
“I can’t help that,” esaid Handforth.

“I've got my own ideas as to what’s right
and what’s wrong, I shall want a haver-
&ack, too—and a staffi. Then I shall want
shoulder badges, and one each of all the
proficieney badges, too. You can have them
sewn on the sleeves——""

‘““All of them, sir?” asked tha assistant,
“wghast.

“Of course.”

‘““But there are so many!”

“I don’t care about that—I'm going to
have the outfit complete!” said Handforth
firmiy. “Just you take my orderz, and I'll
foot the billl”

Church and MeClure looked on
fortably. Handforth, in his
didn’t seem to realise that he was pro-
claiming his ignorance to all and sundry.
He bhad evidently made up his mind to bhe
a complete Scout Troop all rolled into one.

uncom-
enthusiasm,

T U —

CHAPTER XI.
ALL COMPLETE!

¢ OOK here, old
o man,” said Chureh
soft.dy, “Y ou

don’t need to buy
all these things. It's only
necessary to have tender-
foov's outfit to start with.”
‘“Are you callirg me a tenderfoot?’ de-
manded Handforth.
“What do you think you are—a Scout-
master?” asked Church sarcastically.
“ Anybody might think you were a Scout-

L e e -

master, and on officer, and a King's Scout,
and a cook, and a swimmer, and a tele-
graphist, and a woodman, and a printer,
and a plumber, and everything else com-
bined!”’

“I'm going to have the lot—so that 1
shall be prepared,” replied Handforth
obstinately. ¢ There’s another  thing.
Naturally, I'm going to be leader of the
troop, and a patrol leader, too——" :

“You can’'t be both!”® objected MecClure.

“T1 can be anything!’’ snorted Handforth.
“1've decided that my patrol s going to
be called the Tigers. In other words, I'm
going to he Chief of the Tiger Patrol. So
we've got to practice the call of the tiger

b

“Belter decide on the Elephant Patrol,”
suggested Churceh.

CWhy??

“You ought to be ahle to perform the
bellow rather well.”

“You—you fathead!” roared Handforth.
¢ Are you trying to tell me that I bellow?”’

“Why tell you?” asked Church tartly.
“What are you doing now? On second
thoughts, you'd hetter be a hippo, or some-
thing Hallo! Here comes the chap
with piles of things.”

Handforth turned to the counter with a
frown, but he soon recovered his good
humour as he examined the outfits. He was
quite 1lavish. He had the best of every-
thing, and two or three sets of each.

By the time his order was complete, the
pile was formidable. He bought three or
four hats, numerous shirts, stockings, shoes,
badges, and, in fact, everything appertain-
ing to Scouts. Church and MecClure looked
on, and had an idea that their leader was
purchasing the outfits for the entire troop.

“You wish to pay for these now, sir?”
asked the assistant.

“Of course,” replied Handforth. ¢ Make
out the bill, and I'll settle up. Then you’d
better tie everything into parcels, so that
Clrureh and MceClure can ¢arry them home.”

‘“Look fere——"? ibegan Church indig-
nantly.

“I'm afraid it will be rather impossible
to carry them all, sir,” said the assistant.
““ However, I will make out the bill.”

He juggled with figures for a few minutes,
and Handforth & Co. waited. Upon second

thoughts. Church and MeClure caimed
down, A brief speil of c¢alm reasoning
assured them that they wouldn't have much
to carry.

““There you are, sir,” said the assistant
briskly. ¢ EKighteen pounds, seven shillings
and mninepence.”

Handforth rocked.

“How much?” he gasped.

“Eighteen pounds, seven shillings
ninepence.”’

‘““ But—but I've only got about six quid!*’
roared IHandforth  *“What rot! All these

and
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things can’t come to tinat money! You've
made a mistake! I thought the bill would
be about three pounds!”

Church and McClure grinned happily. At
Jast they were obtaining some pleasure out
of this visit. It was purely entertaining to
watch Handforth's discomfiture.

“You forget, sir, that you have selected
the most expensive articles,”” said the
assistant. ¢ I'urthermore, you have pur-
chased a number of each. There s no
mistake regarding the price—"’

“O0h, all right,” growled Handforth, as a
sudden thought struck him. “*You'd better
send the things along, and my pater will
let. you have a cheque. Or you can have
cash on delivery if youn like.,”

The assistant looked very relieved.

‘““Thank you, sir,” he said gratefully.
“ Name, please?” | .

Handforth gave his name and address,

and at last they managed to get out of the

shop.

“Well, that’s done,” said Handforth con-
tentedly. ¢“*There may be a bit of bother
with the -pater, but he’ll have to pay.
Fancy these things costing such a giddy
lot! I had no idea of it!”

Church and McClure passed no opinions.
But they privately held the view that
llandforth senior would cause more than
a ““bother’ when the bill was presented
to him. In faet, it was a moral certainty
that most of the goods would be sent haick,
and the order reduced to a reasonable size,.

‘All anxiety was relieved the following
day.

For it was officially announced—by Alf
Brent—that everything had gone off
smoothly at the Board meeting. Nelson
Lee had been present himself, and had

succeeded in persuading the Governors that
nothing could be better than a camp.

There would be {wo troops formed, and
possibly a third. And active arrangements
were put into operation without delay. The
school aunthorities were provided with tents
and the equipment. The boys would have
nothing to find except their uniforms,

Everything would be on a grand scale.
There would be plenty of tents, cooking
facilities, sleeping quarters, and so forth.
With Nelson Lee and Mr. Stokes in charge,
the camp was destined to be 2 business-like
aflair.

As for the Tourth and the Third, there
wasn’t a single fcllow who didn't approve
of the idea. The prospect of living under
canvas for the next three or four weeks
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had a strong appeal, and there were many
lellows who openly declared that it was a

good thing St. Frank’s had been balf
wrecked,

And for the last few days of the holidays
all the juniors were engaged in feverish
preparation. 'Nelson Lee himself took
charge of the camp organisation, and plans
and preparations were rushed. '

When the finst day of term arrived, every-
thing was to be in readiness—so there was
no time to be lost. |

e ———

COAPTER XII.
DRASTIC ACTION!

DWARD OSWALD
| E HANDFORTIL gab

up in  bed, and
glanced at his

watch.
“Good!”?” he murmured.
“Just half-past seven!

There's nothing like taking time by tha
giddy forelock. If Willy thinks he can
diddle me, he’'s made a mistake!” _

Handforth slipped out of bed, and hastily
put some clothes on. It-was the last day
of holidays—and, after breakfast, a move
would be made towards St. Frank’s,
Church and MeClure had promised to come
round early after breakftast, so that they
could all go off to Vicioria Station together.

But Iandforth had something else iIn
mind.

At the hour of seven-thirty, everything
was quiet. Only the domestics were about.
It was a sunny morning, with a cooling
breeze, and Handforth was feeling content.
For days he had been prophesying that it
would pour with rain.

His immediate objective was Willy. And
the set look abeut his mouth, and the grim
expression in his eyes, proved that he had
some fixed purpose in mind. .

The fact was, Handforth was tired of
Willy's repeated declarations that he was
to be a member of the Scout Troop. Willy
Lhad even gone so far as to get his outfit,
and he had made up his mind to travel
down to St. Frank's wearing his new garb.

Handforth had come to the same decisicn,
But he was totally opposed to Willy being
a Scout It was like his cheek! And the
previous evening Handforth had made up
his mind to a certain course of action—a
course which would defeat Willy’s inten-
tions, once for all. |
" Incidentally, he was quite disgusted with
his pater. As Church and McClure had ex-
pected, Sir Edward had flatly refused to
pay any such sum as eighteen pounds,
seven shillings and ninepence. So the order
had been whittled down to a ghost of its
original form. And Edward Oswald’s scout-
ing outfit was quite a modest affair.
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ITowever, he didn't worry—he could add
to it later on. And at present he was
thinking of Willy's th.ngs. There was only
one way to deal with cheeky youngsters of
this sort. Firmness was required.

He stole out of hiz bed-room, crossed the

landing, and entered Willy's sleeping apart- ¢

ment. Experience had taught Lady Hand-
forth that it was far better to keep her
hopeful sons well apart.

“ Good!” murmaured Handforth.
¢ Asleep! Lazy young bounder!”

Willy was coiled up in bed. sleeping the
sleep of the just, with the quilt half on the
floor, and the sheet entirely covering his
head. Handforth regarded his younger

brother disdainfully,

“My hat! Sleeping with his giddy socks
on!" he exclaimed tartly, as he espied one
of his minor's feet sticking out of the
bottom of the bed. ¢ In this weather, too!
Nothing but sheer laziness!”

On a chair near by stood a neat pile of
clothing, It was a scouting outfit, all
ready to be  donned. Handforth's eyes
aleamed as he quietly picked the collection
up. Then, with triumph glittering in his
eves, he tip-toed out of the bed-room.

He went to his own room, and looked
Tound.

“Yes, behind the wardrobe.” he mur-
mured. “That's the best place—the young
fathead will never find them there——?’

I broke off, and dashed to the window.

A familiar cali had come to his ecarsz. e
could see a side road over the garden. And

there, appealing for custom, was a rag-and-
bone merchant! % Under any ordinary cir-
cumstances, Ilandiorth would have viewed
this gentleman with strong disapproval.
How dare a rag-and bone merchant come
into -sueh a high-class West-End  district
as this? ;

st this morning he regarded the man
with pleasure.

Whisking up the clothes again., he dashed
out just as he was, attired in slippers,
flannel trousers, and a cricket-shirt. He
sped across the garden, went out by a
side door, and hailed the merchant,

“Here you are—take these!”” he panted.
“They're not wanted!”’

The rag and bone man was filled with joy.
It wasn't often he ran across such a
customer as this. The clothes were abhso-
lutely new, and of good quality, too.

“Want to sell ’em, young gent?'' he asked
cheerily, *“All right—I'm open to any kind
0" business. Let's have a look. H'm! Shirt,
hat, trousis, and all the rest o’ the fixings!
What about five hobh?”

“They're yours!*’
promptly.

The old clothes merchant nearly fainted,
but he managed to control himself. He
had only made the offer facetiously. He
produced five shillings with the swiftuess

said Handforth

‘¢« Here you are—take thess!?"’ hat

panted. *‘‘ They’re not wanted.’’

of a° conjuror, paid it over, and deposited
the booty on his barrow.

“Good!"’ breathed Handforth, as he got
back into the room. *“I'll give this five
bob to Willy, and let him whistle for his
eiddy outfit! I'll teach him to swank about
being a full-blown scout!”’

And then Edward Oswald came to a halt
in the path, and turned a sickly green.
There, sauntering across the lawn, was his
minor! But what was infinitely more to

| the point, his minor was clad from head to

foot in the outfit of a Boy Scout!

CHAPTER XIII.

WILLY ENJOYS THE JOKE.
ILLY nodded cheer-
fully as he glanced

‘b at his major.

“Hallo! I didn't
expect you to be up for
another hour!’’ he said; as
he strolled up. “ What's the

idea? Where have you been to?”?
Handforth passed a hand across his eyes.
“You're—you're dressed,”’ he said dazedly.
“I should hope so,” said Willy. *You
didn't expect me to come out here in my

pyjamas, I supposey’’ _

“But you're wearig yvour Scout’s outfit?”’
“What about it?"



“Five minutes ago you were in bed, and
fast asleep!’’ panted Handforth.
“You’ve been dreaming; I've been up for

an hour!”’

“Up for an hour?’ roared Handforth.
“Don’t tell fibs! You young ass, I went
into your bed-room and saw you lying there,
fast asleep! You were wearing your socks
in bed, too, you young rotter—"

“Oh, you’ve had a nightmare!’’ inter-
rupted Willy firmly. “My dear chap, I was
up at half-past six! Of course, it's just
possible you went into my room and made
a mistake. It’s not my fault if you go
and confuse me with a couple of pillows and
an old sock stuffed with part of my cricket-
shirt.”’

A dim light dawned upon Handforth.

“Was—was that a dummy in your bed?”’
he hooted.

“A dummy?’ asked Willy in surprise
“What rot! Just a couple of pillows, with
a sheet thrown over ’em. You see, I've
got to be careful. I thought you might
walk in—"’

“You've spoofed me!’’ howled Handforth
wildly.— :

. “Impossible!” retorted Willy stupefied.

“How can anybody spoof a wonderful
detective like you, Ted? Oh, by the way,
'if you want your Scout's outfit, it’s in
my room!”’

*“In your
dazedly.

“Yes, I pvt it in there first thing, as

room?’’ repeated Handforth

soon as I got up,”’ explained Willy. "I
know what a careless chap you are, and
I'm always thoughtful about  your
property—"’

“My outfit—in your room!’’ said Hand-
forth in a hoarse whisper.
“On the chair,” said Willy, nodding.

“On the chair!”’ Dbellowed his major.
“But—but I've just sold that outfit.
I've given it to an old clothes dealer for
five bob!”?

Willy shook his head.

“That was a silly thing to do,”’ he
exclaimed. “ They were worth a Jot more
than five bob, you know,. Still, if you like
to go and sell your outfit, that's your con-
cern. 1 didn’t ask you to, did I?”?

“But—but how—-"’

“You've got such a loud voice, Ted, you
know,” said Willy., “I heard you saying
something to Church last night—the whole
House might have heard it. Something
about getting up early and hiding my
Scout’s outfit. So I turned out at half-past
six ¥? '

“You—you young rotter!’’ gasped Hand-
forth. :

“It’'s not my -fault if you go and sell
~your outfit for five bob—"’

“(@Great pip!’? ejaculated Handforth,
.alarm. “My outfit!”’ |

in

-

.and you

He dashed out of the garden like mad.
Now that it was almost too late, he
realised to the full how he had walked into
the trap. In trying to take Willy down a
peg or two, he had practically given away
his own Scout’s clothes! |

It was a horrible position, and Edward
Oswald rushed down the road just as he
was, and gave a gulp as he caught sight
of the rag and bone merchant far away,
down a side turning. He rushed up breath-

lessly,
u.I say! Half a tick!” he panted.
“Gimme back that Scout’s outfit! I've

made a mistake—they’re mine!”’

“Strikes me you made another mistake,
young gent! They’re mine!”’ said the man
truculently. “1 paid you five bob for them
things, and you took it. A deal’s a deal!’’

Handforth glared.

“Look here, it was a mistake!’”’ e
shouted. *“You don't mean to say you're
going to stick to those things? Here's your
five bob! I want ’em back!”’

“Then you won’t get 'em!”

“Oh, won't I

“When I buys a thing I buys it!’’ said
the merchant. "It ain't no good you comin’
this ’ere bluff with me, young gent. I
can't ’elp your mistakes. The best thing
you can do is clear off—"’

“We'll see about that!” said Handforth
grimly

He pulled up his sleeves and closed Lbis
fists. Then he advanced fiercely towards the
old clothes dealer.

“I'll give you ten seconds!’’ he exclaimed.
“Understand? You know as well as I do
that it was all a mistake. Ten seconds,
or I'll biff you! Give me those clothes,
can have your five bob, and
another five bob on top. You can’t say
I'm not fair!”’

“Them things are worth more than ten

bob!’> growled the man. *Nothing doing!®’

“All right—you’ve asked for it!’’ roared
Handforth.

He gave one swipe, and the clothes mer-
chant dodged in alarm. There was some-
thing about Handforth’s attitude which
was by no means pleasant. And the man
was a skinny, mean-looking sort of fellow
at the best. ; -

“All right, guv'nor!” he gasped. “I'm
on! Gimme ten bob and they’re yours!”’

Handforth dropped his fists just as he
was about to commit slaughter. And the
Scout’s outfit was handed over in exchange .
for ten shillings. Edward Oswald returned
home . full of triumph. He considered that
he had acquitted himself famously.

He didn’t seem to realise that this early
morning effort had cost him- a lot ' of
energy, had done no good to Willy, and
his pocket was lighter to the extent of five
shillings, .
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CHAPTER XIV.
THE TRIALS OF ARCHIE.

RCHIE GLENTHORNE
sat in bed, sipping
his morning tea.

“What-ho! Summer
breeze, and all that sort of
thing, Phipps,’’ he observed.
“] don’t know what it is,
but it seems to be impressed upon the old
mind that something special.is indicated for
to-day.”’

“Quite so, sir,”’ said Phipps.

He was quietly busying himself his
usual unobtrusive manner. It was just
eight o'clock, and the sunlight was stream-
ing in through the window.

“Something special, what?' repeated
Archie. “I'm dashed if I know. what it is,
laddie, but the impression is absolutely
firm. Be good enough to help the voung

in

master.”

“You return to school to-day, sir,’’
explained Phipps.

“Good gad!”’ ejaculated Archie. “I knew

there was something. The last morning in
the old ‘homestead, and all that sort of
stuff. Back to the weary grind, Phipps.
1 mean, how absolutely mouldy."”

“Yes, sir,”’ said Phipps.

“However, we mustn’'t be downhearted,”’
proceeded Archie brightly. “It appears
that the weather is bright and gay. This
morning, Phipps, we will enfold ourselves
in the striped grey, what? And how about
the good c¢ld cream silk shirt with the
crepe-de-Chine tie? Produce them with your
usual magic touch, Phipps, and we will
proceed to prepare.’”’

“I hardly think the grey stripe will be
suitable, sir,” said Phipps. .“You
remember that there is quite a new arrange-
ment-—"’

“Enough, Phipps—enough!’’ interrupted
-Archie. *“Too often do I give way to your
bally whims! This morning, I insist!”

“As you wish, sir; but—"
“Remember, laddie, that I am the
chappie who gives the dashed orders!’’

interrupted Archie firmly. “It grieves me
to do the bossing stuff, but you absolutely
force the old digits. Produce the cream
silk  to start with, and we'll sece about
adorning ourselves.”

Archie climbed out of bed, stretched him-
self, and then looked at Phipps with a some-
what severe glance. Phipps was unfolding a
perfectly foul shirt made of some rough
woollen stuff. Archie looked at it askance.

“D:}sh it all, Phipps, there’s no need
to bring your- frightful attire into my bed-
room!”” he objected. “I mean to say, that
beastly summer shirting! " All right for the
masses, and so forth; but when it comes
to a delicate ¢happie of my calibre,
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mean—— Well, there vou are! No doubt
you grasp the young master's meaning.”’

-“This. is your shirt, sir,”’ said Phipps
unemotionally.

“Mine!”’ bleated Archie. “O0ddso! If it
comes to that, gadslifie! Likewise, dash if,
areat Scott! You surely don’t think that
I'm going to dive into the interior of that
poisonous garment?”’

“1t's your Scout’s shirt, sir.”’

Archie started as if he had been stung.

“Scout's shirt!” he echoed hoarsely.
“Good gad! I'd forgotten all about that
diabolical business. Phipps! 1 appeal to
you, laddie. Does this scouting stuff abhso-
lutely necessitate this garb?’’

“ Abzolutely, sir.”’

“And, 1 mean to say, these frightful-
looking knickers!”' went on Archie, picking
up a pair of blue shorts. * Phipps, it’s
impossible! Why, dash it all, I'd rather
expire straight away! Go out, buy a few
wreaths, and hunt up some black-edged
notepaper.’’

“It is hardly as bad as that, sir,’”’ said
Phipps. *“Indeed, 1 am told that the
Scout's uniform is exceedingly comfortable.
Master Nipper will be here presently, sir,
and I was hoping that you would be fully

| arrayed in order to welcome him.”’

Archie shuddered.

“But, Phipps, it can't be done—-"

“You gave your word, sir,”

“My word?” moaned Archie.
case, I suppose we shall have to have a stab
at it.
me creep.
of it causes the old hide to quiver.”

However, Archie managed to get into the
Scout’s uniform, with Phipps’ help. By the
time he had completely dressed he was
looking smart and neat. Archie had a good
figure, and the uniform looked well on him.
But as he surveyed himseli in the glass he
turned pale.

“What about it, Phipps?’’ he asked feebly.

“I1f I may say so, sir, you look wonderful.”

“But, dash it, the knee department!” pro-
tested Archie, “] mean, I'm bally well
hali-naked! The old knees are positivelv
exposed to the public gaze! I couldn't go
out like this, Phippz:—1 should wilt at the
glance of every stranger.”

“That’s all right, sir—vou’ll scon get used

to it,”” said Phipps soothingly. < All Boy
Scouts expose their knees—it’s wonderfully
healthy, I am informed. And the freedom of
movement, sir, is quite remarkable.”

Archie regarded his own reflection as
though he were looking at some monster.

“Of course, we shall have no trouble ahout
keeping the old crease nice and neat,” he
said sadly. ¢ That's one compensation, dash
it ! All  the same, 1 feel {rightfully
draughty—— Good gad, there’s the bell!”

Phipps glided fromm the room, and a
moment later he returned to announce that

o -
@

I { Nipper & Co. had arrived.

sy . ¥

“Tn that™ :
But these woolly things always mak'e,-,",-g
I mean to say, the very thought o



CHAPTER XV.
OFF FOR ST. FRANK’S.

IPPER and Tommy
Watson and Sir
Montie Tregellis-

West were all looking
smart in their new uniforms.
On their left shoulders were
their patrol colours—yellow
and red, showing that they belonged to the
Lion patrol. Nipper was wearing the uniform
of patrol leader.

Archie was also one of the Lions, and when
he came out, fully arrayed, Nipper & Co.
regarded him with enthusiasm.

“Good old Archie!” said Watton. “ You
look great!”

‘“ Begad, rather!” agreed Sir Montic.
“Toppin’ dear old fellow.”

“I'd no idea you'd mnake such a [fline

Scout!” said  Nipper  enthusiastically.
“We're proud to have you in the patrol,
old son!”

Archie gazed at them rather blankly.

“But, dash it, you don’t really think so
“he exclaimed. <1 thought 1 was looking
%perfectly frightful! I mean to say, I don’t
know a dashed thing abont the business—and
here 1 am, masquerading as a bally scout!
A sort of a kind of a swindle, what?”

Nipper grinned.

“It may be at present, but that'll soen
right itself,” he replied. “ The St. I'rank’s
Troops have been formed in a hurry, and I
think the guv’'nor has been in communication
_with some of the chief men.at the Assceciation
Headquarters. They made special eon-
cessions.”’

“That’s dashed interesting, old lad.”

“Well, you see, we're not exactly like the
.ordinary scouts,’”” explained Nipper. ¢ We
shall still have to do lessons, and although
- we’ll be under canvas, it won’t be an ordinary
holiday camp. And the Troops have been
organised so quickly that we can't all pass
the necessary tests.”

“What-ho!" said Archie.
to breathe again.”

““* But you mustn’'t think that we're allowed
to play at it,”” went on Nipper firmly. “It’s
only a temporary concessicn. As soon as
possible, every Scout has got to pass his
tests, and conform to the usual regulations

—or else he'll have his hadge taken away, and
he’ll be chucked out of the troop. But to
begin with, I understand that things’ will
be pretiy lax.”

Nipper’s information was quite correct.

In order to start the camp on the right
day, the troops would have to collect from
their various homes without any previous
drilling or instruction. The Assocjation
mealised that the circumstances were peculiar,
.and various concessions had hkeen readily
made,

But the St. Frank’s Boy Scouts would have
to pull themselves together later on, or the
‘whole thing would become a farce. Both
‘Nelson Lec and Mr. Stokes were determined

lJ'i'l

“I'm beginning

| to make their troops worthy Scouts in every

sense of the word, and the fellows themselves
were just as keen upon passing every test,
and showing their merit. All those who
slacked would soon be weeded out, and ex-
pelled from the troops.

But to begin with, a certain freedom was
essential,

“YWe shall all be at sixes-and-sevens for the
first day or two, but that'll soon right
itself,” went on Nipper. “I think that
idea of a third troop is coming off—a special
troop for the Third-Formers. Mr. Clifford is
rather keen on it, I think, and I know that
Willy and his crowd would prefer to be under
their own banner., 1t’ll mean less f{riction,

too.”
¢« Ahsolutely !’ said Archie. ‘ A{ the same

time, old horse, I must confess that this
doesn’t thrill me to the core. I regard the
whole business as particularly blighted. 1low-
ever, it’s a dashed lot better than being
skidded off to some other school.”

“That's what we all think,” said Nipper.
“There's nothing like sticking together. Dy
the way, the camp isn't going to be at St.
Frank's as we first thought, but somewhere
hetween Shingle Head and Caistowe—right
near the sea.”

“That’s rather good hearing,”” said Archie.
“ Anything to keep us away from the publie
gaze, what? It’s the idea of sleeping in
tents that worries me, yon know.”

“I1t’Il be simply glorious,” declared Nippcr.
“Plenty of fresh air, plenty of [rcedom,
and——-" .

““Plenty of bally insects!” put in Archie.
“To say nothing of rain, dew, and all that
sort of foulness! But we mustn’t grumble,
Scouts are supposed to keep cheerful, whai?”

“That’s the right spirit,” said Tommy
Watson. ‘I can tell you, we’re going to
have some ripping times during this term,
We've got to go to St. Frank's as usual, and
then we’ll go to the camp from there.”

Archie hated the idea of venturing cut in
publie, but at last he was persuaded to do
50. Strangely enough, nobody took the
slightest notice of him. He attracted no
attention whatever.

And his confidenre returned.

“I mean to say, not so frightfully bad,
after all,”” he observed. “Now I come to
bring the gear-box into full play, it seems to
me ’E]hat this scouting stuff is rather price-
less.

“ You wait till we have it for a few days,”
said Nipper. “You won’t know where you
are, Archie. You'll enjoy open air life so
much that vou'll never want to go back to
ordinary houses, and lounge-chairs, and sofd
carpets.”

Archie smiled.

*“ Apparently, laddie, you don’t realise that
I have given Phipps instruetions to have
sundry lounges and carpets sent down for
my special tent,” he said complacently.
“Iasy-chairs, cushions, and all that sort of
thing.”
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«It's one thinz to glve such orders to,

Phipps, and it’s another thing for Phipps to
carry them out,” said Nipper, My dear
old son, put all those ideas out of your head.
The Scoutmaster won't allow anything of the
sort. You'll have to have the same blankets
as we have—and if you want any furniture.
you'll have to make it yourself! You'll
probably be a cook, or a dish-washer, or
something like that.”

Archie caught his"breath in. _
*“Oh, but I say!" he protested. *That is,

I mean! Not really, old tulip? You don’t
mean that I shall have to actually work?”

“Yes, you’ll have to actually work,”
grinned Nipper.

All Archie's happiness left him. By what
he could see, this Boy Scout movement was
Eﬂmr worse than frightful. Just as he had

eert " congratulating himseclf that he would
have an easy time of it, too!

CHAPTER XVI.
ST. FRANK'S AGAIN.

¢ Y George!” ejacu-
lated Handforth.
He was standing
just inside the Tri-
angle at St. Frank's. Accom-
panied by Church and
McClure, the leader of Study
D had arrived from the station a minute
since. And turning in the gateway, he had
received a bit of a shock.

~St. I'rank’s was certainly not itself.

When all the fellows had left, previous to
the holidays, the school had been decidedly a
wreck. With the Modern House a mere heap
of ruins, and the Ancient House without «a
window whole, the great Public school had
looked forlorn and desolate to a degree.

It had seemed impossible that anybody
could inhabit the place for months.

But even during the short Whitsuntide
vacation a vast change had taken place.
Almost without the loss of a day, a small
army of workmen had been on the job, and
the appearance of St. Frank’s was chaneed.

There was a transformation—and nobodyv
could say it was for the better. Even the
forlorn ruins had been rather more pic-
furesque than the scene which now ereeted
Himlfnrth & Co.’s gaze, '

-.ot. Frank’s was alive with workmen., Over
towards the back of the Modern House
numbers of temporary wooden buildings had
been erected—blacksmiths’ shops, carpenters’
shops, store-houses, and a regular builders’
yard. And scaflolding was marring the view
in every quarter.
~_The Triangle itself had
febris, and was looking more or less its old
self. The great portion of the Ancient House
Was also in good trim again—although one
#irle was festooned with scaffold poles.
%'_I'he Modern House was in the course of
2ing cleared completely away, and the

been cleared of
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activity of workmen, the lumbering of laden
lorries, the hissing and roaving of steam
cranes—all this sounded harsh and dis-
cordant. It was so different from the usual
peace which prevailed at St. I'rank’s.

“My hat,” said Church, “I don't envy the
seniors! I'm jolly glad we're going into
that camp! We'll be away from this mess,
anyhow.”

“ Rather!” agreed McClure. “No wonder
Mr. Lee and Mr. Stokes were so keen upon
being Scoutmasters! Why, it'll be ggorious
under canvas! Fancy living in the must of
all this hullabaloo!”’

“You're the very fellows who oughtn't to
mind,” chimed in De Valerie, who was stand-
ing near by, ““When you're at school you're
accustomed to nothing clse but a hullabaloo!
This noise is tranquil compared to the
average din of Study D.”

Handforth glarved. N ‘

“ Nobody asked you to be funny!” he said
tartly. _ _

“I didn't know I was being funny,” said
De Valerie, strolling ofl.

“Don’t take any notice of him,” said
Church, *“Our rows Iin Study D are our own
concern—and I expect we shall have 'em just
the same in one of the tents. We don't
blame you, Handy—it's not your fault——"

“Blame me!"’ echoed Handforth. “Not my
fault! Why, you silly chump, it’s you fat-
heads who always cause the trouble! If
yvou’d only take my orders, instead of jib-
bing, there'd never he anyv ructions at all!

But that's all going {0 be changed in
future.”

“This isn't New Ycar's Day,” said
McClure. -

“What do you mean—New Ycar’s Day?”
t_“I thought you were making a reselu-
ion—-""

“Fathead!” said Handforth witheringly.
“I'm patrol leader, and you fellows have
cot to ohey orders without question! What
do you think I've got these two white stripos
on my left shirt-pocket for?"’

‘““Goodness knows,” said Church., f As a

matter of fact, you've got three stripes
there.”

“That shows I'm a Troop Leader,” said
Handforth,

“ But you're not!"

“That’s nothing—I s=oon will be!" said

Handforth carelessly,

“ Besides, you've got a green plume in
your hat—and only Scoutmasters can wear
that,” went on Church. “ And that red
cnamel fleur-de-lys buttonhole badge, too—-
that belongs to an Assistant Scoutmaster.
By wbat 1 can sece, vou're a kind of mix-
ture—particularly with all those other
stripes and badges. As soon as Mr. Lee
sees you, you're going to get ticked off!"”

‘““Rats!” said Handforth., “I'm one of
the Leaders, and I've got to he distin-
guished.” '

“ Auybody could distinguish you a mile
off,” said McClure sarcastically.
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They went across the Triangle to have a
look at the operations, and came upon Wil-
liam Napoleon Browne, of the Fifth. The
Fifth-Form skipper eyed them benevolently.

““Ah, Brother Handforth, so we are re-

splendent in gay attire?” he said kindly.
““Let me issue a word of warning., Beware

of sideslips. I have been informed on tune
highest authority that veteran Scouts find
it necessary to have skin grafted on to
their knees, to replace that which has been
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The Head appeared on the platforn,
and with him were many of the masters,
including Nelson Lee, Mr. Beverley Stokes,
and Mr. Harold Cliftord. The latter three
were all attired in- the uniform of Scout-
masters.

“Good!”  whispered Willy Handforth,
nudging Juicy Lemon in the ribs, with his
elbow, “ See old Clifford? All dressed up!
That means we're going to have troop to
ourselves.” -

torn ol in various minor accidents. It “Fine!” murmured Juicy. ““We don't
has been truthfully said—-" want any truck with the Fourth!”

“That you're a “No fear!" agrced
» LIRS H .y r Ve
o nfermipied PORTRAIT GALLERY AND WHO'S W HO. R " Tt
i H . e . A as 1C our
“Don’t you  worry Fourth Series—Sixth Form. didn't want any truck

about my giddy knees! NOTE.—The average age of Sixth TForm with the . Third, 't
They'll come to no boys is 18, seemed that evervho:y
harm!” was  satisfled.  There
He walked up the wias no doubt that =«
Ancient House steps great deal of friction
with his chin in the would be avoided by
ir. He slipped on a this formation of &«
0ose DQI]bIE, stayg- separate t_r”.np alto-
sered, and fell. He sether for the Third
rnse™ with one Kknee Forn.
crazed and bleeding. “ Well, we're all
“You see?”  said fogether  again, n
BI'UWI]D, Sﬂ(”}' Shﬂkil’l}._.{ _c.-,')ite of th_ﬂ 1ecent
his head. ‘“Alas! 1If disaster,” said the
only  people  would ITead, in his deep,
listen to my great pleasant  voice. iy
wisdom! But it id needn’t  tell you all
just as well—just as how pleased I am to
welll . Experience, he here, addressing
after El”, is the great volu .Uncf_- more. Thel‘é
and only teacher!” are one or two thinus
I wish to say, and }¥
CHAPTER XVII. think you o IO all
: | : interested n our
THE I‘E;EIN(?SRDER O _ _ present  predicament.
i (j : 2 s—) Upon the whole, the
ILENCE prevailed 2w - No. 11.—Harold Frinton. R covernors have  hit
in Big Hall. =N A good-looking fellow, with #=¥ upon a simple way out
, The entire B a mistaken impression that ne £F of the difficulties.”

school had B} is irresistible to the ladies. I “ Hear. hear!"
assembled — according =R He has a passion for having RS i ’ . to the
to the hcadmaster’'s EZ¥ his photograph taken, and is B= Good -l_uckq_.o t‘i:::
express  instructions. = always presenting them to his &4 St. Frank’s Scouts:
It was mid-afternoon B friends, whether they want S “By many make.
now, and every scholar G them or not. ¥ shifts we are able to
had arrived, from the W 2 ms;.,i accommodate all the
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lowliest fag to the
most lordly prefect. .

In view of the new arrangement, Dr.
Malcolm Stafford had thought it better to
call the entire school together, and to
deliver a speech. It was for this reason
that the newly formed Scout troops had
come straight to St. Frank’s, instead of
proceeding direct to the camp.

Big Hall was unchanged. The broken win-
dows had been repaired, and from within
this stately old chamber none of the re-
cent destruction could be seen. Only the
sound of hammers, and the roar of the
steam cranes reminded the school of the
building activities. .

b

senior boys under the
roof of the Ancient

continued the MHMHead. *There is

House,” :
even room for a few more, if the necessity
should arise—and that, indeed, is the point
I wish to dwell upon.

“ Between now and tlie commencement of
the summer holidays we shall fill in the

term as best we can. The Senior School
will carry on as usual. But the juniors,
in consequence of the lack of accommoda-
tion, must go elsewhere. And so a well-
equipped camp has been provided on the
cliffs, two or three miles from here. All
you junior boys, in your new capacity as
scouts, will go into camp, and carry on
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in the best way you can.
gible, the usual school
nuantained. ‘

« Sports, of course, must necessarily suf-
jer,”? proceeded Dr. Stafford. ‘ Under the
peculiar circumstances, 1 have deemed it
advisable to cancel cricket fixtures, and so
forth. The playing-fields are unavailable,
avd any kind of practice is eut of the
giiestion. The Junior School would be un-
'able to indulge in cricket, In any casc.

“] am very pleased to learn of tle ¢n-
tl:usiasm for scouting which has ari<en in
the ranks of you junior boys. And it has
been decided to give every cencouragement

As far as pos-
routine will be

e
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are fully qualified. It is for your Scout-
masters to give you the full details. I
say that if any boy fails to
chow the necessary spirit and goodwill during
the first week, these boys will be singled
out, and in all probability deprived of their
uniforms and badges, and brought back to
St, I'rank’s, where accommodation will be
found for them, and where they will con-
tinue the school routine in the unsual man-
ner. But I should like you all to aveid
any such measure as this, as it will only
increase my  present  difficulties—which
are heavy enough, in any case. In allow-
ing these Scout troops to be formed, I am

g e
e

"* But dash it, the knee department !’

bally well half naked !

The old knees are positively exposed to the public

protested Archis. ‘1 mean, I'm

gaze ! | couldn’t go out like this, Phipps—I should wilt at the glance of every
stranger.”’
12 thi; new movement. There are three hoping that the move will be a complete

troops, the first consisting of Ancient House
Fourth-Form hoys, the second consisting of

-}1qdern House Fourth-Form boys, and the
third consisting of mixed Third-Formers.
In  order that they shall have every

chance, there will be three distinet camps
—although, of course, the three camps will
be adjoining.”

“Hurrah!”

“We’'ll make things hum, sir!”

“Three cheers for the St. Frank’s Scouts!”

‘““As you probably know, there have been
certain concessions,” said the Head. ““You
are Scouts, and yet you are not Scouts.
You are wearing the uniform before you

success.™

‘* Rather, sir!”

‘“It will be, sir!”?

_““Regarding St. Frank's itself, there is
little that 1 can say,” continued the Head.
““ Ambitious alterations are planned, and
the contractors have undertaken to have our
school completely rebuilt by the autumn.
There will be some changes—startling
changes, perhaps. But I am convinced that
the new St. Frank’s will be an improve-
ment in every way upon the old. It is for
us to do the best we can between now and
the vacation.”

The Head continued in the same strain



for some little time, and soon afterwards

the Senior School was dismissed. The
juniors, however, remained. Big Hall now
looked like a rally of Boy Scouts. And-

Nelson Lee came to the front of the plat-
form.

——

CHAPTER XVIII.
GIRL GUIDES NEXT!

¢ ry OU needn't be
alarmed, all of
you,” smiled Nel-

son Lee. “I'm
not going to make "a long
speech—just a few words.
Full instructions will be
upon arriving in camp, but

given |
for a day or two there will necessarily be

to you

a certain amount of confusion., It remains
to be seen which troop gets itself into ship-
shape order first.”

““ Artful bounder!” whispered Handforth.
““He only said that to give u; some ginger!
Wants to put the spirit of rivalry into us
at the very start.”

“A good thing, too—as it's
friendly,” murmured Church.

“There will be no route-marches or re-
strictions to-day,” continued Nelson Lee.
““ We don’t want to start with too much dis-
cipline—so you will all turn up for roll-call
in camp at exactly four-thirty. You know
exactly where the camp is, so I needn't give
you any instructions on that point. But
I trust you to make your way there in an
orderly fashion, and to be prompt. I am,
of course, speaking on Dbehalf of Mr,
Stokes and Mr. Clifford as well as for my-
gelf. Strictly speaking, we are all amateurs
in this new movement, and we must do
our best to settle down in record time.
That’s all. You ean go now, but don’t for-
get—four-thirty.”

“Well, that's over!” said Nipper, as they
crowded out. ¢ Only just half-past three—
we've got an hour to get to camp. No
recason to stop here, as far as I can see.
Supposing we make a move?”

“Good idea!” said Tommy Watson, nod-
ding.

“1t is, really,” agreed Sir Montie.

Most of the others were also of the
opinion that a move towards the camp
would be the best thing. Everybody was
curious to see the place, and to find out
exactly what they were in for.

long as

But there was no question as to the
enthusiasm.
Lven such slackers as Fullwood and

Merrell and Snipe and Long were proud
of their Scouts’ uniform, and were deter-
mined to do credit to their troops. The
whole Scout movement had come upon the
juniors so suddenly that they were bub-
bling over with enthusiasm for it. In
any ordinary circumstances, a Scout troop
at St. Frank’s might have been regarded
with doubt by most of the fellows, But

when the alternative to joining was to
perspire in school—instead of enjoying the

delights of camp life—there was not a
single non-starter.
Such fellows as Handforth and Buster

Boots and Fatty Little were in their ele-
ment. Fatty was partieularly pleased. It
was a foregone conclusion that he would
be a cook, and nothing delighted him mors
than the practice of his own special art.
He was happy enough with a frying-pan
over an oil-stove—but to control a camp
kitchen was the one dream of his life. And
it was about to be realised.

‘““Well, come on, let's go and have a
look at the place,”” saltd Handforth briskly,
as he and his chums passed out into the
Triangle. ¢ Now then, Willy, you clear off!
I wasn't speaking to you! You and your
gang ought to be Woll Cubs.”

“ Anyhow, we've got a troop to our-
selves!"  sniffed illy. “What's more,
we're going to whack you Fourth-Formers
into fits!  You wait until I get really
going! I shall be a Troop Leader in no
time.”

This wasn't boasting. Willy's confidence
in himself was such that he was speaking

the simple truth.

‘““ Better look out Archie,” added Willy
carelessly, as Archie Glenthorne appeared.
“You're a bit nervous of yvour Kknees, ain't
you? I just spotted Irene & Co. out in the
road.”

“Good gad!” ejaculated Archie, aghast.

“Irene & Co?” said Handforth quickly.

““Good! We haven't seen 'em yet!”

“Don't forget to tell ’em about the
Wembley waitress!” said Willy sweetly.

‘“Ila, ha, hat!”

¢ You breathe a word about that affair,
and I'l' skin you!” hissed Handforth, as
red as a beetroot. ¢ Not that I care, of
course!” he added, recovering himself.
““Tvervbody knows I was only spoofing you
chaps!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l?

Handforth strode off with a snort, And
out in the lane, sure enough, Irene Man-
ners, Marjorie Temple, Doris Berkeley,
Winnie Pitt, Violet Watson, and several
other of the Moor View girls were collected

—taking a keen interest in the building
operations,
“Tlallo, you girls!” said Handforth,

ztriking a pose. |

“You needn't swank!”? said Doris ealmly,
“We're going to beat you chaps befors
long. Miss Bond has told us that we¢ eaun
become @Girl Guides—-and we're going into
camp soon,"”

“What!"” ejaculated Handforth. ¢ Going
into camp?"

“ Rather!” said Irene, smiling. ¢ Then
we'll show you boys what's what! Ot

course, we shall be a few miles away, but
[ expect we'll run across one another ab
different times.”
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«We'll guide you home when you geb
lost!* said Doris calmly,

«1 shouldn’t make any rash statements
if I were you,” put in Willy Handforth.
«1f you're going to guide Ted home when
he gets lost, you'll be doing nothing else!”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!?

The news, however, was welcomed by the
Boy Scouts, They would be pleased to sec
Irene & Co. as Guides. 1In all probability,
the next week or so would provide some
novel situations and adventures,

CILAPTER XIX.
UNDER CANVAS.

(¢ INNERE’S going to be
trouble bhefore
long!?”

7%

f /A _

AT /4 Handforth made

N ?”I this remark, in a grim tone,
Il A as he walked towards the

Caistowe clills with his two
chums,

“ Trouble!”” he repeated fiercely. “ You
heard the way young Willy sauced me in
front of those girls? I couldn’t slosh him
then—although he jolly well deserved it!
Blessed if I know why, but if I give him
the slightest touch, those girls accuse me
of bullying!”

““Well, vou see, what yon regard as a
slight touch, they look upon as a terrific
biff,”” explained McClure. * You've given
me a slight touch sometimes, and I've come
to myself ten minutes later!”

“Don’t be funny!” snapped ITandforth.

“And remember to address me with
respect! I'm your Troop Leader——*

“ Patrol Leader, you mean.”

“I'm your Troop Leader!” repeated
Handforth., “What's more, I'm your
Colonel-in-Chief——"

“ Scouts don’t have colonels,” objected

Church. “JIt's a good thing that Mr. Lee
deseribed us as amateurs! It'll take weeks
and weeks before you become a true Scout,
H:}n:iy. In fact, I shouldn’t be at all sur-
priced if you fail in your examinations, and
get, chucked out!”

“You—you insultinz rotter!”’
Handforth. “TIor two pins I'll
over, and roll you in the dust!”

(‘hurch grinned. '

‘““Can’t be done, old son,’”” he said calmly,
“We're on the public highway, and it's
a disgrace for Scouts 1o bz seen serapping
with one another. Why, youn’d get your
stripes takegq away instantly.”

Handforth started.

“Js that one of the Scout
asked, in dismay.

‘““Fancy not knowing that!” said Chureh.
“1 can tell you, 1llandy, you've got to be
~careful, One bil—and no stripes!”

roared
biff you

laws??? he
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Handforth was startled. Fortunately, he
wasn’t aware that Church was dzawing
largely upon his own imagination, But the
trouble was averted for the moment, and
that wae all that Church cared about,

There were other Scouts in view, and
Handforth decided that it would be advis-
able to go easy. MHe didn’t want to have
a lot of talk., S0 he simmered down, and
aavée Church a friendly pat on the back.
By a supreme eflort, Church prevented him-.

 celf from being hurled into the ditch.

“You Trotter!” he gasped. *“Didn't I tell
you——"’

“TFathead! I was only patting you!" ex-
plained Handforth. “I've decided not to hill
you to-day. In fact, I'll give you three
days’ grace—the pair of you. But, remem-
ber, it's only on condition that you treat
me with respect.”

Handforth considered that he had made a
generous concession—whereas, of course, he
had made no difference to the situation
whatever,

ITaving passed through Bellton village,
the chuwms of Study D went along the Cais-
towe Road. but soon took to a footpath
which led in the direction of the cliffs,

'They had never seen the camp, but they
knew that it was pitched on the peaceful
downs some little way beyond the Shingle
Head Lighthouse. This part of the coast
was quiet and uninhabited. There were no
cottages nearer than a mile. Nestling in
a neighbouring hollow, however, was a good-
sized farm,

Here the Scouts would obtain their sup-
plies of milk, butter. eggs, and so forth,
As for general stores, a big supply had been
laid in, and there was not likely to be any
shortage of fcod.

¢“There we are!”™ exclaimed Chureh
keenly, as they topped a little rise of the

downs., My hat! Doeesn’t it look ﬁnt;?”
“ Ripping!”  said  McClure enthusias-
tically,

~ They were looking right down upon the
camp—or a triple camp. Stretehed along the
Jowns were an apparently endless series of
tents. Most of them were small, but there
were three medium-sized marquees of madel
design—strong, sturdy affairs which lookeil
capable of withstanding the hardest storm.

The tents were arranged in three groups.

Each group was centred round its own
marquee. Flags were flying, and, in the
afternoon’s sunshine, the cscene looked re-
markably attractive. Numbers of Scouts
were hurrying towards camp at the double.

“ Not, so  bad,” said Handforth
generously. *“One collection of tents for
each troop, by the look of it. I don’t mind
two of ’em being close together, but the
third ought to be a couple of miles away!
We shall have those fags butting in.all day.
long!?”

“"Well, we'll give ’em a trial, anyhow,”
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said Church. “If they cause 100 much
bother, we can easily make 'em shift their
tents.” _

“ By George, s0 wa can!’”’ said Handforth.
¢ hadn't thought cof that—— At least, I
hadn’t mentioned it,” he added 11;15:':1;113".
“Let's go along and see what everything’s
like. TUnder canvas, eh? This is going to
be better than the giddy vacation, my
sons!”’

— — ——

CHAPTER XX.
GETTING DOWN TO WORK.

OLL CALL was a com-
plete success.
Lvery Scout had

turned up in his

respective camp well before

four-thirty. And the juniors

were more than delighted

with the arrangements. Xach camp was

complete in itself, and formed a separate
unit.

And Nelson Lee, who had had charge of
the organising work, had seen to it that
the equipment was of the best. Lee, in
fact, bhad had rather a struggle with the
school Governors owing to the matter of
expense. ‘But Lee had won in the end—
having pointed out that these camps could
be struck, and pitched again year- after
vear. It was a heavy .initial outlay, but
the school would undoubtedly benefit in
the long run,

Not that the boys cared anvthing about

the financial arrangements.
. The camp was there, ready for them, and
they took possession of it with joy. The
1st St. I'rank’'s Troop was in Nelson Lee’'s
charge, and consisted of old Ancient House
Fourth Formers. The 2nd St. Frank’s Troop
adjoined, and the 3rd St. Frank’s Troop—
the fags—was a little further off.

‘““Now, boys, just a few words,!” said
Nelson Lee, after roll ecall. ¢ As your
Scoutmaster, it is my business to see after
your wants, and to right any little troubles
that may come along. Don’'t hesitate to
come to me if you wish to have something
explained. And all Patrol Leaders will
make their reports, and come to me for
instructions. At present we are more or
less c¢haotic, but I've no doubt "that we
shall soon shake down. In any case, for
the rest of the day I shall not bother much
about discipline,”

It was the best way. )

These Scout Troops, organised with such
haste, were totally different to any of the
thousands of other Scout Troopsz all over
the country. These latter had been care-
fully organised after weeks of preparation,
Scouts being initiated by a gradual process,

The St. Frank's Troops had come into
being in a rush,

|

il v

fer Taany 2

By a special arrangement, this had been
made possible But as each Scoutmaster
pointed out to his boys, there was to be
no liberty taken on account of this con-
cession, It was up to the Scouts to make
themselves proficient as early as possible.

The Ancient House fellows were deter-
mined to obtain full marks before the
Modern House juniors—and vice-versa. And
Willy Handforth calmly told his fags that
it was up to them to beat the Iourth
IF'oriners ,into fits. _

This spirit of keenness would certainly
act in the right way, and make all the
Scouts eager and determined to do their
utmost. But, as Nelson Lee had said, the
real. work wouldn't start until to-morrow.
For to-day, everytliing would be free-and-
Casy.

Each camp had its own marquee.

This was destined to serve many pur-
poses, It would provide a dining-hall for
its own particular Troop—it would be a

kind of common-room, where all the Scouts
could congregate in leisure moments. And,
lastly, during <certain hours of the day,
lessons would take place, in just the same
way as lessons took place at St. I'rank’s
itself.

IFor this was not a holiday camp. The
work of the school had to go on as usual.
Only in their leisure time would the juniors
enjov the delights of camp life and Scout-
craft, But «everybody felt that lessons
would be curtailed. In the afternoons, for
exampie, they would probably be free at
least an hour before the usual time.

Nelson Lee walked towards his own tent
after roll call, but he suddenly halted,
and frowned. Near by, Handforth was talk-
ing with the Onions brothers and Neco-
demus Trotwood. There was something
about Handforth’s appearance which caught
Nelson Lee's eye.

“Just a moment, Handforth,”»

“ Speaking to me, sir?”’ asked Edward
(Cswald, turning.

“Yes, my boy,” replied Lee.
exactly, are you supposed to be?”

“That's just what I was telling these
chaps, sir,” replied Handforth promptly.
“The assos are trying to make out that 1'm
all wrong! Said 1 oughtn’t to wear this
plume ——"’

‘““ Do you happen to be the Leader of this
Troop?™”’ ;

“Not exactly, sir—but—"?

“T understood that Nipper was Tronp
I.eader—so you have no right to wear those
three stripes on your pocket,” said Nelson
Lee. “ And as for these badges Why,
good gracious! You appear to have uan
extraordinary number of accomplish-
nments!”

“Yes, sir,” said Handforth awkwardly.

“What,
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«“Not only are you a musician,
naturalist, a horseman, an entertainer, a
eyclist, and a cook,” proceeded Nelson Lee.
“ BEven now 1 do not think I have exhausted
the number of badges. You also appear to
be ‘a Scoutmaster and an assistant Scout-
master.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

A number of Scouts chuckled loudly as
Handforth turned very red.

“This won’t do, young man,” said Nelson
Lee.

“No, sir,” murmured Handforth.

“You must dispense with all these trim-
mings,” said Lee sternly, “I will say
nothing further to-day, Harndforth, but in
the morning you must turn out without any
of these badges or stripes—"

“But 1 can wear two stripes,
patrol leader.”

“Well, we will see about that later,”
said Nelson Lee. “But don’t let me have
to speak to you again. We are Scouts,
Handforth, and there must be no liberties
taken. We want the St. Frank’s troops to
set an example to the whole countryside—
a good example. It is not my desire to see
my boys making a laughing-stock of them-
selves.” .

“No, sir,” said Handforth with a gulp.

“ Before you can wear those proficiency
badges, you must pass the necessary tests,
and qualify fully,” continued Lee. “ Per-
haps you had better confine yourself to being
a cook to start with. The evening meal is
now being prepared, so I should advise you
to busy yourself in that direction.”

He walked off, leaving Handforth rather
blank,

“A cook, eh?” he muttered. * Well, I
don’t neced to pass any test for cooking!
I'll go along and take charge of the
operations at once.” ‘

De Valerie groaned.

“That’s dome it!” he said. “I thought
we were going to have a good feed this
evening, but there’s not much chance of :t
now!”

sir—-1'm

CHAPTER XXI.
HANDFORTH, THE COOK.

ATTY LITTLE was
fairly in his element.

He was in full

control of the camp
kitchen, and he was kéeping
several assistants busy with
. a tactfulness which amounted
to genius. In any matter concerning food
the fat junior was several kinds of a marvel.

The kitchen was splendidly equipped.

A good-sized tent was provided for the
stores, and just outside stood the cooking
stoves, and these were already fully alight,
and all sorts of pots and pans were being
prepared.

“We've got- a free hand this evening,”

but a,

: here,
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said TFatty. *“So we're going to have a
terrific spread. By pancakes! Buck up
with those potatoes, Griftith! Yon, too,
Armstrong! And what about those greens,
Doyle? We shan't get much of a feed un-
less you chaps put a hustle on.”

Fatiy himself was slicing bacon with the
hand of an expert. And a number of Scouts
stood round, hungrily eyeing the operations.

And at this point Handforth strode up.

“0Oh, so you've started, eh?” he said,
looking round.

“Started?” repeated Fatty. “What do
you mean—started? I'm chief cook here
—and the feed’s well on the way.”

“You're chief cook?” repeated Handforth,
“What rot! That's my job! If you like
to be my assistant, I'll allow you to have"
the post,” lie added generously. * But
remember—no butting in against my orders!
Hi, Church! Where are you sneaking ofl
to?” ;

Church and MecCilure, hoping to escape,
were unobtrusively dodging behind a neigh-
bouring tent., Instead of obeying their
leader’s orders, they vanished, and Hand-
forth gave an indignant snort.

“Oh, well, it doesn’t matter!” he c¢x-
claimed. *“ Therc are plenty of other fellows
Now then, Fatty, let’s have that
bacon! 1I'll show you the way to carve
it! And don’t forget—I'm the boss of this
kitchen!”

Fatty Little glared.

“You clear oftf!” he roared. “Great
bloaters! If you start interfering we
shan’t get any supper at all! You're not

the cook—so don’t start any of your funny
business! Scoot!” |

Handforth was taken aback. ,

“Are you talking to me?”® he asked
blankly. “ Are you telling me to clear off?
Me—the cook?”

“You can call yourself what you like,
but I'm preparing this meal!” retorted
Fatty grimly. *“But I'll tell you what—

you can give a hand if you like. Grab
some of that bread, and cut it up.”

Handforth laughed in a superior way.

“I’ve had e¢nough of this insubordination!”
he said ecurtly. “TI'll give you just ten
seconds to hand over that bacon. You can
cut the bread! I'm going to take charge
of the frying.” .

He grabbed the bacon, and Fatty gave a
hoot of dismay. He stood Jooking on
dazcdly while Handforth hacked off a
number of uneven slices, varying in thick-
ness from half an inch to an eighth.

“Oh, all right!” said Fatty sourly. *Go
ahead! If you can f{ry slices like that
you’ll take first prize!”

Fatty appeared to be resigned, and he
stood idly by, watching, while Handforth
took over the command. Somehow, Edward
Oswald managed to dispose of the bacon,
but he was already beginning to regret that
he had tackled the jobh.



At last he put the big knife down and
wiped his hands.

“Now then—out of it!” roared Fatty,
seizing his opportunity. “I wasn't going
to do anything while you had that Kknife in
vour hand, but now, by treacle, you're
going!”

Handforth went.

Fatty Little charged him like an enraged

bull. And when Fatty Little charged any-
thing, something had to go. 1t seemed to

but a few
wWas

ing was calm and
clouds in the sky
not very far off.

“Yes, and we're handy for the beach,
too,” said Nipper. ‘A bathe every morn-
ing, my sons—that’'ll be the order of the
day in future. They couldn’t have pitched
the camp in a better place.”

Nipper was quite correct in this remark.

At this part of the coast the cliffs
sloped gradually down to the sandy beach.
Tnere was no sheer drop, so even in the

peaceful, ;
hinted that rain

Handforth that an avalanche had struck | dark the Scouts would be quite safe. And

hiin.tt 2 " i the slope was not ex-
‘atty didn’t use his ALLER ’ _ cessively deep, either

fists. le simply PORTR?‘;‘&“ Serieav——gil:?h \:::.g.ls W —just a short descent

butted into the intru- __ . e to the beach.

der and sent him fly- NOTE.—The average age of Sixth Form on  one side lay

ing backwards, stag-
gering over the grass.
Handforth tripped
against something, %
overbalanced, and sat
down with = terrific
violence into a tub of
water and potato peel- |
ings.

“Ha, ha, ha'!¥?

¢“ Great pip!” gasped
Handforth. “What
—what’s happened?”’

“You've been kicked S\\R
out of this kitchen— ogg#/

that's what’s hap- S\
pened!” said I'atty "'-/,f'i
Little grimly. ¢ And \

if you come back, I'll 5
jolly well do something
worse! By gravy!
I'm not standing any
interference with my
department.”’

Handforth struggled
out of the bath, dazed.

“You wait!” he said
thickly. = “Just wait
until I've got changed!
You—you rotter! Just
for this I won't eat
any of your rotten
supper!?’

[te stalked off, but,
strange to relate,
TFatty Little was not
in the least dismayed
by the threat.
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CHAPTER XXII.
OLD ACQUAINTANCES.

44 OLLY good view from
here,” said Tommny

Watson keenly.
He and Nipper and

Treaellis-West were standing

at the cliff-top, some littie
. distance from the camp.
They had strolled off to have a look round

while supper was being prepared. The even-

boys is 18.

12.—Chariea Payne.
fattest

School—a
senior edition of Fatty Little.
happy,
ing, he is exccedingly popular
when any social gathering 13

aood sort in every way.

Shingle HHead, and on
the other a curving
bay, which led round
the point to Caistowe.
In that direction the
formation of the clill's
aitered. They became
steep, and there were
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many cave openings
visible.

“Let's 20 down and
have a walk on the
sands,” said Watson.

“Just as rou like,

dear old boy,”” agreed
Tregellis-West ¢ What
do you say, Nipper?”

Nipper was quite
agreeable, and they
went down the slope,
and were soon on the
beach. Looking up
from the water's
edge, it was impos-
sible to see any sign
of the ecamp, for the
latter was hidden com-
vletely. They seemed
to be absolutely alone.

“Queer how we can
cut ourselves off so
completely,”” remarked
Nipper. “ Anybody
coming along here
would mnever dream
that there was a
camp just along the
clifi-top.”

They walked along the beach, enjoying
the stroll. Shingle Head was looking quite
harmless at present. The sca was still and
quiet, with only a few lappinz waves play-
ing upon the beach. It was difficult to
realise that the headland was one of the
most dangerous alonz the entire coast, and
that 'in winter-time it had often been the
scene of tragic wrecks.

The chums of Study C walked in the
opposite direction, attracted, possibly, by
the caves. Somehow, the St. Frank's fellows
never grew tired of exploring these caves.
There were a great number along the coast.

fellow in the
kind of

always smil-
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While the majority of them were just

short, brief affairs, other caves were famed
for their dark and mysterious recesses.
There were one or two special caves, in
fact, which had never heen fully explored,
owing to the perils,

“Shall we have a look in one?”
Watson, as they neared the point.

“0Oh, I don’t know!” said Nipper. *“XNot
much fun in exploring caves without any
ropes or lights., No harm in just glimpsing
in, of course.”

They entered the first cave they came to,

asked

Crouching low, they passed into the
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recklessly,
moment Jater he was floundering amid a

1le ventured forward
mass of soft scaweed. The sensation was
rather awful. He sunk down, and the
spongy mass seemed to pull him down hy
some hidden force,

“ Great Scott!” he gasped. “It's like a
quicksand!” )

He struggled to get out, but the cling-
ing seaweed enveloped him, as ’ghough it
were pussessed with life. And Nipper and
Sir Montie could do very little, because

they were unable to obtain any foothold.
Somehow, Watson managed to reach the
| outstretched hands of his chums.

He was

- e ¥y
fffffffff
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"he whispered. ‘¢ Iit’s old Starkey !’

Nipper motioned to his chums to keep quiet. *‘‘ No need to go out just yet,’?

————

centrance, and soon found themselves tread-

Darkness
them—Dblack and

jng over thick, spongy seaweed.
Yawned in f{ront of
mysterious.

“These caves are pretty dangerous, you
know,” remarked Watson. *If anybody
happens to get caught in here at high tide,
iIt’s all up! The sea comes right in, and
there’s no escape—"

““My dear chap, there’s no need to talk
about that,” interrupted Nipper. “The
tide’s only just gone out, and it’ll be hours
before it's fully in again, Mind where you're
going—there might be some pitfalls,”

Watson soon found there were,

» been  in

Although he had
danger, he was

puiled up with difficulty.
no particular
nevertheless shaken.

“My hat! Let's get out of here!”’ he
muttered.

" Not so pleasant, exploring caves without
lights, is i¢?”® asked Nipper. ‘You're
always liable to come across one of these
hollows. They get filled up with seaweed,
and you can't see ’em. You can sometimes
plunge right down until you're practically.
buried.”?

“Half buried is good enough for me,”
sald Watson breathlessly.

They made a move for the cave exit,
Nipper leading. But just as he was ahout
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to emerge into the open he pulled back.

Voice: sounded upon his ears-—rough, coarse
voices. And he caught sight of two figures

28

¢coming along the sands.

They struck a familiar chord in Nipper's
memory, and a moment later he recognised
two

the men as old acquaintances.

CHAPTER XXIII.
RATHER QUEER.

IPPER motioned to his
chums to keep quiet.
“No need to go

out just wyet,”” he
whispered. “It's old
Starkey!”’

“Starkey!”’ repealed

e e 8 e gy
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skipper a prison sentence. It would be
just as well, perhaps, not to venture out.

For the three juniors were quite isolated
from the rest of the Scouts, and Captain
Starkey iight greet them with some un-
pleasant behaviour., His memory was pro-
bably better than theirs.

Morcover, Nipper vaguely wondered why
Captain Starkey should be here at all. 1t
wasn't the kind of scene which fitted in
-with  his. character., A low waterside
drinking-house was more his mark.

“No need to take too much notice of
cossip, Trapp,” came Captain Starkey’s
voice, as he and his companions passed the
cave. ‘“Anyhow, it don't need to worry
vou. By sharks! We ain’t afraid o' boys!”’

“I tell ye them youngsters are campin’
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Watson., *“Who's he? I seem to know the
name!’’

“You remember him—Captain Jonas
Starkey !’ said Nipper. “He's a hardened

old reprobate, I believe, a man who has
sailed in every nart of the world, and who
was putb in gaol some months ago for gun-
running. His mate’s with him, that chap
who calls himself Mr. Trapp.”

Watson and Tregellis-West remembered.

Captain Starkey was a Dbit of a
character, and the St. Frank's fellows had
taken an active part in getting the villainous

over the cliffs,”’ said Mr. Trapp.
like it, cap’n.
don’t forgit,
last time.”’

Captain Starkey swore.

“Ay, bust my mast!"’ he grunted. “So it
was! But they won't do it agin, Trapp—
they won't best me a second time! You
leave everything to me, and if them boys

“I don't
It was them durned bovs,
what caused all the trouble

start interferin’ » :
His wvoice trailed away and became
inaudible,

“They seem to be up to some fresh miss
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chief,”” whispered Nipper. “Hold (
just take a peep! It's a good thing we
didn’t allow ourselves to be seen.”’

He craned his head round the rocks, and
was just in time to catch sight of Captain
Starkey and Mr. Trapp entering a cave
farther along the clifi. The two men walked
in over masses of seaweed. .

(ilancing back, Nipper espied a small boat
pulled up on the beach. Looking ocut to
sea, he now beheld another craft. It looked
like an old schooner, but somehow t_he
masts seemed rather too small for the size
* of the vessel. _

But Nipper had no doubt that it was
Captain Starkey’s ship. He and the mate
had come ashore for the purpose of enter-
ing that cave. But why? What reason
could they have for such a strange
procedure? |

“There's something rummy about this,
declared Nipper. “I shouldn’t be surprised
if Starkey’'s up to his old games—gun-
running, or something like that. 1It's a
funny thing how men of his type come
back to their old haunts. You'd think he
would try ancther locality altogether.”’

“ He knows this coast, dear boy,”” said
Sir Montie. “It’s safer here.r I expect he
knows every shoal and every rock, to say
nothin’ of every cave. It's the ounly place

he can operate in—it is, really.” )
“Yes, I suppose you're right,”’ said
Nipper. *“Well, we'd better get out of

here and shin up the cliff as auickly as we
can. Now that Starkey hasn’t seen us,
we might as& well let him remain in
ignorance altogether.”’

They left the cave, and succeeded in
reaching the cliff top in safety. They could
now see the camp, lying on the downs just
ahead. Throwing themselves flat on the
grass, they watched the beach.

“We'll wait for a few minutes, and see
what happens,’” said Nipper. ,

The period of waiting was only a brief
one.

Less than seven minutes later Captain
Starl:ey and Mr. Trapp re-appeared. The
juriors had been half expecting that the
two men would be carrying something.
But they were empty-handed.

Their actions, however, were significant.

Captain Starkey was the first to emerge,
and he came out cautiously, looking sharply
to right and left. He scanned the cliff-top,
but failed to observe the crouching figures
of the three watching juniors. He turned
and beckoned into the cave mouth.

Mr. Trapp appeared, and the pair hurried
down to the water’s edge, pushed their
boat in, and rowed off towards the waiting
schooner,

“Well, that's a bit mysterious,’’
Nipper grimly.

“111 tell you what—let's slip down. and
g0 into that cave!’’ suggested Watson, look-

declared
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“They’'ve gone now, and perhaps
we shall be able to find something——"’

ing eager.

“Not now!” interrupted Nipper. *“From
that eschooner our movements could be
seen as clearly as possible through a tele-
scope. I've got the cave marked in my
mind, and we'd Dbetter wait until
to-morrow.’’

So the juniors went into the camp, rather
thoughtful.

The unexpected appearance of Captain
Jonas Starkey and Mr. Trapp had given
them plenty to-think about. There was a
mystery here, but whether it would turn
out to be a trifle, or an important matter,
remained to he seen,

CHAPTER XXIV,
SETTLING DOWN,

UPPER was a huge
success.
y The three camps

were enjoying them-
selves immensely. So far,
there had been no attempt
to  keep any  particular
discipline, not that Scouts are subject to
discipline in the same way as cadets. Such
a camp 1s necessarily more or less free.

But this evening the juniors simply let
themselves go.

Camp fires were built after the meal,
and there was plenty of ecnjoyment to be
obtained, squatting round the blaze, and
exchanging yarns. Everybody was beginning
to feel that camp life was the only real
method of existence.

Even Archie Glenthorne succumbed to its-
charms. -

“What-ho!’? he murmured lazily, as he
leaned back against Alf Brent’s shoulder.
*This, as it were, i the good old stufi!
Dash it all, it’s not so frightfully frightful
after all!”? |

“Opinions differ!”’ growled Alf. “If you
think you're going to use me as a cushion;
my son, you’d better use your brains again,
Try lying on the grass for a change.”’

Alf shifted his position, and Archie fell
back. ' :

“I say!”’ he protested. *“Be a sport, you
know! A chappie of my delicate nature
must get used to these changes gradually.
Strictly speaking, I'm bally worried. I
don't look -it, but I am.”

“What are you worried about?’?

“Phipps,’’ said Archie sadly. *“The price-
less old cove has ahsolutely failed to turn
up. 1 don't know what I'm going to do
without him. until to-morrow,”’

“Until the end of the term, you mean,?’
put in  Reggie from near-by. * Poor
old Archie! Don't you know that Phipps

| is barred?”?
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“PBarrcd?” repeated Archie, with a violent

start.

“0Of course! This is a Scout camp!”
explained Reggic. “You can’t expect to
have a giddy valet dodging about in camp.

A Scout has got to fend for himself, Archic

—that's the whole idea of the thing. You
won't see Phipps again until the end of

term.”’
. Archie made a sound like a dying creature
of the woods.

“Then all is lost!”’ he moaned. “I
distinctly told Phipps to rally round during
the course of the afternoon—"’

“And our Scoutmaster distinctly told-
Phipps to take a holiday!’’ grinned Reggie.
“My dear chap, Phipps would be as out of
place here as Handforth's badges on his
shirt. It simply can’'t be done. You've
gott to make your own bed, and do your
own boot cleaning, and——"

“Good gad!’ breathed Archie. “ Enough!
Kindly say no more, laddie! Let the blow
sink in gradually.”’

He felt so weak from the shock that he
staggercd to his feet and reeled off towards
his tent. He felt that the only possible
cure was to go straight to sleep. In the
morning perhaps he would have gained
sufficient strength to cope with the
situation.

It was e&till quite light, and Archie
entered his tent and found it empty. He
had no special concessions here. The tent
was of the regulation kind, and provided
sleeping accommodation for half a dozen.

“Poor old chap, he'll soon get used to
it!’? chuckled Jack Grey. *“In fact, 1
shouldn’'t be surprised if Archie comes out
strong. He mneedn’t have Phipps at all; he’s
just as strong and capable as any of us.
Being a Scout will he the making of him.”

“It'll do us all good,”” replied Reggie.
“I've often thought about starting a St.
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but somehow we've never

Frank’s troop,
had time.”

“It's just like everything else—trh’e
opportunity comes along, and we grab it,”’
remarked Nipper. “Well, we've had an

easy time of it to-day, but to-morrow Wwe
start the real business—proper routine, and
everything.”’

All the Scouts were highly satisfied.

It was just the same in the two adjoining
camps. The juniors were enjoying them-
selves with great keenness. This was a lot
hetter than being sent off in batches to
other schools.

They were not exactly at St. Frank’s,
but aflter all, they were quite ncar the old

school. And they were still intact. There
would undoubtedly be a keen rivalry
between the three troops. The TFourths

Formers, of course, took it for granted that
they would leave the fags far behind.

But the redoubtable Willy had his own
ideas on this point.

Round the f{ags’
was holding iorth.

“There's ¢ne thing all you chaps have
cot tc bear in mind,’’ he said firmly.
“These fatheaded Fourth-Formers look upon
us as kids, and think we ought to Le Woll

own camp fire Willy

Cubs. They don't recognise us as Scouts
at all!”’

| “Like their nerve!” said Chubby Heath
indignantly.

“Exactly!? agreed Willy. “And it’s up
to us to take them down a peg or two.
Remember, my sons, the Third has got to
hbe the best troop, the first to be proficient,
the first to win its badges of merit. We'll
teach these Yourth fatheads what the
Third can do!”

So upon the whole it seemed that the
camp had started well; and it further
seemed that there would be plenty of

interesting events in the immediate future.
END.

[—

Boy Scouts Next

| Look Out also for

Another Fine Long Story of the St. Frank’s

Week, entitled:—

- “THE TIGER PATROL!”

Further Information

About the St. Frank’s League!
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(NOTE.—If any readers write to me, I shall
he pleased to comment upon such remarks
as are likely to interest the majority. If
you have any suggestions—send them along.
if you have any grumbles—make them to

All letters should be addressed to

me.,

EDWY SEARLES BROOKS, c¢/o The
Editor, THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY, The
‘Fleetway House, Farringdon  Street,

London, E.C.4. Remember, my aim is to
pleace as many of you as I possibly can.
So it's up to you to let me konow your
likes and disllikes.—E.S.B.).

J. Adams (Sydney,
N.S.W.), Macnab (Wyong, N.S.W.), Basil
A. Downing (Melbourne, Aus.), Morwin-
. stowe (Swansea), Herbert George Slatford
(Brentford), B. L. (Lancashire), J. T.
(Sheffield), Leslie Udall (Bradford), Arzac
(Huddersfield), Cissic G. (London, E.1),
John Halley (Walthamstow, E.17),
A. N. L. L. (Chichester), L. T. Reilly
(Brighton), Cheesie Lovatt (Stafford),
James E., Wood (Douglas, Isle of Man),
R. L. Watszon (Birmingham), ‘Nick &
Nifin?? (Sutton), Eldred Seabourne (Lang-
«tone, Mon.), Fred Graham (Eastbourne),
Francis Norman (FPinmstead, S.E.18), Michel
de Ulrich (Dresden, Germany), Master
Robert Sturgeon (Liverpool), Albert Borrow

Letters Teceived:

(London, N.1), J. Miller (Darwen), B. W,
Messem (FForest Gate, E.,), L. Sharp
(Luton), Robert Murray (Tottenham),

Gwilym John (Gowerton, 8. Wales), Archie
Hewitt (Ealinz), “The Mad Motorist ¥
(Sheflield), A. Redgate (Nottingham).

* % *

Of course, you've seen the Editor’s an-
nouncement about The St. Trank’s League,
haven’t you? If you haven’t, I advise you
to turn to it at once, and soak it in. 1
don’t intend to say anything further this
week—the Editor has told you that the
League is now ahout to blossom forth into
full life, and you’ll have to wait until next
week for further details. If we tell you
tc_ro much at once you won't be able to
digest it properly. Besides, I've got lots
of letters to attend to.

E | L -

Thanks for drawing my attention to the
story entitled “ONE OF THE BOYS,”
No. 472, Herbert George Slatford. Quite
a number of others have written me on this
Inatter, and 1 suppose it's up to me to say
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something. As you are all
wrong. On the face of it, I am clean
bowled, but I think there’s a loophole of
escape—and without any wriggling, either.
You all tell me that there was nothing new
in juniors playing for the T'irst Eleven in
the recent cricketing series. You remind
me that several juniors played for the Firsy,
at the instigation of Mr. Beverley Stokes,
in “ONE OF*THE B?YS.”

it happens,

Well, you're all right--and you're all
wrong. In that story, some juniors did
play for the First, but it was only as an
experiment. It was only a temporary
measure, the juniors playing as substitues
for some crocked seniors. In my recent
storles, the situation was totally different,
and my statement that juniors were playing
for the First Eleven for the first time was
correct. TFor in these latter yarns, Nipper,
Dodd and Kahn were actually established
Therefore in that eense—which was the
sense I intended conveying—the three
[Fourth Form«e*rs were breaking fresh ground.

* * .

I have a letter in front of me which needs
a word of comment. I am not going to say
whom it is from, because that would en-
courage him in his base villainy. I might
mention that I have had other letters in a
similar strain. Briefly, my correspondent
tells me that unless I give him an answer
in these columns he will at once give up
Our Paper for good. Now, if every corres-
pondent acted in the same way, and I took
notice, I should need the entire paper every
week for ““Between Ourselves ! 1 invite
everybody to write to me, and I welcome
all letters, but under no circumstances can
I guarantee a reply, or even a comment.
And I think most of you are broadminded
enough to be satisfied if you only get an
acknowledgment, As you have all seen, if
a correspondent touches upon a matter of
general interest, I invariably tackle it.
But this is where the point comes—a reader
may think he has written upon an important
matter of universal appeal, and I feel quite
the contrary. Don’t you think it would be
the right thing to accept my judgment?
Threats such asz the ahove leave me quite
cold, and if everybody wmade them this
feature would very soon vanish from our

| pages.
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My dear Readers, _

I can no longer keep you In suspense a3
to what is happening regarding the St.
Irank's League. Ilundreds of letters have
been received and continue to arrive con-
cerning the League from all parts of Eng-
land and the Colonies and wherever Our
Paper is read. Many of these letters con-
tain offers from enthusiasts to act as
Organising Officers, and all of them indicate

a desire to see the League madterialise into
a reality.

DEVISING A SCHEME.

This is what I have been waiting for
these many months before launching out
on what may prove to be the biggest
scheme we have ever tackled. I have
wanted time for the idea to circulate
to every quarter of the globe; time
to give everyone an opportunity of
<ending in their opinmions and suggestions,
Meanwhile, both the Author and [ have
been at great pains to devise a scheme of
development, beginning in a small way,
and by the co-operation of readers,
eradually to increase the activity of the
Ieague in many directions of usefulness
to its members. It is now with very great
pleasure that I can definitely state the
st. Frank's League will come into existence
at once.

OBJECT OF THE LEAGUE.

Primarily, the League is being formed
for the purpose of knitting together a bond
of friendship and understanding between
readers far and near. You have all one
areat thing in common—you are all
admirers of those wonderful and inimitable
stories of the Boys of St. Frank'’s., Every
week, you delight in the adventures of
Mr. Brook's famous characters. They are
living personalities, and you, dear readers,
by your unfailing appreciation, have helped
to make them so. Yet, though you tread
this common ground together, have shared
the same feelings of delight, "have lived
together in the eunvirons of St. Irank’s,
familiar each of you with the lanes and
landmarks as you are with the living
characters that people the pages of Our
Paper, how many of you know anything
about your fellow-readers? You number
many thousands, distributed throughout
the British Empire, and an opportunity of
getting in touch with one another should
induce every one of you to join the League,

OTHER BENEFITS.

But there will be miny other
ments olfered later on.
hope to devote space in the N.L.L, for
Ieague notices, short news contributions
by Members, free advertisements, competi-
tions, the formation of local <clubs and

induce-
For instance, I
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sports clubs, and, possibly, we may arrange
an annual muster, or a sports meeting, and
it has even been suggested that we might
form a burcau for supplying Members with
special articles of ciothing at reduced
prices. Other benetits, deserving of men-
tion, will take the form of helping and advis-
ing boys to choose and qualify for careers Or
trades, to organise at cost price a cOrres-
pondence school, and to form an employ-
ment bureau. There are many more ad-
vantages I could enumerate, which could

be introduced into the League.

HOW WE SHALL BEGIN. _
It is no use attempting to do all this

at once. Like all big undertakings, Wwe
must begin in a modest way, contenting
ourselves first of all with appointing

Organising Officers and enrolling Members.
We shall all need to put our shoulders to
the wheel and work hard to make the
League a success, If you are a regular
reader, you have everything to gain and
nothing to iose by joining the League. To
vou I make my appeal direct. There aroe
others, who as yet are non-readers, and
who would become readers and join the
League if they were told about it. That
is where you can help, and at the same
time qualify for a solid bronze, silver or
gold medallion, which I am offering %0
Members who introduce new readers and
induce them to join the League.

This is only a preliminary announcement,
but next week I purpose explaining the
simple procedure to be adopted by all who
wish to join the League.

ORGANISING OFFICERS.

The many enthusiastic readers who have
already offered their services as local
Organising Officers have already been made
Members of the League, and this worthy
band of pioneers, scattered throughout the
Empire—and, indeed, all over the world—
form the nucleus of the League. We might
cali them Foundation Members. They will be
given special privileges. and will also be
eligible - for rewards according to results
achieved by them between now and the end
of this year. These Foundation Members
already number several hundreds, and one
of my main concerns in this preliminary
announcement is to give every reader a last
opportunity to become one of these pioneer
Members. But please undemstand that all
readers who send their names in must be
sincere in their determination to organise
in their localities on the simple lines which
we shall indicate. So DON'T send your
name in uniless you ARE sincere. Up to the

end of next week all applicants will be
eligible as local Organising Oflicers, or
Foundation Members. That, will be the

Home olosing date. Overseas closing date
will be Augzust 8. Yours sincerely,
THE EDITOR.

. (Chief Officer of The St. Frank's League).
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A STIRRING TALE OF A BRITISH BOY'S EXPLOITS WHEN SIR FRANCIS DRAKE
—————————— A ————————— e — s~
| SAILED THE HIGH SEAS_.
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By the Author of

¢ With Cavalier and
Roundhead,’’ etc.

FOR NEW READERS.—The story begins in
1587, when GQGiles Montford, the sixteen-
ear-old master of Templeton, decides to
zyake up arms under Drake against the
Spaniards, in defiance of his uncle, Don
Ferdinand Gonzales, ®vho has invited him
to go over to Spain. Giles is sent to
London on an important mission, and
returns with a dispateh from the queen
to Admiral Drake. He has barely arrived
back at Templeton when the house Is
rushed by five Spanish soldiers, and Giles
is overpowered and carried off to some
unknown destination. The captive .s
taken on board a Spanish vessel, and
then discovers he is a prisoner in the
hands of his uncle, the Don. After some
days at sea, Giles lands at Cadiz, in
Spain, and while on the way to Seville
he is rescued by two friends. They suc-
cced in getting away from the Spanish
coast in a row-boat, closely pursued,

(Now read on.)

HE situation was now desperate, anil
Trent and the lads ‘exchanged

glances of rage and alarm. With

one pair of oars they were helpless,
and their capture was but the question of
4 minute or two. Closer and closer hove
the bpats from right and left, each manned
by six swarthy sailors. The rising sun
gleamed on more than one pike-point and
wide-mouthed arquebus,

But help was nearer than the fugitives
dreamed of. Strange to say, they had for-
gnt-ti_:n the ship out in the offinz, and now,
looking in that direction, they saw it bear-
ing swiftly toward them at a distance of a
quarter of a mile,

Then it suddenly rolled around broadside,
showing the frowning muzzles of six guns

peeping from the deck, and as part of the
canvas dropped the flag of England was
hauled rapidly to the mast-head.

Giles and the strange lad began to cheer
heartily and to wave their hats, and Trent's -
eyes sparkled as he gave an extra spurt to
the oars.

But the fugitives were not quite safe
yet. The hostile boats had given up the
chase, it is true, but they now opened a
strageling fire from pistols and arquebuses.

Trent and his companions escaped injury
by ducking, and when a loud report tempted
them to hob up their heads they saw a
cannon-ball strike the water within a dozen
feet of the boat on the left, splashing its
occupants profusely. Both boats now pulled
hard for safety, and they had several nar-
row escapes bhefore they reached their
vessels,

The English ship, while lying to for the

- fugitives, opened a brisk fire on the Spanish

barks to punish them for their audacity.
It was ‘ludicrous to see first one and then
the other lift anchor, and make off to the
eastward wunder full sail. Nor did they
escape iInjury, as the occasional crash of
timbers or the fall of a mast testified.

Trent quickly pulled under the hull of
the Dame Mary—which was the name of the
English ship—and the boat and its occu-
pants were hauled aboard. The captain and
crew gave the fugitives a warm greeting,
and Giles saw more than one familiar face
among the sturdy Devonshire sailors.

“T never hoped to put foot on a ship's
deck again,” cried Trent, ““and had yonu
been a little farther out to sea the Spaniards
would have done for us. How came you on
watch? Did Sir Francis Drake send you?”

‘““Ay, ay,” replied the captain: ¢‘‘he
feared you might be detained till daylight,
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so he sent us to pick you up. We've been
beating around hercabouts since two hours
before dawn. And now below with you,
comrades. You will find meat and drink
in the cabir, and 1 advise you to fill your
stomachs while you have the chance. There’s
hot work cut out for the fleet to-day.”

CHAPTER XIV.
IN WHICH STEPHEN TRENT TELLS HiSs STORY.

RENT and the lads were both
hungry and thirsty, but they did
not at once avail themselves of the
captain’s offer. They stayed on

deck until the Dame Mary had tacked about
and was riding out to sea- under full spread
of canvas,

There was scarcely any wind, and it leoked
as though a considerable time would be
required for the ship to bheat its way
round to the mouth of the harbour. It was
i sore trial to the patience of all on board,
for they knew that they were missing a
chance of distinguishing themselves in
action. From behind the town they could
hear the incessant thunder of cannon, and
cuulél see the powder-smoke drifting up-
ward.

“ Come, lads,” said Trent, touching Giles
and his companion on the shoulders, “ there's
no use in letting good food spoil, and
while we eat the time will pass quicker.”

They made their way below, and in the
snug little cabin they found bread and
meat laid out for them. They fell to with
ravenous appetites, and in a short tiine
the food had disappeared.

“Now, Master Giles,”” began Trent, I
dare say there are a number of things you
want to know. It's not the best time for
spinning narratives—since we are shortly
going into battle—but I think we may ven.
ture on a few explanations, if we make
them short. Let us hear your story first.”

This did not suit Giles very well, but he
reluctantly consented. He gave a hurried
outline of his capture and imprisonment, to
which his companions listened intently.

¢“And now for my adventures,’”” safd
Trent, as he threw himself back in his chair,
“ After I left you on Dartmoor, Master

riles, I rode without peril to Plymouth, cot
a skiff from old DBilly Bones off the Hoe,
and pulled down the south in search of the
fleect. I wasn't a quarter of a mile from
the shore when a boat-load of bloodthirsty
Spaniards overhauled me, and gave the word
to die or surrender.

““There was no getting away, for the
knaves were alongside. I stuck my knife
throueh the dispateh and dropped it into the
water. Then I hauled oft to fight, but be-
fore I could draw- my sword a craeck on
the head stunned me. When I came to I
was lying in the bottom of the Spanish
boat. The knaves were pulling till their
bones cracked, and I could hear an~‘lier

THE. NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Like a fool I sang out

boat in hot pursuit.
for help, and got what I deserved—a stun-
ning whack above the eyves.”

“"And what next?” Giles asked eagerly.

_“The mext thing 1 knew,” resuled
Irent, *‘1 came to my senses two days
later on board the Hercules, Sir Francis

Drake's own ship. They had overhauled the
Spanish boat, and killed all the knaves bub
one. At the time the fleet was under way
for Spain, so they chucked me into a bunk,
and took me along. 1 came within an ace
of having a split skull, but on the third
day 1 was able to totter about and take

my meals. _
¢ At the first chance I steered into Sir

Francis, and told him all about the letter,
and how you and I did our best to brmg
it from London. He looked at me sort of
gqueer for a minute, and then he said 1
was right to throw it into the water.”

“ Did you tell him what the dispatceh con-
tamed"‘ cried Giles.

“Not likely,” replied Trent,
didn’'t know myself.”

“That's true,” said Giles. <1 forgot.
This is a pretty mess. The Earl of Essex
told me in confidence that the dispatch was
to countermand Drake's expedition to

Spain.”

TIE‘I]t puckered up his lips and whistled.

“Told you in confidence, eh?” he said.
““Then my advice is, Master Giles, that you
hold fast to the secret. It's the only way
out of the serape. If you tell it, the earl
is likely to get into trouble.”

“True for wu = replled Giles, ¢“I'll keep
my lips seaied.’

Trent nodded, and then laughed heartily.

“T don't believe Sir I'rancis was specially
anxious to get the letter,” he resumed.
“¢ Government despatches are sometimes un-
weicome, Master Trent,” he =aid to me.
“What a man don't know don't hurt him.’
Thoze were his exact words.”

“Then we are well out of the scrape,”
said Giles, ¢ And now for the rest of your
story."”

“There's not
Trent, “except

“when I

much to tell,” replied
about the Spanish prisoner.
He wasz a plueky fellow, and though we
conldn't get him to say what he and his
companions were doing up the Sound that
night, he was ready enough to talk about
a certain Don Ferdinand, whom he blamed

for delayving the Spanish vessel in the
Channel! while he ecarried out a little plot
of his own.”

Gilez drew a quiek breath.

“Ah, T begin to understand!” he said.

¢ Exactly,” added Trent, “To cut a lonz
story short, Master Giles, the Spaniard told
hhow your precious uncle had planned to
abduet you that night, so I made up my
mind to try to resecue you when we got to
(adiz—which the Spaniard said was the
destination of the Spanish ship. And the
rest of the story Master Syduney Rookwood
shall spin you.”
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«]3 that your name?” Giles ‘
gurprise, t-urn.illlg] t{:]hiﬁ) young companijon.
“ English, then?”

E%lesa:ml aﬁt English,” replied the lad,
¢ and it is more this bonnet and cloak than
my brown complexion that make nie look
like a Spaniard. My father is now living
a retired life at Kingswear, in Devonshire,
by the mouth of the River Dart. But until
a year ago he owned a trading vessel, and
I have been to all parts of the world with
him since my mother died. That was
sixteen years ago, when I was a baby.”
¢ And how did you happen to be In
Cadiz?” asked Giles, . .

“8ir Francis Drake took me with him
because I knew all about t1he Spanish
.ports,” replied Master Rookwood. ‘ When
"we anchored offi Cadiz Harbour last night
Sir Francis asked me to go into the town as
a spy, and as Master Trent here was of

same mind we disguised ourselves and
went together. You know what happened
then. We caught sight of you with the
two Spaniards, and as we guessed which
wny they were bound we slipped ahead into
the dark street. It was more by luck than
skill that we saved you.”

“Not a bit of it!”? cried Giles, as he
warmly shook Master Rookwond’s hand.
“It was a most brave and daring rescue,
and I am more grateful to you than [
¢an ever show. And to you also, my trusty
Stephen. Why, I took you both for villain-
ous Spaniards.”

.- “Do you think I made a good one,
Master Giles??? exclaimed Trent.

With this he fell to laughing violently,
and in the midst of his mirth a sudden jerk
of the vessel threw him cff his chair Lo
the floor. At the 'same instant the cannon-
ading seemed to grow louder, and the deck
‘overhead rang with cheers.

. Trent sprang to his feet and dashed out
of the cabin. Giles and Sydney rushed after
him, and when they reached the deck they
beheld a thrilling and magnificent sight.

The Dame Mary was standing gallantly in
through the mouth of the harbour, and the
long range of batteries on the riuht, front-
ing the town, were popping away furiously.
The bombardiers seemed unable to get the
correct aim, and the little vessel kept on
-her course amid a storm of jron missiles
that either fell short or went shrieking
overhead.

Drake’s fleet had long since passed the
batteries in safety, and row, at a distance
of less than a mile alead, it was engaged
b oa lively and spirited action. There were
thirty ships under the command of the
veteran  seaman, six of which were
Drivateers and men-cf-war belonging to the
Crown, while the others had been equipped
by merchants of London and various
. English seaports,
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asked in)

The larger part of the fleet had sur-
rounded a great Spanish man-of-war—the
only formidable enemy that lay in the har-
hour—and were pouring broadside after
broadside into it, and gradually closing
nearer in spite of a heavy return fire,

The rest of the fleet were hotly battling
with a number of Spanish galleys, and
behind the galleys the vast harbour was
simply jammed with store-ships containing
provisions for the Armada--a prize which
Drake had worthily determined to possess.

The belat2d English sailors were roused to
hoarse cheering by the valorous deeds of
their comrades, by the sight of the shifting
mass of vessels, and constant flash ard
smoke of the great guns. The whistle and
shriek of balls overhead had no power to
terrify Giles, and as h2 stood looking for-
ward he felt all the excitement and enthu-
siasm of a soldier’s life.

““ Does Sir Francis know that the Queen’s
letter recommended us to «cerve under
him?"” he demanded eagerly of Trent, who
was by his side. ¢ Did yon tell him that!”

‘““Ay, I verily did,” replied Trent, “since
that much I heard from your own mouth.”

“And what was his answer?”

‘““That he was glad to welcome two suech
volunteers. Nay, more; he promised that
we both ehould fight on his own ship. So
have no fear, Master Giles. We are bound
to have our part in the heginning and the
end of this war with Spain.”?

Giles flushed with joy.

“Sir Franciz shall not repent his pro-
mise,”” he cried, ““so long as I can hold a
sword."?

By this time the Dame Mary was beyond
reach of the hatteries, having lost only the
top of one mast while passing through the
fire. As she sped on toward the thick of
the action, the master-gunner ordered his
men to their places, and part of the sailors-
began to-.bring supplies of powder and ball
above deck.

‘““Are we to fight on board this craft for
the present?’ Giles asked of Master Rook-
wood,

The lad shook his head.

“I think not,” he answered. “T am to
make a speedy report to Sir Franeis.

Master Rookwood was right. The Dame
Mary swept on till she was close to the hot-
test part of the struggle. Then she veered
round, poured a volley from six of her guns
into the Spanish man-of-war, and slipped
gracefully alongside of Sir Francis Drake's
flagship, Hercules.

CHAPTER XV,
IN WHICHT GILES BOARDS THE SPANISH GALLEY.

RUSH was instantly made by three
or four sailors who held grappling-
hooks and lines, and Trent and
the two lads, knowing what was

expected of them, dashed after the party.
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But before the hooks could be thrown, the
man-of-war sent ccuple of round-shot

shrieking across the deck of the Dame
Mary, aud thence into the forward bul-
warks of the Hercules,

Death and destruction followed in the

wake of the iron missiles. Giles was hurled
to the deck by a shower of splinters, which
fortunately did him no worse injury than a
few bruises and scratches., As he rose o
his feet, a little dazed, he heard a tremen-
dous crash, foilowed by cries of rage and
agony.

The shattered mast had fallen, crushing
half a dozen of the sailors under its weight.
Two or three poor fellows were lying near,
hleeding and mangled. It was the lad's
first taste of real warfare, and he was more
angered than disheartened by the sad sight,
e felt a burning thirst for revenge on the
Spaniards.

Trent and Master Rookwood had escaped

hurried up to Giles, re-
joicing to find him safe. By this time the
two vessels had swung a little apart, but
they were quickly connected by grappling-
hooks, and drawn together, '

While the Dame Mary fired gun after
gun from its open side, 1rent and the lads
ran to the opposite side and hoisted them-
selves to the bulwarks of the Hercules.
Thence they jumped down upon the deck,
and the Dame Mary instantly sheered off,
giving the Hercules a chance to renew her

injury, and they

ierrific broadsides against the enemy.
Master Rookwood at onece disappeared,
leaving his companions standing In the

shelter of the bulwarks, and watching the
animated and thrilling scenes around them.
The bombardiers, grimy with sweat and
powder, were working hard at their posts of
duty. Sailors were staggering up from be-
low deck, laden with powder and ball. The
master-gunner seemed to be everywhere at
once, shouting out orders, and keeping an
eve on the movements of the enemy.

The noise of the great guns was terrific.
Continuously the vessels of the fleet
vomited their deadly charges into the
man-of-war, or reeled under the return fire
that was at times delivered with too frue
an aim. So the battle went on, with
thunder and roar, rending of bulwarks and
splitting of masts, with flapping sails and
clamour of husky voices,

The rolling of the ships had pretty much
the eftect of a severe storm, and the
waters of the harbour were lashed into
anory waves, As the smoke curled this way
and that dead bodies could be seen lyving on
the splinter-strewn deek, while here and
there sailors were helping a wounded com-
rade below. Overhead, the shrieking balis
whizzed through sails and rigging,

Trent scemed to be quite in his element.
There was a grim smile on his face, and
an eager, impatient look in his eyes.

“ Ay, but this is like to old times, Master
Gile3,” he exclaimed. “Methinks I can

1

see over yonder the low muddy shores of
Holland. Therve is naught in life can com-
pare to a hot brush with the Spaniards.

“ Look !” he added. ¢ Over by the masb
stands the old sea-dog himself, holding
converse with Master Rookwood. Aye, and
he is as casy of mind as though he wcere
playing at bowls on Plymouth Hoe.”

Giles felt a strange thrill as he followed

the direction of Trent’'s arm, and saw the

with whose praises Eng-
land had rung a half-score of times. Sit
Francis Drake was now forty-eight years
old, with a weather-beaten face, tanned by
the suns of many a foreign clime. .

But he was plainly and uuussun}mgly
garbed, and there was little about him to
indicate a man who had spent years in
deeds of darinz and conquest in France
and the Americas, the West Indies, and
the Spanish Main; who had floated the
banner of England in Chili, Peru, and
Virginia, trailed it across the Pacific to
the Isle of Java, through the Indian Ocean
and round the Cape of Good Hope.

Before Giles could take more than a brief
look, Sir Francis came striding across the
deck, and fixed his keen eyes on Trent
and the lad.

“ Welecome back, my trusty fellow,” ho
said. “I hear you did nobly to rescue
vour young master. from his enemies, Wel-
come also to vou, Master Montford. 1
have heard how pluckily you rode from
London with the Queen's letter. It mat-
ters not that I never saw it, since I unders
stand that it contained in part a recom-
mendation of your services from my Lord
Howard.”

“8So I was told Dby- her Majesty’s
Minister,” replied Giles.  “And the favour
of my Lord Howard in my behalf I owe to
my guardian, Sir Richard Edgcumbe.”

«“ Ay, I know him well,” said Drake. *“ He
iz a brave soldier and a loyal “gentleman.
But this is no time for long words. You
have come recommended by deeds as well
as by good words, and so long as I com-
mand a deck for England you shall both
do service under me. Now get below, whero
vou will find armour and weapons. You are
like to have need of them ere the day be
over.”

With this Sir Francis turned away, leav-
ing Trent and Giles well pleased by his
aracious words and promises. The fight was
still raging a3 they hurried below deck to
a room that was fitted up as an armoury.
Here Sydney Rookwood was exchanzing his
disguise for the habiliments that lie had
cast off when he started for Cadiz.

In a short time Giles was rigged out in a
headpiece, breastplate, and back-piece of
licht steel, and waiz armed with a sword,
a dagger, and two pistols. His companions
were equipped in like manner.

sturdy navigator

“What news have you for our ears,
Master Rookwood?"” azked Trent. *“ Do
we land to attack the town when the

B

harbour bath bheen elearved
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gydney shook his head.

« Not s0,”” he replied. ‘From the word I
brought Lim Sir Krancis hath decided not
to lay siege to Cadiz. He purposes now
{o capture this rich fleet of store-ships,
and with that he will likely be content for

the present.”
«1 would fain have seen the English flag
planted on the walls of yonder town,’” mut-

tered Trent,
knows best.
Come

‘““but doubtless Sir Francis
Hark! They are at it over-

head. comrades, it ill becomes us

T i
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strewn deck, and the Spanish flag waved

insolently from the bow.

The English ships closed nearer, and a
perfect hail of iron crashed into the man-
of-war for fully five minutes. Then it be-
gan to settle decply and swiftly into the
water, and there were some Sighs of a
panic on its deck. One by one the fire of
the guns ceased, and the Spanish seamen
commenced dropping into the water, t0
be picked up by the boats from their

enemy’s ships.

As he rose to his feet, a littie dazed, he heard a tremendous crash, followed

by cries of rage and agony.
dozen of the sailors.

The shattered mast had fallen, crushing halfa

to lurk here, now that we are cquipped for
the fight.”

With this he was off, with Giles and
Sydney at his heels, and they reached the
deck in time to witness a stirring sight.
The Spanish man-of-war was near its last
gasp. Its masts were down, its bulwarks
were torn and rent, and it had sprung a
leak from more than one hole inflicted as it
rolled to leeward among the waves.

But the doomed ship was still fighting
Pluckily, and what guns were yet in ser-
vice were pouring hot broadsides into the
half-dozen surroundingz ships. There was
Plenty of Jife and cemmation on the debris-

“It sinks—it sinks!’” cried the English
sailors, and a hoarse cheer spread from ves-
sel to vessel,

Drake gave the signal to stop firing, and
the cloud of smoke slowly rolled away, let-
ting the sun shine brightly on the last act
of the tragedy. -

‘“ Ay, . the victory is ours,” exclaimed
Trent, *and right nobly it hath been gained.
Look, Master Giles, the sea is pouring in at
the portholes.”

“And tbe Spaniards are dropping over-
board like angry wasps from their nest,”
cried Sydney. +“We :hall have a store of
prisoners.”’



With flushed cheeks, Giles watched the,
scene from the admirable point of vant-
age which he and his companions had taken
on the poop-deck of the Hercules. Xor a
minute or two longer the man-of-war
swayed from side to side, meanwhile sink-
ing = steadily deeper. Then it suddenly
heeled over, dipping its bow out of sight,
and the next instant the spot where it
had been was a seething whirlpool of
wreckage and struggling forms.

Hundreds went down with the vessel
Others made a plucky fight for life, and
after the peril of the vortex was passed the
boats of the fleet picked up a number of
prisoners, including several officers of the
ill-fated man-of-war.

The harbour, with its rich prizes was
now completely at Drake’s mercy, and he
lost no time in leading his little squadron
to the aid of the other vessels of the fleet,
which were slowly and stubbornly driving
the Spanish galleys off from their defence
of the store-ships.

The town must have been in a fearful
state of panic and rage. Vast crowds of
people were watching from the walls, but
they were helpless to interfere. The blow
had fallen with stunning unexpectedne:s,
and though Cadiz was full of soldiers, it
had no force of vessels to compete with
the English fleet. The Armada was lyving
at the time in the River Tagus, off the
city of Lisbon, under command of the Mar-
quis Santa Croce.

A hot fire delivered at close range speedily
broke up the defensive line of galleys, and
all but two put out toward the open sea as
fast as their ponderous oars could earry them.
These two pluckily stood their ground, pouring
destructive broadsides into the enemy.

While the rest of the fleet sailed on to
seize and plunder the store-ships, the
Hercules and half a dozen other vessels sur-
rounded the two galleys. Finding themselves
trapped they now sought to escape, and one
actually got clear of the blockade.

The other was very nearly safe, in spite of
the terrific fire through which it had passed.
when the Hercules 1an alongside by a quick
and clever tack. There was a grinding of
oars, followed by a jarring bump, and no
sooner had Drake's lusty voice shouted the
command to board than a body of seamen
made a rush for the bulwarks.

Trent and the two lads were among the
first to scramble on the deck of the galley,
and in the excitement they and their score
of companions did not look to see what was
taking place behind them. With shrill cries
they cut down the Spanish gunners, and then
attacked a body of foes that came pouring
from all parts of the ship.

A terrific hand-to-hand fight ensued. The
Spaniards struggled desperately, but they
were no match for the resolute and powerful
English seamen. Giles and Sydney stuck
rlose to Trent, and found themselves in the
thick of the combat.
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The lads had no time to think of fecar.
They pushed on over the planking, slashing
madly at the swarthy faces of their enemies.
The ~Spaniards were driven farther and
farther back, leaving the deck strewn with
dead and wounded.

The master-gunner of the galley had been
leading the assailants, and had so far borne
a charmed life in spite of the many swords
that singled him out. Now, seeing that hope
was gone, he snatched a blazing torch, and
rushed below deck sith a shrill yell of
defiance. '

The English seamen knew what this meant,
and with cries of panic and fear they Te-
treated to the galley’s side, hot pressed by
the few Spaniards who remained aiive. Trent
clapped Giles and Sydney on the shou!der
as he struggled by them in the mad flight
for safety.

“ Back for your lives!” he crled. “ That

knave of a gunner is seeking the magazine
with his torch. The galley will be blown
Up.”
Trent would have stayed to help the lads,
hut he was borne helplessly along by the
rush. At the same instant a ferocious-look-
ing Spaniard felled Sydney to the deck with
a heavy pike, and then aimed a like blow at
Giles, who was directly in front of hlm.
Trent saw the downfall of the one lad and
the imminent peril that threatened the
other. He turned with a lusty shout, and
tried to win his way back; but he -made slow
progress, and before he could get near the
spot his aid was no longer required.

CHAPTER XVIL
IN WHICH GILLS FACES DEATH LIKE A HERO.

HE Spaniard had come up from one
side, and consequently Giles was a
witness of the attack that prostrated
his companion. ‘Though he had his

sword in his hand, a thrill of grief and rage
so blunted him to his own peril at first that
he lost a precious second in hesitation. Then,
seeing the uplifted pike and the frenzied
countenance of his foe, he tried to dnraw
back a little, at the same time jerking his
blade upward in an attitude of defence.

This movemient would have availed the lad
little against the force of the Spanijard’s
heavier weapon, but it fortunately so hap-
pened that his foot slipped on the deck,
bringing him to his knees. At that very
instant one of the seamen of the Hercules,
too scared 1o see where he was going, darted
between the Spaniard and his intended
victim.

The luckless seaman caught the full force
of the pike on his ljead, and down he went
like a log, knocking Giles over on his back,
and sprawling across him. The Spaniard was
doubtless as well satisfied with the eflect of
his blow, though he had good reason to think
otherwise a moment later,



Giles was not even stunned, and he lost)

no time in crawling from under the body of
"the unconscious seaman and springing to his
feet. Seeing the surprised Spaniard lifting
the pike in both hands, he made at him
furiously. There was the quick flash and
lunge of a blade, a groan of agony, and down
went the Spaniard to the deck, where he lay
with scarcely a quiver. )

The little tragedy was done and over in
much less time than it takes to tell. JIndeed,
scarcely half a minute had elapsed since
the frenzied master-gunner was seen to dash
below with the blazing torch. ' _

The death of his enemy gave Giles a thrill
of exultation. He regarded it as a deed of
vengeance, for he had no doubt that Sydney
Rookwood was dead. le was about to follow
Trent, who was calling excitedly to him from
the side of the galley, when a sudden im-
pulse prompted him to step back to the side
of his young coimpanion.

A hasty glance showed that AMaster Rook-
wood was not dead after all. His chest was
heaving, and there was a flutter of his eye-
Jid. The helmet had broken the force of
“the blow, and was jammed down on his
forehead; under the steel rim a tiny stream
of blood was trickling. _
~“Run for your life, Master Giles! Quick,
or you are surely lost!”

" The appeal came in hoarse tones of en-
treaty from Trent, who had one leg over
the bulwark of the galley and the other
on the deck.
* For an instant, as Giles remembered the
dreadful fate that threatened him, his heart
seemed to leap up into his throat.
citement of his late struggle had quite driven
the danger from his mind. A hurried glance
round showed him the last of the English
sepmen, and a few Spaniards as well,
scrambling in mad panic over the bulwarks,
He noted the corpse-strewn deck and the
little group of Spanish seamen who were
standing over by the mast, waiting with
sullen resignation for the explosion that was
to save them from a shameful captivity.

~Trent planted both feet on the deck and
beckoned wildly. -

“Have you gone daft, Master Giles?” he
shouted. “In a second or two the magazine
must blow up. You are throwing your life
away, and mine as well. Master Rookwood
I3 dead, and you can do nothing to aid him.”

“Master Rookwood is not dead,” cried

Giles. ““lIe is only stunned. He
life, and I shall tr);r to save his.” saved my

By a quicl-:'movement he tore the helmet
from the lad’s head. Then, clasping both
arms.around the unconscious body under the
igou(llde;s, ?t? beg-anhto drag it slowly across

e deck. was a heavy load, and he mad
but poor progress with it. : .

“Drop him, Master Giles!” implored Trent.
You can never do it in time. You have a
slim chance yet if you speed quickly, We

gg?p jpmp into the water and swim for the

The ex-

il

Swim for the ship? What did he mean?

Ah, now Giles understood. Over the bhul-
warks of the galley he saw the sails and
mast of the Hercules swaying to and fro at
a considerable distance. 1t had lurched
away from the galley before half the
hoarding-party had been able to get a foot-
ing on the enemy’s deck, and now a space
of several hundred feet separated the two
vessels.

For an instant Giles was sorely tempted.
It was one thing to drag his burden to the
bulwarks of the Hercules, another to plunge
with it into the heaving sea. The sudden
remembrance of his rescue from Don
Ferdinand that morning checked the impulse
of self-preservation to which he had nearly
yiclded, and a faint groan from Sydney
steeled his heart to the perilous ordeal.

“Save yourself, Stephen!” he cried
hoarsely. “If God wills it I shall join you,
but I can’t desert Master Rookwecod.”

Giles did not hear what answer  Trent
made. His bhrain was in a whirl, and a mist
seemed to dance before his eyes as he
stepped inch by inch over the deck with
Sydny’s limp form dragging in his arms.
He heard shouts from a distance, and there
was a dull, pounding noise from somewhere
under his feet.

Still he pressed on, resolved to save his
comrade or perish with him. The side of
the galley seenred to come no nearer, and
each sccond was like an hour. His blood
wias at fever heat, and in imagination he
heard the frightful explosion of the
magazine, and felt his limbs torn apart and
hurled in the air,

It was the fearful strain that magnified
the time to the lad’s mind, and while he
fully believed that he had been dragging
his helpless burden for several minutes, he
had in reality but barely started when a
loud, warning cry rang in his ears.

The sound came from in front, and not
behind, but Giles instinctively turned in the
latter direction. What he saw cleared his
brain and vision instantly. Three of the
half-dozen Spaniards who had been grouped
by the mast were now advancing savagely
upon him, stooping to pick up weapons from
the deck as they ran,

This sudden check to his hopes threw
Giles into a reckless passion. He could not
escape with his companion, and he saw
little chance of coming out victor in a
contest against such odds. He let Sydney
slip out of his arms to the deck, and,
having dropped his own sword in order to
carry his friend, he snatched the - first
weapon that came to hand.

It was a long, thin rapier of Spanish
make, and the lad had scarcely taken' a
tight grip of the handle when the first o
his three assailants was upon him, ¢

(Another grand long inetaiment of this
stirring narrative next week.) -



HOW TO MAKE
HOT-AIR BALLOONS
By DICK GOODWIN

PART from the interest in watching a
hot-air balloon rise in the air and
float away, a certain amount of
skill is required in making one.

Made of tissuc paper, they are inexpensive
and more effective when colours are used.
There are several forms, from the circular or
globe form to the
pear shape, the latter
being more com-
moaly used as it is
more stable in the
air.
A SIMPLE
SHAPE.

A simple shape,
shown at ‘Fig. 1, is
formed with three

e ey paper. folded along
the centre and cut to give six pieces 42 in.
by 14 in. Place together, fold in the centre,
and then cut out the panels or gores,”as at Fig. 2,
Now take each piece in turn, coat about 1 in.
of one side with gum, place another piece on
and carefully press |
down, - Gum the
outside edge of
the new piece, and
continue until the s
whole of the gores. {Pee..fe
arc attached to-
gether, A 6-in. cir-
cular piece is placed
on top, and the bot-
tom attached tg a
eircular wire.

MAKING A LARGE BALLOON.

A larger balloon, of 6 ft. diameter, should be
made with eight gores as at Fig. 3, the method
of marking out is shown at Figs. 4 and 5. Draw
a circle of 11% in. radius, divide A and B into
six parts, as at 1 to 5, and complete the shape
asat C. D, and E. Draw a line ¥, G through B,
join points 1 to 5 to the centre, lines at right-

[+}
fia. .

angles to these as at 01 to 05 and then set off -

distances 1A to 01, from 2, with distance 2-01,
_ to 02 and so on. This
will give point G, the
height of gore, and
B¥, radius BC, depth
- of gore. To obtain
width of gores, divide
GB into six parts,
—» transier divisions be-
fig-o, tween A and B to dia-
meter BE, mark off
HJ equal to radiusor}
of circumference, join
: . to centre and transfer
lines 1 to 6 with compasses. Next mark off

_Ffig.0

BK equal to HM, set off 5* equal to 6, and add |

large sheets of tissue |

6 and 7, equal to 5 and 4 above, The distance
FL is § of circle DC. The gores will be of the
shape shown at Fig. 6, but in cutting out leave
1 in. for joining, as at Fig. 7. Paste together as
described above, and prepare ring as at Fig. 8.

MAKING THE
LAMP.

The wad for
providing the hcat, =
as at Fig. 9, can be of
cotton wool, frayed
lamp-wick or wool,
fastened to the
cross-pieces of fine
wire with flower wire,
but a good plan is to %
fit a cigarette-box
lid, as at Fig. 10, A e
piece of wire gauze can be placed inside the tin
with wool underpneath ; the lJamp thus formed
will burn longer than a wad, is less liable to
ignite the ipaper, and the heat generated will
carry the balloon higher and for a greater
distance.

MAKING TWO-PIECE BALLOONS.

A method of making a smaller balloon with
two pieces of tissue is shown at Fig. 11. The
circular picce A
should be as large
as possible, and the
segmental piece B g
should have aninner {4 ] | i
curve about one- f{ ¥
third of the circums- &)
forenc_e of t}:c Cir’lcl“- :
ar piece A. ‘he W
latter is snipped r,g,
with scissors for 2 or - '
3 i. or more in a
large circle ; paste Fig 14
the ends of the piece _ :
B to form the shape at (', and then shape the
circle as at D to paste inside the band. Another
method shown at Fig. 12 is formed with gores
cut from sheets placed in order, as at I, Fig.
13, pasted on the edges which overlap 1 in,,
and joined, as at I¥. Cut toshape as at G, spread
out for pasting as at H, and join gores as before.
Cover the top with a circular piece, and the
bottom with a band, as at Fig. 14. The wire
can be fastened to a circular sheet as at K.

INFLATING THE [~
BALLOON. E

In setting hot-air
balloons free, pull the
sides: apart and’ get
two assistants to hold
the balloon while the
inside air is getting
hot. Great care must-
be taken to Keep the
flame from the sides,
and for this reason a
narrow balloon, as at
Fig. 15, is bad. On no account should balloon
ba freed until the inner air has quite inflated the
shape. - Let it go gently, and if there is no wind,
the balloon will rise vertically and gradually
float away, - 2l

Fig I
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OUR PUBLIC SCHOOLS

Special Sketch by Mr. Briscoe, for “ The
Nelson Lee Library,” of

EASTBOURNE COLLEGE.
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Founded in 1867, Eastbourne College pro-
vides a first-grade Public school cducation
at a moderate cost. The grounds of the
college occupy eight acres. The buildings
consist of School House, hoarding-houses, Big

School-room, chapel, library, New Buildings,
laboratory, workshop, gymnasium, ete. There
is a Jarge playing-field adjoining. Rughy
foothall 18 played. The number of boys at
the school is 300, of whom 250 are boarders.
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Ilus.Cat.Cinemas,Cameras,Cycles, &c., post free;
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