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Forgetting his role,
Handy clean knocked
out the hero.

(A daughable incident
Jrom this weelk’s St,
Lrank’s story.)

OUT ON WEDNESDAY. March 6, 1926.
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! There was a perfect roar of delight when Handforth came on, dressed in tightly
t fitting trousers, a gaudily striped jersey, and a huge cap which hung over one
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ear.
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By EDWY SE4ARLES BROOKS
Opening Yarn of a Stunning New Series.
d CH-APTEE ] “*Noggs® Tmperial Theatre.” Close at hand

were- two or three lorries, now snugly
covered, and out of use until the next mgve  °

WILLY HA:‘,’IDFDRTH, leader of the vas made. DIS{]I‘EBH}' hidden behind tiérjfn'f

ORCHESTRA STALLS GOING CHEAP,

Third Form at St. Frank’'s, rested | tent peeped the end of a large motor-
his: elbows on the top bars of the | Caravan. ) A ‘
gate, and made himself thoroughly “That’s where the boss lives,” said Chubby
comfortable. Heath, nodding towards the caravan. ¢ 0ld
“Not -bad!” he commented critically. | Noggs travels about like a circus proprietor,
“ A bit mouldy round the edges, but fairly | ¥ou know, He lives in that giddy caravan
passable, on the whole. What about another | @il hus life. My hat! It's a wonder he
of those butter-balls, Chubby? Don't be | doesn’t get fed-up with it. 8§
greedy !’ . Willy' shook his head. ‘ ¢
“Why, you chump, I scoffed the last one “It’s no.pood getting fed-up with things
five minutes ago!” said Chubby Heath, with | When you've goj to endure them,” he said
a snort. ¢ Just because you buy the things, ; Wisely. *We're fed up with old Suncliffe,
vou think I ought to give ’em all to you!” bi]‘tl;ltﬁ no good making RI§HS§. ANe just
; 56 C . u‘ P, S L NO O s 5 .’ Vel
Willy made no comment. He was always tglchig lé'.?rav;? IIEHE;EEISH% 2 ;‘Eﬁ;{;tiﬁ%&i
purchasing confecticnery of various Kinds, | t4 come to t’a'-night’s performance.”

H = P - 3 1 o 4 i . " -
:l?!{i agni_ng_ it to hl_Sl chums to thd. But “ Not 111{81:‘;',” caid JH]E}’- “1 woulda’'t
when he wanted to know what had become | _ = , : =033
of it 1 t with thitie: bt indienant spend my gocd money on this!
pr(\tle-,-tﬂ}e- met Wit notning puy 1 gnant “ Your gODd HIDI]E}’?” asked ‘ﬁ"l“}'.

. Pl Pl = k . 1 ik N (41 lres'l.‘ » =

‘“And do they call' this giddy thing a . R . |
Aeatre?”? asked Juicy Lemon. ¢“I've heard And what do you call your good money,

IU's not worth going to. Mr. Binks says it’s | YOuU young ass?”
an 1nlsvful‘ show. He wouldn’t go, if they ““ Well, I've got tuppence——*
paid him.” - '  Tuppence!” interrupted Willy. ¢ Wher
The three-leading lights of the Sf. Frank’s | 414 }.Eﬁi get the Ogller %}enny from 7 e
Third Form were nearly at the end of the . e S . S .
Village. Before them stretched a meadow, It must be mine! said Chubby, in
®nd in the immediate vicinity stood a | 2larm. “‘He oniy had a penny this S
vather imposing-looking canvas erection. 1t | 18§ and I lost "one in the Form-room—-"*
Was not a round tent, but a kind of oblong fCWell: it's. mine now ! said Juicy Lemon
bBavilion, with the narrow end facing the | firmly. “1I was hard at work when some-
Saleway., - 4t was entirely faced by a | thing rolled against my foot. Do you sup-
Wooden strucbure—an elaborate entrance, | pese I was going to disturb the lessor by
‘With a pay-box in the centre. asking whose it was? You shouldn’t lose
Over the top of this a great board an-| your giddy money if you don’t want any-
iCunced to- all and sundry that this was | body to find ik ?»
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“ Don’t argue!” zaid Willy sternly. *“Ii's
neb ﬁurth all this breath. A measly tup-
pence !
There’s no
fathead !? ] '

‘* Then who cares about 1t?” asked Juicy.

‘ What’s the play, anvhow? A hmnhlv dull
thmrr called The Champion of the Ring.
wﬂmebudy told me it was worse than taking
a4 dese of poison.” ) N

«“Well, T don’t bhelieve in running a thing
down until I've tested it perqmmlh 2. pes
torted Willy. <“We'll see if. we can't—-—
Hallo! Here comes old Andy! You watech
me, my lads! . T'll soon wangle some &eats
fm* to-night.’*

*Buf we don’t want to come,’® protested
. hubby.

\.‘L illy: regarded hrm coldly.

“Po your think I care whether you want
to come or not?? he asked. “If I s=ay
. you’re coming—you’re coming! I know
what’s good for you chaps! There's
of it!*

““ But look here )

“8ee that?” said Willy, removing oite of
his elbows, and placing his clenched fist be-
neath Chubby’s nose. ¢ Take a close look,
my son! Any more of your cheek, and
you ‘11 feel-it!”

‘hubby Ifeath shrugged his shoulders.

**Oh, well) perhaps the show won't be so
bad,?” he saif] resignedly.
about going tp the pictures——

“You're nok supposed to tnm‘n 1 sni-:l
Willy. “I'm here to do that. Just vou
keep qu'et, and, see what happenn Good-
afternoon, Mr. oggs! How's everything?”’

Mr. Andrew S}lmnus Noggs, the sole pro-
prietor of the travelling theatre, paused, and
regarded the tri
eve. It was an
any sightseers
—and he
now. -

admission under sixpence,

1d habit of his to.appraise
10 hung ahbont the meadow
wash't  particularly.. enthusiastic

‘In retur'unﬂ' your greetings, 1 should 11!-:1_,

i,n know if }ou are here to book seatls,
merely to annoy me?* he said, in a deep,
booming voice., “We do not open the gates
until five-thirty

*“*But ean’t we get our ti.kets now?”?
asked Willy, ¢ We thought about booking
three orchestra stalls, you know.,”

Noggs brightened up.

Mr.

““They are yours for four shillings and six
pence,’ he replied promptly.

“I said we were thinking about it,” Willy
reminded him.,
- “That’s as far as we’ll get!” said Juicy
Lemon, jingling his twcpence

““Away!” commanded My, Noggs, pointing
dramatically up the lane. “fm 1 to be
the butt of your childish humour? I sus-
pected that you were deadheads the moment

set. eyes upon you! For two
munnnw 1 was pmned by the sight of the
village youiths gaping over this ﬂ&te Go
henee! ‘Let me hear no more Of this—*

* Hold on, Mr. XNoggs,”

“We're not deadheadﬂ We want to book

And you’re talking aheout this show! |
you |
‘and the pit is sixpence,” repiied Mr.

an end |

ks But I thouvght.

shoulders

of fags with a [‘dl(‘lﬂdt[n”.'

grinned Willy. |

seats for your show—but we're not quite
sure. about the prices. How do they go?”
““The orchestra stalls are one shiiling
and sixpence, the pit stalls are one tinilnw,
\{]"-"'}Z*a.
in his slow, precige "way of speaking. I
perceive that you are young gentlemen of

refinement. Let me remind you that {he
pit, though irreproaehable for the price, is
scarcely In  keeping with your sociat
station.” -

“*That rules out the pit,? said Willy,
nodding.

“ We have the pit stalls at one shﬂlmg—
comfortable, select, and reasonable,** con-
tinued Mr. Noggs, warming up to his work.

. ““These seats are bookabfé in advance, and

there is no extra fee. But even the pit

stalls are not in keeping with such young

gentlemen as yourselves”
“That's kyboshed the pit stalls,”
t‘t‘rlﬂj _

“1 take it, then, that you are going to
patronise the best seats in the house?”
asked Mr. Noggs, with enthusiasm.
lucky chance, the front row has not vet
heen booked, and I can provide you with
three choice seats in the very centre.”
““They are ours,” said Willy.

said

Mr. Andy \Inpm whipped out a tlicketb
book, and filled in three of them. This
sort of work was searcely his forte—for

he was not only the owner of the theatre,
but the leading man—the man upon whose
the entire periormance rested,

o

.‘1

»

ciBy g -

He was an actor of the old school—a tall,”

dignifieq figure, with flowing hair, bheavy
features, and a clean-shaven face. He
affected an overcoat with a fur collar, and
reniinded Willy of the Silver King,

“TFour shillings and

“Half a tick, Mr. \quq » mterru;,wd
Willy. “* Not so jolly quick with that four
‘and sixpence!”

“By the shade of Shakespeare!” ejacu-
lated Mr. Noggs. “Are you atftempting to
back out of your undertaking——?

“Not at all,” put in Willy, “ But what
about half-price?>

“1 will admit that children are hooked 2t
half-price——"’

tinued Mr. Noggs. *“‘I may not be a judge
of age, but I venture to suggest. that you
will never see that tender year again,
must insist upon adult prices.”

“JIt’s all very well malstmg, but whab
are you going to do when we’'ve only -of
one-and-tenpence between us?” asked Willy,

shaking bhis head. ““You can’t get away
from facts, Mr. Noggs. Hand over yoaz
tuppence, Juicy. Out with that ninepence

= 52
hours this | 9t yours, LAUNDY.

Willy held out the sum of one and tens
pence—all in coppers. -

“We’re willing to take those stalis at a
special cut rate,’” he said calmly, *Times
are hard, and we’ve -got to go easy. How.

““Children!” yelied Willy & Co., in onge
, voice. -
“Children under the age of ten,” con-



about it, Mr. Noggs? It's all good money.

Juicy’'s tuppeuce is a bit sticky, but it's
none the worse for that.”

Mr. Noggs regarded the moncy longingly.
14 was a cunning scheme of Willy's to hold
it out in such an inviting manner. Money
was indeed scarce, and Mr. Noggs was
tempted.

“The pit stalls are excellent value at cne
shilling——"? hé bhegan.

“None of your pushing off with pit
stalls,” interrupted Willy. ** We're not ques-
tioning the wvalue of the seats, but we
want to sit in the front row. Can’t you
do it, Mr. Noggs—as a special favour? Re-
member our social position. We couldn’t
very well disgrace the school by hobnobbing
with the crowd. Besides, think of the tone
it will give to the front row!”

“I am not so very sure that the tone

will please me,” responded Mr. Nogygs
grimiy. ¢ There are several deflnitions of
ihe word. However, I will accept this

money, and I will give you your stalls. But
in return I trust you will keep this matter
a little secret between ourselves.. And per-
haps a little judicious advertising would not
come amiss? A word from you spread
among your companiohs——"’

4 That's all right, Mr. \aggs—}'ou can
trust us to boost your show for all it's
worth,” said Willy Handforth readily.

« And fhat s literal, mind you.”

“I can only trust that your standards
will not be too high,” sighed Mr. Noggs.
“'We are here to-mnrrow night—and we
shall be in Edgemore for the other two days
of the week. 8o there is plenty of time
for you boys to come In your multitudes.”

Willy took thne tickets, and pocketed
them, Mr. Noggs saw them vanish regret-
fully. He couldn’t guite wunderstand why
he let them go. After all, it was a
piece of unexampled nerve to obtain three
one-and-sixpenny seals for the total price
of one-and-ten.

But one never kpnew quite why one suc-
cumbed to Willy.

A ——

CHAPTER II.
THE TRIALS OF MR. NOGGS.

IVE minutes later, Mr.
Nogegs slowly entered
his caravan, and re-
moved his overcoat.

The interior of this home
on wheels was surprisingly
roomy and comfortable. It
Was no ordinary caravan—but a huge motor
“vehicle as large as a pantechnicon. It was
ahus a fairszzed room, with a curtained
alcove af the end, concealing Mr., Noggs’
h:‘«"d: There were one or two cowmfortable
Cilairs  dotted about, a well-worn carpet
adorned the .floor, and in the corners were
little bookshelves and cupboards. The whole
Placc was unfidy, and generally home-like.

"Ah me!” sighed Mr. Noggs, lowering
iimself into a chair. "¢ Three stalls for

are bad, indeed!
my independence?

Times
has become of
What has happened to my self-respect?”

one-and-tenpence,.
What

“Busy, guv'nor?” asked a cheery voice at
the door,

Mr, Noggs loocked round as he filled his
pipe.

“Come in,
“ Another humiliation!
do when one plays to empty benches? Doe:
ever a theatrical manager refuse money?
Is it not better to sell three seats for one-
and-tenpence than to leave them empty?*

“Every time!” agreed the newcomer.
“We'd sell the stalls at threepence each if

Steve,” he said sadly.
But what is one to

it wouldn’t spoil our prestige. What's
happened now, guv'nor? No, need to look
so worried about it.”

Stephen Ashwood was the juvenile lead
of Mr. Nogg's company. He was a good
man at ﬁrrures, and he generally fook the
money in the paybox. He was over thirty,
but looked younger, one of that vast armv
of commonplace El(‘tﬂ!‘b who are accustomed
to spending eight months of the year
“cout,” and grabbing with eagerness at
the smallest part. With Mr. Noggs he had
at least a permanent billet. The work was
hard and the pay uncertain. But it was
better than nothing,

“You couldn't have done anvthing else,
guv'nor,”’ he said, when he had heard about
the episode. “I'm hanged if I can under-

stand why this show doesn’t attract the
crowds, though. It’s a mysterr to me;

it’s been a mystery for months. We ought
to be full every night.” ;

“We ought, Steve—we ought,”’ said Br.
Noggs. “We give good pld}b, although I
will admit our company is weak in places.
But would these rustics appreciate real
talent?”

“Just like casting pearls before swine,’
said Ashwood with a grunt. “What about
your acting, guv'nor? You're one of the
best character acters in the country, and
vour stuff goes for mnothing. These crowds
would rather see a twopenny-halfpenny
clown.”

“1 am afraid you are cynical, laddie,”
said Mr. Noggs, shaking his head. * There
is something wrong with us. We don't
know what it is. We go from town to town,
and we are doomed to play to empty
benches. We advertise—we announce our
coming with a blare of trumpets. DBul we
do not attract the crowds. Yes, Steve,
there is something wrong.”’

Mr. Noggs puffed at his pipe moodily.
This was one of his private weaknesses—

his pipe. In public he would appear with
nothing less imposinzg than a cigar. But
as cigars were scarce he was generally
regarded as a non-smoker.

He was a sad man—his lined face, and

his troubled eves told of the worries that-
beset him. Kver since this tour had com-
mence®, several months eardier, misfortune



It was as though Fate
had determined to crush him.
On previous tours he had made money.

had dogged him.

-He ‘had done well, taking his theatre from
town to town, and covering all expenses,
with plenty to spare. In those prosperous
times he had been able to pay a thoroughly
capable company, and ‘he had started this
“tour with the self-same crowd.

But from the very outset the audience had
been weak. Not once had he paid expenses.
Matters had gone from bad to worse, and
one by one hLe had parted with his best
talent. His “company ” now consisted of
himself and Ashwood and a few mediocre
members of the profession who had been
down and out—people who had no real
acting ability, and who never ought to have
chosen the boards as a carcer. There are
thousands of this type.

Mr. Noggs had forgotten what it was
like to play to a full house. He couldn’t
understand the consistent bad luck. It was
not as though he had competition. Iiis
travelling theatre was a novelty, perhaps
the only one of its type in the country. And
he only went to places that had mno
theatres of their own.

On the whole, his theatre was
appointed, attractive, and the seats were
remarkably reasonable. His playhills were
~of high guality and tone. His advance
agent was a man of enterprise and initiative,
And yet, in spite¢-ef all this eﬁort the luck
wouid not turm. g

“We must bear ou
Steve,”’ continued Mr. Nogg
pipe. “0Of what use to carp
A showman’s life is ever one
down. ‘An habitual i

troubles bravely,
, removing his
nd grumble?
f ups and
nce with

philosophy '—Goldsmith. We muit ftry -to{
repair our nmistakes, Steve, foy we are
obviously making some., ‘The/man who

makes no mistakes does not ually make
anything ’—Phelps A wise remark of his,
Steve.”

Ashwood smiled.

“Upon my word, guv'nor, I don’t know
how you keep all these quotations in your
head,” he said. “You generally manage to
trot -one out at the right moment—just
when it applies.”

“* Misfortunc serves to make us wise '—
Gay!”’ murimured Mr. Noggs.

“Pm hanged if you're not at it again!”

“*Miscry acquaints a man with stirange

bedfellows *—Shakespeare,”” said Mr. \ogga
sadly “Forgive me, Steve. I fry not to

quote these illustrious poets, but who am I |

to assumie that my words are hetter than
theirs? We are in troublous times. ‘One
woe doth tread upon another’s heel, so
fast they follow ’—Shakespeare.”

“Seen anything of Barton to-day?” ask
the other.

Mr. Noggs winced,

well _

- Ashwood.
~don’§
-theatres are strong.

 just
ed |

“Speak not to me of Barton,” he said
grimly. *“I am sinking into a peaceful
state of meditation, Steve. Barton i3 nc
soothing balm for my woes. He may bhe
my advance agent, but I owe him more
money than I care to think of. A man to
forget, Steve. But unfortunately, to forget
him is impossible.”

“I am worrying about you, guv nor” said
Ashwood, shlakinnr his head. *“Urless busi--
ness bucks up you’re going to lose the whole

show; that fellow will take it over your
head.” ¢
Mr. Noggs frowned,

“You don’t like Roger Barton, laddie,’’
he said slowly.
“I don’t.”

“And yet Barfon is a man of bumnesa-—a
live wire,” said Mr. Noggs. “If he cannof
bring money to my paybox, who can? Never
have I had my shows so well represented.
Never have I had my advance work done so
thoroughly.”

“Well, it’s a queer tbmg that we’ve done
rotten business ever since he toock on tie
job,” said Steve Ashwood bluntly. *“ He.

started with us on this tour, guv'nor, and

look where we stand. The man’s a hoodoo.”?

“Base word!” frowned Mr. Noggs. “Use
no Americanisms, Steve. 1 detest: them.
Our good English is being mutilated far
too much these days. Alas, it is the {ilms
we have to thank!”’

“We have to thank the films for our
empty houses, too, I'm  afraid!” growled
“I don’t know why, though. We
touch places where the picture
The whole thing’s an

infernal mystery. Barton’s lent you money,

_ . : -hasn’t he?” -
misery is the truest school of fortitude and |

in that tone of
Noggs severely. “I am
But for his money

- “You must not speak
Barton,” said Mr.
grateful -to him, Steve.

‘1 should have bheen sunk into the mire long

since. It is he who has kept us going.
‘ Moneys are the sinews of war’—Thomas

Fuller. Without them, Steve, we should
perish.”

“But you didn’t need Barton’s money
before this tour.”’

“Times are different; they are hardee
now,” replied Mr. Noggs. “And even

Barton has advanced his final snum. Unless,
business looks up he will seize my property™
and I shall be ousted from the possessiom
of everything I own. Do you wonder thaf
I am turning grey, Steve? Twice duriang

‘one month have I resorted to the dye

bottle. A sad state of affairs!®’
: ©r
“We don’t seem to be doing much here,

either!” growled the other. “Of course,
we’ve only given one show, but - there
- weren’t twenty people in the house. That’s

about exhausted Bellton, though.”
“The school, Steve—the school.”? '
“One-and-tenpence }*? gaid Ashwood

| bitterly.
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Azain Mr. Nogpgs winced.
“We must not judze too hastily,” he
siched.  “But for the close proximity of
S§t. Frank’s I would not have pitched in
this spot. We must live in hopes, ladkins.

To-night may sce a rally.”’
' Ashwood.

“TLet’'s hope sol!?” growled
“Well, we want three new vacuum lamps

for the footlights, guv’nor—that's what I
came to see you about. Shall we get them,
or shall we remain short? - The stores are
all gone, you know, we got to the last of
the extras weeks ago.”
" Mr. Noggs produced an old-fashioned
leather purse, and peercd into it wistfully.

“Light, Steve—very light,” he murmured.
“¢ e who steals my purse steals trash’—
Shakespeare. No, our funds do not justify
a fresh supply of lamps. Let me sleep,
laddie—let e forget the trials of this life.
For, after all—‘ Life is a jest, and all things
show it; I thought so once, but now I know
it '—Gay. Away, Steve, leave me, ‘ O sleep!
O gentle sleep! Nature's soft nurse’—
Shakespeare.” |

Mr. Noggs closed his eyes and lay back
in his chair. His pipe drooped, and Steve
Ashwood quietly left the caravan. He
pauscd at the door for a moment and re-
garded that lined old face.
“What a rotfen shame!”’ he muttered
savagely. “One of the best old boys who
ever breathed!”

CHAPTER IIIL
THL WHEELS OF CHANCE.

‘¢ UCK up, Handy!”’
B panted Dick
Hamilton, glancing

over his shoulder.

“By jove, they're in sight!
Patv some beef into it, man!”
Edward Oswald Handforth

grunted.

“If sou think you can beat me,

vou've made a bloomer!” he snorted. “It’s
ke your nerve, telling me to buck up. Un-
les‘s”)‘ou’re jolly careful those hounds’ll have
us!
- The two Ancient Ilouse juniors were
evidently engaged on important bhusiness.
Hhey were running dard, skirting a spinney
somewhere between Caistowe and Bellton.
Both were airtly attired in running shorts,
and rubber-soled shoes. And in the dim dis-
tance behind a straggling crowd of tiny
white fizures could be seen.

P The hounds were in full cry after the
hares,

It was one

Nipper,

- of the Junior Inter-House
Daperchases: Nipper and Handiorth repre-
sented the Ancient House, and the West
House hounds were hot on the scent. Un-
less some extra speed was put on the hares
Were in danger of heing overtaken

L

_“ Look after that scent of yours,” warned
Nipper, as they shot round the spinney and
made for a friendly hedge. “Why, hang
it, you're not lecaving a trail at all! 1
warned you to be careful with that paper!"’

“Those asses didn’t give me enough!"
safd Handforth indignantly. “My bag's
empty, and I can’t leave any trail now.
Somebody's going to get into a row—-""

“You hopeless duffer, we both had the
same amount when we started,” growled
Nipper. “I've got heaps to carry me
through. We've got to lay the trail pro-
perly. We can't expect—"

He paused, as they found a gap in the
hedge, and pushed through. Just beyond
lay the Caistowe road. There was a high
}mnk, and it was a long jump down into the
ane.

Nipper laid his trail well, and was think-
ing of dodging straight across and confus-
ing the hounds by making a round-about
detour through a neighbouring wood. But
Handforth wasn't so keen. He was worry-
ing about his lack of paper.

As usual, he had been very reckless. In
spite of repeated warnings he had thrown
the trail out with lavish expenditure, not
only penalising himself, but rendering the
task of the hounds much easier. They were
gaining all the time, and Nipper was quite
anxious.

Handforth stared as he prepared to leap
down into the road. A small motor-car was
standing about ftwenty yards away, and a
well-dressed man was pasting a long, narrow
bill to a gatepost. He had evidently
stopped the car on purpose to perform this
simple operation,

But Handforth hardly saw the man; he
hardly saw the car.

His attention was attracted by a large
pile of similar bill¢ in the rear of the two-

seater, resting in the dickey, which was
open. The bills positively beckoned to him.
“By George!” he gasped. “Paper!”
“You ‘hopcless ass!”’ gasped Nipper.
“You can't ask that man H
“Who's talking about asking?® inter-
rupted Handforth. “This isn't a time for
politeness. You buzz on, I'll catch you up

in half a jiffy. Unless we're careful those
West House bounders will be on us.”

“Take my advice, and come along,” said
Nipper. “You'll only get into trouble if
}.011_____”

But Handforth didn’t
no mood for half-measures. He sped up the
lane, and at the same moment the man
turned away from the gatepost, pastepot in

wait. He was in

one hand and brush in the other,

“Hallot he said. “What's this-—one of
your games?’

“I want some paper,” said Handforth
briskly. “My hat! Just the very thing!
Sorry, but—-"’

“Confound your nerve!” shouted the



leader of Study D i one went abo

% Why, you—-"

-

silly- rot !I”’ panted” Edward Oswald.

stranger. “Leave those bhills alone!
them, I tell you. Of all the infernal cheek!”

Handforth grabbed a large sheaf of bills
and crumpled them triumphantly. They
were just the very things he needed. He
eould tear them into seraps as he ran, and
he would soon be provided with the material
for laying his trail.

But the motorist didn't see eye to eye
with him. And after all, there was scme-
thing to be said for ‘him. - This
Lommandeumo of his property by ‘Handforth
was a {irifle beyond the limit.

"As it happened, the genfleman in guestion
was Mr. Roger Barton the advance agent
for - Mr. And_rew Sylvanas Noggs.
wasn't a particularly pleasant man to look
at, at least, not at this present moment.

He was eon the thin side, with a hard,
eraity face.
the face of a keen business man. He was
smartly dressed, and this occupation of
pasting bills seemed incongruous. But Mr,
Barton believed in saving labour, and he
f"enem.lly went abeut with a number
current bills and a pastepot. Al every op-
portunity he would slap one up.

1t aroused his gore when he saw this
schoolboy ecrimpiing those e\pemwe bills,
and preparing to tear them. A calm protest
on his part would have worked miracles—
Handforth would have desisted in a moment.
For one could do anything with the famous
ut it in the |
right way. N

But tc shout at him was

“PDrop those bills, Yy
roared Mr. Barton.

al.,
YOUng
0 you

;1(3‘1"

“Blow your beastly bills!” snorted Hand-

ferth. “ This paper-c Hase is more important
than your cireus, isn’p it?”

“Cireus!” shouted| Mr. Barton, freshly
enraged. -

. Well, fair, then —3" :

“¥Fm advertisino \  Noggs’ Imperial
Theatre—- \

“ 0Oh, 'tﬁat show!” said Handforth tarily.

“I've heard it’s a dud! My 01“13 hat!
‘ The Champion of tne Ring’! You’d better
come to St. I‘rank s if you want to see some
decent boxing,”

‘“ Are you going ¢o drop those bills?”
snarled Mr. Roger Barton.

““No, I'm not—— By George!” gurgled
Handforth, as he ‘ecaught sight of some
streaks of white through the opposite hedge.
*“*The Hounds! Threy're on me! h, corks!
Get out of the way, you chump!”

But Mr. Barton dropped his paste-brush
and grabbed Handforth in a vice-like grip.

*“No, you don't!” he rapped out.

“Leggo!”’ howled Haondforth.
Hounds, I tell you!” '

“You'll dmu those bills, op——"*

“They’ll have me if you don’t stop this
““ There’s
the honour of the Ancient House at stake!
You--you hopeless ass! If you d

“The
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Drop.

calm |

He-

Yet it was an intelligent face— |

of,

“had done nething
“ment.

, thief!?? .
me?

~all sides of him.
stampeding
~middle of the road.

forlorn and taittered.
- he

~He didn’t waste any furthér words. He
little realised that this encounter with

-Roger Barton was to be mierely the first of

many. He - -had no idea that this thin-faced
man was to become the cnemy of many St
Frank’s fellows.

With one wrench, Handforth twisted .
- round. He grabhed the swinging paste-
pot from XMr. Barton’s other hand, and .

hurled iv up.
Swish--squelel: !

The pastepot dJdescended in an inverted

- position, fairly on the top of Mr. Barten’'s

head. He gave a gurgling,
a ery which e
pastepot.
ran

despairing cry—
chioed curiously in the bollow
And a mass of sticky whiteness
down over his shoulders, ruining his

- perfectly-cut clothing.

“That’s what
about!”’ snorted Hand -

A yell from the Hounds spurred him to-
“getion.  He made one leap at the opposite
hedge, tore through a .gap, and vanished.
Mr. Barton was staggering about blindly.
He may have been a -mast unpleasant
character—iue was certainly a -man of violend
tongue, DBut, on this occasion at least, he
to deserve such treat-
Handforth bad taken his playbills,
tad refused to give them up, and had. added
injury to msu]b by smothering him in his
own paste! ‘ i

It was hardly surprising that Mr. Barton
was in a towering fury.

The Hounds only made matters worse.
They had caught a glimpse of one of the
Huares, and Mr. Roger Barton became a mere
cipher. Staggering about in the road, he was
iust something which stood in the way. The
Hounds swept round him, over him, and on
For a moment he thought
that he had been caught in the midst of a
herd of <cattle.

With a yell of triumph, the Hounds sweph
on—and Mr. Roger Barton was left” in the
He was sitting there,
He looked as though

through a <crushing

you geb for messing
torth tartly.

had
machine,

His collar had vanished, his halr was a
ohastly mass of paste and mud, and he was
“utterly awful from head to foot Slowly,
painfully, he staggered to his feet. Then he
caught sight of some more of the Hounds.
A few strdggler:, were {:ommg up—and they
mared at the a'wantlon in blank aston:sh
ment. af

just Dpassed

e il

_ CHAPTER IV.. |
A M.&TTEE OF FIVE SHILLINGS. ,
R. ROGER BARTON
shook a feeble fistes:
“You—ycu youngd
‘hoo"]buns Pt he
~gasped.  “TI'll have the law

X

~on you for this! Look whab
you’ve done—="" .
“Steady on!’ panted Dick Goodwin.
“We've done nothing—"
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« Your wretched companions have!” snarled

AMr., Barton. “I’'ll complain to your head-
master of this outragecus aflair! And if
any St. Frank’s boy comes near Noggs’

Theatre, he’ll be turned away!”

“1 tell you—=-"

< Not one of you will ever be admitted!”
roared Mr. Barton. ‘ And I'll make you pay
tor ¢his damage, 100! 'l make Jou
suffer =

“ The man’s mad!” snorted Owen major.
““ Come on—we can’t waste our time on this
lunatic! What’s he growling for?7 We've
done nothing to him!”
- The stragglers pressed on, and once again
Ar. Roger Barton was alone. Exactly how
he cleaned himself he did not know. When
lie brought out his handkerchief and wiped
his face, he only smeared the paste into a
more glutinous anass. His feelings towards
st. ¥Frank's were bordering on the venomous.

If the Remove had deliberately attempted

to antagonise the man, thev couldn’t have

chosen a hetter method. DBul without any
real intention of doing so, they had made an
ecnemy of him. And Mr. Barton was not
‘the kind of man to difierentinte. He in-
cluded the whole of 2f. Frank's in his de-
nunciation.

In the meantime, the Hares were on the
“home stretch—Nipper well in advance, and
an easy winner. But Handforth only just
managed fo scrape into the gateway of St.
Frank’s by a hair’s-breadth—with Reggie Pitt
-and the other prominent Hounds close at
his heels. _

““Marvellous!” remarked Willy Handforth,
as bis major reeled in. “ Wonders will never
cease!  Ted’s managed to get home! But,
¢f course, he was with Nipper, and that
accounts for it.”’

Handforth paused, breathing hard.

“ You silly young ass!” he ejaculated. ¢ Tf
it hadn't been for me, Nipper wouldn’t have
;)@CH a}l}ywhere! I don't want to boast,
hut——o

“The less you can say, the better, old
man,”* interrupted Reggie Pitt, with a
clhinckle. “We Hounds mever had.a ghostly
clinnce of collaring Nipper—but you're
lucky to-scrape-in! I suppose it was you
who upset that fellow in the Caistowe lane?”

“Which fellow?”’

“Why, we found
«#mothered in paste—-"’

“0Oh, him!" said Handforth
“He deserved worse!
a1 anything so potty? 1 merely grabbed a
handful of his beastly bills, and he started
kicking up the dust! I had to tip his own

Bhiastepot over him before he’d let me go.”

“By gum!
noing to-the show, anyhow,” said Dick Good-
wil, as he attempted to regain scme of his
breath.  “The man was Mr. Noggs’' adver-
Uising agent. He told us that no St. Frank’s
;f‘-},ﬂl‘*-‘i’ wouid be allowed in the place at any

Hice "

Wandforth sniffed.

the poor beggar

carelessly.

Did you ever hear

You've killed our chances for:

e s =l

"f‘l’ff AT S
&5 v?,ééxx"f{’

iWir. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs, the
sole proprietor of the travelling thea-
tre, paused and regarded the trio of
fags with a calculating eye. It was
an old habit of his to appraise any
sightseers who hung about the meadow
—and he wasn’t particularly enthusi=-
astic now.

‘““ Who cares?’” he said tartly. ¢ According
to all reports, the show’s a dud, so what
does it matter? Besides, if I want to go,
I'll go! Huh! I'd like to see them keep me
out of it!” |

He stalked off, and went to the Ancient
House, wliere he had a bath, and changed.
When he came downstairs he was feeling
fit and happy. The Ancient House had put
it across the West House, and everything
was well with the world. And Handforth
was aware of a surprisingly robust appetite.

Arriving in Study D, he had no cause to
feel depressed. A cheerful fire was blazing
in the grate, a kettle was singing on the
hob, and while Church cut bread and butter,
McClure was opening a fat, healthy sized tin
of sardines. -

“Good egg!” said Handforth briskly.
“Tea? Well, I must say you chaps have
bucked up like Trojans.”

«“ How did the Trojans buck
Church. _ |

“PDo vou mean to stand there and say
vou've mnever seen a Trojan?”’ demanded
Handforth. < You ought to see one getting
up a hill! Solid tyres, too—-"

“Tyres!”’ gasped Church. “Men don'f
wear tyres, you chump! The Trojans were
those hefty people who lived in Troy "

“T'm talking about motor-cars!” inter-
rupted Handforth, glaring. “1I've ncver

o

up?”’ asked




known such chaps for living in the past!
But why the dickens are we arguing about
nothing? Lets have a couple of those
wqrdxnes, Mae.’

They settled down to tea, and the canver-
sation naturally dwelt upon the affernoon’s
paper-chase. Handfarth descrived the en-
counter with Mr. Roger Barton with a
wealth of graphic detail. Church and
McClure were interested, but somewhat per-
turbed.

I gay, that’s going to mess us up a
bit, isn’t it?” asked €Church. “We thought
about going to that show this evening. 1t
starts at six,
geb back in time for locking-up. I think old
Noggs has tlmed his performance so that we
can all

““Rats to Noggs—and rats to his pezform-
ance!” interrupted Handforth. “ Do you
think I'm going to waste good money on a
show like that? Why, it’s an absolute
frost.”?

“How do you know?”

“ Everybody says s90,” retorted Handforth
finally.

“ Everybody says that your Trackett Grim
stories are an absolute frost,” remarked
Chureb.

“ Look here, vou insulting rotter

. ““Here, hold on!” gasped Church. *“I'm
paymg you a compliment, you chump!
Everybody says your Trackett Grim stories
‘are a frost—but we kmow they're not, don’t
we? It may be the same with this tr: ﬂ-el-ling
theatre. You can’t judge by what people
say, Handy. The only thing is to take a
sample for yourself.”

But Handforth’s natural obstinacy was
not conquered by such argereuta

“It’s no good—we're not going ne said
firmly. < I’'ve made up my mind, «md there
it is. We're not Uomg’”

““1 suppose you’ve made up our minds,
to0?”’ asked McClure sarcastically.
}hndforth nodded.

“ You need somebody to make ’em up for |

ycu,” he said calmly. “I’'m sorry for you
chaps. I pity you. It must be rotten to go
through life with a mind that needs some-
body else to control it. I wouldn't pay a
bob for that dud show! I wouldn’t lend any
money for it, either.”

“Then it seems to he settled,” zaid
Churcha.

“ It is settled,” replied Handfo:th tCPass
the sardinest”

l‘he door opened and Willy looked in.

“Hallo!” he said cheerfully. “Tea? All
rigcht, Ted—don’t worry! I'm not gecing to
invite myself to sit down. You can eet rid
of me in ten seconds. Five bhob!”

Handforth reose, spluttering.

“My only hat!” he gasped. “I gave
ten bob a couple of days ago—when
swindled me—-

“ That time you kissed Irene, yon mean?”
asked Willy,

His major turned a beautiful pink. He
was still being unmercifully chipped in con-

TOu
you

you know, and we ean casily

'one-and:ten,” Chubby protested.

He had kissed

sequence of that episode.
Irene Manners fairly and squarely—unaware
of the fatal fact that Willy & Co. had been

looking on. And it was sfill one of the
standing jokes of the school.

“(Clear out of here!”” he said thickly.

Willy came inside and closed the door. |
" “That ten bob went like ligutning,” he
said. “I needed a new coil for my wireless,
and Chubby smashed his watch, and—-"7"’

‘“ Here’s your nve bob—and you ¢an scoot!”
interrupted  Handforth, in  desperation.

“I'm blessed 1f I know whby I do it! I

always say I won’t--and I always do! I

helieve youre a young wizard, Or Ssome-*
thing!"’
Willy took the silver, aud grinned.
“Thanks!”® he said cheerfully “Now, if

vou’d like me to stop to tea—"

“We wouldn’t!” said Handforth & Co. in
0one voice.

“If you’d like me to stop to tea I shall
have to regrelfully refuse,” went on Willy
calmly. “I'm a partfealar chap. 1 like
taking my meals in peace. There’s nothing
worseé than having .a sardine down your
back. I'm sorry for youn chaps,” he added,
shaking his head at Church and McClure.
“1t’s a wonder you look s6 well on it.”

He opened ~door, but Handforth stopped
hi

?Wh?t. 0 }oa want that five bob for?*” he

2 yelled h:s nmajor. “Do you mean
ou’yve rooked me of five heb so that
go to that beas{ly fit-up?”

_ to cet the money somewhere, you

“But I\ve just told Church and MecClure
that I wowldn’t lend anybody a cent to go
to that show,” roared Handforth.

“Y can’t help your troubles,” replied Willy.
“You shoukm t “make these Tash statements
}Jnlec:b you can stick to ’em. Well, so-
071”' 12 .

He went out, and found Chubby Heath
and Juicy Lenjon waiting in the. lobby.

“Got it?” they asked.

Willy snified. » .

“You might as well ask me if T've gob
two legs!” he replied tartly. “Do I ever go.
to Ted for anything without coming away
with iL? -Now we can pay old Noggs that
two-and-eightpence.”

N
“But he’s sold you the three seats for
“You don’t
T - ; = 1
need to throw good money away—-

“You dry up!” growied Willy, “T don’t

want to get things on thoe cheap like that

{—and old Noggs neeéds the cash a lot mo

than I do. He proved himself to be a good
sort by reducing his prices, but we’ll do the
square thing, ard pay un”

Ciubby and Juicy faiied to understand
their leader’s point of view. They were as
honest as the day, but this seemed to be
sheer waste. They lackéd Willy's ub-
cannily keen seunse of fitness, : =



In the mecantime, Handforth & (Co. were
continuingz their tea,

“Iike your minor's nerve to get five bob
for going to that rotten show,” Church was
saving. "“You’re right, Handy—ii would be
a2 sheer waste of money to visit the place.

“Just what 1 was thinking,” nodded
McClure, with a slight wink at his co-
conspirator.  “It’s bound to be a ghastly
show.” :

“On, certain!” said Church. “Cake,
Handy?”

Edward Oswald frowred.

“Blow the cake!” he said. “Oh, so you

think it would be a good idea to stay away
from that show to-night, eh?”

“Best idea in the worid.”

“Then we're. going!” 1etorted Handforth
grimly. “I’ll teach you chaps to take notice
of silly gossip. 1 shouldn’t be surprised if
it’s a jolly good "performance! Let’s have
some of that cake, Church, you &ss!”

Handforth had some of the cake, and har-
mony was complete in Study D.

CHAPTER V.
ARCHIE GLENTHORNE, TO0Q!

¥ HAT-HO! The
merry old cup
that cheers,
what?”

Archie Glenthorne, the knut

from the lounge in Study E,
Phipps, his valet, had just

sat
glided in, carrying a tray.

and up.
tained a steaming teapot, a dish of hot
muilins, and an assortment of fancy cakes.

“You’ve absolutely come in time to save
my bally life, Phipps,” said Archie, as he
gazed fondly at the tray. “Tea, by gad!
The stuff that warms the cockles of the
good old gore circulator.”

“Yes, sir,” said Phipps. _

He set the tray down on a lititle table,

and Archie adjusted his monocle, and gazed

at it quizzically.
“I mean to say, one cup, old lad? What's
the dashed idea?”

Archie was thinking of what had hap- |

pened to his study-chumn, Alf Brent.
- & “Master Brent gave me to understand

that he would be partaking of tea with |

Master Boots, in the Modern House, sir,”
repiicd Phipps. “Muffins, sir?»
“Absolutely,” said Archie,
_self. “TI don’t know how it is, Phipps, but
Wyour toasted muffins are always about fifty

furlongs ahead of other chappies’ toasted
- muffins.

“No doubt the secret lies in the liberal

ise of butter, sir,” explained Phipps, “If-
You will ring ”
- “Wait!” commanded Archie.. as Phipps

Wwas gliding towards the door. “Odds haste

33"

1into a chappie’s life, Phipps. 1

of St. Frank’s, roused himself

The tray con-.

1 fact,

1 asked.
helping him-

I mean to say, there’s something .
39- frightfully juicy about the bally things!” .

and” hurry! Not so fast, cid thing! The
yeung masfer desires to have his evening
raiment laid out in readiness for the young
masfer to dash into!”

“Eveuning raiment, sir?”

“The good oid silk facings, Phipps—the
bow.:gi shirt, and what-not?" explained
Archie, as he bit into a muffin. *“To be

exact, the correct gent’s wear for evening.”

“Just as you say, sir,” said the valet: “I
take it that you are going to a party? I
am sorry you did not mention this earlier,”
ke added reproachfully.  “In that case, I
should have found an opportunity to give
your evening-dress the care and attention it
demands.” '

“But, dash it ali, isn’t the bally thing
wearable?”

“Oh, quite sir, but—-"

“Then we'll sav no more about it,
Phipps,” beamed Archie. “As a matter of
fact, 1 didn’t make up the jolly old mind
until a few minutes ago. I mean to say, 1
was Jounging on the cushions, thinking of
this thing, and browsing on sundry sub-
jects, when all of a sudden it absolutely

| hit me in the vitals!”

“Yes, sir.”
“I mean, there I was, without any dashed

{ thought of staggering forth this evening,

and the next bally minute the old mind
was made up,” continued Archie, ¢ipping his
tea. “It's rummy how these ‘things barge
mean, it
sort of makes you think.™ :

“Quite so, sir, but I don't quite follow
the exact nature of your engagement,” said
Yhipps. “If you are going to a party—"

“Party? Good gad! Absolutely mnot,
Phipps,” said Archie. “We are merely reel-
ing down to the local theatre, Phipps. In
now I come to think of it, you'd
better take this fiver. and book a box. Or
if all the boxes are snapped-up, I'll make
do with a stall.”

Phipps was obviously perturbed.

“You mean Mr. Noggs’ fit-up theatre?’ he
asked, aghast, '

“Exactly! That is to say, absolutely!”

“But surely not evening-dress, sir?” asked
Phipps, in horror. “You are not seriously
thinking of donning dress-clothes to visit
that—that questionable place of amuse-
ment 2

Archie regarded his valet coldly.

“Isn’t this somewhat thick, Phipps?” he
“1 mean to say, isn't it bordering
on the turbid? Xindly remember, Phipps,
that what the young master says is abso-
lutely the final word. Dash it, it’s pretty
murky wnen a chappie's valet starts—"

“But reallv. sir, I insist!" interrupted
Phipps, in real alarm. “You cannot go to
that place in evening-dress! It is for your-
self to decide whether you should visit a

! commonplace booth or not—but it is well

within my own province when I protest
against the wearing of evening-dress.”



“1 have told you, Phipps, that I intend
patronising a box, or the stalls.”

“In this case, sir, it makes no difierence,”
said Phipps. “You must not dream .of pui-
suing this—this ill-considered plan N

“Good gad!” interrupted Archie, staring
at Phipps in a strange way. ‘The poor ¢ld
lad’s going absolutely watery in the attic!
Pull yourself together, Phipps. This sort of
thing pains the young master beyond all
words. Never before have you so forgotien
the unwritten laws of your calling.”

“But, really, sir £

“You, a valet, absolutely standing there
and advising a chappie to enter the stalls
of a theatre in anything but evening-dress!”
continued Archie, scandalised. “Why, good
gad, it’s a crime! If I wasn’t a good-
natured chappie, I'd whisk out the old
wallet, pay you up, and turn you out into
ithe cold blast!”

Phipps kept his patience nobly.

“But you are failing to appreciate the
impossibility of the situation, sir,” he said
plaintively. “This theatre is not like Daly’s
or His Majesty’s, or Drury Lane! It is @
mere tent—the stalls are no better than
benches! Really, Master Archie, you must
ba guided by me in this matter.”

Archie had only heard one word.

“Benehes, Phipps?” he repeated dully.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good gad!” 5

“1f not benches, then practically the same
as benches,” said Phipps, hastening to seize
his advantage. “Lvening-dress  would  be
absolutely out of place. It would be tanta-
mount to absurdity.”

“Good gad!” repeated Archie, other words
failing him.

“These stalls are of hard wocd—they will
probably be damp,” continued Phipps.
“There might be nails sticking ¢nt  of

them——" |
“Stop!” pleaded  Archie feebly. “In,
dash it, 1 shall be

another ten minutes,

cancelling the engagement altogether. And
that’s absolutely out of the ques., Phipps.
You don’t seem to realise that 1've
promised to escort a lady.”

“Miss Temple, I take it, sir?”

Archie looked frigid.

“Dash it all, I don’t see why ryou should
immediately assume that the lady is dear
old Marjorie—that is to say, Miss Temple.”
he said stiffty. “As a matter of fact, you've
biffed the right nail on the head. Phipps.
I’'ve promised the dear girl, you know. I
can’t back out of it now.”

“I should certainly advise you to cancel
the engagement, sir, if it is at all possible,”
urged Phipps. “I have heard, on the hest
authority, that the shew is poor in the
extreme—in fact, hopeless.”

Archie looked more and more concerned.

“And where did you hear this foul ncws,
Phipps ?? he asked.

“In the George Tavern, sir.”
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e

word.,”

“Odds bottles and tankards! You don't
mean to say yvou hob-nob with the lads of
the village in that dashed hostelry?” asked
Archie, scandalised. “I mean to say, you
can do as you like in your own time,

but &
"It is one of my little habits, sir, to
drop in for an occasional chat with the
landlord,” explained Phipps. “Last night
15 was the talk of the whole parlour that
Mr. Noggs’ show is unworthy of support.
was given to understand that the per-
formers are even worse than the play.”

Archie stirred his tea with a worried
frown on his brow.
“Of course, this makes it dashed awk-

ward,” he said. “Under the ecires., Phipps,
1’1l rule out the evening-dress scheme, I
mean; you know best. But I absolutely
can’t disappoint the lady. That sort of
thing isn’t done, laddie! So, be the show
good, or be it ghastly, the young master
goes! That, I mean, is the-good old last

Phipps shrugged his shoulders.

“Then I shall not attempt to influence
vou further, sir,” he said. “I need hardiy
point . out that there is a serious risk of
rough contact with local youths. There is
a possibility that you will be placed in an
undignified position. One always takes a

risk when one enters a mere booth. How-
ever, I will say no more, sir.”
Phipps departed, and Archie was sou

worried that he forgot all about his fea.
e sat there, staring glassily in front of
him. After a while, Alf Brent walked In.
Alf shared Study E with the {fastidious
Archie, and occasionally he took tea else-
where—as he was rather glad of a change
now and again. It was a relief, once In &a
while, to eat sardines out of a tin, or to
toast a Kkipper over the fire, or to drink tea
out of a condensed milk tin. Such atroci-
ties as these were impossible in Archie’s
study. Brent happened to be the son of the
Chairman of the Governors, but he also
happened to be a normal boy.

“Hallo! What'’s the matter?” he asked,
staring. “Tea cold! Muffing only half-
eaten! Anyvthing wrong, Archie? Anything

disturbing the massive brain?”
Archie explained the dread situation.

“You hopeless duffer!” grinned Alf. “You
mustn’t take any notice of Phipps! He’s a
sticiler for etiquette. He’d have had ten

ts if he'd seen me ten minutes ago—fry-
ing a sausage on Busters best shovel.”

Archie winced.

“Laddie, don’t!” he plcaded. “I mecan to
say, I'm feeling frightfully bad now, with- "
out you making it frightfully worse 2

“Besides, vou needn’t worry about that
theatre,” went on DBrent. “I'll go along
with Handforth & Ceo. They’ve decided to .
risk it. A few of the others are talking
about trotting along, too.”




Archie brightened up.

“In that case, old chestnut, there's not
much to worry about,” he heamed. *So
we'll leave it at that, what?”

CHAPTER VI
PATRONISING THE SHOW.
3 R R. ANDREKW
SYLVAANUS NOGGS
shook his head

sloonily.

“I  can’t understand it,
Barton—it’s beyond my com-
prehension,”” he said, his
than ever with melancholy.
the scats are
novel.

deeper

Volce
“The theatre’s a good one,

c¢xccellent, and the whole show 1s
Why don’t we get the crowds?”
- Roger Barton shrugged bis shoulders.

““1t beats me, too;” he admitted. ¢ But
still, we shall have to cheer up, Andy. The
Juck may change now that the weather’s
wvetting better. We're into March, you
know, and that'll make a difference.”

“1 wish I could believe you, laddie,” said
Mr. Noggs sombrely. “*I have not that
alacrity of spirit; nor cheer of mind, that

I was wont to have —Shakespeare. This
tour has bercit me of hope. Roger, I'm
a broken man. Or nearly broken. A little

brisk business, and I might be mended.”

¢ I'm afraid there’s not much <hance,
guv'nor,” said Barton. “1 was full of
optimism at the -beginuing of this tour, but
I've been getuving more despondent every
day. It doesn’t matter what we do, we
can’'t hit i1t. Another week or two like
this, and we shall be in Queer Street.”

““There is no vulture like despair '—Lord
Lansdowne,”” wsald Mr. Noggs, as he stroked
bhis bluey chin. ‘1, tco, ifeel a grave mis-
Jiving in my bones. What is the matter,
Roger? 1 am pleading with you to tell
nme.,”

“I can’only say that it's just plain bhad

iuck,’”” said Barton. ¢ We've tried every-
thing, Andy. We've put on Shakespeare
—we've gone to the other extreme, and

given ’em- rubbishy farce.. We've tried the
old melodramas, and_we've tried the new
thriders. But it’'s empty benchies every
time.”

“And now we're putting on
play,” said Mr. Nogos. “What's
difterence, laddie? They dou't come
don’t roil up!”

The present play—¢ The (ClLampion of the
Ring ”—had been produced by Mr. Noggs a
week earlier for the first time on any stage.
It Wwas a melodrama which had fallen into
Mr. Nogg's hands by chance—the work of
an amateur. But Barton had <hought it
a likely winner. And Mr. Noggs was desper-
atec. "He was rcady to put on anything if
there was a chance of success. He had
itied all the old reliables—such as ¢ East

an original
the
they

Lyune ” and “The Silver King ”—bub busi-

ness had gone from bad to worse.

The two men were standing within the

theatre. It was close upon opening time,
and the lights were being tested by the
clectrical engineer—who was also one of

the lorry drivers and one of the ‘!rading
actors.

Unquesticnably, Noggs’ Imperial Theatre
wis a remarkably fine place, considering the
drawbacks of suclr an outfit. It was small,
but by no means tawdry. Once inside, there
was no suggestion of a Dooth.

The “stuge was an exact miniatave of a
real stage, with an impesing-looking pro-
scenium, and artistic double <curtains of
plushh. The footlights were of the regula-
tion type, and the theatre was even pro-
vided with two powerful spotlights.

The audiforium was naturally on the
ground floor only, but it had a business-like
rake, co that one could see perfectly from
every seat. The stalls were of the tip-up
type, but naturally devoid of upholstery.
They wecre, however, provided with loose
piush cushions, The rest of the scating
accommodation consisted of benches—the
pit stalls being distinguishable from the pit
by reason of red cloth stretched along these
henches.

The whole place was, in fact, a smait
teproduction of a big theatre. And the

country people ought to have patronised it
in their hundreds. The novelty of the piace

alone should have guaranteed this., But,
somehow, this tour had been one long
succession of disusters.

‘““Those boys, too,” went on Mr. Barton,
with a sudden frown. “Don’t let any of
thhe young demons in, Andy! Take my
advice, and bar the whole lot.”

Mr. Noggs looked astonished.

‘““Bar the boys?’? he repeated.
boye of the big school?”

““Yes, confound them!?”

“““ What money is better bestowed than
that of a cchoolboy's tip? —Thackeray,”
relorted DMr. Noggs. ' “We mneed their
triifes, Roger. Indeed, did we not actually
pitch upon this spot in order to entice the
schoolboys into the show? What other
pepulation is there?”

““I have had a sample of them to-day,’
snapped Mr., Bartou. “Didn’t I tell you?
Pidn’t you sce my <clothes? Bar the lot,
I say! Refuse to admit them, guv'nor!”

Mr. Noggs siook kis head.

““1 have never refused money yet—and,
by the ghost of CGarrick, 1 won’'t start
now ! he swore.  ““This is the time we
geed money, Rover--the time when we't!
cell seats at half their value! This time,
I'm firm.”

“But 1 insist—-"’

“Tace

“You insist!” boomed Mr. Noggs, with
dignity. ¢ Remember, this is  not your
O L :

properey yet, Barton! I am the owner—I
am the manager—I am the man who cou-
(rols!  Those boys shall be admitted., We



[

~patting the other on the back.

. the tlme was <¢lose upon half- -past five.
was approaching the hour when
.doors would be opened to the public.

©lamps

cannot afford to wick quarrels with the
public—or any section of the public.”

“ All right—do as you like,” said Barton
gruffly. “Bul} you’ll regret 1t Andy. You
needn’t be unpleasant, either. 1've made
no reference to that money you owe ms--
and didn’t intend making any.”

“Jorgive me, laddie,” said Mr,
“1 r,lm
worried—1 am distraught. The 1c&hole pOnl-
tion i3 black.” v

Barton Ilaughed.

“1t’'s bouud to get better,”’

“I'm mov worrying, anyhow.”

hie said.

¢*1 pnever kuew any man in my life whof
misfortunes per- |

could not bear another’s
fectly like a Christian '—Pope,” said ¥Mr.
Noggs pointedly. ‘I have all to lose,
Roger—you have all to gain. We can only
trust to our star of fortune, be it good or
ill,  ‘ Irate is a sea without a sho‘*e —Swin-
burne.’?

ile glanced at his watch and found tha%

the theatle
In-
was practically on time—for . the

Heed, it

) qhow itself commenced at six.

Outside  there were mgns of activity.
The dtmmo——wﬁtted in one of the lorrics
—Was llu‘nmmtr muzicaily, and two are
in front of the entrance were already
gleami ngwalthouﬂh there was still plenty
0f daylight. A knot of village children were
lmnfrmW about the gate of the meadow.
.l"‘ifteen minutes later, the situation was
scarcely any diiferent.
About fifteen people

turned up—but as

they oniy patronised the sixpenny seats,

i

the takings. were not considerable. b

.seemed that nobody else would come along,

remarkabile,

. cession ceased.

for the lane was empty, and there Wwas an
air ofi deadness.

“Worse and worse!”? said Mr. T\Iowb. as
he stood outside the theatre. ¢ Only eight
shillings, Steve! This is terrible, indeed!”’

“We took mearly fifteen last mnight,”
““iid Ashwood, who was in the pay-box.

“ At this rate, ladkins, we shall be starv-
mg at the end of the week,” declared Mr.
Noggs. “And 1 was hopmgﬂ—-—— But what’s
this? Boys? Not one,. 8teve, but many!
And my oid heart was. ieelrnrr wintry at
the lack of public support! ’What a differ-
ence! ‘Now is the winter of our discontent
made glorious summer —Shakespeare.’

The difference in Mr. Andy Noggd was
The first St. TIrank’s fellows
10 arrive were Handforth & Co. They
marched into the field, closely followed by
Archie Glenthorne, Alf Brent, with Mar-
jorie Temple between them.
and his sister came, too—and finally Willy
& Co., of the Third

It scemed to Mr. Noggs that a whole pro-
cession was piling into his theatre, But,
as abruptly as it had commenced, the pro-

Depression. descended upon
him onece more. :

Noggs,.

the quality of my fare?

1t

‘thing theatrical. -

Reggie Pitt

Sbeyel?”?

“Too
were joyous far foo soon.
passing ray of sunshine,?

Willy approached AMr.
him aside.
~‘““Here’s the rest of the money for our
tickets,”” he explained, as he put it in the

he sighed. “ We
"Twas but a

‘soon,

Noggs, and drew

old showman's hand. *Thanks, Mr. Noggs.
We've done our best to bring a crowd along,
but everybody's saying that the showis &
dud.”

““By the wraith of Wyndham!’”’ thun-
dered Mr. Noggs. ‘“Who dares to question
Have 1 not pro-
vided the public with rich 'euntertainment
for a score of years and more??

““I don’t know anything about that, but
your show’s got a rotten name,”’ said Willy
frankly., ¢ There's nothing like telling you
the truth, Mr. Noggs.. You’d be sur-
prised to hear what everybody’s saying. 1
suppose you haven’t got an enemy, doing
you a bad turn?”

Mr. Noggs made no reply, but stood there,
thoughtful and rather grim. And. ouiside
the gate, two seniors had: paused on their
way up from the village. They were
William Napoleon. Browne .and Horace
Stevens, of the Fifth.

CHAPTER VII.
NOT S0 BAD—BUT NOT S0 GOOD.

¢ 0U tarry, Brother
. Horace,” said

Browne, as  his

companion paused
opposite the gate. “ Surely .
you are mnot attracted by
this low, vulgar entertain-
ment 2%’

Stevens looked rather sheepish.

“Well, not exactly attracted,” he lephefq
“But I alwayo had « hdnkermu after any-
I thought it might be a
good idea to pop in—— ‘But perhaps not,”
he added. ‘“Let’s go on 8

He paused, and looked rather wistfully at

the somewhat garish exterior of Noggs’
Imperial Theatre, .
“Torgive me if T am wrong, Brother .

Horace, but I take it that you are bursting
with dmﬂety to attend the peliormance‘?’{
said Browne. ¢ Why, therefore, hesitate?
[ do not- pretend to understand the work-
ings of your massive mind, but nevertheles
I am ever ready to iry myt‘nnw once, Let
us brave the ordeal, and see what Mr,
Noggs has to sef before ns.*

AN eager light leapt into Stevens’ eyes,

“ By Tove, you mean it?”’. he asked.
“We'll go in?* :

¢ Assuredly,” beamed William Napoleon
Browne. ' ‘““ Why mnot? Others have sur-
vived, and the chances are that we shall
emerge alive.”

“1 say, don't rot!? profested Stevens.

“ After all, vou can’t expect to see a Wesab
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Iind show in a fit-up like this. I dare say
the play will be rotten, but it’ll be a bit
of a change.”

¢« [ think we can safely assure ourselves
that it will be a bit of 2 change,” agreed
Browne. “X¥rom a purely personal point of
view, I must confess I am not on the verge
of hysterical excitement regarding the pros-
pect. However, if it pleases your playful
-mood to lndul% in a couple of stalls, pray
follow me to the pay-box.”

¢ Hang it, I'm going to pay for this

“Pardon me, but on such matters as
these, I insist!?? inberrupted Browne firmly.

»

“You are my guest, Brother Horace, and
the subject is closed. These are unsus-

pected traits. Little did I imagine that my
boon companion would develop a taste for
the twopenny gaff. Alas, I fear you are
degenerating sadly.” -

“I'm hanged if I'm going now!”
Stevens. ““You're just as bad as the
- others, Browne—and I thought you- were
more broadminded. It’s not fair to call
the place a twopenny gaff. 1 believe old
Noggs is doing the right thing. He’s taking
the art of the theatre round to the rural
districts—he’s showing-the public something
they’ve almost forgotten. He ought to be
supported in every possible way.”

Browne regarded his cirum curiously.

“What is this?” he asked. I am sus-
- pecting that you are a dark horse, Brother
Horace. You are apt to be so quiet and
ordinary that one accepts you as a periectiy
- harmless Fifth Former. But I am bégin-
ning to suspect that my estimation of you
is wrong. It has been truly said that still
waters run deep.”

. ““Are we going into this show or not?”

demanded Stevens grufily. el e
talked -about the theatre much—but it's
my particular hobby, i you'd like to
know.”

‘““And yet you have never done anything
dazsling in amateur *theatricals?*’

““That’s because I'm not keen on amateur
theatricals,” replied Stevens “I've seen
‘a bit of it at St. Frank’s, and these shows
are generally messed up from the etart,
wnd utterly ruined. So 1've kept in the back-
ground. I regard the theatre with more
reverence than that.”

‘“We are getting some startling informa-
Lion, indeed,” remarked Browne. * I‘orgive
me, Brother Horace, for treating this
matter with levity. I can now see that you
are in deadly earnest. Let us hesitate no
longer.”

- They went up to the pay-box, and pur-
chased two stalls. The money was now
heing taken by an elderly man—an actor
who was only called upon to play small
parts, Ashwood had gone round to the
dressing-rooms to prepare for his entrance,
which would be at the rise of the curtain.
When the two Fifth Formers entered the

'audltorlum they found the place miserably
empty.

snorted

never

‘he had a decent company with

-

held at least six times more than the
number who now oc¢upied it. Aund oune
always feels depressed upon entering a
quarter-filled theatre.

There was no music, and the St. IFrank’s
fellows were talking toaether in low trones.
Irom the rear, the people in the cheaper
seats were whispering noisily. And the
majority of them were youths from ths
villa.ge.

The play started—and the audience had
only increased by four others—two patrons
of the pit, and two St. Frank’s ffourth
Formers, who sat in wsolitary state in the
plt Str_illb

There was nothing particularly novel or
startling in the play itself. It was, indeed,
a somewhat lurid melodrama, crudely con-
structed, and crudely acted—with the soli-
tary exception of one notable performance.

Mr. Andy Noggs was simply wonderful.

Ashwood played his part indifferently,
and the rest of the cast were obviously
professionals of small talent. It could be
easily understood why they were not appear-
ing in a bigger concern,

The heroine of the play was pretty and
winsome, but her acting ability was almost
nil. It was possible, ho“e\«er that they all
suffered by contrast with Mr, Noggs. Ie
had a cHaracter part—he played a penniless
musician, and some of the more pathetic
scenes were wonderful. Indeed, Mr. Noggs
put far more effort into the show than it
deserved. He lifted the play out of the
common rut, and almost made it notable,

It seemed a terrible pity that his acting
should go for nothing. At the most poig-
nant moments, giggles would come from the
cheap seats—and more than once Stevens
winced, and frowned with annoyance. He
was capable of appreciating the finer quali-
ties of the acting.

Browne, too, was enthusiastic about Mr.
Noggs' acting. Handforth and Co. were

equally impressed. But the rustic audience
seemed to prefer the blatant fooling of the
so-called comedian. IIe was utterly painful
in his attempts to be humorous, but he re-
ceived far more applause from the rustics
than did Mr. Noggs.

“It's a confounded shame!”
hotly, during the interval. ¢ What's the
crood of good acting in front of these
people" Old Noggs is a marvel—and if only
him tha
whole show would go with a fizz. The worst
of it is, the play’s a mere mass of rubbish.”

“] am only too sorry to agree with you,
Brother Ilorace,” said Browne. ¢ Seldom

said Steven:

' have I listened te such unparalleled tripe.

However, we are still hale and hearty, and
we can only hope for the best.’

Archie Glenthorne was not very talkative.
He admitted that Mr. Noggs was a fine
actor, but he seemed to be rather dreamy.
And he did not come out of this condition

It wasn' large, but it could have | until the second act was well on the way—
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and Ire only livened up at the appearance
of the heroine.
“1 mean to say, bally pretty, what?” he
murmured. . _
«I-beg your pardon?’’ asked Marjorie, who
was sitting next to him. '
“Eh?» gasped Archie. “GCh!
old girl! The fact is—I—I g |
“Dry up, Archie, you ass!”’ hissed Hand-
forth. - - |
~Archie subsided, confused. For the
moment he had quite -forgotten that Mar-
jorie was next to him. He was by no means
tickle, and he regarded Marjorie as the most
ripping girl in the world. But, at the same
time, he was always susceptible to feminine
charm,
greater attraction for him than any other.
He had more than once been fascinated by
some fairy of the ifootlights. ;

Sorry, dear

‘Miss Daphne Walters was small, dainty,

and vivacious. Little else could be said in
her favour. She struggled bravely with her
»art, but made little of it. Not that Archie
was at all critical.
sufficient to put him in the best of humours
—and she had actually smiled straight at
him on one occasion,

The last scene of the show was painful
in the cxtreme.

t represented a boxing ring, and was sup-
posed to be at the National Sporting Club,
Two famous lightweights were contesting
the title—and everything depended upon the
result.  One of the contestants was the son
of the old musician, and the other a crooked
boxer whom the villain of the piece had
bribed. 'The old musician’s son had to win

the match in order to obtain the purse—.

which would mean the saving of ‘his father’s
itfe.  An operation was necessary, and the
winning of this boxing-match was the only
way in which to get the money.

1t was a hotch-potch of melodrama and

comedy—a hash-up of ancient ideas and
wheezes. And the boxing-mateh itself
proved to be a dreadful fizzle. The two

youths who played the parts of the boxers
did not appear until the second act—for
witich the bulk of the audience was grate-
ful. They were not actors, and they were
certainly not boxers. In Mr. Noggs’ cir-
cumstances, he was unable to engage the
meri who would have been suitable for the
parts.

And the scene which was to have provided
the big punch of the show fell absolutely flat.
If this boxing-match had been worked up
well there might have been some hope of
saving the evening. But it fell so flat that
the St. IFrank’s fellows were in real pain.

And that last scene was not even lifted

And stage charms seemed to have a-

fathead?” grinned MeClure,

One smile from her was

up by the aprearance of Mr. Noggs. He was
supposed to he at death’s door, awaiting the
news that the operation could be performed.
Naturally the villain was frustrated, and
the match was won by the old musician’s
son, The curtain fell almost immediately

after the referee’s decision—with everybody

on the stage cheering the victor. _

“Oh, my hat!” said Handforth feebly."

“Pretty awful, but old Noggs was top-
ping,”’ said Church, as they left their seats.
““Why the dickens couldn’t he have come in
that last scene and livened it up? Me’s the
only actor in the cast!” ,

“I'm going round to speak to him!” said
Handforth firmly. <“Of all the dud shows
I've ever seen. By George! That matech!
Why, those fatheads didn’t khow -the first
rudiments of boxing! O0ld Noggs ought to
be told.” '

“Do you think he doesn’t know it, you
“It’s no good
telling him a thing like that——-’

“Well, I'm going to give him my opinion,
anyhow,” retorted Handforth.

And nothing would shift him from
purpose.

his

CHAPTER VIII.
HANDFORTH’S BRILLIANT IDEA,

RCILIE GLENTHORNE
came to a halt. . |
“One moment, old

chestnut!”” he said,
grasping Handforth’s arm.
““The lads .are saying that

you intend to haunt the good -

old stage door in search of Mr. Noggs.
We'll go round togeiher, what?”’
“Don’t worry, Archie—we're all going,”

put in Nipper. “We can’t leave Mr. Noggs
to Handy’s mercy. HMe'’s as obstinate as
ever, and won’t be convinced—so we’ll make
a party of 1t.” ‘ :

Handforth glared.

“Who told you to butt in?” he demanded.
“And when did you come, anyhow? You
weren't in the show when the curtain went
Ilp—---” :

“Tommy Watson and I dropped in during
the second act,”” explained Nipper. ¢ My
hat! That boxing-mateh was tco ghastly for
words !*? '

“That’s just what I've been saying,”’
growied Handforth. “0ld Noggs ought to
be told about it—-—*

“Oh, come on—let's get it over,” inter-
rupted Church impatiently. It won't do
any good—he won't welcome our interference.
But it's no good .tiying to argue with
Handy.”

They all trooped round to the rear of the
theatre, and Archie was s0 absent-minded
that he failed to observe that Alf Brent had
gone off with Reggie Pitt—the pair of them
escorting Marjorie and Winnie back to the
Moor View School.
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The stage door was merely a kind of tent
flap at the rear, with Mr. Noggs’ caravan in
close proximity.

Ar. Noggs always travelled with the show
—and always lived in his caravan. The
other mmembers of his company secured
lodgings at the various stops.

« Hallo! What's all this?” asked Ashwood,
as he emerged. “Haven't you fellows gone
home yet? You'll be late for roll-call, or

something, and then we shall get the blame.
tlow did you like the show?”’
“Awful!l” said Handforth promptly,

o,

If
public wants rubbish, he’ll give 'em rubbish.”

They weren't so successful as this. the

|

“I suppose it's a bit difficult,”’ said
Nipper. :

“Difficult!” echoed Ashwood. “By Jove,
vou ought to be with us for a few weeks—
then you'd know how difficult it is to please

the public! But the guv'nor’s a good actor,

The rest of us are no good, but he’s an
artist.”’

[ ‘“ Abzolutelv!”” agreed Archie Glenthorne.
‘«“ And DMiss Daphne Walters, by gad!- - 1

mean to say, a somewhat priceless young
thing as it were!”

=< ISR W
T =
S

e

e g’

and Bellton.
\ shoes.
figures could be seen.

The two Ancient House juniors were evidently engaged on imporiant business.
They were running hard—skirting a spinney somewhere between Caistowe
Both were airily attired in running shorts and rubber-soled
And in the dim distance behind, a straggling crowd of tiny white

Ashwood grinned.

“There’s nothing like hearing the truth,”’
he said, as he lit a cigarette, “I'm in-
ciined to agree with you—particularly that
boxing-miatch. The guv'nor wants to buck it
up a bhit, but those young asses won't learn.

1f the play didn’t fall so flat at the end.

it might just save itself from puerility.”
“I'm surprised Mr. Noggs puts on such
a hopeless thing,” said Church.
““What's the good of putting on anything
else?” growled Ashwood.  “He's tried
Shakespeare, and goodness knows what else.

-

Ashwood raised his eyebrows.

““She’'s not a bad looker, but I'm afraid
her acting ”

“0Odds insults and slurs!” interrupted
Archie indignantly. “Miss Walters is abso-
lutely top-hole! 1If it’s possible, old vege-
table, I'd rather like an introduction. That
S — I mean to say—"’ '

“(Great Scott!” ejaculated Tommy Watson.
° Archie's smitten!”’

“ An introduction, eh?” chuckled Ashwood.
““Nothing easier! Daphne!” he added, put-

ting his head through the doorway. ¢ Just
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One of these schoolbors wants to

a minute!
meet you.”
Archic turned very red, but there was no

A moment later, Miss
Daphne Walters appeared. Archie gazed at
her in a fascinated kina of way. e could
sece that she was the same—but someiow,
in some indefinable way, she was diflerent.

way of escape.

Much older. Much less sylph-like. Ashwood
bowed.

“My wife!” be said blandy.

“Th?” gurgled Archie. 1 mean
Good gad! Frightfully pleased to nieet yon,
and all that sort of bally thing! Odds,
shocks and starts! I thought—— But not

Not absolutely Mrs.—Mrs.——”

really? :
““I've been

“Mrs. Ashwood,”’ she smiled.
Mrs. Ashwood for five yecars.”

«Yf mean, that’s dashed good,” said Archie
feebly. “It’s always so frightfully uncer-
tain ahout you stage people, you know! I
thought you were years younger—— I mean,
you don’t look older now, bul That is,
of course, you do. I should say you abso-
lutely don’t!” :

“Ha, ha, hal¥

Archie was horribly confused—and com-
pletely dumbfounded. He had never dreamed
for a moment that the girl on the stage
would prove to be the wife of one of the
actors. Such a thought hadn’t occurred to
 his simple mind. How he escaped, he hardly

knew—but he managed to slip away upon the

arrival of Mr. Noggs.

““13 there something wrong here?”’ in-
quired the old showman, gazing at the
juniors. ¢ What is this gathering?” '

“I'm afraid they’ve come to run the show
down, guv’nor,’? replied Ashwood.

““Not the show—but that boxing-match,”
said Handforth promptly. * Your acting was
marvellons, Mr. Noggs. We thought you
were first-class.”

‘“Rather!”?

“You did wonders, sir.”

Mr. Noggs looked less severe.

“Thank you for this praise,’’ he said, with
dignity. “T1 will admit the actual play fis
unworthy of our . histrionic efforts. I would
prefer to act in something that would en-
able me to give full scope to my meagre
abilities. But, alas, I have turned to this
trash in desperation. Business is poor—we
know not what to present.”

“If you only bucked up that boxing-
match, the show wouldn’t be so bad,”” de-
clared landforth. *Look here, Mr. Noggs,
P’ve got an idea. It’s the most marvellous
idea you ever heard of. I don’t mind tell-
ing you it’s a brain-wave.”

“‘On their own merits, modest men are
dumb '—Colman,’’ said Mr. Noggs. “I am
sorry my play has not pleased you, young
gentlemen. It is difficult indeed to please
one and all. But I must carry on, and try
and try again., ‘There is  no mistake so
great as the mistake of not going on '—
Blake. ‘We learn wisdom from failure
much miore taan from success '—Smiles.”

“The guvnor's full of these quotations,”
explained Ashwood, smiling. ‘“He's always .
borrowing the sayings of great men.”’ ;

“They arc more weighty than my own
empty utterances, ladkins,” said Mr. Noggs.
“But let us listen to this wise youth onr my
left. lle has an -idea. to suggest. Out with
it, my boy. We are waiting.”

“1t’s about those two boxers,” said dHand-
forth. “I’'m willing to take the part on
to-morrow night—just to show you how 1t
ought to be donec #d

“a. ha, ha!'>

“@Good old Handy!”

" “ And Lawrence will take the other part!’’
roared Iandforth. “It needs two real
boxers to make that scene go! Lawrence
and I could make it fizz like champagne!
Leave it to us, and——>’

“Nay, this is but a jest,”” interrupted
Mr. Noggs, frowning. *“*' A jest unseen, in-
scrutable, invisihle as a nose on a man's

face, or a weathercock on a steeple!’—
Shakespeare. You're attempting to gibe at
me 23

“I’'m doing nothing of the sort!” broke
in Handforth warmly. “I appeal to you
chaps,” he went on, turning to the other
juniors. “Couldn’t Lawrence and I do that
boxing hit in the last act ten times better
than those duds?”’

Nipper chuckled.

“Well, yes,” he admitted. “You're a good
boxer, Handy, and Lawrence is a champion.
You could certainly do the boxing business
with credit. But I wouldn’t guarantee the
acting.”?

“The acting isn’t so important,” put in
Church. “It’s the thrill that’s needed.
Imagine that boxing match properly worked
up. Why, it would make the crowd tre-
mendously enthusiastic, and send it away
 satisfied.”

“Just my argument!” said Handforth

Lquickl:,;. “And don’t you be so jolly sure
about the acting, Nipper, you chump. Law-
rence and I could do it fine. - We’d show
’em something!”

Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Nogzs shook his
nead.

“I am not denying that the suggestion
has points of merit,”’ he said slowly. *“But
it wouldn’t do, my young gentleinen. Oh,
no, it wouldn’t do. My theatre may be ill-
patronised, but I have no desire to see it
converted into a laughing-stock. Away with
these suggestions. I ~will have none of
them!”

Handforth glared.

“But it's for your own good!’’ he said
warmly.

“I do not doubt your good intent—-"

“And we don’t want any money for it,
gither,” continued Handforth. “I’ve always
longed to be an actor. This is my chance.
And with that boxing mateh at the end—"

“Don’t take any notice of him, Mr.

Noggs,” put in Tommy Watson. “He means

DoV
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well, but he'd only ruin the whole show.

e can't act for toftee. He'd forget all his

lines, and you'd get nothing but cackles

from the audience.”’

"¢ Why, vou--you dotty

Ifandforth. “Are you telling

that I can’t act?”’

“1t sounded very much like it,”

MceClure.
Handforth

snorted
Noggs

Iunatic!”
Mr.

arinned

removed his overcoat.

“We're going to scttle this now!” he said-

grimly. “_Up with your hands, you rotter!?
1f you think I'm going to take insults from

yvou, Thomas Watson =
“Chuck it!” dnterrupted Nipper. “It's
for Mr. Noggs to decide, Handy. You and

Lawrence couldn’t act much worse than the
two fellows we saw, with all respects to
vou, Mr. Noggs, and you could certainly
work up the boxing match in a realistic
way.’’

“Then
“Good!
Mr. Noggs.
an hour to learn
and——-"7°

“Wait!” interrupted Mr. Noggs,
up his hand. *‘ Wisely» and slow; they
stumble that run fast '—Shakespeare. *It
iz too rash, too unadvized, too sudden, too
like the lightning ’—Shakespeare. I cannot
agree to this.”’

“You can’t agree to it?" replied Hand-
forth blankly:

“1 thank you for the suggestion: I thank
vou for the kindliness of your thought,”
replied the old showman, “but I must
deceline the offer with firmness and dignity.
Nay, it cannot be.” :

it's settled,” said Handforth.
You’'d better give us our parts,
It won’t take us more than
‘'em. I’ tell Lawrence,

holding

CHAPTER IX.

MR. XNOGGS AGREES.
ANDFORTH was ~ by
no means dis-
couraged. When an
idea came into his
Lhead he did not readily
relinquish it. And the mere
fact that Mr. Noggs had

declined the offer made little or no differ-
wCnce to Handforth’s determination.
“But you don’t understand what you’'re

missing!”” he urged. “We'd make that
play into a different thing. We'd work it

up until you wouldn’t recognise it.”

“Mr. Noggs knows that all right!'
chuckled McClure.

Mr. Noggs looked rather perturbed. As a
matter of fact, Handlorth's volcanic
personality upset him. He was a man of
slow, dignified actions, a man who thought
well  before  taking any step.  He
deliberate in everything, and he would never
~be pitchiorked into an enterprise which had
not received full deliberation.

was ;

I—lflndfortvh scared him.
50 1nsistent.

He was 80 noisy,
But Andy Noggs' persanality
was the stronger of the two, and he refused
to be trapped.

“Of the kindness behind this thought I

need not speak,” ‘he said slowly. “1
appreciate that you mean well. But do
not attempt to press me. My plight is

sore, and I am ready to chance almost any-
thing. ‘Tempt not a desperate man ’—
Shakespeare.”

“You're not really desperate, Mr. Noags,”
sald Nipper.

“I wish I could deny that assertion,”
replied the old actor. “But I will tell you
candidly that I cannot. I have met with
nothing but misfortune throughout this
tour. Business has been getting worse.
Just when I anticipated a good harvest,
the takings have been less than ever. If
things go on at this rate you will not look
in vain when you search the nearest work-
house,”?

“We didn't know things were as bad as
that, Mr. Noggs,” said Nipper uua-
comfortably., “We'll get a crowd of the
chaps to come down to-morrow evening e

“To-morrow the show moves to Edgemoor,
laddie.”

_“Then alter your arrangements,” said
Nipper. “I'll get a crowd down i
“Never!” interrupted Mr. Noggs. “I do

not desire charity. Let them come to see
my show of their own free will, or not at
all. I may be near the brink, but let me

pitch over decently. I am driven to the
point of accepting inferior prices for my

best seats. But never shall I consent to
the proposal you make.”’

“Who's been paying you inferior prices?”
asked Tommy Watson. _

“Three of your boys—younger than your-
selves—persuaded me to sell them three
stails for the meagre sum of one shilling
and tenpence,”” continued Mr. Noggs, “I
was weak. I was unwilling to refuse . the
money. And the boy who conguered me was
a boy of wondrous persistency.”

“Your minor, Handy,” grinned Nipper.
“That description fits him down to the
ground. Three stalls for one-and-ten. Just

like his nerve!”

“Just wait until T lay my hands—'

“Wait!"? interrupted Mr. Noggs. “ This
boy has since paid me in full—an action
which will live with me for many a day
to come. A truly remarkable youth. A
kindly young man, indeed. His understand-
ing is greater than his small body betokens.”

“We're not talking about my minor,”’
said Handforth impatiently. “What about
that sugeestion of mine, Mr. Noggs? You'd
better snap the opportunity while you can.
I may change my mind hefore to-morrow.”

But again Mr. Noggs shook his head.
“I am sorry ” he began.

’
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“Just a minufe, Mr. Noggs,” said Nipper
erisply. “Can I have a word with you over
here?”

He pulled the old feliow aside, and Mr.
Noggs wondered what was in the wind.

“Take my advice, and accept that offer of
Handfortn’s,’® said Nipper. “He may be
a duffer, Lhut he's one of the best fighters
in the Junior School. He knows a lob
about boxing, ton. As for Lawrence, he’s
the son of an ex-amateur champion,
I'm sure he’d be game.”

“But I cannot take the risk

“There’'s no risk about
Nipper. “It may not be as dignified as
yowd wish, bat it would fill your theatre,
You wouldn’t be able to hold half the
crowd!” '

“By the image of Irving!” breathed Mr,
Nogga. A full house! Shall I ever witness
such a phenomenon azain? Speak notl of
these miracles, young man. My ears are
not attuned to their reception.”

“I#¥s not a wmiracle,” sniiled Xipper.
“Handforth means well, and he’s just the
fellow to go into the whole enterprise with
tremendous enthusiasm. He and Lawrence
would make that DboXing maich a corker.
And even if it is liable to cause a few
grins, why worry? Think of the money
you'll take at the pay-box.”

“Will fthese untutored rustics appreciate
the difference—"? 3

“Untutored rustics be hanged!” inter-
rupted Nipper. *“There won’t be room for
a soul execept us St. Frank’s fellows, and
possibly a f{ew of the Moor View giris, If
it cets about that Handforth iz to appear
on your stage to-morrow evening youw'll ue
besieged for tickeis in the morning..- And
look at the advert. As a business man, Mr.

212

it,” insisted

Noggs, you cughtn’t to hesitate a moment.”

“As a business man, I am a.mere cipher,”
siched Mr. Noggs., “I am an actor, young
sentleman. I am an artist. Nevertheless,
I eannot fail to appreciate the reasoning
behind your statements. I am tempted 1o
accept this offer. It may, as you hint, Dle
a good advertisement.”

“It’s bound to be a

csood one,”” 3aid

Nipper. “Even if it’s for only one night,
Mr. Nogas, I'd press you to. agree. Lef
Hardferth have a snot. You'll fill .your |

house to saffocation.”’
That picture was too mueh for Mr. Noggs
power of resistance.
“A full house!”
Cesar! Is such a

T

he repeated. “Great
thing possible? 1 do
not like to accept And yet, wby not?
Who am I to scorn a well meant offer?
‘ Pride is at the bottom of all great mis-
takes '—Ruskin, Yes, I will be persuaded.
I wili succumb. Let us make your young
friend acguainted with the news.”

Handforth heard it with joy, and
other fellows were ratber startled.

the
They

and |

had never dreamed. that Mr., Noggs would
take the suggestion seriously, :

“Of course I knew you’d have to accept,”
 said Handforth erisply. “Well, what about
the parts? I shall play the hero—~—"

“I presume you mean the juvenile lead?’?
asked Ashwood, who had been listening to
the debate. “That’s my part, young ’un. -
Egﬁi'd better take the character of Smasker

I_ .'.'I

“But .Smasher Bill’s the rotter!’’ Snorted
Handforth. :

“You'll fit the part to a T,” said Nipper.
“You’ll have to be Smasher Bill, Handy,
and Lawrence will take the part of Harry
Waliis.” .

“But Harry Wallis is the fellow
delivers the knock-out and wins the
thousand purse for the operation!” objected |
Handforth. *“That’s my part, you cuekoo! -
Pm going to play the winner. You don’t
suppnose I'm going {o receive a knock-out,
and lie flat on the stage when the curtain .
goes . down ?”?

“AMr. Noggs had better give us the parts,
and you and Lawrence can settle it between
yow,”’ said XNipper, with business-like pre-
cision. “We can’t waste any time, either;
we shall be late as it is. Can we have the
the parts, Mr. Nozgs?”

“Within a ‘minute, ladkins,”’ replied the
old showman promptiy. “They are small
.speaking parts, a mere sentence or two in
an earlier scene, and another few words
prior to the boxing.”

“We can get the hang of the thing in
an hour,” said Handforth. “But I'm going
to play Harry Wallis, so don’t forget. It’s
my idea, and I've got the right to choose.”

Nobody attempted to argue the point,
and ten minutes later all the juniors were
hurrying up to St. Frank’s.

It wasn't long before the news spread,
and it seemed that Nipper’s prophecy would
tur out to be near the mark. Hali the
Remove decided on the spot to book seats
by the whole row. They wouldw’t miss
seeing Iandforth on the stage for any-
tbing.

Whatever the result of the experiment,
one thing was a foregone conclusion.
Noggs’ Imperial Theatre would be packed
to capacity on the {following evening.

who
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CHAPTER X,

A XEW HORACE STEVEXNS. :
= ILLIAM NAFPOLEON °

up from the study

- takie, and allowed

a light of astonishment to

enler his placid looking eyes.

“ “l am intrigued, Brother
Horace,” he observed mildly. “If 1 am
not too inguisitive, what is the exact mean-

glanced -~



ing of this semaphore practice? I was ever
a seeker after the licht.??

stevens took no notice. He and Browne
were supposed to he husy at their prep.
Browne had entered inio his own work with
his usugl dash and go. He generally con-
. cluded his prep in about halfi the time

occupied by Stevens, and with much more |

successful resulls, too.

This evening Stevens had been even more
careless than usual., Me had Dbeen restless
from the sfart, chewing his penholder, and
occeasionally rising from his chair and pacing
up and down. Now he was over by the
window, striking a dramatic pose. He was
so engrossed that Browne's words were
lost upon the air.

“I would rcmind
that i

HEh?" said Stevens, with a start.
sorry! Were you speaking, Browne,
man?”

““This 13 becoming grave, in all soothi”
said Browne sorrowfuliy. “ Alack, I have
long suspected a weakness of intellect, but
I scarcely imagined such a lapse as this,
Brother Horace, you are wandering., You are
allowing your wits—-such as they are—to
dribbie away.” :

““Sorry,” said Sievens, sitting down.

He locked rather uncomfortabie, and
oifered no explanation of his recent action.
He made a pretence of work, but it was such
ail obvious pretence that Browne discreetly
coughed.

“There s something on your mind,
brother,” he said. “Forgive me if I am
pressing, but this is a matter which needs
prompt atiention. Choke it up, and get it off
your chest. Do not hLesitate, Brother
Horace, for hesitation is fatal. Allow me
to share your woes."”

““Cheese it, Browne!”” said Stevens uncom-

Brother Horace,

1 Oh,
old

you,

fortably. < It's nothing, At least, nothing
niuch. I was thinking about that szhow

we saw this evening.
Browne sighed.
“ Strange how our minds should work in
opposite directions,” he observed. “You are
thinking of that crudity, and [ am f{rying

to forget it. Do not breathe any mention
1) e L
“1 know the show was rotien, but I'd

lave a chance to take the part of that young
fellow,” said Stevens enviously.

“There is a rumour abroad that Hand-
forth and Lawrence are to appear on the
beards to-merrow evening—-""

. “I don’t mean one of the boxers—but the
other young fellow,” said Stevens. ¢ You
know, the part that's played by the man we
saw aiter the show. Those juniors were
talking to him as we passed. It's not much
of a part, but I'l bet I could do something
with it.”

“I take it that you are hinting that. yon
-are ambitious of becoming an actor?” asked
Browne, with fatherly interest. < This is
2 matter of gravity, Brother Horace. Unsus-
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pected depths are being probed. Never did
I rcalise the actual profundity of your coimn-
position. You may go up one, Brother
Horace. I am proud of you!”

«“{an’t you stop rotting?”’ demanded
Stevens warmly, “This 1sn’t a joking
matter, Browne. I'm serious. It's always
been my ambition to become an actor.”

Browne smiled.

““Have a good heart,” he said calmly. ¢1
wiil make you an actor.”

“ Look here~—"

“Inough?’ interrupted Browne. It is

one &f my pastimes in life to further the

ambitions of enterprising youtlis such as

vourself. In my hands, brother, you will

be playing in the West End before you reach

the ripe age of twenty., From this minute

onwards I am your manager.” .
¢ Confound your rot—-—"’

“i am your publicity agent and your
ceneral adviser,” continued Browne calmiy.
“ At the moment I am lacking in an attrac-
tive liobby, and the furtherance of your
ambition will come in as an excellent siop-
gap. Leave everything to me, and your
name will be made. I may add that there i3
no suggestion of rot in these learned re-
marks, I am in earnest.”

Stevens condescended to smile.

“This is all very weil, old man, but what
on earth can you do?” he asked. “I'm not
having anything to do with school theatricais..
Den't think I'm superior, or anything like
that, but they always strike me as being
so jolly tame. I want a chance on the
real boards—and there's no hope of that
until I get through the 'Varsity. And then,
I suppose, ty uncle will put me into busi-
ness, or something ecually putrid.”

“ Ah, these uncles!”” said Browne, shaking
his head. “In many instances they are even
worse than these paters. One never knows
how to take them. Dut why sheould you
assume all that you have assumed? I will
make you an actor immediately. Defore a
month has elapsed, you will be playing with
professionals in a legitimate theatre.”

““ That's absolutely impossible—=""

¢ Nothing," said Browne, “is impossible.
Many times have I impressed that fact upon
yvou, DBrother Horace—and still you falter.
In this life, there i3 one factor which
dominates all others. Determination is the
keynote of success. Determination is the
stuff which carries ycu on, over every ob-
stacle. Determination is the only necessary
factor for achievement. Without boasting,
Brother Horace, I think I may describe my-
self as the embodiment of determination.
When I start a thing. that thing goes.”

“My pater was an actor, you Kknow,"”
said Stevens thoughtiully.

Browne wineed.

“ Wasted words!” he murmured sadly.
“My most impressive eloguence cast upon

the empty air! But continue, DBrother
Horace., I forgive you freely. 1 appreciate
that vou are scarcely yourself -this

' evening.”?



“My pater was an actor,” repcated Stevens,

h‘trdl} heaum Browne’s interruption.
“ Famous, too. He played in the West End
{or years—-—but never seemed to get to the
absolute top. I expect that was because
he had money. They didn't regard him as a
sincere actor.”

“Your pater, T take it, is dead?” asked
Browne. “I fancy you have referred te this
subject before—althoneh it is news to me
that you ever held these secret ambi-
tions- -—*

“He died when I was a mere nipper—a kid
of about four,” replied Stevens. ““CI course,
I don’t remember him—but I know he was a
marvellous actor., Playwright, toco. A mar-
vellous playwright.”

Browne smiled kindly.

“We are apt to overrate——

“That be hanged for a yarn!” interrupted
Stevens warmly, “I’ve got one of my
pater’s plays upstairs now-—mthe one he called
his masterpiece, It was the last thing he
did, really—he died only a few weeks aiter
he'd completed it. And I tell you it’s too
wonderful for words.”

“And was it never produced?”’

“ Never,” replied Stevens., < Of course, it
went round to the manaﬂcrs--f-md they re-
jected iv one after another,” -

“This is nzatrtymw news, indeed!” said
Browne eagerly. A certain sign of excel-
lence, Brother Horace! If th'e West End
managers refused your pater’s play, we may
safely assume that it is a superb effort.”
I'or we are well aware that the West End
m: Lmlfrcm produce nothing but rubbish.”
“Phat’s a bit too caustic, o old man,” smiled
Stevens.

“There are, I admit, one or two notable
exceptlonr-bub we are speaking generally,”
said Browne. - ‘“Alas, the modern theatre
nas fallen into the hands of gentlemen with
commercial minds and crude ideals. 1t is
time for a renaissance. Let us be among
the first to foster this revival.”

“No, that play was never produced,” went
on Stevens. “My pater was tnﬂhtxuﬂj
untucky. Two of his other plays were put on
in the West End, but they were hoth failures
—mainly because they were messed up in
- the production. It was these failures, I
expect, which made the managers fight shy

13

of his last play. As a matter of fact,
I've got all the parts upstairs—everything

ready for production purposes.”

“You have never told me of this before,”
said Browne reproachfully.

“There wasn’t any need to, old man, 1
didn’t think you’d be interested—and, be-
sides, what chance is there of anything being
done. That play was written [ifteen years
H-QO—'——”

‘“Age iz a mere nothing,
Browne. “What of Gay’s ° Beggar’s
Opera ’? That was written many, many
generations ago,- Brother Horace, and it was
one of the greatest successes that Londen
has ever known, What of ‘The Farmer’s
Wife” ? ThHat sas written many years

1

| since,

‘play a try-out—at once?

interrupted.
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and did not the managers repeatedly
seorn it? And now it is still -running!
Think; Brother Horace! Still running i
the West End after more than two years of
success!’’ .

“But this 1)l=ay of my pater’s isn't a
comedy, vou know,” said¢ Stevens. $Tt's
mostly serious—with one or two emotional

situations. There’s one in particular., It's
simply But I'd like you to read it,
Browne.”

““1 should be delighted,” said Browns.

“Is there, by any chance, a part that would
suitt yourself? Js there a part that would
suit me?”’ |

“There’s a part I'd love to play,” said
Stevens dreamily. “By Jove! If I only
had the chance »

“You chall have it,” interrupted Browne
briskly. “How would you like to give this
How would you
like to see it produced this very week??

““Look here, old man, don’t be an ass

“We will borrow Mr. Noggs’ theatre, and
produce the play forthwith,” said Browne
firmly. “Enough! Do not attempt to turn
me from my purpose. The play’s the thing,
‘Brother Horace! Let me have it, and the
rest will be simple. Remember, I am now
your manager.”

“But, confound it, you can’t—-"

“Tt is not my habit to argue,” interrupted
Browne serenely. ¢ My mind is made up—
and therefore your mind is made up. We ue
going akead, and nothing will deter us/

L 3]

CHAPTER XI.
HANDFORTH MEANS BUSINESS.

¢ Y hat!”’ said Church
blankly. |
] He sat up in

bed, aund stared.
The rising-bell had not ceased
its unwelcome din, but Ed-
- ward Cswald Handfmth was
in the centre of the dormitory floor, fully
dressed, indulging in extraordinary
acrobaties.
He was apparently fighting the thin air—
lunging, driving, and 1€ll'tt]'ﬂ£: Propped on
the mantelpiece was a grubby-looking docu-

ment.  Occasionally Handforth would go
over towards it, and give it a glance,
“You may think you’re clever, Smasher

Bill, but you’re not going to win this fight!”
he said thickly. *““You cur! Take that!”
Swish !
Handforth nearly bowled himself over by
the force of his undelivered blow.

‘LI defeat vour evil designs!”’ he panted.
¢ 1'll—— Oh, rot! There’s nothing in the
giddy part! Hard]y anything to say!”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” exclaimed Church,

Handforth turned.
“Who told you fto
manded, dropping 1115 hands.

“interfere?” he de-
“Go to sleep
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again, you ass!- I'm busy. And I-don’t,
wanb any interference, either.”

« Are you rehearsing for to-night’s show?”
grinned Church, as he tumbled out of bed.
G you’'d better go easy, Handy—you’'re learn-
“ing the wrong part! You've got to play
Smasher Bill.”

«Rats! I'm playing Harry Wallis, the
young miracle boxer,” replied Jdward
Oswald.  “Lawrence says he doesn’t care
which he plays, so—-""

"« Butb the part isn’t half so good,” argued
Church. ““ Harry Wallis is merely a boxer
—he’s hardly got anything to say. Why,

you've Just been complaining ahoat it.”

fashion. Why, he won't know where he js!
You’ve got to stick to the part, Handy, or
chuck it up.” ' )

“You’d better play Smasher BIill,” urged
Church.  There’s a lot more opportunity for
good acting in that part. What ahout that
pit where's he’s plotting with the villain?
That secret conclave in the scene hefore the
last? Harry Wallis does nothing.” ,

“But Smasher Bill gets knocked out in
the last seene--and that’s ridiculous,” in-
sisted Handforth., “1'm blessed if ' I'm going
to lie down when the curtain falls, and look
a silly ass!”

“0b, well, please yourself,”” said Church.

Swish—squelch ! :
The paste-pot descended in an inverted position fairly ecn the top of Mr.
Barton’s head. ,

“That’s nothing,”” said Handforth indiffer-
ently. ‘1 shan’t take much notice of the
part. I'tl put in a lot more, and improve it
as I go along.”

Church gceggled.

- “You’ll take no notice of the part?”’ he
Lasped. “ You’'ll add to-it as you go along?
Why, you ass, you'll ruin it!”

“1 don’t want any interference—--’

“You’ll spoil the whole show if you go

on like that,” put in McClure, who had been
thoroughly aroused by the argument. * You
can’t mess Mr. Noggs’ play about in that

1 breakfast,” he said.

“The show will be worth seeing, anyhow—
1’1l be a scream. You haven't much time

for rehearsals, Handy—no half-holiday to-
day, you know, and you've got to appear

to-night.”

Handforth sniffed.

“T'Il1 have the part letter perfect before
“It’s not a part at all,
really—there’s nothing to icarn.”

When the chums of Study D goft down
they found visitors from the Modern House
awaiting them. Joln Busterfieid Boots and
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ob Christine had come over with Ertest
Lawrence.

The latter was a good-natured junior, and
he had readily consented to fall in with
"Handforth’s propusal. He didn’t count him-
self as an actor, but he was game. s it
happened, he was the champion boxer ol the
Junior School, and what he didn’t know
about the science of the sport was not worth
learning,

The Ancient House fellows were prepared
to wager a term’s pocket-money that Dick
Hamilton could beat Lawrence any day, :apd
it was quite on the cards that a deciding
contest would be arranged, sooner or later.

¢ Good ! said Boots briskly, ¢ Just the

man we want! Now, Handy, look here!
Who's going to play Smasher Bill? You
or Lawrence?”

“I'm not quite sure yet,” replied Hand-
forth. |

“Then you've got to be sure—we can’t
have any messing about,” retorted Doots.
“Ny dear ass, vou seem to forget that
there’'s hardly any time. You don't want
to get on the stage and make a fool of
yourself, do you?” _

‘“1le'll probably do that, in any case,”
zaid Bob Christine, with a chuckle. ¢ 0ld
Noggs' place will be packed out to-night.
Heaps of the chaps are talking about going
—and they’ll all expect to see Handy come
a hopeless cropper. That’s all they’'ll go
for.”

I{andforth frowned.

“Then they'll be disappointed!” e said
sourly, “I'm going to pubt so much
dramatic acting into this part that the
whole audience will be speilbound. Old
Nogags himself won't recognise his co¢wn
play ¥ -

“1 believe it!” said Boots, nodding.

“Ia, ha,hal¥

“It’HH be too funny for words,” went on

Boots. “But we don’t want to start any
rows, do we? A bit more of this, and
there’ll be a house rag on the go! Who's

cgoing to play Smasher Bill, and who's going
to play Harry Wallis? That's the duestien
to be decided.”

“Leave me out of it.” said Lawrence. ¢1
don’t care which part I play—but I want to
know something soon, so that I can get a
“move on.”

andforth was still incecisive, and nothing
was actually fixed by the time Ilessons
started. Not that it really mattered. The
hig scene was the boxing mateh, and that
needed little or no rehearsal. Besides, the
audience would consist almost wholly of
St. Frank’s fellows, and they wouldn’'t mind
in the least if Handforth and Lawrence
forgot every word of their parts. It would
only add to the entertainment.

During morning lessons, Edward Oswald
was absent-minded and preoccupied. He

gave very little attention to his work, and
this was partly accounted for by the fact
that he had the typewritten script of the

‘ing round from the blackboard.

play In his desk—and he kept maklng sur-
reptitious references to it.

Mr. Crowell was fortunately in a good
humour, or he might have pulled Handiorth
up on several occasions. He was busy atb
the blackboard, for example, speaking to
the Remove IForm while he indulged in
lengthy expositions of mathematics. Mand-
forth seized the opportunity fo practise a
few drives.

It had been impressed upon him that thé
fight was to be a mimic one, and he was
anxious to make his lunges appear forces
ful while they were actually powerless. And
this needed a lot of careful practice., e
didn’t want to knock Lawrence out in real
earnest. :

¢ Steady, vou ass !’ hissed Nick Trotwood,.
as one of Ilandiorth’s -fists whizzed
perilously near his ear. ¢ Mind what you're
doing!” '

“It’s all right—only a feint!” said Hand-
forth.

“0ld Crowell will do a faint if you let -
him see you!” growled Nick. < Can't you

leave it until after lessons, you hopeless.
duffer?”
Swish! Crash!

Handforth attempted another movement,
but unfortunately he caught Teddy Long a
fearful blow on the chin. It was really
Teddy’s fault, for he was craning over his
own desk, in order to catch a glimpse of
Nick Trotwood’s exercise paper. He was,
in fact, indulging in his usual habit of bare-
faced cribbing.

He fell back, howling wildly.

“My hat!?” gasped Handforth.
the-—" _

“Silence!” commanded Mr. Crowell, swing- -
“Who is it
Long, how

What on

o Vtrhl{l t!

making that abominable noise?
dare you? Be silent at once!
earth is the matter with you?”
¢ Please, sir, Handforth punched me!” .
babbled Teddy Long. |
¢ Handforth! Did you punch Long?”

“No, I jolly well didn't!”’ roared Hand-
forth. . ;

“There is no need for you to bark at me,
Handforth !> said Mr. Crowell, frowning.
¢ Neither is it necessary for you to use that
disrespectful tone! I won't have these
disturbances = .

“Long got in my way—and it serves him
right, too, sir,” growled Handforth. ¢‘He
shouldn’t put his face where it oughtn’t
to bel” '

¢“You had better sit down and get on with
your work,” said Mr, Crowell coldly. I
strongly suspect, Handforth, that you have
not been paying attention. What was the
problem we have just examined?”

“The problem, asked
helplessly.

“I can see that you know nothing what-
ever about the subject,” retorted Mr.
Crowell. ¢ Another exhibition_ of this in-
attention, Handforth, and I shall detain

5ir?”

Handforth



you. I don't know why I am so lenient
with you.”

Work went on, and Handforth thmwht it
wiser to uttempt no more bhoxing practlce
But he was thoroughly sftartled when Mr,
Crowell suddenly mﬂed upon him fifteen
minutes later,

¢ Itandiorth, read aloud from the point I
have just Ieft > said the Form-master.

«Lh?”? gasped Handforth., ¢ You cur!®

“Good heavens ! gasped Mr, Crowell.

“You scheming eur!” repeated Handforth

fiercely. ‘“Remember, Smasher Bill, your
villainy has found you out—— ¥h? Oh,
my hat! Sorry, sir! I—=I didn’'t quite
know——"?

“Ia, ha, ha!”? howled tie Form.

“Jiow dare you use such terms when

'u]d ‘essing me, Handforth?” demanded Mr.
Crowell, herrified. I shall take you to the
]leadma:ter ‘

sir,” panted Hand-
you Know.”

¢«“i—~I forgot mysell,
forth., “It’s—it’s my part,

¢“Your part?”

“T’m Jearning my lines ¥

“0Oh!” interrupted Mr. Crowell, light
dawning upon him. . ¢ Amateur theatricals, I
presume. No, Iandforth. Not another
word! This usage of work-time for your
private pleasures is intolerable. You will
write me three hundred lines. The next
time 1 shall sentence you to extra lessons
for the whele evening.”

““Oh, corks!” said HMandforth blankly.
“C;orry, sir! I—I'l1 pay attention now!”?

And for the rest of the morning he gave
no more time to his precious part. The
threat of heing detained for the whole
cvening gave him a remarkable zest for hard
work,

L i i T E T

CIIAPTER*XII.
REHEARSALS.

. - HAT about a
renearsal?” asked
- Nipper briskly.
“No need for
one,” repl*eJ Handforth.
“You can trust ns to know
our parts thoroughly by
tiis evening, There’s no sense in nmessing

about with a lot of silly rehearsals.”

Lessons vele over, and the juniors were in
the Triangle. It was a glorious March morn-
ing, with a strong hint “of spring in the air.
The sun was -)himnq, the sky was blue, aud |
the te npemture was equable.

“You'll make a first-class actor, Handy-—
about as much as my bhoot!” said Nipper
grimiy. ‘lt doesn’t matter how small your
part is, you've got to rehearse it. If you
don’t you and Lﬂwence will be hopelessly

at sea. I suppose you're playing Smasher
Biie»
“Yes, I think so0.”

“QOr are you playing Harry Wallis?”

“I've a frood mind to pltay Harry Wailis,”

said Ilandforth thoughtfully,

3

 talks to

hat1*

Eaio)s 1
can't play both p.arts you duffer!
fight yourself, can you?
are you going to be deciding?”’

“You
You can’t
How much longer

my groaned Church.

‘““llere comes the Modern }Mouse con-
tingent—they’ll scon settle it,” said Nipper.

The Modern House had decided to back
Ernest Lawrence up staunchly. They con-
sidered him the champion of the school, and
they were keen on sceing him give an

exhibition of real science in the last ach
of Mr., Noggs’ play. Everybody with money
to spare had decided to book seats in
advance, ’

‘“IHow are things going?” asked Boots,
with business-like crispness. ‘‘Letter perfect
veb, Haudy? Lawrence is.”?

“He’s playing the part of Harry Wallis,
the gushing young hero,” said Chbristine,
“I'm glad it's settled. Hd.ﬂL.y will make a
fine bruiser. He’s just the right type to take
the part of Smasher Bill.”

“Why, you insulting rotter—"°
Handforth.

“With .make-up, of course,” added Chris-
tine hastily. ¢“Besides, it’s a pard that.
needs a lot of acting. It takes a jolly clever
actor to be villainous on the stage.
doubt if Lawrence could do it. He's only
2 boxer. But you're an actor as well as a
boxer, Ilandy.”

Handforth thawed considerably.

“Well, of course, there’s something in
that,” he admitted. ‘“When it comes to real
acting, Smasher Bill is the best part. Bub
can't we alter the play? I don’t see why
the Smasher should be knocked out in the
last round.”
4¢But that’s

began

the most important bit of
all, you ass,”” grinned Nipper. “If the
Smasher isn’t knocked out, there’s no deci-
sive finish to the fight—and the whole play
goes Dphui.”? :

¢ And look at that bit where Smasher Bill
the viliain during one of the rest

spells,” said Buster Boots. *“What a fine

chance for dramatic acting! He urges
the villain to put some dope into Harry’s
sponge. There’s nothing of that sort in
Harry Wallis’s part. You've got all the

fat, Hs{md}-—uso you can’t grumble at receiv-
ing the knoek ;-out in the end.”

Handforth was even more mollified.

“But it’s a rotten exit,” he objected.
““That’s the only part I don’t like. I'm
“not conceited, or anything, but how the
dickens am 1 going to m.xke my how when
the audience applauds?”?

¢““Jla, ha, na'”

f¢S0 that's what you’re worrying about?”
orinned Nipper. “My dear chap, nothing
simpler! You won't be really knocked out
—it’s only a play! As soon as the curtain
comes down, you'll jump up and make your
bow, There’s nothing for you to ¢oncern
youraelf ahout.”?

“By (George, I hadn’t thought of that!”
said l.lan(lfarth, his eves sparklmrr “1
shan’t be really ¢out,” shall 1? Good!



Then I'll play the part of Smasher Blll' Now
we'll see about that rehearsal, i you're so
keen on .it.”

““ Hlave you read up your part?”

¢ Rather!”

“Let's go into the gym. and get busy,”
said \lppt,r briskly. < Bemember, thereé's no
time to waste. Things have got to be done
rapidly to-day. And it's all in @ good cause,
Old Noggs is going to have a full house
to-night, if he’s never had one before!”

The g¢ymnasium was fdirly crowded five
minutes later. Nipper constituted himself
the producer, and took <charge of ‘the

seript of the play. Handforth and Lawrence
had their own respective parts,

“There’s no need for this business,” said
Handforth impatiently. “ We know our parts
already.”

“What's vyour cue for yvour first
entrance?’” asked Nipper

“Eh? I don't quite—— Half a minute!”
said Handforth. “Yes, by George! Yonu
cur! You scheming cur! Iiemember,
Smasher Bill, your villainy %

“*Ha, ba, »Ha!”

“They're m7 lines, you ass!” grinned
Lawrence. ‘“You've been learning ‘the wrong
part! T knew you'd gect mixed up, Handy.
The best thing we can do is to start all
over again.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” said Hand{orth.

Nipper insisted upon Lawrence's sugges-
tion—and @ fresh start was made, And the
cymnasium was a  busy place until the
diuner-gong  sounded. In the meantime,
there was another busy place, not very far
oll.

Noggs’ Imperial Theatre was literally be-
sciged. The juniors in particular were deter-
mined to see Ilandforth's effort that evening.
and it was widely known that the travelling
theatre would mnot hold anything like the
number who arranged to attend. .-

So there was an  early rush to book
seats.

Mr. Andy Noggs and Steve Ashwood were
kept hard at it. Every stall was sold within
half an hour, and all the pit stalls went like
hot cakes. Mr. Noggs could have sold the
entire pit at one-and-sixpence a time had
lie chosen; but he didn't take advanbage of
the chance, He was a man who believed
in sticking to his prices religiously. The pit
was hl\l)GHCE——dnd it wasn’t bookable, as a
rule. But, under the exceptional circum-
stances, he waived this particular rule.

Every inch of room in the modest audi-
torinin was sold ouf before lunch-time, ond
even Mr., Noggs was surprised, He had
never imagined that the St. IFrank’s fellows
would r.tll:r round with such enthusiasm. It
was a completle eye-opener.

“The best thing you can do, guv'nor,
to slop here for the week,” w”gu%ted Azh-
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wood, after the rush was over. “ And we
were going on to Edgemore, too, to-day!

Those boys will probably keep on the parts

IA-

if yvou want

for another tv.o or three days
them to.”

““It needs consideration, laddie,”
Noggs slowly., ““We don't want to fill our
benches at the expense of dignity. It wiil
ali fiepn:nd upon to-night's show.  We must
be prudent. It is a chance we can’t afford to
miss, but I am a man of care. ‘Chauce
alwayvs figuts for the prudent —Eurypides,
Luck is turaing, Steve.”

“'llnnlx of the <crowds we've
away,” weint on m-}mond “Why,
hold lhe same number to-morrow, and au
equal nuraber the next day. And even then
the school won't be exhausted! Why, these
kids will come two or three times if uhﬁ} Yo
2ot a personal interest in the show.”

_“Nm-'erlhelf;ss, ladkins, I am keeping my
mind open,” declared Mr. Noggs. ¢ We
have taken good money to-day. Our colfers

said Mr,

turncd
we'll

are full. But at what mpenae‘? We cannot
teli until to-night. 1 make no decision until
tiiis e:»:per.imenb is over.”

CIIAPTER XIII.
THE STRANGE-BEHAVIOUR OF ROGER BARTON.

l SMALL c¢ar drove into
. the meadow, and
; =+ came to a standstiil.
G 7 toger Barton step-
] ; ped ound, and advanced to-
wards the theatre. BEP.
Nogys saluted, and walkad
forward to meet the NEeWCOMET,

There was something totally different in
his manner. The old shewman was more
active—more alive.  There was a sparkle 1n
his eve, and his \E’;ray gait was springy. Iu
spite of his doubts "E”cl!"ﬂlll*" the evening,
he was in a bubbling mood.

“Welcome, Darton!” he shouted hboister-
ously, I didn't expeect you to-day! Dbut
one iz ever pieased at happy surprises.”

Barton looked at the theatrical propriefor

in astonishment. He knew nothing cof the
recent events, for he had been away in
Caistowe, and beyond. He had, in fact,

gone to Edgemore, expecting to lind the
show there, in the course of being erected.

“What on carth’s the meaning of this,
guv'nor?’’ he asked. ¢ I've been to Edge-
more. Why haven't you pullad up stakes
yet? You'll never be able to get the show
up before opening time!®

“We're not oing to
awhile, Iaddie,”” said Mr.

“PBut, hang it, what
sugoested Barton,  “There’s the date con
them, and everybthing. “You can't play
fast and loose with the publie like that.
I'd no idea—--"*

“* Men are the
bByron,” said 3Mr.
the dates, Roger?

ag

Edgemore yet
Nogas pleasantly.
about the bills?”??

i

o: circumstances '—
. *“And what of

we nof paste &

SPoi
Nooos

™

Can
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potice of postponement on these '.l.frp—t-ch:z};l
pillsy Do not bother me with such trifles i’
 Trifles!’” shouted Barton. *“Confound
it, Andy, I wish you were as good a business
man as you are an actor! You wang look-
ing after like a chiid! What folly bas
poseessed you to stay herey?®

Mr. Noggzs frowned.

«* Tle who hath net a dram of folly in his
mixture, hath pounds of much worse matter

[ ]

D

in his composition ——Lamb,*” he replied
sternly. ‘1t may hc_fml]y, toger, bui 1t 13
protituble.  We are in a position to place

the ' House Full > boards oud to-night!>
¢ The ‘iHouse Full’® hoards!?” ejaculated
Barton, staring.

““ Ay, knavei” boomed Mr. Noggs., ¢ We
are booked up to the hilt!®
¢ Impossible!”  said the other ¢ There

aren’t enough people in this dead hole to
half fiil the seats.” _ o
¢ 4 strange admission from a manager!

said Mr. Noggs, with a sharp lock at Bar-

ton. *‘““You planned this tour,  Reger, and
you ¢onfess such a thing as that! Iow
no‘ﬁ'?}:

“PBut Bellton has been exhausted by this
time,”? said Barton guickly. “0f course 1
planned the tour—but I didn’t expect you
te stay here over your time. And what’s
this about the lLousze being booked up??

Mr. Noggs explained th=z circumstances,
and Barton listened with growing surprise.
Gradnally, he changed his attitude, and by

the time My, Noggs had done he was
beaming. : '
“By Jove, Nogzs, I take back what I

L2y
said flbﬂllt your fclly,”” he said enthusias-
tically. ““That was a brilliant move! Two
of these boys are plaving to-night, eh? And
half the school is coming to see them? It's
a stroke of genius, man!”

“DBut not mine,” eonfessed Mr. Noggs.
“It came from one of the boys himself.
We are full up for the first time this tour!
It is undoubtedly an occasion for celebra.
tion. TLet us adiourn to the tavern and
make merry., Never have I felt so fit as

feel to-day. ‘Cheerfulness, sir, is the
principal ingredient in the composition of

health *—AMurphy.”?

“You've certainly changed, guv’nor,’*
azreed. Barton. ‘I haven't seen you in
this mood for months. Good! We'll have

a_drink on the strength of the triumph.
Afid we’ll look upon this as a good omen
Ier the rest of the tour.”

“J1t mieans the change of the luck, old
Spifkins,** said Mr. Noggs genially. ¢ With
}i:u‘d work, we can surmount the obstacles.

What merit to be dropped on fortune’s

I—the honour is to mount it —Knowles.”

‘“he  old showman’s spirit was infectious.
Iis bubbling good humour was good to see.
The change in him was so extraordinacy
that even Ashwood was startied. And he
¢w most of his employer’'s moods, too.

Just this one sucecess had wrought a cow-
Dlete changoe in the old actor. Week after

weell, e had met with nothing but mis-
fortune and disaster. There was no indiea-
tion that the turn of the tide had come. [t
would probably prove to be a mere flash
In the pan. But Mr. Noggs was an actor—
and actors are proverbially swayed by the
turn of the eveuts of the moment.

Barton hLad apparently forgotten his
antipatiiy towards the aschool. A% leasy,
e thought it better to make no mention of
it. He proved himsel* t: be as whole-
heartedly ~enthusiastie as Mr. Noggs—until
ne entered his motor-car again, and went
off. And then a change came over him.

His good humour vanished, and an expres-
sion of black rage came over his ecrafty
face. He cursed viciously as he jammed in
his gears. : ¥

“The old fool!®

he snarled to himself,

““As merry as a kid—and pepped up o
do even better acting than usual. The very
| thing I didn’t want! These infernal boye

are going to ruin all my plans!?”

He cursed again.

“There’s one good thing—it can’t last
long!” he muttered savagely. “I'll take
good care to shift old Noggs away from
that school Dbefore the week’s out! Heuse
Fulfi,’iudﬁed! That sort of thing won't suit
me !? ; '
| lle scemed worried in addition to being
angry, For some reason beat known to him-
 self, his delight at hearing the news had
been assumed. In strict reality, he ap-
i peared to be alarmed at the very thought
of Mr. Noggs booking every seat in his
| theatre, '

There was obvioualy
with Mr. Roger Barton. :

In the meantime, the St. Frank’s juniors ..
were greatly interested in the rehearsals of
Handforth and Lawrence. As soon as after
noon lessens were over, another rehearsal
was held in the gym, followed by a trip
down to Noggs' Imperial Theatre. The two
amateur aetors were accompanied Ly a
crowd of infterested supporters. '

Mr. Noggs met them at the gateway of
the meadcw.
“What now?” he asked genially. ¢ Wel-

something wrong

come! 1 take it that you have come to run
through your parts? Good! I have been
waiting. We will see what manner of

actors we have.”?

“We're word perfeet, Mr. Noggs,” said
Handforth erisply. ‘It isn’t really neces-
gar¥ to come down here, but the other
chaps insisted.’* ' |

“It is just as well,” said Mr. Noggs
drily, ¢ I have had actors in my company
who have been word perfeet for days, and
have then dried up upon the lifting of
the curtain. We cannot be too eareful.”

Only a few were admitted into the
theatre, and the rehearsal was a brief
affair—since the two juniors had very Ditle
to say. Their big secene came in connection
with the boxing match—and this was all

action.



‘With the
tahes, Handforth got through well—at least,
the spectators considered that he had dons

exception of one or two nis-

dramatic passagces
In fact, as Church

well., Ile delivered his
with eloquent emphasis.

confided to McClure, he was a perfect
seream.

Mr. Noggs was rather scared.

“Good!” he commented, at length.
¢ Distinetly good! But somcwhat tco
emphatic. Toned down, you will be pass-

able, young man. But always remember
that this is a serious play—and not a
burlesque.”

“ How about Lawrence?” asked Nipper,

“ He is better—much better,” said Ar,
Noggs, nodding. “I{ is the natural tone
that we desire—the normal wmanner of
speech. You, laddie, are inclined to over-
act,” he went on, turning to Handforth.
““Be wary of that. An ill-spoken sentence
will create laughter from the cheaper
seetions of the house—and that will ruin
the effect. * There still remains, to mortify
a wit, the many-headed monster of the
pit '—Pope.”

‘¢ Monster??? repeated Handforih,
“What mouster?”

“ A quotation, my boy—mercly a quota-
tion,”? said Mr. Noggs. ““Let me remind
vou of another vital point. 1 will a'low
vou to- conduct this boxing match as you
think fit. You are experts—I am but a
novice, But you, as Smasher Bill, must
receive the knock-out in the end.”

“That’s all fixed up, Mr, Noggs," said
Handiorth impatiently., “1I don’t like being
kuocked outf, but I suppose it's in the
part.”’

“ Make a mistake over

sturing.

that feature, and

the play will be ruined,” said Mr. Nogos
earnestly. At the right moment, this

wgentleman will deliver the
A clever feint, of course.
it, he will murmur the
be vour cue to

olher young
smashing drive.
But as he delivers
word ‘ Down.” That will
receive the count.”

“Thatl’s all in the stage directions,”
Handforth, nodding. “You ecan be easy
in mind about everything. Your show will
go with a swing to-night, even if it's never
gone with a swing befo“e.”

Handforth spoke rather coldly. e didn’t
quite like Mr., Noggs' recent criticisms. He
hadn’t said much, but Handforth was sensi-
tive. And he had been expecting Mr, Noggs
to praise him up to the skiet. Church and
McClnre made things =no better shortly
afterwards.

“Old Andy Nozgs was quite. rieht anont
your acting,”” said Church. “1If’'s
ood, Handy, but you're inclined to overdo
it.
grinning??®

“You’d better
MeClure,

It was
wasted.
ubout acting,

satd

tone it down,” sugaested

excellent adt‘iro:hut it was
Handforth had bhis own ideas
and he had no patience with

jolly 1 ®

Didn’t you notice how the chaps were-

1l

t natural

o wa

[ about!

s Chambers

who merely spoke their lines in g
way. llis idea wvas to bring his
words cut dramatically, forcefully, and with
ringing emphasis.

“ Another word from you, my lads, and
vou'll get it in the neck!” le said darkly,
“0ld ‘*«.U"fra doesn’'t know what he's talkmw
Ynu wait until to-night! [ don’ t.
but 1I'Ql .bring down the

“You'll probably bring
agreed McClure,

‘“The curtain, probably,” grinned Church,

But nobody else Atemp*ed to point out
Handforth's shortcomings. It was the last
thing they desired. Irom their point of
view, the whole show would be apoilt if he
acted properly. There was something ex-
cruciatingly founny about the blumiermg
Edward Oswald when he was on the stage.
And the cream of the joke was that hLe
never realised how comic he was. The more
dramatic the part, the funnier he made il.
5o, according to all appearances, the St
Frank's juniors were in for a special treat
this evening.

actors

ilkke to boast,

house!”

down something,”

CHAPTER X1V,
THE HIT OF THE EVENING.

OGGS’ Imperial
Theatre was packed.
Indeed, it was
jammed. Without
exagaeration, it was literally
bulgine with humanity--fer
the canvas sides were con-
veniently stretchable. Although every scat
had been booked in advance, fully a scors
of other patrons succeeded in getting in.
There wazn’t a singie member of the
ordiary public in the bupilding. A few had

turned up, but had failed to ain admit-
tance. Outside the payv-box was a large
‘board with the words ¢ House Full?”

painted upon it.

The packed aunditorium made an immense
difference to the ¢ feel ? of the theatre.
Those who had witnessed the previcus even-
ing's ehow were struck by the. <change.
hxmthmrr had seemed dead then. Now it

was full of life. The very air quivered with
animation.

Drowne and Stevens, of course, were well
to the fore. They were the only TFifth®
Formers present, with the exception of
Chambers & Co., of the West House.
was a fellow who liked to be in
everything thal was goinz, and he had drag-
ged Phillips and Bryant with him.

“I imagine, Bmth~er Horace. that we are”
to see a very dilierent performance this
evening,” murmured Browne just before the
curtain went up. “You cannot fail to have
detected the vim and verve which permeates
the atmosphere.”

““Yes, it's ditferent to last
Stevens.

night,” said
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« and this feeling, I have no doubt, will
reflect itself in the acting of the players,”
continued Browne. *“Make no mistake,
brother, we are now abeut to witness a
hreezy show—a show which throbs with
vitality and life.” :

v The curtain’s
+ WhLeveis,

1t was obvious that he had his heart and
soul in this sort of life. Browne was some-
what bored—although mildly interested in
the possible developments of the last act.
But Stevens was just as keen to see the play
as he had been on the previous oceasion-—
~in spite of its crudities and many short-
conings,

Browne's prophecy proved correct,

Bven during the first five minutes, a re-
markable change was apparent.
instead of dragging wearily—instead of re-

going up!” muttered

ealine its weaknesses with painful frequency
“EE"-- = I L

—went with a swing and a verve.

This was mainly accounted for by the full
house. There is nothing more deadening to
an actor than to appear in front of row upon
row of empty seats. Buf, on the other hand,
when. e sees the ranks of poacked humanity,
he is imbued with the will to do his best.

To-nicht this determination was enhanced
by the novelty of .the situation. Mr. Noggs
and his company had not seen a full house
for months, They couldn’t help acting be-
yond their normal powers. Even the poorest
member of the cast became almost good.

And AMr. Noggs himself achieved a triumph.

The juniors had thought bim good hefore,
but now they hailed him with roaring cheers,
He deserved it, too. As a choaracfer actor
he was superb. And to-night he surpassed
himself. At times one could have keard a
pin drop, in spite of the jammed house.

At one motion from Mr. Noggs—one in-
flection of his voice-——und the whole house
arose and cheered. There was something
magnetic about this enthnsiasm.
while Mr. Noggs was on the stage. The
other members of his company were mediocre.
They excelled themselves, but there was a
limit to their talent.

But when the interval came—there were
only two acts—the schoolhoy audience was
thoroughly satisfied with the fare that had
heen set betore them. They were astonished

heyond measure. On all sides, they had
heard “that Mr. Neeggs’® theatre was a

Yretched place—that his play was hopeless,
and his company vile.

And now they were linding out the truth!
~The  show was  good, the theatre was
ripping. Certainly, the players were generally

Jboor, but there were not many adverse
critics among this youthful audience,

“ Why, we've been swindled by somebody,”?
said Boots, of the Fourth, “Everybody's been
saying that the show was dire.  It’s jolly
good! ‘And old Noggs is a marvel!”

“What’s he doing here?”?’ demanded
('hristine. “He ought ta be in the West
Lrd, I've seen lots worse in London—and

The play, ¢
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Handferth was apparently fighting
the thin air—Iunyging, driving and
feinting.

I've never seen anybody better than Noggs,
He's an artist to his linger-tips.”

“ Rather!” -

“And the best part of the show is to come
yet,”” grinned Church. “Wait until Handy
gets on the stagel”’

The juniors grinned ab the very thought of
it —and waited impatiently for the great
moment to arrive. There were three scenes
in the second act, and Handforth was due
to make his appearance in the first. The
seene was a kind of den in the underworld,
where the villain of the piece had gone to
engage Smasher Bill., And, having engaged
him, he ploited with him.

Everybody in the house knew Handforth’'s
cue; and everybody was waiting to give
him a yell of applause when he eame on, The
cue was a sudden rapping on the door, jol-
lowimg a2 remark by the villain. -
" Everything went all right up to a point.
The words were spoken, but no rapping fol-
lowed, and the audience waited expectantly.
There was an awkward pause, and the man
who plaved the villain repeated his words
helplessly.

“Puck up, Handy!” yelled a ecrowd of
IFourth-Formers.

“(ome on, Smasher Bill)”?

“ Ha, ha, hal"

There were no raps, but Haundlorth suds
denly burst throngh the flimsy doorway at
the back of the stage. In faet, he came
through so suddenly that he nearly knocked
the zcenery down.

A howl went up—a perfect roar of delight.
Hondforth was dressed in tightly-fitting
trousers, a gaudily-striped jersey. and a huge
cap which hung over one ear. He was made
up, too—his c¢hin being blued, and his face
being generally coarsened.



* Ha, ha, ho!”

“ Good old Handy!”’

The whole house clapped with enthusiasm,
and Handforth came to the front of the
stage and bowed. The other actors waited
awkwardly. The audience still clapped, and
Handforth still bowed—and the aundience Kept
it up. This was developing into o first-class
rag.

Rut at last Handiorth suspected something
of the truth.

“Dry up, you fatheads!” he roared. “How
do you think I can get on with my lines if
you keep clapping? You're holding up the
aiddy play!” :

came over Smasher Bill’s face.

: He openeg
his mouth, but said nothing. He lookeq
pesitively scared.

“I've got a job for you,” repeated thy
villain.

“Xh?” said Handforth desperately. “I_j
mean—— You cur! You scheming cur! T,
member, Smasher Bill, your villainy-——— dﬁ
corks! I’'ve got it wrong! Half a mmut,e
vou chaps—I'm speaking Lawrence’s lineg!
Hl, where's the prompter?”

““Ha, ba, ha!”

The audience not only yelled, but it
cheered vigorously. This was far hetter tha
they had anticipated. There was the utmos?
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‘“Ha, ha, ha!” *
These words, from Smasher Bill, were so
incongruoius that the audience laughed up-
roariously. But at length there was a
silence. For everybody muntfd to see how
andfﬂrth would shape.

. ““This is the mam,”” said one of the other
actors. “The very fellew for the jobh. I
told you he would be here soon.”

“ Ah, Smasher Bill!” suaid the villain, hold-

ing his hand out to the newcomer.
to meet wveu, Bill. I've got a job for

vou.”’ :

Handforth stood back, and struck an atti-
tude—a dramatic pose which caused the
audience to gasp with suppressed merriment.
And then, suddenly, a strange expression

“* Glad

confusion on the stage—for Handforth failed
to hear the prompter amid the din. In ti
end, he was obliged to go to the side 9f
the stage ia order to catch the words.
Having heard the first two or three, he was
rescued from his predicament. But he didn’t
wait for the laughter to cease. He struck
the same atfitude, and the audience held li;if

| breath.

guv'nor?” roared Hand-
it going to be? I wani

¥

“A job for me,
forth., * What's
fifty quid for—for——

“Not yet—not yet!”” hissed the ~villain.
“You don’t say that until later on!”’

Handforth was prompted again, and gradu-
ally the action of the plauy was carried on.
But by the time that particular scene came



ig an end the entire audience was on the

point of exhaastion. And the best part ol
ihe show was to come.

"« low muech did we pay for these seats?”
gurgled Boots. * Bighteen-pence?  We've
swindled old Neoggs! 1t’s worth quids! I
pever knew Handy was such o comedian !

£

CHAPYER XV,
THE GREAT SCENE,

RNEST LAWRENCE
made no pretence at
being an actor, but
he could certainly

act. His performance was
creditable in every way—par-
ticularly when 1t was remem-
hurca woae JBtere had been very little time
for serious rehearsals, Handforth, on the
other hand, elaimed that he was a born
asotor, and yvet che couldia’t act f{or toffee.
At least, this was the general opinion.

It was agreed, however, that he was a
comedian of rare ability., When it -came to
s matter of humour, he was a corker. And
st of 'the fun was oceasioned by the fact
that Handforth knew nothing about it.

He took himself so seriousiy, and he
entered into the play with such tremendous
ansto, that he was unaware of the audience.

" Ee lived In his part—and converted it from
nocommonplace one into a masterpiece of
inrlesque acting, =43 :

“I say, this is too bad!”’ grinned Stevens.
“Jiandforth’s ruining the whole show, you
kuow!??

“Ruining it?" repeated Browne. 1 ven-
nre to suggest, Brother IHorace, that he’s
making it

** But " his part’s a _ serious
hurlesque,” protested Stevens. “‘He ought

1o he told. 1It’s not playing the game to
<aricature the part like this.”?

Browne chuckled. _

‘1 fear that you are still sadly lacking in
vision,” he murmured. “In your childlike
dmocence, you fail to observe that Brother
Fandforth is acting according to his own
lizhts., He doesn’t even know that his per-
formance iz a2 burlesque. Let him carry on.
I am tickled.” :

_ *But it is too bad ¢n old Noags,” said
Fievens, who felt keenly hurt by the levity
wihich had entered into the evening’s enter-

cne—nol a

tainment. “ All this iz supposed to bhe
sericus, you know. And the house is
velling.”

‘¢ 4 zure sign of suceess,” declared Browne.
» Jiven if the crowd yells at the wrong
moment, what matters? The great thing ls
to sénd the audience away satisfied. 1
venture to predict there will be few malecon-
~nts when we are turned out into the cold
night.”
“Hush! Cuortain’s going up!”’
During -the next ten minutes the audience
. ¥as swubhdued—so -quiet, indeed, that ii

seemed

scarvcely
boys had created the previous din. The scene
was supposed to be the old musician’s garret,
where he lay in bed, next to deati’s doeor.
In this scene Mr. Noggs produced his best

possible that these same

form—and his
extreme,

The old showman was grateful for the
change in the audience. He had feared that
the boys would continue their boisterous be-
haviour. But they didn’t—it was impossible
to do 30 when Mr. Noggs was on the stage.
Their silence was a tribute to his great
ability.,

But af last the scene was over—to be fol-
lowed by a storm of applause. And immedi-
ately after it came the big scene of the
play, the boxing-ring—the mateh which was
l't{% mean the saving of the old musician’s
ife, ' .

The audience changed on the instant.
Handforth was alveady in the ring—dressed
in close-fitting fichting rig, and swaggering

acting was moving in the

about in accordance with Smasher Bill's
chraracter. Only Handforth swaggered with

such exaggerated movements that the touch
of burlesque was complete. His over-acting
was purely unconsciQus.

The fight commenced, and the audience
settled itself down to ten minutes of sheer
joy. Most of the juniors knew what Hand-
forth was—and they were confidently
expecting- a display of fireworks.

The two originals had known - nothing
about boxing, but they had at least carried
the fight off with a certain amount of order.
The. whole affair had been deadening in its
painful pretence,

The efforts of Handforth and Lawrence,
however, were vivid and realistic. The fight
hecame a thing of spirit. In fact, it was so
realistic that Ernest Lawrence thought it
necessary to issue a caution or two.

““ Keep 'your hair on, Handy!” he mur-
mured, as they clinehed, and hammered away
at each other. “This is only acting, you
know—no need to use that right of yours so
forcefully!”

“ Sorry !"? gasped Handforth.
forgotten.”

“ Forgotten!” repeated Lawrence, aghast.
“ TLook here, vou'd better not get toco excited,
my son, or you'll be giving me a firightiul
kosh—""

“ Break away, there!”

“ Now, then, ref.—you can’t allow that!”

Amid advice from the audience, the referee
separated the boxers, and the fight con-
tinued. This round was supposed to end
with Handforth going down under a crash-
ing blow from the young bero. At this
point it was usual to get a round of
applause. And them the gong would sound,
saving Smasher Bill by a mere second or
two.

Lawrence delivered the blow in accordance
with the stage directions. It was a beaunty
—but judeed so perfectly that while looking
daneerous, its effect was hardly felt. Un-

“1T'd almost



fortunately, Handforbh took no mnotice, but

carried on.

““You ass!” hissed Lavwrence.
you go down?*”

«“ETh?”?

“Why didn't’

“It’s time, you chump!”’ said Lawrence.
“You've got to take the count here. The
gong goes just in time to save you!”

o By George, I'd f(:-rgotten’” breathed
Handforth, - ‘Come on-—let’'s try 1t over
azain. But none of your big sloshes, re-
member!”’

He made no attempt to speak quietly, and
the audience heard practically every avord.
The illusion of a real match was, of course,
utterly- destroyed. And the postponement
of the gong only added to the general merri-
ment. It was a rather humorous boxing
match, where the rounds could be lengthened
accordmxr to the whim of the combatants

Lawrence did it all over again, and Hand-
forth rose to the occasion mth dramatic
effect. He reeled back realistically; it was
rather unfortunate that he reeled before
Lawrence . had actually touched him. He
struck the ropes, sank fo his knees, and
clutched at the air.

“I’m beat!” he gasped.
Water! Gimme water!”

These words weren't actually in the part,
but Handforth felt that they were necessary.

“I'm whacked!

He rolled over, groaning horribly. The time-
keeper sounded the gong with haste, and
the prolonged round was over.

“Ha, ha, hal” |

“Xeep it up, Handy; you're killing us!”

“Our sides will ache for a week, old
man!*’

But the cream of the Joke was to follow.
The next round was supposed to be the
last. 1In this great scene Smasher Bill
received the knock-out, and Harry Wallis
was proclaimed the winner:

Whether Lawrence delivered one or ftwo
unintentional blows is doubtful, but Hand-
forth fairly let himself go. He became
so excited that -he seemed to forget that

the affair was mere play, and that the
fight was a fake. He entered into it with
d]l his heart and soul. v

“Steady!” gasped Lawrence, as he
received a fearful thud in the chest. * Look
out, you chump! What the—"

Crash!

He took a beautiful uppercutf, his guard

being down. In a fight like this he was
careless. He nearly went over backwards,

and Handforth. followed up his advantage

~and pressed the attack.

This sort of thing was hopeless, so Law-
rence took the only course and fought back.

He thought it might awaken Handforth to |

a sensec of realities, since talking was use-
less.

Crash! Thud! Slosh!

They went at it hammer and tongs, and
the audience rose in their seats and cheered.

They could see in a moment that a change
{1 had come over the fight. It was no mere
pretence now. The combatants were going-
at one another as though they really meant
it.

“Hurrah!”

“Go it, Lawrence! Modern House for,
ever!” . ‘r&

“Rats! XKnock him out, Handv“’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. I\ogg::, in the wings, was frantlc The
fight should have ended nearly a- minufe
ago, but it was still going on grimly. The

timekeeper was afraid to sound the gong,
for there wasn’t supposed to be any further_'
rounds. .
. “Handy, you idiot!”? gasped Lawrence
desperately. “ Calm yourself, you blithering
idiot! You've got to take the knock-out
here. You’re messing up the whole giddy
show!”

* Knock-out!” “Try
and give 1t!”

Crash! '

He swung his right round, and Lawrence
staggered.

“I'll show you Modern House fatheads
something!” said Handforth indignantly.
“So they think you’re the champion, eh?
YWe'll soon see!”’

Lawrence nearly gave it up. Again and
again ‘he delivered the imitation knock-out.
But Handforth persistently refused to take
the count. Mr. Noggs became more frantic
than ever. The audience wept. Many
juniors were on the point of expiring flom
sheer merriment.

And still Handforth persisted.

This round had lasted about four minutes
already, and Lawrence scarcely knew what

panted Handforth.

to do. In sheer desperation he put his
{ hands down, and made a grab at bhis
opponent. '

“Now then, you madman!” he panted.

»?

“Are you going to calm down, or—m-

But Handforth was unable to stop him-
self, Crash! His left came round, and
Lawrence -received it fairly between the
eyes, a terrific smite which made him see
stars. He reeled, fell against the ropes,
and collapsed.

But he didn’t rise, either!

The unfortunate referee was in a terribig
quandary. Here was the hero knocked out,
and if there was to be any pretence of
reality at all he had to count him out. The
whole course of the play was ruined.

“Qne, two, thiee——" counted the referee.

“By the shade of Shakespecare!” groaned”
Mr. Noggs, clapping a hand to his brow.
“This is the end! I'm ruined! I was a
fool to take on these boys. Curtain, Steve—
curtain., Great Cmsar, drop it!”

And the curtain fell with Handforth
standing in the middle of the ring, very
much alive, and with the young herc very
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much the cpposite. As for the rest of the
play it was abandoned.

And the audience didn’t the
slightest,

mind in

. e e et

CHAPTER XVI,
MR, NOGGS ISN'T SURE.

OBODY waited to sce

what would happen.

It was taken as a

foregone conclusion

that the“show was over, In

fact, it couldn’t go on after

what had happened. Hand-

forth had utterly shattered

tne true course of the plot, and there was

nothing for it hut to keep the curtain down
for good.

“Ha, ha, hal”?

The audience crowded out to the
accompaniment of {fresh Jaughter. Even
Browne and Stevens were grinning widely.
Browne ‘had been far more entertained than
Stevens, for the latter felt sorry for Mr.
‘Noggs. The performance had been success-
ful from a financial point of view, but
Stevens ‘had an instinctive feeling that
Mr. Noggs would not be satisfied. He was
too much of an artist to think merely of
money. He had the reputation of his
theatre to consider.

“It’s just what we might have expected,
anyhow,” said Stevens. * Handforth means

well, but he’s such an excitable young
bounder. I honestly believe he forgot that
he was on the stage. He thought the fight
was real. Poor old Noggs is probably

having ten fits behind the scenes.”’

“And yet he should be congratulating
himself,” said Browne. “X¥or has he not
discovered a new comedian? I venture to
predict that Brother Noggs would make a
fortune if he introduced this volcanic joke
of the Remove to the London audiences.
London doesn’t know what it’s missing.”

“Well, anyhow, I don’t think Noggs
be particularly pleased,” said Stevens.
I was in his position I'd be tearing
hair.” :

“I scarcely think that Mr. Noggs will
‘“wndulge in that rash enterprise,”” said
Browne., ‘You must remember that he has
much more hair to tear, Brother Horace,
and with him it would be a serious step.”

The juniors were crowding out of the
field, and setting off for St. Frank’s., Many
=nf them were determined to come again on
the following night, if Handforth arranged
to appear again. As Boots pointed out, he
was bound to be totally different in the
second performance, and might c¢ven be
funnier. Bob Christine pointed out that
‘such a thing was impossible.

And while the audience was streaming
home Mr. Noggs seemed very close to the

will
Y If
ny

Ruin!

| Noggs.

‘To-night’s show was

point of tearing his hair, as Stevens had

predicted, More than once he clasped his
long locks in his hands. But he drew the
line at actually tearing them.
“Misfortune!”’ he groaned.
All these are mine.
ever agree to this insanity?

“Disaster!
Why did I
Great is my

sorrow this night. ‘When sorrows come,
they come not in single spies, but in

battaiions ~—Shakespeare. _

“1t’s all right, guv’nor—yon needn’t get
the wind up,” said Ashwood grinning,
“We've sent the audience away pleased, so
w_h:at does it matter? That's the main
thing, isn’t it? Those boys are as pleased
as Punch. They’ve had their money’s worth,
anyhow.” .

“That’s not the point, Steve,” said M.
‘ “I've taken their money, but what
of. my prestige? Has this misadventure
done my theatre any good! Assuredly not.
a joke. A jest. A
mockery. Where was my judgment? Why
did 1 allow this thing? ‘0 Judgment, thou
art fled to brutish beast, and men have
lost their reason '—Shakespeare. I am lost,

Steve. My reputation is grounded in the
dust!”
i . .
You’m exaggerating, guv’nor,’”’ said
Ashwood, with concern. “Your reputation

hasn’t suffered. After all, these boys will
only ‘treat it as a joke—_"

_"There‘you have it!’’ interrupted Mr.
Noggs_, with a hollow laugh. “There you
have it, Steve. A joke. What of my good
name now? It has gone. *‘He that filches
fl'o}n. me my good name robs me of that
which not enriches him, but makes me poor
indeed *~—~Shakespeare. Oh, Othello, what
true words, indeed!”

“Steady on, Mr. Noggs,” said Nipper,
stepping forward. “Handforth didn’t mean
to ruin the show, you know, and you needn’t
be afraid that the other fellows will make
a laughing-stock of vou.”

They were standing at the rear of the
tent, midway between the “stage-door ” and
Mr. Noggs’® caravan., Reggie Pitt and
Tommy Watson and a few other juniors
came up, too,.

“It is well to comfort me, for I need
comfort,”’ said Mr. Noggs sadly. “But how
can you expect to perform the impossible?
“Comfort’s in Heaven, and we are on the
earth ’—Shakespeare.”

“You're taking it too seriously,”’ smiled
Nipper. “Anyhow, Mr. Noggs, you’ve had
one full house, and we’ll see what we can
do to advertise your show in the right way.
You don’t mind if we take an interest in
your theatre, do you? We want to see it
hooming, as it deserves.”

“But the expense!” muttered Mr. Noggs.
“I am not talking of money, sordid, gross

money. I am talking of the expense in
other  ways, My standing, my reputa-
tion—-"
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“Jt hasn't suffered in the {iniest degree,
Alr. Nogos,” interrupted Nipper. “ This show
was a joke, I'll admit, but we were only
1..ur*}*1'=n nt Handforth. Didn't the audicnce

518 t153nt when you were on the stage? Your
g;mrl name is better than ever it was, sir.
And we want you to let us help to set your
show on. the read to success.”’

Mr. Nozzs lost some of his gloom.

“A noble cause, laddie,” he admitted.
“1f pleases my ear. It warms my heart.
But I am dubious. *Can anyone remember
when the times were not hard, and money
not scarce '—imerson, 1 shall continue to
struggle on, for I am at heart an optimist.”’

“Then we'il help vou, Mr., Noggs,” said
Reggie Pitt. ** Don’t let us make imaginary
evils, when you know we have so many
real ones to encounter’—Uoldsmith.”

Alr. Noggs started,

“One of my favourite quotations,” he
said solemnly. “Apt>very apt. I will
take heart, and look fto the future with
hope. You have already given me an earnest
hint of your powers. Perchance your youth-

ful inflaence will be for the good. I thank |

vou.,”

“He's a zood old bhoy,’ said Nipper,
after they had bade him good-night. * And
the next time we help, we've got to make
it more serious. No more of Handforth’s
rot. We shall have to get up a wheeze
to boost the show.”

“Yes, and there's something rummy about

it,"" said Pitt thoughtfully. “Why does

evervbody think it’s rotten?- There’s some-
thing wrong with the advertising, or there’s

THE
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“Well, the Remove's going fo gel busy,”
1 said Nipper. *“ And when the Remove
on a thing it carries it throuy

A little later Ilandforth & Co.
to St. Frank’s—Handforth still more or less
{ dazed by the recent happenings.
nreocclipied, too; his eyes gleamed, and his -

He . wasg™

“I have suspected it all along,” he said
areat actor. That's wuinw to be my walk

“But I thuught You were phnmnﬂ to g
asked Chureh.

as§ |
ke

Handforth didn't scem to realise that his
peculiar talent was on the comedy _
He had no chance whatever of becoming
a great actor, hut he didn't need to become
a comedian. He was one already.

And in the near future he and the other
St. Frank's juniors were to get more closely

&
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Grand New Sfriaj Just Started.

FOR NEW READERS.
Tinker, the bkrilliant young assistant of

Sexton Blake the weérld-iamous detective,
pays a surprise visit to Caleroft, his old
school, During a mofor-cycle spin with a
school chum, Tinker witnesses a motor-ear
tragedy, in which the driver is killed by
revolver shots by some unknown assailants,
Subsequently, it is found that the murdered
man was a bookmaker, named Aggsby, and
probably the vietim of a_ racecourse gang.
Tinker returms ito London with the start-
ling suggesiion that Aggsby was murdered
i3 mistake for somebody else. :
(Now read on.)

il

. me to ask you, but he’s still a bit
ratiled. Yowve puzzled him, as
you puzzle most people who don’t know
Yuu, and some who do. It's still sticking
in his crop why you said they’d shot the
wrong man.”
.. Thnen it bhad betier stick,” zaid Tinker.
i told him it was just an idea that came
into my fiead at the time. 1t’s one of the
silly things I cam’t explain., When I dis-
covered that the man was evidently a book-
maker on the run, and remembered the race-
meeting ab Floringdon, and what a race-
gang will do when they have a grurge
against a chap, 1 dropped the nolion.”
Dedgard was slow and stelid, bub he. was
not without his share of shrewdness.
“But you didn’t drop the notion,” he
went on. “If was still on the top of your
head. Of course, you didn’'t mention it
in yonr statement. 1t was only when you
admitted searching the body that you let
1t out. How did you know the imspecior

Y gum, you’re a queer one, Tinker,” i
he said, "He didn't aetually ask

1

Another Clever Story of Sezton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of |

1 Caleroft Schdul. .
SIDNEY DREW

L]

had”made up his mind¥ He hada't told
you.

“1 just cave him ecredit for having 2 bit
of commonsense,”” said Tinker. *He'd seen
the body, and secen what I’d seen. A race-
[ card for the day’s meeting at Floringdon,
race-slips with names of horses that ram
‘the day before, mud-splashed trousers, and
~hrand-new boots—why, a kid of ten ycars
i of age could mearly have guessed what if
was all about!” & ' :

“When vouw saw what was in Aggsby's
pockets you changed your mind,”” said
Dedeard. “Never mind the inspector or his
bothers, . for he’s only one of the things
that are sent into this world to worry
decent people like ourselves. I'm asking
for my own sake. You really ought to be a
bit fattered, for I'm putting this. to you
quite seriously. Were you talking through
your hat when you said they’d got the
wrong man, or weren’t you?” . _
~ “You may think I have a few loose tiles
on top, bub that crazy ided that Aggsby
was the wrong man keeps cropping up.”

Sexton Blake, wearing a long white overall
and with rubber gloves on his hands, cams
out of the laboratery and nodded to Dedgard.

«“Pinker's broken out in a fresh piace,
Blake,” said fhe detective from Seotland
Yard., ©He's trying to tell rze inat the
Caleroft murder was a foozle, that chey fired
at and killed the wrong merchant.”

< Pon't believe him, guv’nor,” said Tinker,
“He’s jumping en the truth with both ifeet.
[ did say so to the inspector at Caleroid
when he was wanting me to tell him D’d
 cearched Aggsby's poekets. I thought I'd
like to give him a startler, and 1 did.”’

« snyhow, you can’t deny that you just
told me that you've still got the same funuy
idea in your head.,” ¢
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¢ You didn’t tell me, either, Tinker,”” said
Sexton Blake. ¢ If you've got an idea like
that, my boy, you must have a reason for
it.”

“I'm not sure, guvnor,” said Tinker.
“When I turned my flash-lamp on him ‘he
looked such a poor, insignificant chap it
seemed impossible that anybody could want
to murder him. 1 know, of course, that a
man may look cheap and harmless and yet

be a great rogue. And I did get that
gqueer idea. Even after I'd searched him

and found out his business, the thought still
clung to me and I haven't got rid of it
vet.”

““Sort of second sight,” said Dedgard, with
a deep laugh. “You have broken out in a
fresh place, Tinkev.”’

“You're job is to collar the murderer, and
then we shall know all about 1t,” said Tinker.
“When you're ready I’'ll run you down home
on our 'bus and see what’s happened to your
wireless. Don’t talk any more about the
Caleroft murder, for I'm sick of it.”’

Tinker did not return {ill after eleven
o'clock, and found that Mrs. Bardell had
left his supper on the table. MHe had had
supper at Dedgard’s after putting the wire-
fess to rights, and was thinking of turning
in then he heard Sexton Blake's key in the
lock. , ~

“What made you get that notion ahout
it being the wrong man, young 'unt” asked
the private detective abruptly.

“0Oh, my stars! 1 seem to have gone and
done it properly,” sighed Tinker. “[Iirst the
inspector, then Dedgard, and now you. I
just thought it.”

“That's not very convincing.”

“I know it isn't, guv’'nor. On the face of
it nobody would want to chase and kill a
cheapjack little bocokie like Aggshy unless
they had a big grudge against him, and the
only people likely to bear a grudge would
be racing toughs. IHe had a fairly clean
sheet, too, according to the evidence.
I can’t help my thoughts. It seems a bit
prreposterous, for if Aggsby was shot in mis-
take, it means that somebody was waiting.in
ambush to shoot another man who was
coming that way at about the same time.”’

“Rather a tall order, isn't it?” asked
Sexton Blake.

“It is a tall order. IXere’s a copy of the
plan the police had in court, and you know
the place pretty well, guv’nor.”

The private defective and his
bent over the plan together.

“We're pguessing that Aggsby felt shy of
the main-road and cut off it. We know he
went to Aperling, for he bought the boots
and hat there. Iloringdon, wlere the races
were, would be back on the table where the

assistant

matchbox ig,” fracing the supposed route of

the stolen car on the cloth with a wax vesta.
“lle’'d have to turn south, get to Aperling,
through Wisthorpe and Bolling, and then
across Caleroft Green. That brings us on
to thie paper again. The road comes round

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

e

Well,

o
by the pond into the Caleroft Road. Here’s
the school avenue on the right, and the

Barren Tor Rouad nearly opposite on the left,
There’'s a bit of rough stuff on the Tor
side, with bushes and things, and room for
a car to pull in. That’s where the shooting
came from.”

“Did you see the flashes?””’

“No, guv'nor, but I must have seen them
if they'd fired from the other side, unless
they'd fired through a thick hedge,”
answered Tinker. ¢ Those are the Caleroft
Woods, and the hedge is tall and dense. I
couldn’t go and look before the man Bindley
sent arrived, but I had a quiet peep while
I was waiting for Bindley. I'd heard no
one run, and I'd heard no car. Certainly the.
car hadn’t been there or I should have seen
the tracks. There's a lot of thick grass and
the rain was dripping from the trees, and [
didn’t go in to look for footprints. I didn’¢
want to go back to the school with muddy
boots or mess things up for the police. That
car, if they had one, was a good way off,
and the murderer or murderess shifted
quietly, for it was jolly still and you can
bet I was listening.”’

“No other car came along?”

““Not while I was there.”’

“Then if there’s anything in your theory—
I mean in that idea that came to you—the
man they were waiting to murder did not
turn up,” said Sexton Blake,

“If there’s anything in my
it mecans more,” said Tinker,
anything in it?Y I got it and I still have it.
There's no ten mile limit or anything, and
the ordinary driver who knew where he was
going wouldn’t have trickled along as Aggsby
did. I'm surc he’d lost his way anrnd had
slowed down either to look for a signpost
or to ask somebody where he was. A man
must fancy bimself a real crack at shooting
if he fancies he can lie up in a hedge on a
dark night and shoot the particular motorist
he's after who's travelling twenty-five or
thirty miles an hour.”

“A pretty sound argument, young ’un.”

“And that’s why I think that Ageshy
would be alive now and never have been fired
at if he hadn’t looked like pulling up.”’

Sexton Blake flicked a few specks of cigar-
ctte ash from the sleeve of his dress-shirt.

““ According to your idea or notion or in-
spiration—or rather to follow it up, we have
a pretty kettle of fish, Tinker,”” he said. < We
have an assignation as well as an assassina-
tion. It seems highly melodramatie. The
man was coming there to be shot, though
naturally he had not been infofmed of that
part of the plan. The unfortunate Aggshy
arrives at the appcinted place at the ap-
pointed time, slows down, and is immediately
fired at.”

¢“Sounds absolutely rotten, ,dcesn’t it?”
said Tinker. “ Why don’t you call me a barn
imbecile and bonehead, and sit down and
have a good laugh.”

“I preter facts to notions and ideas, but

idea, guv'nor,
““but is there
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T'm not laughing, for you immay be right, my ; reach Calcroft if he ever intended to reach

boy,”’ said Sexton Blake. “Ycu have talked
some very sound scnse. We’'ll take the police
that Aggsby was followed

yiew up by ‘a
gang in another car. We'll presume they
gaw the stolen car in Aperling. He was in

the shop buying the boots. We know their
methods. They wouldn’t -have waited in a
ditch in the dark with every chance of miss-
ing him or kiiling the wrong man. They'd

simply have foreed him to pull up at some |

lonely part of the road by pulling their car
aeross his, shot him dead and cleared off.”

«“Tact,”” agreed Tinker. “FPm jolly glad
my netion isn’t such pure rot. But who

| is one thing that may spoil it.

it. We both noticed that in his photographs
he resembles the dead man.”

Tinker gave a jump.

“My stars, guv’nor, that’s a rouser,” he
cried. “The man who smashed up his car
and was taken to Wisthorpe Ilospital. The
guy who lost his memory, climbed out of
the window and bolted. What about it?’?

Sexton Blake tapped tre barometer, and
then sat down in his favourite chair and
stretched himself.

“1'll have a smoke and a think,” he said.
“The cuse has its interesting points. There
Dedgard’s

AL

a1

s¢ | want a couple of bob out of it,’" said Bindley, flourishing his collecting book
and pencil ; ¢ so shift off its neck a bit and let’s get at its face.

were those murderers after when they got
Aggsby?”?

““T wonder. At the pace he was going do
you think they could have seen Aggsby’s
face??’

“It’s hard to. say, guv'nor. He wasn’t
wearing goggles, and there was an electric
lamp over the speedometer, but whether it
was off or on I don’t know. If the lamp
was on I think they could have seen him.”

“Well, young ’un,” said Sexton Blake,
smiling. “I glanced at that charming news-
paper you brought back with you, * The Curl-
wall Advertiser * and something. There was
~a motorist on the Aperling-Caleroft road on
the evening of the murder who failed to

voice over the ’phone in the morning in-
forming us trivimphantly that he has arrested
the murderers.”

“And then he’ll wake up, guv'oor,” said
Tinker. < Anyhow, while. we’re waiting for
that I'm going to know more about that lost
memory guy.”

CHAPTER VIIL
SEXTON BLAKE’'S NEW POST,

¢ EALLY, Bindley,” sighed Wilber-
R force Stott, blinking sorrowfully
at two threepenny pieces and

half a dozen ccppers that lay

in the palm of hi hand, “it is not that
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that I am 60

but _
Though 1 do not do

the 1oney,
impecunious.

I grudge
frightfully

gymnastics, 1 am sure that M. Corby i3
guite a worlhy person, but his departure

iz &0 inopportune. 1f he could only delay
it for a week

Mr. Corby, who tavght gvmnasties to the
hoys of Cualeroft, had suddenly been lelt

enough money to bring him in a snug little

income, and had decided to retire aud give !

place to a younger man., Corby was very
popuiar, and Bindley was collecting to buy
him a little present from the juniors of Mr,
f£ycroft’s house. e had just . tapped
Wilberforce Stott, hence the lamentations
of Wiltberforce.

“Don’t take it fto heart, old top,” said
good-natured Bindley. “I can't cut you
ouvt, fer if your name wasn't on the list,
some of ’'em would think you mean. 1l've
been broke myself and know what it feels
like. 1'll put you down as paid. and stick
in the bob for you, and when you handle
some ¢ash you can pay me back. Gee-hoo-
piter! That's the little bounder I want.
Stop him!  Cellar him, somebody!*’

Without waiting to reeceive Stott’s grate-
ful thanks, Bindiey dashed away. He had
sighted DBeiltby, and to gét a subscription
out of Beilby was almost as diflicuit as to
knock dust out of a jelly fish, Beilby knew
all about the subscription, and that Bindley
was collecting the money, so Bindley was
the last permson he wanted to meet untii
thie list had becn closed and the present
purciiased.

Beilby might have got clear away if he
had swerved in time, but as he dashed down
Mr. Pycroft’s steps he collided with some-
one who was coming up. The impact was so

great that they were both bowled over, and
Be.‘ln felt himself lying on the cold ground
with the person he had huommd down
sitting on his neck and pressing his stub
nose hard against -the gravel.

“What, you agaia, old bean?”’ cried Bind-
ley, with a whoop of delight. ¢ Delighted
and all that. HUW do you lind things?"’

“Pretty bumpy,” grinned Tinker. ¢ ['ve
found this, the tnm'"r I'm sitting on. Have
You lost it?”

T was chasing it,” said Pindley, flour-
ishing his coilectmfr book and per-ml Lt |
want a couple of bob out of it, o shift off

its neck a b1t and lets get at 1’&: face. Per-
haps you’d better pick it up, old man, but
Lhold it tight, for .it's jolly slippery and

slithery.”

Tinker raised Beilby
him firmly,

“Half a crown
Corby's present,’
and emile.”

‘““Lemme go, you pirate,” equealed
Beilby, struggling.  “It's blackmail., [f
vou want tc buy rotten presents to give to
louts, pay for ‘em yourself.”

and held

my lad, for
“Fork out

to hiz feet

from vyou,
said Bindley,

“You ought to give five hob,” said Bind- |

i him to do it.

' head and flattened

1 “put I'll let you offi with half-a-crown,
Pav up and smile.”

‘_‘bhun’t, shan't, shan't!” cried Beilby,
“It's a dirty ramp, ramping and robhery
I haven't got half-a-crown. And lots of the
Kids are only giving bohs. Not that I've
even got a bob,”” he added hastily,
“You're a puack of thieves and cadgers, but
You don’t swindle me.* 1

1, Manners,”’ shouted Bindiey.
“Here's old Tinker back, but we can't ask
Beilby won’t weigh out for

&Y
),

Corby.”
Beilby
uttered

Kicked like a frantic mule
piercing shrieks as Manners

H] I‘.-._l:l
ani

| Bindley turned him upside down aund shook

him: .They shook a shower of coppers and
small silver out of him, three watches, fivs
penknives, a jack-knife, éL‘.CH fountain pﬂn

a silver watch chain, a tlagh lamp, sever;:i
ends of wax candles, a folding camera, three

silver pencil-cases, a magnifyving glass, a
catapult, four apples, a bag of sweets, a
dummy revolver, one hard-boiled egg, =a
safety razor, two pocket combs and a
cigarette holder.

“Thicves, thieves! Lemme go, lemme

squealed the vietim. ‘“Oh, me money,

me money! Don’'t touch me money or I'l

kKill vou. Thieves, thieves!”
‘““Beilby, two shillings, paid,”

on 22
oo !

said Bind-

ley. ““If I take more he'll have a pig-fit
and die. Gosh! Look at the curiosity
shop, and I'H bet there’'s as much again

chat hasn’t fallen out. Gather ’em up, hxd,
hefore you miss something.”

“1 never saw such a collection
life,” said Tinker, as they turned
““Where does he get ’em?”?

“*0o-er!” said Alanners.
that?”

It was the hard-boiled egg, hurled by the
enraged Beilby., It skimmed over Pye's’
itself against ¢9ne of
the pillars of the porch. Suddenly realising
that a hard-boiled egg, and a very small
one at that, could not be purchased for less
than twopence in the tuck shop, Beilhy.
almoﬂt wept with rage as he gatherea up
his bE]GH“:nﬂb.

““Where does he get "em?’? said Bindley;
answering Tinker's question. *He's always
selling and buying and swapping. Mean
1ittie d{W'
every term.
but if you
security was

in my
away.

“What's

You may not believe it, kid,
wanted twenty quid and the ¥
f”‘:ﬂd and you'd pay the greedy
interest he uantui Berib}r would find you
the cash. But V»hJ thiz gleeful return?
What has fetched you along?”

¢“Still that old murder, eh? I notice
they haven’t arrested anybody yet,” said’
Manners.

“Well, it is the murder, but don't shout
about it,*" said Tinker, who knew he could
grust the jumiors. ““The guv'nor has go;
a bit interested.”

“Whoa! Hold easy, DBaines minor,”

shouted Bindley. *“Ease up!”

e makes pounds and pounds *
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Bindley, in search of more cash, sprinted
down the eclass-room corridor atter the
hurrying figure of Baines, who seemed 1o
have gene deal.

Few boys were more popular at Cualeroft
t+han Bindley, but sinec he had started col-
Jecting money everybody seemed eager to

e Away from him, L

“ Whas’s happened to tine gymnasiic in-
structor, then?” .inguired Tinker., ¢ Corby,
isn’t it? Mas he been sacked?”

¢ No, but he's getting a bibt past it,)” said
Manners. *“Too old for the job, you Know.
They'd have pensioned him off at the end of

y the term or found him something easier.
ile's dropped into some cash and is retiring.
With that and his pension he’ll be 0.K.??

¢ ot anybody in his place?”

“1 haven’t heard of anybody,” said Man-
ners, “‘and I don’t think they'll bother to
till the berth {ill next term. There are
three or four chaps in the Sixth nedrly as
cood ab gym stuff as ever Corby was, and
most likely they'il take turns to show wus
the stunts till they get a fresh instructor,
As a matter of faet, they needn’t go to the
Sixth for talent. Tane or Bindley could
do it as well as the best of 'em.”

Tinker did no{ stay very long. He had
leit, the car at the foov of the bridge. The
dinner-bell was ringing, the only beil tie
hungry Calerodtians liked the sound of.
Tinker turned out o¢f the privaie road,

crosaed Caleroft Green, and stopped about .

a hundred yards below another bridge. On
thie bridge stood a littie group of spectators,
watching two constables In a boat. One
-policeman was ab the oars and his com-
panion was throwing a drag into the water,
letting it sink to the bobttom and then
imiing 16 vp again.

Sexton Blake was one of the spectators.
le turned away when he saw Tinker, and
weny to meet him,

“X see they're :=till fishing, guv'nor,” said
Tinker. **They baven't had a bite yet, I
suppose? Well, they're plucked ’uns.”

**They’d given up, but scme urehin came
atong with a tale that he’d seen a body in
thie water, and that started them again,”
sdaid Sexton Blake. “I’ve made a few quiet
mquiries. The search seems 1o have been
very thorough.”

“ Queer,”” said Tinker, ¢ If he’d been
sproperly dressed be might have got away
unnoticed, but a bare-ivoted chap wearing
a suit of pyiamaz ought to have coused a
bit of a semsation., XNo memory, no money,
;1:1-1_1} no bhoots or scexks!  What about the
car??
u.hi‘i‘]‘ Ev'e*ll go and have a look at it, young
4 "

As they drove into Wisthorpe, Blake
pointed to the roofs and chimneys of a
uilding standing well back from the road
in .its, own grounds.

““That’s the cottage hospiial,”” he said.
““The Calder runs past the beittom of the
garden, and it's {airly deep. It has been

L et

well dragged; but if he has bheen in the
Calder all this time, I'm afraid we’ve come
for nothing at all. [ saw the house surgeon
and the nurse, but I couldn’t get at the
man's clothes, for the police had taken
them away. To sce the car, we shall have
to go to Aperling. You'd better lcok at the

£arp.??

“You didn't tell them at the hospital
who you were?”

‘“There was no need to. 'Two or three
other people were makity inquiries, and
they didn’t even ask my name.”

“As I've oiten 'said, it’s amazing how

maiy folks do get lost, mostly on purpose,”
sald Tinker; “but it’s a bit of a tough pro-
position for a bare-headed, bare-footed man
In pyjamas to get lost, unless he made a
hole in the water and is still sticking in
the mud at the bottom. This looks a likely
place for luneh. You order if, guv'nor, and
I'll have 4 dekko at the smashed bus.”

The motor-car stood on a lorry in the
yard of the police-station with a rope across
to keep people from going too mnear. No
permission was necessary to view it, for
the gate of the yard stood widée open. A
constable in his shirtsieeves was in charge.
The car was di a popular make, and thou-
sands exactly like it were on the roads.
The bonnet was crushed in and -the front
axle badly bent. e

“What did be hit up against?’ Tinker
asked. .

“A bag of feathers,”
stable, weary ol answering questions.
haven’t lost a car, have you?’’

“If I had a ear like that thing I'd lose
it quick,” said Tinker. Funny you can’t
trace it. What about the licence and
number?” '

“ Good-day, sin'. said the consiable,
ignoring Tinker. -“Don’t offen see you over
this way, sir. I wish I was back at your
end, sir, and that they'd never shifted me,.
There is a bit of life about Caleroft Town;
but this place is absolutely dead.”

From which Tinker gathered that the con.
stable had been stationed at Calcrolt, and
that the person he addressed resided there.
He was on horseback, and he had a pretiy

replied the con-
“You

taste in horseflesh., He was a tall man
with a slight stoop, dark hair that was
turning grey, bright black eyes, and
brilliantly white teeth that flashed when he
spoke. ;

“ Aperling isn't too- cheerful,”” he said.

“Is that the mysterious car?”

“Yes, Mr. Roath.”’

“And the driver is still missing?”

“In the Calder, sir,” said the constable.
“A queer river the Calder. If we don’t find
him, what’s Jeft of him will wush’ up on
Sheldey Shallows next flood. We're siill
dragging, but we ain’t hopeful, sir”

“ Curious that you haven't been able to



trace the car or the identity of the man,”

sald Roath.
“It’s curious

trace the car, sir,

we ‘haven’t been able fto
more curious than the
man,’”’ said the police-constable. **That
may sound a bit funny, but it's true. It's
a Barshire number-plate, but not the car.
The real car with that number belongs to a
lady, and she’d driven it down to Devon-
shire, so the number-plate was a fake. The
licence was a fake, too, and if he'd been
-stopped for any reason by any kid who had
only been in the force a week he'd have
been spotted. Thank you, sir.”

The constable accepted a tcigar, and as
Mr. Roath slipped the massive gold cigar-
case back into his pocket Tinker left the
yvard. Everything else the constable could
have told he knew already.

“So that’s the chilled beef magnate,” he
thought. “Roath of Calcroft, and Roath of
the Tifth is either his nephew or his son,
I forget which—the chap who stuck Wilber-
force Stott’'s head in the pail. He looks
nmore British than young Roath.”

“Good-morning!” said a familiar voice.

It was the inspector of police from Cal-
croft, a gentleman Tinker had not been
very anxious to ineet.

“ (Good-morning, inspector,” he answered
cheerfullv. * A nice day? How’s the Cal-
croft crime going?”

“It secms to have stopped going,” said
the inspector. *“ What's brought you down
here? Are vyou interested in this other
affair?®?

“0Oh, so-so!” said Tinker. “We're always

interested in anything that's ‘puzzling. How

would you like to meect my guv’'nor?”’
“Js” Mr. Sexton Blake here, too? 1I'd

be delighted to meet- him,” said the

inspector.

“Come along, then,” said Tinker. “Don't
mention his name too loudly, though,” he
added, “for the guv’'nor doesn’'t like being
stared at.”’

They crossed over to the hotel, and Tinker

introduced the inspector to the famous
private  detective. When the  waiter
announced that Junch was ready the

inspector refused Blake’s invitation to share
it with them, pleading an appointment.

“1 suppose I did the right thing,
guv'nor,”’ said Tinker. *“If I'd seen him
coming along I'd have dodged him, but I
didn’t get the chance.”

“Quite the right thing, young ’un; the
only thing you could do,”’’ said Sexton Blake.
“1f we intend to follow this up he would
soon have got to learn that you were ahout,
and become suspicious. Who was the man
on the bay horse?”

“Then you noticed him?”

I noticed the horse first, and then I
locked at the man. He rode into the yard
of the police-station when you were there.”

“I found out who he was, and that's

about all,”’ said Tinker. *“He’'s a Mr
{ Roath, who has bought a big house and

estate at Calcroft. He has a nephew or son
at the school, in Pycroft’s House, and the
kKids don’t like him. He’s a Fifth Form guy,
and what they call a lodger. They told me
Roath was in the frozen meat trade, and.
enormously rich. One of the Argentined
crowd, I guess.”

“TUruguay,”’ said Sextom Blake. “Roath,
Danarico and Guedella, if it’'s the sane
Roath. They’re big pcople, and own enor-
mous stocks of cattle, or did. 1 fancy the
big meat combine bought them out last year
for a ‘huge figure. Try another cutlet,

ryoung ’'un.”

Tinker was silent for a minute or two.

“1 didn’t hear what you and the inspector
were chinning about,” he said, after the
pause; ‘“but if it was shop, has he got
any idea of connecting the shooting at
Calcroft with this business of the missing
motorist ?”

“I don’t think he has, Tinker,” answercd
Sexton Blake, “and I didn’t prompt bhim.
We're going on with this.”’

“1 thought you would,
that's really why I fetched the
along, for we’ve got to be on the spot,
We don’t want to be advertised, and the
best thing was to muzzle the inspector.
You remember Corby, of Calcroft?”

- “The gyvmnastic instructor,’’ said Sexton
Blake, nodding. “Oh, yes, 1 r¢member
Corby!”

“He’s retiring,” said Tinker, “and they're
not likely to appcint another instructor till
next term.”

““Quite a useful notion, young ’'un,” said
Sexton Blake. “We’ll attend to that.”’

“No explanations required, guv'nor?”

“Not one,”” replied the private detective
with a laugh; “but the idea is quite good.
Let us get along and settle it. Perhaps. I
had better go and settle it while you have
another look round. A little brain-polishing
from the learned Mr. Pycroft might do you

guv’nor, and
inspector

good,” he added with another laugh.
“There’s the time-table hanging on the

wall behind you. When’s the next train to
Calcroft Town?”

“Three-fifteen, guv’nor.”

“1'1l leave you the car, then, and take a
taxi. to the school,” said Sexton Blake. “I&-
don’t expect you to do much good, but"
chance your luck.”’

Pretty Rose Halcart was pouring out tea
for her father, for Dr. Halcart was the
headmaster of Caleroft School, when the
butler announced a visitor.

“He didn't give me his name, sir,” said
the butler, extending a silver tray on which
lay an envelope, “but this note, sir.”’

Dr. Halcart put on his gold-rimmed
glasses, opened the envelope, and read the
note. Rose saw him give a start of

surprise,
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into the library,”
““Perhaps you haa
here, Roberts, Lay

» Show the gentleman
he said to the butler.
heiter show him In
2n extra cup.”

“Who is it?” asked Rose.
thing to send in a note

Jtltm" -card.”

The Head of Calcroft laid his finger on his
ips.
Ip"Eic)m(—:mma who is applying for Corby’s
position,”” he said. *You will probably
remember him, but don’t mention his name
in the butler’'s hearing. Roberts is almost
a newcomer, -and will not know him b}
sj«ht, but he would recognise the name.

Three minutes later Sexton Blake was
seated at the tea-table, chatting with the
Head. '

“0f course, Mr. Blake, you may have
€orby's position if you wish it,”’ said Dr.
Haleart. ~“Your note does not exDlaln very
much, but it rather alarmed me. Corby
le't vesterday, and his rooms are quite at
vour disposal.”

Rose, who had the good sense to know
that the two gentlemen wished to talk in
private, left them as soon as possible.

Presently Mr. Pycroft was summoned by
tclephone, and that learned but slightly
ahsent-minded person came at his " usual
quick pace, wearing his mortar-board with
the back to the front.
messenger rounded up Holrrabe the captain

“What an odd
instead of a

of the school and Barﬂrme the vice-
captain.
After  the meeting in the headmaster’s

house, Holgate and Bargrave walked Dback
to the class-room together .
“A puzzling sort of stunt this,” said
Bargrave. ‘“Mr. Blake isn’t working with
the pohce, either; he told us so pldinly

“And that’s the only thing he did tell|

us plainly,” said the captain. “I wonder
what he told the Head, for I notice he
Jooked a bit worried. But this beastly thing
can’t have anything to do with us—with the
school, I mean; that’s impossible!”’

‘“ Absolutely impossible,” Bargrave agreed.
“Mr. Blake wants to be on the spot, so he
st suspeet somebody in the distriet. It's
2 fine idea, but I wonder how he found out
that Corby had packed up?’?

“Got you!” yelled a voice. “Stand and
¥deliver! Nothing .under five bob from
seniors, and no giddy credit, and no change
given.”

Bindley, of Pycroft’s,

peneil, for the present to Corby.

“How much have you got, you
brigand?” asked the captain.

*“0Oh, a dollar or two,
ten
said Bindley.

Holgate and his chum paid. “
“That’\} that!” said Bindley, with a grin.
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Shortly after that a-

darted out of the}
cloisters armed with his collecting-book and }

“I've worn .out about seven pairs of boots |

hated
poison over ilis joh. - Reckoning five hob a
pair for mending. boots, this little stunt is

going to cost me thirty-five shillings. And
the names I've been called! Dear us! The

chasing kids, and g¢ot myself like

sort of thing you get for heing kind. Wow'
More loot!”’

Thowgh he had stated that the list was
closed, Bindley sighted young Crone, . of
Pycroft’s, who nhad dodged him even

longer than Beilby had managed to dodge
hini, Crone bolted like a rabbit with Bind-
ley after him, and Bindley lost him at the
foot e¢f the bridge. Crone had evidently
taken to the woods, whichh were so thick
that only a blood-hound eould have tracked
him down. The only person in- sight was
the Fifth I'ormer, Martin Roath.

¢ Seen ycung Crone, Roath?? as sked Bind-
ley, who was .,leuws ready to forgive and
forget. .

Roath stopped.

“I haven’t,” he said, “and I wouldn’t
know him by name if I had. I say, can't
you make less row in your study? From
the time prep’s over till the dormitory bell
rings, you're howling and roamw like a
cage of wild beasts. 3

“Well, 1 suppose there i3 a bit of .cause
ior grousing," said Bindley, grinning, * for
we're not always as quiet as mice; but 1
don’t see how you're going to mend it,
unless you shift your quarters. You might
lodge a complaint with Pyeroit, or try
corking up your ears. I'm afraid you're
going to be jolly unlucky, Roath. One of
our kids—Manners—is inclined to be a bhit
musical, and -he’'s talking about teaching
himsel to play the trombone Try corks,
old som, or build yourself a padded-room.”

Roath inade no answer, but walked into
the quadrangle with bhent head. Mr,
Pycroft was talking to a man who. wore a
well- fitting, grey dust-coat and velour hat.
The two shook hands and parted. Bindley,:
who was sibting on the parapet of the
bridge hoping that Cronz would emerge
from his hiding-place, uttered an aston-
ished whistle and iuvmped down.

“Why, it’s Mr. Sex——"" he began.

Sexton Blake laughed,

“You're wrong, Bindley.”” he said,
pietely mistaken. I'm Basil
new gymnastic instructor.”

“Right-o!”’ said Bindley.
make a mistake, isn’t it.
not Bindley, either, sir.
Benaparte.”’

“0f course,’”” said Sexton Blake, with a
twinkle in his eyves. ““How {foolish of me.

“eoom-
Strong, the

“ Jolly easy to
sir?. My name’s
I'm XNapoleon

— |- forget when we last met, whether it was
yOUIg t at, the battle of Waterloo or when you were
| erossing the Alps.

and I shall have | 55 Wellington,

hob more when I've done with you,” [ wasn't he?*’

That fellow, the. Duke
was rather naaty to yowm,

Then they both laughcd and after giving

{he- junior a iriendly pat en theé back, the

private detective strode off,
(To be continued.)
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THE BRICKLAYING TRADE.

HORTH

AN ANCIENT TRADE,

The work of the bricklayer includes all
kinds of brick construction, and in its
highest branches is highly skilled. It i3 a

very old occupationy for bricks have been
used for building since the earliest days of
civilisation. Bricks have been made to a
standard size for a very considerable period,
and the methods employed in placing them |
in a definite order for the coustruction of
walls date back to medisgval days. Build-
ings built of brick have stood the test of
time, and are still by far the most popular
form of construction. ‘

A TRADE TERM AND ITS MEANING.

The arrangement of bricks so that the
vertical joints in one row or course do not
come exactly over or under a vertical joint
in the next row or course, is known as
bond, of which several kinds are in general
use; the ordinary dwelling-house is usually
built with Inglish or Flemish bond. The
bricklayer must not only know the wvarious
systems of bonds, but also their comparative
values with regard to stability, economy,
appearance, and purpose of the building,
The skill of the bricklayer is required not
only to lay the bricks to a true surface

.3

or a dead level, but to work out difficult
corners without alteration of the system
of bond.

THE CONSTRUCTION OF ARCHES

The construction of arches, either in build-
ings to bridge the openings for windows
and doors, or for drains, tunnels, and all
kinds of ornamental brickwork, forms an
important branch of the work of the brick-
layer which cannot be carried on without
ronsiderable amount of training. A certain
amount of assistance is provided by wood
and metal supports, but considerable accu--
racy of hand and eye is essential. It is
not only necessary to know the various
imethods of placing the bricks to form an.
arch, but the bricklayer must have a sound
inowledge of the stresses and strains that
the brickwork has to bear. This calls for
it least an elementary knowledge of the
principles of statics and other branches of
science. _ )

MOT SO SIMPLE AS IT MAY APPEAR.
It will be seen that the work of the brick-

1

heavier work than
| trades,
' the average healthy boy.

that a boy,
apprentice, would be brought into contact

theoretical

number of
normal, and as the opportunities
favourable, the strong and healthy boy whao

[ayer is not merely that of placing rows of

bricks one on the top of another, but it
is work requiring a considerable amount of
knowledge, of great hand skill, and a certoin *
amount of artistic appreciation. The work
is fairly hard, and requires a fair. amount
of strength, but it is well paid, especially
in its higher branches. The work being
mainly carried on out of doors, is healthy,
and it is by no means monotonous.

PERIOD OF TRAINING.

The period of training or apprenticeship
lasts from five to six years, and although °
the beginner would be = expected to do-
in many other skilled
is not beyond the strength of
As a rule, there -
is little specialised work in bricklaying, so
employed as a learner or’

it

with practically all the ditficulties of his
trade during his period of training.

ADVANTAGES OF CITY BOYS.

The boy living near a large city who
decided on bricklaying as a career would
generally be in a better position in obtain-
ing a thorough knowledge of his trade than-
one living in the country, on account of the
many facilities that are offered for attend-
ing classes in technical institutes. In these
institutions 1t is possible to obtain instruca
tion in the practieal as well as in the
side of brickwork. Certificates
are generally issued to students who com-
plete successfully @ course of instruction

extending over two or three years. =~ The
City and Guilds of London Institute hold an
examination in Brickwork, divided into

Grades 1,and 2, followed by a final examina-

tion, consisting of two parts, one dealing
with the theoretical side and the other
mainly with the practical side of the work, W™

OPPORTUNITIES NOW FAVOURABLE.

Recent statistics state that the number of
bricklayers working in 1924 had dropped by
25,000 compared with 1914, and, in view of

the efforts that are being made all over the
country for increasing the number of houses,

it will be a very long time before the trade
of the bricklayver is overcrowded. The
apprentices iz far below the
are now

wishes to belong to a highly skilled trade,
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prospect of continuous empley-

with cvery
ment for very mamny years to come, shonld
con‘ﬂdﬁl very seriously the trade of a briek-

Jayer.

FUTURE PRGSPECTS.

|

v for

111

The possivilities of advancement are bright,
not only can an ellicient bricklayver
aspire to become a foreman, but there are
many openings as c¢lerk of works. Many
prosperous builders of the present day com-
menced as  bricklayers, and, with the
facilities that now abound for obtaining

The tools required by the bricklayer con- | complete knowledge of the trade, there is
ist mainly of the trowel, plumb-line, and | every reason to advise boys to enter this
gael, and are Lomparatwe!y inexpensive. | branch of the building trades. -

!-—::_:__' - — - - =
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List of Organising Officers (continued)
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1549. Joseph Kearney, Griffiths Row,
Catherine Street, Limerick ;-1557. May Doris
Clark (Miss), 21, Haven Lane, Ealing, W.5;
1573. Hilary OBI'IEH 16, Newenham Street,
‘Limerick; 1586. B. (,owald 271, dedmmth
Road, London S.W.E8; 1597 Maurice H.
Easy, Elmdon, *Saftron Wa!den; 1607. George
Fred Strickett, 31, St. Helena Road, Rother-
hithe, S.E.16; 1649. William Walter Brooks,
60, Whitehouse Street, Bedminster, Bristol;
1731, Sidney S. Beotton, St. Veroniea, Church
Road, Hadleigh, Essex; 1783. Julian W,
Fisher, 90, Gillespie Road, Highbury, N.5;
1831, William Fairclough, 3, Syddall Street,
St. Helens, Lancs; 1881, Walter Dennis
Buckingham, 10, Vicarage Road, West Green
Road, Tottenham, N.15; 1889, David
Chalmers, 7, Holmlands, Monkseaton, Nor-
thumberland; 1918. H. Lane, 76, Mabley
 Street, Homerton, E.9; 1922. Pat Worsley
Malaghan, 27, St. Paul’s Road, London,
S.E.17; 1929, bydney Charles O’Connor, 6,
Duke Strget Aldgate, E.1; 1932. Frederick
Prowse, 35, Leslie Road, E. Finchley, N.2;
1939, William James Smith, 42, Blackshaw
Road, Tooting, London, S.W.17; 1932. Uriel
Raymond Williams, ¢ Kenilworth,” Middle
Road, Cwmbwrla, Swansea; 1970. Joseph
Hayden, 31, Venue Street, Poplar, E.14;
2017. H. M. Sayer. Hartley Barn Farm,
Clntton, near Bristol; 2045. John Harold
Rnhmond 2, The Willows, Chorltonville,
Chorlton-cum-Hardy, Manchester; 2065.
Lovell (ole, 106, Kennineton Park Road,
London, S.E.11: 2076. Leslie  Henshall, 38,
Linacre load, Litherland, Liverpool; 2190.
renest  Aszh, 12, Sharp Street, Kirkdale,
Liverpool: 2200. Reginald Gill, 3, Cottans
Bmldmn-, Mermaid Yard, Exeter; 2208. John
Edward I\_n'kbnﬂht 151, Rosebery Street,
Muoss Side, Manchester: x 2210. Myles Lawlor,
Main St:eet \Iountmth Ireland; 2225.
Tharles Hanlmq. Pubendal Avenue,
Southeourt, -\3le-bm\, 2969, Leslie Cavalier,
41, Keston DXRoad, Tottenham, N.15; 2341,
Juhn Vineent, 107, Clanmore Stl*eet, South-
flelds, S.W, 18; 2346. Olive Bazs, 1, Promenade
elmce \«Iumblea, Swansea; 2336. Albert
QF‘ttdn 19, New Lane, W:nton, Manchester;
236S. Leonard Smith, 49, Meadew Lane, Not.
T"‘ﬁhﬁm 2436. Michael Keys, 22 T}'rconuel]

§ Emamy
Road, Inclnmre Dublin; 2436. Bernard

-

Samuels, 1845, T't. Troy Street, Chicago, 111,

U.S.A.; 2853. Edwin Earl, 43, Mill Street,
Milton Regis, Kent; 28355. Geoftrey George
Harris, 159, W h;pps Cross Road, Leyton-

stone, E.11.

COLONIAL ORGANISING OFFICERS

1001. A. E. DBonfield, ¢/o Brigden Limited,
160, Richmond Street, W., Toronto, Canada;
1002. H. DMersereau, 319, MacKay Street,
Montreal, Canada; 1004. P. Williamson, 20,
Vendome Avenue, N.D.G., Montreal, Canada:
1005. R. Buchanan, St. Lawrence College,
Sydney, New South Wales; 1006. G. I {,hua
Athelstane Street, The Ranffe Rockhampton,
Australia; 1007. \V Angew, 1?44 Crown Hill
Avenue, Los Angeles, Calif&rnia; 1008. W.
Bradish, ¢/o €. Gray, M.D., 46, Riehmond
Square, Montreal, Canada; 1009. A. A. van
Niekerk, Grey Street, Pearston, C. P., South
Afriea; 1010. D. E. Mackenzie, 12, Jameson
Crescent, Congella, Durban, South Africa;
1616. M. Cronenberg, 164, Grange Avenue,
No. 4, Ulster Apartment, Toronto, Canada;
1017. N. D. McLean, ¢/o S.A.E.C., Roberts
Heights, Preteria, Transvaal; 1020. D. F.
Roberts. Box 224, Heidelberg, Transvaal;
1021. J. Wepener, Box 224, Heidelberg, Trans-
vaal; 1026. J. J. Tyghe, 35, Highgate Street,
The Crest, Johannesburg, South Africa;
1028, W. S. Joshua, 9, Sydney Street, Kim-
berley, South Africa; 1034, W. Smyth, c/o
Stevenson & JFinch, High Street, Fremantle,
Australia; 1035. J. B. Willmott, 527, Old
Orchard Avenue, Montreal, Canada; 1039. .J.
Power, c. o Mrs. Emery, Burrum, Howard,
Queensland; 1040. L. Smith, 12, Morang Road,
Hawthorne, Victoria, Australia; 1050. C. G.
Leavy, Juliette Street, Greenslopes, Brisbane,
Australia; 1057. €. Hammond, 208, Alexandra

Parade, Clifton Hill, Viectoria, Australia;
1067. L. Herr, P.O. Box 3116, Johannesburg,
Transvaal; 1086. J. Fuge, 22, McGregor
Street, Middle Park, Vietoria, Anstralia;
1080. N. L. Gibson, c¢/o Farmers’ Union
Trading Company, Cambridge, Auckland,
New Zealand: 1102. N. Muleahy, 22, West
Street, Paddington, Sydney, New South
Wales; 1121. J. L. Harrison, Main Road,

Taradale Napier, Hawkes Bay, New Zealand.
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«CABIN-BOY TO CHAMPION!'

‘Don’t miss this great sea and boxing yarn.

Starts this week. “BOYS’ REALM,” 2d. Now op Salef‘*

EVERYTHING FOR

HOME CINEMATOCRAPHS

’ Machines from 8/6 to £16 and up-
o wards: Acetylene, Electric and Gas
e \Lighting Sets, and all other Acces-

sories for Home Cinemas
Sample Tilm,

of all sizes.

: a_a,_a-;f-‘f'\,- 1/- post. free. 1,000 ft.

o> I - length, 7/- post free. -
Illustrated \‘ﬁ?"% FORD’'S (Dept. A.P.),
Lists FREE, 13, Red Lion Square,

I.ondon, W.C.1

Callor erte. Dane %trpet.
ACCESSORIES &

POST o2orrr. stames FREE!!

Metal ’I‘“ee?els, 100 Gummed Album Hmd-
ings, British Colonials, 63 Different Stamps
(50 unused), Peelable Stamp Mounts, abso-
lutely free. “Just “request approvals—LIS-
BUR\ & TOW \SE\D London Rd.,Liverpool,

THE SOLAPHONE

As demonstrated
at the Empire Ex-

Entrance

~plays in all keys -and
P — .+ produces every shade of
P "‘_t-peg.febtly as the human :voice. Bleuds
: bifully -with P‘.mo or Gramophone So simple
. a chlld can play it.
re};u‘rn post with fu]] mstluctlom

B ’I’IELD (Dept 10), Bankﬁeld Road

; S e Huddersﬁeld . s

*F Write’for my Free Bar-
W - gain Lists of the best
made .cycles.

" Coventry
4 Sentonlddays’ approval,
3 carriage pald.Thousands

. of testimonials.

N Wﬁﬁﬂeﬂ iﬂ Jfl‘ 'f%”‘éf‘%‘?féﬁ‘r”ﬁ%“

HEIGHT NCREASED 5/-e5c
Course.
3-5 inches in- ONE MONTH.
"&’Vlt;hf::rutapphanms—druﬂ's---m*chetmDr
THE FAMOUS/CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER
FAILS. Complete Course5/- P.O. p. f.
or further partics.stamp, P.A. CLIVE, R77A&A
HarrockHouse, TheClose. COLWYNBAY

54 Diff. British Cols. Free, from Malta War Tax,
Mint Morocco, Mysore, 11 Canada, © Ceylon, 15
India, &c. Free to bm ers requesting appros. Send
1id.° post —HORACE MILLER & CO.', Whitstable.

§ hibition, [
Is - the very latest
“Pocket . Instrument;

Post free by, 2/9 lggmertbe._

# Carrxage?ald szfeenDaf s Ff eeTrzzzz
£4 19s.64d. Cashor é/6 Weekly. i

Prompt Delrvery,; Second-hand Cycles -

§ CHEAP, Accessories : at popular.,
--1 l prices.~ Write for~Free Lists and=
K18 ¢ .Special Offer of Sqmple B1C3 cIe e ,'Z

Mé—a CYCLE 0. Inc, *

Dept, B601 ;
‘SPARKBROOK e BIRMINGHAM.

YOURS for D
Handsome Gent’s size s
Lever Wristlet Watch,
complete with leather strap. -
Luminous Hands and Dial, -DEPOSIT :
SN - See time in the dark. Lever Move- ¢
&) ment, Jewelled Balance, warranted 5
J years... Sent upon reoeapt of 6d. ‘1/6™
‘on recelpn balance 2/ monthly untiks.
.only 16/= is . paid.~=Price, " full- cash:.
-, with order,:or 7. days «15}- only.*
Cash ‘returned if .dissatisfied.» .~
SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON),LTD‘ 3
(Dept. -1869), - Queen’s  “Road;
z BRIGHTON Sussex . - TEE

rh;;ﬂn._ s

f FREE—-lmproved ‘Collectar’s Outfit.— !
As an advertisement I offer FREE : Duplicate Book: "
to hold 120 Stamps, Perforation Gauge, s Trans-
parent Invelopes, Packet of Hinges, -a Grand Col--
lection of 50 Different Stamps, including War and”
Armistice issues, and also a fine Set of 6 St.’
Thomas and Prince Islands (Mint). Send a p.c. ™.
asking for appros. -—-V1ct0r Ba,ncroft Matlock.
SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

LU s H I N SHYNESS, TIMIDITY..

Simple 7-day Permanent Home Cure-:
for either sex. Write at once? and-
get - full particulars - qulfe = EPTRERE
privately.—U.J.D., 12, All Salnts
Rd., ST. ANNE’'S- ON BEA, o oumw s

MAGIC TRICKS, etc.—Parcels 2/6, 5/6. Ven :
trilogquist’s Instrument. Invwlble Imitate Birds.-
Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-. W. H&RRIQO’\,,
239, Pentonville Road, London N.E.. ..aos
worth cheap Photo Material. Sam-

£29000 ples catalogue free. 12 by ]0 In-"

largement, any photo, 8d.—Hackett’s Works,
July Road leerpool ' 5
mes:?"

Stop Stammering! (& Pard

ticulars FREE.—I'RANK B. HUGHES, 7;
Southampton Row, London WwW.C. 1.
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