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Browne emerged from the pay-box with some speed, and held up a warning 3
- hand. And there was something se¢ compelling about his personality that the
crowd was held in check. :
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STAGE-STRUCRK

ARCHIE!

Another Stunning Yarn of the .Schoolboy Actors.

—

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

- CHAPTER 1.
TROUBLE. "IN BROWNE’S STUDY.

~ EDDY LONG, the sneak of the
Remove at St. I'rank’s, burst
violently into the Juamor Common-
room of the Ancient House.
- ¢ Quick!” he gasped.  There’s a fearful
row in the Fifth!* '

“@Go away, you young ass!”

“But I tell you——"

“Clear offt”

Teddy Long came to a halt, and glared
at the two groups of juniors who occupied
the comfortable apartment. They were
Handforth & Co., of Study D, and Nipper,
Tregellis-West, and two or three West House
fellows. Tootball seemed to be the chief
subject under discussion., and when football
was deing discussed,. Teddy Long's idle
gossip was not tolerated.

It was nearly tea-time, and the juniors

would soon be dispersing to their own
studies, to. partake of the favourite meal of
the day. It was the favourite meaj because
the fellows enjoyed the free-and-easy liberty
of their own dens.

“Look here, vou chaps!” panted Teddy
Long urgently. “This is something special,
vou know! 0Old Browne's having a terrific
row with Stevens! They're going at it
hammer-and-tongs!”
~ ““Do you Ancient House fellows usually
Put up with this sort of thing?” asked

e

Reggie Pitt, with a sigh. * Are we talking
footer, or——"" . o ¥

“I'm -not speaking to you West House
bounders!”’  interrupted = Long.  warmiy.
“There’s an awful row going on in Browne's
study 9 o : '

“1’ll give you just one minute to clear
out!” interrupted Handforth grimly. “Myg
only hat! We've got to stand a few things, -
but we needn’t stand this! See thuat, you
littfe tittle-tattle?” :

Ite held a huge fist in front of the zturtied
Teddy.

“Cheese it, Handforth!”” he protested.
““ Something ought to be done about this
row! Browne and Stevens are fighting——"’
“Time’s up!?? interrupted HHandfortl:
curtly. “You can either go decently, or oun
yeur neck! Now, my lad—scoot!™

“Look here, you chaps——'" -

Teddy made one last appeal, but he aban-
aoned it. There was something very threau-

ening about the leader of Study D, and
Teddy Long took to his heels, and fled. He

fied so speedily that he nearly crashed into

De Valerie. as the latter came down the
passage. |

«“ Steady, you young fathéad!'” said De
Valerie. “Oh, so you're after him, Handy?
That explains it! Ieard the latest?” '

“Ifave you brought some marvellous
news?’” asked Handforth sarcastically. *¢‘IL

just biffed Long out for gossiping!"”

““You’d better not try and biff me out!”
said De Valerie tartly. “1 thought vou miglit
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iike to know that Browne and Stevens are
trying to murder one another as rapidly as
they can.”’

“What?»

“Faet!?”? said De Valerie.
heard such a shindy! I was -coning
the Fifth Forim passage |

¢ But—but this is Teddy Long’s yarn!”
interrupted . Handforth, staring. ‘“Have you
heard this from him?’*

«“I haven’t heard it from anybody. I’ve
cot my own sense to rely upon,’ replied
De Valerie. ““A chap can understand an
ordinary row, but this seems to be a pretty
serious business. I think we ought to go
along and put 2 stop to it. 1it’s so queer;
too. Browne and Stevens are generally like
long-lost brothers.”

“All right—we’ll
briskly. “We can’t
Formers scrapping with

“You mnever
down

oo along,’” said Nipper
have these Fif_th-
one another like

this. It’s up to the Remove to restore
order. Come on'! We’'ll make short work
of ib!”

About ten Removites crowded down the
Fifth Form passage, and came to a halt
outside the door of Browne’s study. They
looked at one another with growing sur-
prise. There was certainly a row of gar-
gantuan proportions taking place. within
that apartment.

William Napoleon Browne was the skipper
of the Tifth—the most popular captain the
Fifth had ever had. For, in spife of his
free-and-easy ways, his sarcastic manner of
speech, and his apparent laziness, he was
‘=<tuqllv the most go- -ahead senior in the
Ancient House.
~ Browne was a live wire. And he had an
vncanny way of getting things done without
exerting himself. As a general Tule, he let
the other fellows suffer all the exertion.
But his was the brain behind the movement.
And, as a skipper, his tact and his judgment
were infallible.

“ Better go in!” suggested Handforth.

Through the door  came voices—Iloud,
angry, impassioned voices. Browne and
‘Stevens were shouting at one another in
such unmistakable terms that the
Removites became thoroughly alarmed.

Nipper didn't hesitate. 1Me seized the
handle of the door and turned it. But the
door refused to budge. It was Ilocked.

Obviously the two seniors were determined
to have no interruptions.

“Month after month you have ground
me down!” Stevens was shouting, his voice
‘vibrating with intense passion. “You
hound! I have been fooled all this time!
I've accepted you as a friend and a guide,
but now I know you at your true worth!”

*“*You’re wrong!’’ came Browne’s frantic
voice, “You don’t know what you’re say-
ing! All this '
- “It’s too late to make excuses now,”’
interrupted Stevens fiercely. “ The veil has
been drawn from my eyes, and I see you as
you really stand—a hideous thing! A
ghastly monstrosity in human guise! I see

you for the first time in my life—a repulsive
creature, to be shunned as one would shun

the plague! Get out of this room, or, by
Heaven, I’ll throw you out!?

“ Great Scott!” muttered Nipper. * This
is pretty steep, you know! T ncver knew

that old Stevens had it in him.”?

“I don’t believe that about Browne,
either!”” said Pitt. ¢ He’s not two-faced
like that! Why, Browne’s about the last
fellow in the world I'd suspect of such a
thing !’

“We’d better break the door dow n,
Handforth.

‘““Hush!” warned Tregellis-West.
this is frightful!”?

They stood there, tense and anxious. It
pained them to hear such an unholy row

% reaid

L b edad,

between Browne and Stevens.

“Somebody has
mind,’” Browne was
keep this up, old man. It’s that infernal
Hutchinson! He's to blame for this mis-
understanding 2

“ T&Ilblllldel‘%tdllllln“ be hanged!”’ thundered
Stevens. ‘““No. you can’t ﬂet over it lke
that! I’ve had the evidence—I’ve had the
positive, concrete proof. It has been pos-
sible for you to delude me until now, but
the limit has been reached. I see you as
you are—and I am horrified!”®

Stevens did not stop at this. 1le abused
Browne in the most eloquent terms—amaz-
ing, flowing sentences which whipped out like .
a lash. And the scorn he put into them,
the unutterable loathing, made the listening
juniors feel uncomfortable.

HHorace Stevens’s very tone, the acute
vibration in his voice, indicated the right-
cousness of his fury. Never before had the
juniors heard such a vibrant, impassioned
denunciation.

“We can’t stand this any louger!’ said
ITandforth at last. “It’s too much! In
another minute they’ll be grabbing at one

been poisoning your
saying. ‘“You can’t

another’s throats!”

“Let’s come away!’ suggested ‘\Ttpp:,r
“This isn’t any ordinary dust- -up,” Handy.
It would be absolutely indecent to butt
in_______i?

“When I want your advice, Richard
Hamilton, T’lI ask for it!” mterrupted
Handforth in his most dignified tones. ‘Do

you think ‘we want these two idiots arrested
for manslaughter? They’ll kill  ong,’
another?!?”’ '

“In that case, there'll be no need to arrest
’em!”? said Reggie Pitt. < Dick’s right,
though—we can’t interfere——?’

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Opposition .was the very thing to make
Handforth act. He hammered upon thet®
door of Browne’s study with a crashing
fist. The power of those blows echoed and
re-echoed up' and down the passage. And
the quarrelling within the study came to an
abrupt halt.

“What is this base interruption?® came
Browne’s voice, in plaintive tones. Go!
Whoever it is-——ﬂ'o' 2



¢““Open this door!” roared Xandforth.
“YWe're not going to have you fatheads
murdering one another! Open this door!”

Sf Unfortunately, such a thing is impos-
sible,”” .replied Browne through “the panels.
“Brother Morace and myself are engaged
upon a task of vivid interest. Be good
enough to efface yourself.”

Thump! Thump! Thump!

Handforth replied by hammering harder
than ever. And this time the key turned in
the lock, and the door was flung open. The
juniors in the rear pressed forward, and the
whole erowd surged into the apartment.
They expected to see signs of destruction,
but the study was in excellent order, and
Browne and Stevens were both spruce and
tidv. Stevens was certainly hot and panting,
but otherwise there was nothing wrong with
him. '

“What's the row about?” demanded
Handforth imperially.
“The row?” said Browne,

with polite

attention. ¢ Has there been a row?”
“You—you Iifth Form ass!” sunorted
Handforthh. “YWeren't you and Stevens

slanging one another like ‘mad a minute ago?

At IEdSt Stevens was slanging you! I've
never heard such language!*"’

“Not bad, I hope?” asked Brown con-
cernedly. |

“No, but it was jolly eloquent,’ said
Handforth.

“A tribute, DBrother Horace—a distinct
tribute,” said Browne triumphantly. ¢ This

will prove to you that my own opinion is
unbiased. These youths, knowing nothing
of the facts, are visibly quivering at the
knees at the very sound of your impassioned
-tones. Pat yourself upon the back, brother,
for you have done nobly. Seldom have I wit-
nessed such a masterpiece.”

Handforth stared blankly.

“But—but I don’t catch on!"
lated.

“Do you mean fto say,
all spook?”’ asked Nipper,
“Weren't you really having

Browne sighed.

“It is a pity—it is a thing which saddens
my heart—when I realise tlmt it is impos-
sible to indulge in a little rehearsal without

he ejacu-

Browne, that it was
in astonishment.
a row?”

attracting the attention of the entire
school.” '

““ Rehearsal!” yelled the crowd.

“Such, little lads, is the case.”

“You mean that old Stevens was only
acting?” said Reggie Pitt. By jingo!

Then I can only say that it was a master-
picce! The amount of reality he got into
his tone was staggering.”

“ An observation with which I agree not
only heartily but unreservedly,” replied
Browne. * Brother Horace, be good enough
to bow. Praise from Brother Pitt is praise
indeed, since he is one of the shining lights
of the Junior Dramatic Society. We are
already famous.”

CHAPTER IL
BROWNE IS DETERMINED.

n ICK HAMILTON
ke 77 turned to the other
| 2 juniors, _
Al ¢ Under the cires., I
- \q think we'd better fade
{ away,” he suggested grace-
fully. “I don’t think we
stand in a particularly brilliant light. Sorry,

Browne. All sorts of apolomes, Stevens.
We’ll leave you in peace.”

“mhat’s all right,” said Stevens, grinning.
“Only just a httle run through. Not a
rehearsal, you know. I'd no idea we'd
attract such attention. Hope we didn’t
alarm anybody.”

¢“ My dear chap, we had the wind up
properly,” said Pitt. “We were beginning
to think that Browne was a wolf in Qheepq

clothing. We were prepared to carry him
away on a stretcher!”

Browne shook his head sadly.

““ Alas, that such base thoughts could

be engendered¢ in connection with myself!”

he sighed. “Is not my character known,
then? Am I not famed throughout the
length and breadth of the wuntverse as a
man of honour and integrity? Am 1 not

celebrated as the strong, silent leader?”
Stevens chuckled.

“You mustn’t take any notice of old
Browne, you know,” he put in. ‘“He was
only mdulnmg in some of his usual foolery
when he talked about my acting. 1t was
nothing to write home about, goodness

knows!"’ .
“I'm satisfied with my own opinion,
thanks,” said Nipper. ¢ Stevens, old man,

You mustn’'t waste your

you’re a genius!
That speech

talent on a Fifth-Form play!
of yours was marvellous!”’ -

“Uncanny!” said Reggie Pitt. < We never
dreamed that it was all spoof. I've heard
a few actors in my time, but I've never
heard anything better than that.”

‘¢ Ah, but you miszed the best of all!”
said Browne. ¢ The speech was good—but
the emotional gestures were astounding.
The expressions—the whole appearance of
Brother Honace was an education in itself.
He was no longer himself, but the embodi-
ment of the man he portrayed. Without
exaggeration, a masterpiece of art.”

¢ Chuck it !’ said Stevens, flushing. “Don’t
he a hopeless ass, Browne, old man, There’s
no need to fool me like this. You know as
well as I do that I made an idiot of
myself.”

“Modesty is a great virtue, but mock
modesty is a crime!” said DBrowne severcly.
“ Away with this attitude, Brother Horace!
You are well aware that your performance

was great. But are we to suffer this inva-
sion pelmanentl\ 2’ he added, gazing at the
juniors. ‘I trust there iz still a feeling of
propriety left in the school?”

« All rignt—we’ll clear off,”” said Nipper.
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“Hold omn!” inte_rrupted Handforth. manager. Bear that constanftly in your
“When’s the play going to be produced? | mind, and all will be well. You must

It sounded a jolly gecod one to me. If you're
not keen on the-part, Stevens, I don’t mind
taking it on——"

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Little boys should be seen and mnot
heard!” said Browne, frowning. * And in-

guisitiveness is one of the vices 1 most
deplore. With much regret, Brother-Hand-
terth, I must decline to hrcadcast my in-
formation at the moment.”

Handforth snorted.

“Jf you think 1 want to hear anything
about your rotten play, you’ve made a mijs-
take!”” he roared. “When it comes to
acting, I don’t need any recominendations!
What about the show at Noggs’ Theatre two
days ago?”

“ Ah, what about it?” said Browne. ¢ The
less we dwell upon that, the better. 1 have
no wish to pain .you, but I can truthfully
say that it was, without any fear of contra-
diction, the most ghastly exhibition ever
placed upon any stage.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Handforth’'s expression was comical. But
43 he seemed inclined to adeopt warlike
tactics, the other Removites dragged  him
forcibly away. And Browne and Stevens
were left in peace again. DBrowne closed the
door, and heamed.

“And now, tea,” he esuggested. “A
meagre meal for such a celebrity as your-
self, Brother Horace. You deserve a
banquet. What better proof do you now
need? These departed youths honestly
thought that you were slanging me in sober
earnest. At the risk of repeating myself, 1
must describe 1t as a wonderful tribute.”

Horace Steveus grunted.

1 never know how to take you, old man,”
he said plaintively. “I never .know when
you'regepoofing, and when you’re serious.
Honestly, was 1 passable?”

Browne clutched at the air.

“You still doubt?” he asked. ¢ Brother
Horace, I am grieved. Without any attempt
to joke—without any intention of deception
—JI declare that your performance was won-
derful. And all the more wonderful con-
sidering that you have not actually rehearsed
the part. I venture to predict that Mr.
Noggs will stand on bhis head with joy.”

“T’'m not sure that I'll show him the play
yvet,” said Stevens. “And I am certainly
not going to show him any of my beastly
acting. Why, he’d laugh at it. He’d pity
me.”’

Browne opened the cupboard and produced
the tea-things. He said nothing for a few
minutes, and before long the meal was well
on the way.

““If there i3 one quality you fpossess,
Brother Horace, that quality is modesty,”
he exclaimed, as he cut the bread-and-butter.
“I have come to the settled conclusion that
vou cannot help it. Therefore, it is my task
ty over-ride your decisions, and force you
into action, Remember, I am your business

allow me to conduct the business with Mr,
Noggs.”

“] won't see him, I tell you,” grunted
Stevens.

““ We -shall descend upcn Mr. Noggs immes-
diately after tea,” proceeded Browne calmly.
“We shall give him the play, and we shall
g}ake definite arrangements for its produc-
ion.”’ -

“But I refuse ©

““ And that, Brother Horace, is the decree,'
interrupted Browne. “Say no more. We
have decided. Be good enough to pass the
jam.” .

Stevens gave it up, and passed the jam.
He could never hope to oppose his own will
to William Napoleon Browne’s. When the
latter made up his mind, he allowed no
obstacles to bar his progress. He had an
extraordinary way of enforcing his will.

Until recently, Browne had had no idea
that his bosom chum had any particular
ability. He had always regarded Stevens
as a genial, cheerful, good-natured f{riend.
Stevens was one of the best—-the kind of
friend a fellow could rely upon. But he had
always struck Browne as being more or less
of a duffer.

But without any warning—and mainly
owing to Noggs® Imperial Theatre—Stevens
had revealed the fact that his great ambi-
tion was to go on the stage. His father had
been an actor before his death—and a play-
wright, ton. Stevens, to clinch matters, had
further indicated that he was endowed with
his fatber’s talent. But with the son it was
rather more than talent—it seemed to
Browne that it might develop into genius.

And the captain of the Fifth had promptly
made up his mind to “push > Stevens for all
he was worth. And the shrewd Browne was
not the kind of fellow to associate himself
with a possible failure. He knew exactly
what he was doing. For Browne was brainy.

The whole school had becn talking aboub
Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs and his travel-
ling theatre. The latter had been pitched
outside Bellton for over a week—although ib
had originally planned to make a stay of
two evenings only. T3

Some of the juniors had seen the perform-
ance, and had been impressed by the futility
of the big scene in the last z2ct—an im-
portant boxing-match. So Handforth and*
Lawrence bad taken these parts for oie
evening.

The show, of course, had been reduced to
a mere farce, but the theatre had been
packed. And that, after all, was a very
important point—for Mr. Noggs had beers
doing atrocious business for weeks. The
old showman had gone nearly off his head
with joy at the sight of the full house.

He was quite a character—a Shakespearean’
actor of the old school. And this tour had
been singularly unlucky. Nc¢ matter which’
town or village he visited, he met with
failure. Poor business, empty benches, in-
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creasing debts. It had been one continuous
story of failure.

After the appearance of Handforth and
Lawrence, however, loczi interest in the
show had increased. And Mr. Noggs had
promptlv seized his opportunity, with the
agility of a true showman. The very next
night he had produced a different show, and
the St. Frank’s fellows had patronised 1t
famously. -And there was still another new
play on for to-day.

But Browne was not intcrested in these
Stevens had raked out a play which ‘his
father had written some time before his
death. Browne had read it—and he was
impressed. He had seen Stevens acting—and
e was startled.

““We shall see you in the West End yet,
srother Horace,” he observed, as tlie poured
himself out a cup of tea. *““And 1 further
venture to predict that we shall see you
acting in your own play. For I gather that
it 1s your sole property?”

“Well, mine and the mater’'s,” said
Stevens. ¢ The mater’s really, I suppose, by
law.  But she’s never shown any interest
in it.”

“ Without wishing to criticise vour mater,
I must express the view that her '~=hort-
sightedness is colossal,” declared Browne.
““Instead of having this play produced, she
allows you to bring it to school and hide
it at the bottom of a trunk! A deplorable
affair, brother.”

“Pve got all the parts, too—everything
ready for production,” said Stevens. “But
it's no good, Browne-—1've given up hope of
ever seeing it produced. After all, it’s no
good pining for the moon!” -

CHAPTER IIL
NOGGS DOESN'T MIND,

(¢ IREWORKS.” said
Browne., ¢ W0 u 1d
not come amiss at

this juncture.
What you need, Brother
Horace,

is a large bundle of

fireworks at your rear. In
other words, you need a rude awakening.
You ars dead. You are in want of r=f1n-rre1'
agrieve to see it.”
“But look here, old man, if's all very well
« to talk like this, " protested Stevens. . “ The
_ Play’s good, I believe. In fact, I think it’s
" the best thing my pater ever did.”

“ A masterplece

‘1 wish you were a real judge, Browne,”
said Stevens. “ That's just the trouble, you're

MR.

; 1ot.  Don’t forget that lots of West End
managers have seen the play, and have
turned it down.” '

“A fact which enhances its merit

eIlOYIDOquV Ly

““My pater hawked it about for months,”
. continued Stevens. ¢ And these were men
who knew plays—men who dealt exclusively

4 enthusiastic, you know.

in plays.
account?”’

Browne nodded.

“I will grant that their opinion is of some
accouut ” he acknowledged. ¢ But the word
‘some’ can be applled in many ways. In
this instance, I should say that its Ineanin:s
Is lllSl"lllfl(,JIlt I may be jaundiced in my
view, but I have no bursting admiration for
the judgment of the West End theatre
managers. No, Brother Horace, I maintaiu
that tln;-.. play is a masterpiece. Your asser-
tion that 1 am no judge has wounded me.
I am metaphorically bleeding.” .

“Sorry, old man!” QIIlllL‘d Sterens. ol |
didn’t mean to hurt you. But you’re so jolly
I've got an awful
fear that you’ve allowed your enthusiasm
to blmd your judgment. That's all. Yet
you're genenally right,” he added thought-
leIy “You don’t make many bloomers. i

“And you may be sure that I shall achieve
another triumph in connection with this
play,” declared William Napoleon DBrowne.
“If you are ready, we will venture forth
into the sunlit uening, and seek the
eloquent Mr. Noggs. Leave him entirely in
my hands, Baoth,,_r I;{once He will be as
putty in fhe hands of a glazier.” :

Stevens was still dllblOll:, but he made no
further protest.

And twenty minutes later the two seniors
turned in at the gateway of a meadow near
the village, and behind the somewhat
garish structure of Mr. Noggs' Imperial
'l‘heat;re. It was far more impressive at

night-time, when the electric lights werc
w]mm111g—~for the show carried its own
power plant, and was entirely self-contained.

The actual theatre was a big tent—not a
tent of the circus type, but a kind of
glorified marquee, with an imposing fronta!
sectlon with .steps on either side leadmn up
to the pay-box. Lorries, covered with tdl—
paulins, were dotted here and there, and a
few men were lounging about in the evening
sunshine, These were the workmen and
drivers and electricians. After a certain
hour in the evening they converted them-
selves into actors. Kverybody who .worked
for Mr. Noggs appeared on the stage at
one time or another. :

The proprietor himself lived in a well-
appointed caravan. He was old-fashioned.
He had been a travelling showman all his
life—although his ability as a character
actor should have taken him into the West
End of London years since. But opportunity
is a ereat thmn—and Mr. Noggs had never
had it. He was a talented actor—but an
appalling business man. Perhaps this ac-
counted for his remaining in one rut.

‘““This way, Brother Horace!” said Browne
briskly. “Perchance we shall disturb the
great man in the midst of an evening nap.
Let wus hope that he is a good-humoured
waker.”

But Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs was not
asleep. When the two seniors entered his
caravan, in response to a booming invitation

Surcly their opinion is of scme
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to "Come in!” the old actor was reclining
in a comfortable easy-chair, enjoying his
pipe. He never smoked his pipe in public.
Nothing but a cigar would satisfy his
dignity. ,

“Ah, this is a welcome entry!” he said,
rising. ¢ Make yourselves at home, young
girs. The space is limited, but it is com-
fortable. 1 beg of you to stand on no
ceremony.”’

“ Good-evening, Mr. Nogus!' said Stevens,
know-—nobt

“This is DBrowne’s idea, you
mine. He wants to ask you a favour—-"
“Yon will pardon me f{or interrupting,

but 1 cannot allow that statement to pass,)’
put in Browne. *“Brother Stevens has made
a grave mistake, Mr. Noggs. I am asking
no favour. Omn the contrary, I am propos-
ing to do you an excellent service.”

“JIave you boys not done me enough
" service already?” asked Mr, Noggs. “DBut
proceed. Let me ‘hear more before I make
comment. It is only the fool who passes
an opinion before knowing his facts.”

Mr. Noggs was a big man, clean-shaven,
but with longz flowing hair. HMe had the
word “shewman ™  written all over him.
And his slow, deliberate melhod of speech
was in full keeping with his appearance.

“Here,”” said Browne, “ we have a budding
Irving, an embryo Garrick. Without any
fear of contradiction, Brother Noggs, I can
safely introduce Brother Stevens as one of
the world’s coming emotional actors,”

“You howling ass!?? said the world’s
coming emotional actor, -

“A somewhat caustic comment, but we
will let it pass,” said Browne smoothly.
“f beg of you, Brother Noggs, to take no
serious mnotice of him. .I have always
recarded Brother Horace as a man of no
vices, But I have recently discovered one
besetting sin. His modesty is not merely
extensive, but bordering on the criminal.”

Mr. Noggs regarded Stevens with interest.

“What have we here?’” he -asked.
“(@Genius in disguise? Let us hope he is
prepared to suffer many disappointments.

‘Your man of genius pays dearly for his
istinction '—Emerson.”’?

“Look here, Mr. Noggs, this idiot doesn’t
know what he is talking about!” said
Stevens. gruffily. “HMe always speaks in that
exaggeerated way. If he does any more of
it, I shall walk out.”’

“Let us, above all, keep our tempers,”

said Mpr. Noggs. “You look a promising
youth. You have the figure. You may,
indeed, have the presence. Remember,

modesty is a wonderful asset on the stage.

“Avold shame, hut do not seek glory;
nothing so expensive as glory '—Sydney
Smith,”

“Te wdn’t seek glory, PBrother Noggs,”’

he

“He more

is far
Once going, his powers
But it is an exhausting Dbusi.
; But to busi.
ness. I should like to borrow your theatre,”
he added calmly.

And Noggs elevated his bushy eychrows,

declared Browne,

to seek retirement.
are amazing.
ness to get him on the move.

likely

“A proceed!”  he

said,

“Not permanently, of course—merely for .
an hour or iwo,” continued Browne.
“Brother Horace's father is dead. That
is to he regretted, since he was obviously
a man of strange talent. He ‘has left a
play behind him, and it is my intention to
produce it. I desire your co-operation and
support. Needless to add, I will provide
all the actors and actresses.”’

strange request—Dbut

Mr, Noggs was more surprised than ever,

“You shall have the theatre,” he said,
waving his hand generously. **For have I
not a debt to pay? Do I not owe you hoys
a measure of gratitude? You have helped
me in this benighted spot. ‘Beggar that
I am, I am poor even in thanks'—
Shakegpeare. I cannot find the words I
would wish to utter.”?

“Then we can regard that as settled?”
asked Browne., *Splendid! You will realise
that this is quite a private affair., The
public will not be admitted, at least, for
the first performance. In the eloquent
language of America, it will be a try-out.”

“I should like to mention that it will be

awkward if you encroach upon my own
times,” said Mr. Noggs.  “Providing no

such contretemps occurs, you are welcome
to my theatre. But I warn you that this
experiment may be a failure. Have I not

had experience? *‘’Tis not in mortals to
command success '~—~Addison.”
Browne waved the possibility aside. He

went into a long explanation of the play,
and deseribed Stevens’ wonderful acting.
But it was observed that Mr. Noggs re-
vealed little enthusiasm.

He had heard of these amateurs before.
He had come across youthful prodigies
many times during the course of his careér,
and he had seldom found them worthy of
the attention whieh their relatives o#%
friends hestowed upon them. He had heard,
also, of wonderful plays. . =

So he was scarcely to be. blamed for
doubting Brownd's word. In his own mind
was convinced that the thing was a
bubble, But after all, it was not i
husiness. -

He was willing to let' the boys have his
theatre for the production of their play,
hut he declined to help in the producing.
He pleaded excess of work. He felt it safer
to take no part in the proceedings.
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decision, srother  Nogys,”™’
deeclarcd Browne. “A most unwise decision,
Tet me assure you that the thoughts in
vour mind at this moment are totally wrong.
This play is no dud, and Brother Horace
i3 no ordinary actor., As his manager, I
am prepared to prove this. He is well
trained, and at~my command he will per-
form. Brother Horice, up!” ’
- “Look here, you funny idiot

“Up!” commanded Browne sternly., *“Take
vour position at the end of the chamber,
and do your stuff.”

! )

€A rash

¥

. |

stage

I'm an actor. I've never been on the
in my life!”
Browne was in no wayv upset.

“The stage does not realise what it has
missed,” he commented, *“I perceive that
I was somewhat tactless. Torgive me,
Brother Horace, for the blunder. I merely
want you to get upon your hind legs and

act. Do the big speech that was so success-
ful this afternoon.’

“If the wyouth is reluctant, do not press

him,” said Mr. Noggs, “ Another time.

‘*f Hush ! ”” warned Tregellis-Waest.
They sfood there, tense and anxious.
{ row between Browne and Sfevens.

““ We’d better break the door down,’’ said Handforth.

‘¢ Begad, this is frightful ! ”’
It pained them to hear such an unholy

CIHAPTER IV,

SPRINGS A SURPRISE.
ORACE STEVENS
H turned red.
- “Confound it
Browne, what do vou
think I am?%’ he asked
warmly. “A performing
seal. or a trick dog. or
I'm hanged if T'll make an ass
I don’t agree to the proposzition,
It's all piffle to tell Ar. Nogeos that

STEVEXNS

Something?
of myself.
anvhoiy,

%
=

. Far belter for him {o show me when he is

in the humour.’’ :

“If he is left to himself he will
be in the humour,” declared DBrowne.
must remind you, Brother Noggs, that
requires a constant prod. I am
to stand behind him with a pin.”

Stevens took a lot of persuading, but at
last he consented to deliver one or two
speeches from his father’s play. There
was no necessity for him to refer to the
seript. He knew the play by heart, for he
| had always longed to act it on the stage.

never
‘l.l
he
inclined
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And during the course of months he had
- secretly learned the words, the gestures,

“the whole business of the part. It had been
his hobby to get alone in his bed-rcom and
practice. But he had rever believed that
he would ever bhave a real chance.

-‘He was a quiet fellow, and the rest of
the Fifth had every reason to regard him
as_an- easy-going senior of a very ordinary
‘type. This was because he had never had
the chance of shining in his own particular
- forte.
- Mr. -Noggs was a patient man, and he
‘humoured DBrowne’s whim, At least, he
regarded it as a whim., He had every
reason to be on good terms with the St.
Frank’s boys, since they had brought him
- such excellent business. So the least he
~could do was 'to show some kind of return.

- But he made one alteration in the
programme. -
- “Let-us give the youth every chance,”
.he suggested. “This is no place for such a
demonstration as you indicate. The stage.
Nothing but the stage will suffice. * Let us,
then, be up and dom with a heart for
any fate ’—Longfellow.’.ﬁ '

Mr. Noggs led the way out of the caravan,
and Stevens took the opportunity of -pinch-
ing Browne’s arm.

“You bounder!’’ he hissed.
me in for something now.
get even with you for this!”.

Browne merely smiled.

“ Base ingratitude, Brother Horace, but I
freely forgive you,”" he said smoothly.
“Wait until the performance is over. 1
venture to suggest that your tone will be
somewhat changed. Alas, how sad it must
he to have no knowledge of one’s own
talent! I, at least, am well aware of my
own genius.” =

“You don’t forget to tell
grinned Stevens. “Hang it all, Browne. 1
can’t very well be wild with you. I think
you mean well. DBut it’s a dirty trick to
fool old Noggs like that.”

“l1 am not fooling Noggs; but you are
fooling yourself,” replied Browne.

They went into the theatre, and the
lights were switched on. 3Ir. Noggs was
somewhat whimsical. He thought it would
be an excellent plan to expose this upstart
for what he was really worth. Ie didn’t
blame Stevens, for Stevens had clearly
proved that he was an unwilling factor.
But Mr. Noggs wanted to take a gentle rise
out of Browne.

It was for this reason that
sugeested the stage. :

Nothing could be more deadening to an
amateur than a cold theatre, an empty
auditorium, a bare, barren stage. Amid
such surroundings as these this budding
Irving would soon come a cropper. And
the sooner the better. It hurt Mr. Noggs
to enccurage a hopeless case,

“You've let
By Jove, I'll

everybody,”

he had

“Proceed,”’ he said with dignity. “ Climh
upon the stage, young man, and let me hear
your words. 1 will watch carefully. I wil
give you my studied opinion. But do not
display anger if my judgment is harsh. I
am no flatterer. ‘'Tis an ¢ld maxim in
the schools that flattery
fools "—Swift. So be warned.”

Stevens c¢limbed upon the stage and
looked at Browne helplessly. This was much
more than he had bargained for. Browne
appeared to be quite callous. He
waved his hand, and advised his chum to
get on with it.

Mr. Noggs and Browne settled themselves |

in two of the fifth row stalis, and waited,
Stevens stood up there on the stage, the

footlights playing upon him, and adding
to his discomfiture. He {felt a hopeless
idiot, as Mr. Noggs Lad anticipated. He
felt unable to say a word. Never in his
life had he dreamed ¢that he would
experience these sensations when facing the.
footlights. _
Browne said mnothing. He waited for

Stevens to commence with the utmost con-
fidence. There was indeed something rather
quaint in the situation. Ior while Stevens,
the would-be actor, was literally in a blue
funk, William Napoleon Browne was 23 cool.

is the food
th

merely

f

as ice, supremely confident in the outcome

of this experiment.

Mr. Noggs coughed. He felt that some
sort of hint was mnecessary. For
Stevens was standing up there like a lunatie,
all hands and feet. In every possible way
he revealed his inexperience. DBut Browne
never turned a hair. He had no reason
to turn a hair. He knew.

And at last Stevens commenced—haltingly,
mumblingly.

Ile chose the big scene of ‘his father’s
play. It wasn’t the scene which required
the greatest emotional acting, but it was
the longest, the one where he stood upon
the stage, making an impassioned speech of
anger. It was a favourite of his. For he
regarded this play in a loving fashion, and
there were parts of it which he particularly
loved.

Mr.
he sat there
sort of thing was painful to him.
him. He dcmded to take DBrowne

Andy Noggs took a deep breath as
in the empty stalls. This
It grievdd
aside

Horace

afterwards and point out the cruelty of this -

thoughtless act.

But at this point Mr. Noggs began to

pay more attention. ,
Stevens was not quite so halting. I'lig
was speaking more freely, with a greater
coniidence. - And with every moment his
self-consciousness grew less. Mr. Noggs and
Browne had become a Dblur, the whole
auditorium was a mere space. Stevens

didn’t quite kunow whether it was filled

or empty.
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And then it ceased to be even a space.
Tt became nothing. Mr. Noggs and Browne
vanished. The footlights  disappeared.
Stevens found himself living in the actual
scene portrayed in his father’s play. And
it was here that he revealed his genius
as a true actor. He forgot where he was,
and threw himself into his part so
thoroughly that for the time being he
BECAME the individual he represented.

“By the shade of Sheridan!’’ breathed
Mr. Noggs, opening his eyes, “Is this boy
talented, after all?”

“3Wait!” breathed Browne.
to wait!” .

Stevens continued. By this ftime he had
Jost every-atom of his awkwardness. He
had acted this scene, privately, so many

“I urge you

timnes that he was familiar with every word

and e¢very gesture. le threw himself into
the piay with all his soul.

The test was a severe one,
one.

But this mere boy of eighteen overcame
tiie drawbacks. Absolutely alone, without
any audience to play upon, without any
stage support, he delivered that speech
with overwhelming success. His gestures
were superb, his expressions remarkable.

a tcrrible

" Even his voice, untrained as it was, con-

tained such inflexions and cadences that
Dr. Noggs sat there, amazed.

Now and again William Napoleon Browne
stole a glance at the old actor. He was
satisfied, Mr. Noggs, too, was unaware of
his surroundings. He was caught in the
magic of Horace Stevens’ personality. Ile
was enthralled to the core. And then at
last Stevens finished.

He came back to earth; he knew that

he was once again upon this cold stage..

And his awkwardness returned. Flushed,
breathless, he stood there for a moment.
Then he leapt over the footlights, and

joined the others.

“Sorry, Mr. Noggs,” he apologised. “ITope
I wasn’t too long. It was Browne’s fault.”

Mr. Noggs was regarding him dazedly.
H: made no comment. To tell the truth,
Mr. Noggs was speechless for the moment.

“Splendid, Brother Horace!”
Browne. “Even I sit here in a condition
of amazement. Fortunately, I am not
I can -express my appreciation of
your wondrous effort.”

“Dumb?” grunted Stevens. “You wouldn’t
be dumb if you were gagged! I'll bet you'd
find a way of speaking! I'm not surprised
that Mr. Noggs is knocked over. I've

Jsimply made an ass of myself!”

Mr.
feet,

“Let me look at you!” he said, in a sup-
‘bressed voice. *Let me study you closely.
‘I would applaud thee to the very echo,
that should applaud again.—Shakespeare.
Boy, T am a man of meagre words. Upon
the stage I can speak. Off the stage I am as

Andrew Sylvanus Noggs rose to his

murmured -

other mortals. What can I say to.express
my feelings, my sensations, my stupefac-
tion?” _ .
“I am sorry, Mr. Noggs i
“Young fool!” boomed Mr. Nogos, “Teb .
there be no more of this self-depreciation. .
Don’t you know that you are a genius?” ..
“Splendid!” murmured Browne, beaming. -
“Oh, chuck it!” said Stevens, flushing-to
the roots of his hair. R L g
“You are a marvel!” shouted Mr. Noges,
his enthusiasm welling forth in a. great-
burst. “Boy, you are a born actor!: You
are a prodigy! Never have I seen such-
expressions—such control! With experience,-
}'0;1? ’\-.'ill become a veritable master of your
art! ' : '

CHAPTER V,
BROWNE'S LITTLE WAY. . o 8
ILLIAM NAPOLEON

: BROWNE stood
there, a genial

smile on his face,

‘a calm light of confidence in
his _eyes. ¥rom the very
first he had known that this

would happen, and he was consequently
cool. :
“Excellent, in its way,” he admitted.

“But Brother Horace can do better. This
is merely a slight example of his prowess,
Brother Noggs. ~Without fear of contradic-
tion, I will state that this play—with
Brother Horace in the leading part—will
create a sensation throughout the civilised
theatrical world.”

“A subtle expression,” nodded Mr. Noggs.
“Assuredly, we can let the wuncivilised
theatrical world look after itsell. Dut this
boy! This young genius! I cannot let this
production go on without having a hand in
it. Young man, you must let me help in
this enterprise.” :

Browne nodded.
““That, of course, was wmy original inten-
tion,” he explained. “But I did not press .
vou, Brother Noggs. I thought it wiser
to let you see for yourself.”

“I owe you an apology,” said Mr. Noggs
graciously. “Not half an hour since, I was
inclined to scorn you. I was impatient==
irritated. But now I am beginning to
realise that you are a young man of genius
vourself, But your talents lie in another
direction.” :

Browne smiled calmly,

“We need not dwell upon my own peculiar
talents,” he said. “Do they not speak for
themselves? Iet us come to a decision
regarding Brother Horace. I will inform
vou that I am his business manager—his
guiding bhrain. He has no fime to bother
with the sordid details of business. It is
for me to attend to such matters.”

Stevens was flushed and inwardly excited.

“But—but you don’t mean it, Mr. Noggs?”
he asked blankly,
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ladkins—every word!” said
“Unfortunately, my powers of
‘I am no orator, as
a plain
My bo_,f, your
pérformance was nothing short of marvel-

“Every word,
Mr., Noggs.
eloqua,nce are limited.
Brutus iz, but as you know me all,

blunt man. >—Shakespeare.

I wish I could put my appreciation
‘It is but poor eloquence which
that the orator can  talk.'—

lous.
into words,
only shows
Reynolds.”

“You honestly think I stmd a chance?
asked Stevens eagerly. “This means a lot
to me, Mr. Noggs. I don’t want you to
raise my hopes for nothing. I haven’t
taken any notice of Browne—-"

“A deadly insult, but I can do nothing,”
murmured Browne. _

“You should have heceded your friend’s
words,” said Mr. Noggs. “He merely spoke
ithe truth when he described you as
actor of rare ability.
guide you. You cannot do better than
place your faith in his judgment.”

“Then it wasn’t merely spoof?”
Stevens. =

He couldn’t believe that he had really
ereated an  impression., The fact was, he
had been so carried away by his emomon
that he had no real estimate of his own
abilities. He couldn’t remember what - had
actually happened on the stage.

s

asked

And he had to thank- Browne for every-

thing.

Left to himself,
nothing.
schoolboy actor. Stevens had no initiative
of his. own, and Browne was quick .to
understand this., Without any guiding

hand, Stevens would never get anywhere.

So there was something
bast in Browne’s decision to appoint him-
self business manager.” It was necessary,
too, for him to order Stevens about relent-
lessly,  Without this treatment, Stevens
would jib. =

Indeed, Browne regarded his protege as
a kind of performing dog, and he claimed
a great deal of the credit—just as though
he had taught Stevens his tricks.

“W2 .sha,ll hold the first 1ehe1r%a1 to-
morrow,” said Browne firmly. “Be pre-
pared, Brother Noggs, for an invasion in
mid-afternoon. You can rely upon us nod
to interfere with your own arrangements.”

“But to-morrow we move to Edgemore,”
said Mr. Noggs. “We cannot delay it
further. Barton, my manager, is impatient.”

“Then let it be LEdgemore,” said Browne.
“Who are we to let such trifles hinder us?
Edgemore is merely 'a mile or two away,
and we shall have no difficulty in locatmrr
your palatial Temple of Thespis.”

Mr. Noggs was quite agrecable—and he
urged Browne tg let him supervise the pro-
ductlon This,” however, Browne refused.
Hz wouid welcome Mr. Noggs’ ‘1dv.1c:e, but
ha]fmblsted upon preducing the play him-
S
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an
Let him continue to:

Stevens would have done
Browne was the force behind this

more than bom--

1 Stevens.

And there was something about Browne -
which brooked of no ar"ument Mr. Noggs
was only too gmt:ﬁed to hear that ht,'
might be allowed the chance of presenting
btewens, at a later date, before the pubhc

And having come to these arrangements,
the two Fifth- Formers left. Stevens was
in a kind of maze—he couldn’t quite realise
that his father’s play was on the verge of
being produced at last. True, it would only
be an amateur production—but even this
took on a glorified glamour in Stevens’
mind.

“You’re a bit of a wonder, Browne,” he
said, as they walked up the lane. “Hanged
if I know how you do it, old man! Onee
you start on a thing, you’re like a volcano.
Lven now I'm all in a maze.”

“Remain in it, DBrother Morace—for in
that condition you will be less trouble-
some,” said Browne calmly. “You are
merely required to &ct———not to produce.
Leave everything to me.

“But you promised old Noggs that you’d
provide the company,” protested Stevens.
“Where on earth can you get .one?”

“There 1is talent cvely“hele, . Teplied
Browne. ‘¢ All the world’s a stage, and all
the men and women merely playerb '—Shake-
speare. Tut-tut! I am uneonsciously taking
a leaf out. of Brother Noggs’ book. It
merely proves how apt we are to mimic
one another. A fault to be corrected.”

“That’s not an answer to my question,”
said Stevens. “Where are you going to get
your company?”

“Why go far afield?” asked Browne. “Why
tap distant springs when a veritable river
flows at our feet? It has been said on the
highest authority that the Remove bristles
with histrionic talent.”

“Those juniors!”” said

“Why not?”

“But they can’t act in this play!” snorted
“Don’t be an ass, Browne! It’s
not a kid’s play—it’s a serious 5

“Given the correct amount of tuition, I
venture to suggest that these youthful
spirits will perform wonders,” interrupted
Browne. “And you must always remember
that they will merely be in support of you.
Anything, Brother Horace, to get the thing
staged. Later we can engage a professional

Stevens, aghast.

company, and float the play in a dignified

way.

Stevens began to appreciate the nature
of the situation. Browne’s main object,
apparently, was to provide a vehicle for
Ilorace Stevens’ ability. It didn’t matter
much about the cther members of the ecom-
pany, so long as the play was presented.
Stevens, at least, would be able to show
his own talent. ]

And a few minutes later Browne proved

himself to be a fellow of resource and
speed.
“Then what about the "adle*“’ asked

“We want the play to be Tfairly
We can’t have those

Stevens.
presentable, old man,
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kids acting the part of women. There's 2
jimit, you know.”

“Cast all such fears
brother,” said Browne. “Do 1 not perceive
several sprightly young things tripping
towards us at this very moment? Watch

from your mind,

closely, and you will sece me work the
oracle.”

Stevens stared. A group of girls were
coming down the lane on their bicycles—
six of the young ladies from the 3>Moor
View School. They were Irene Manners &

Co., Ena Handforth, Winnie Pitt, and Mary
Summers. The latter was not actually a
Moor View girl yet. She was the niece of
Mr. Beverley Stokes, the Housemaster of
the West House. And she had been stay-

ing with her aunt and uncle for some
weeks.,  Indeed, she had taken an active

interest in the recent rebellion.

“Halt, ladics!” called Browne, planting
his lanky figure in the centre of the road,
and holding out his hands. “Apply the
brakes, and dismount. There is news. '
might even say there is glad news.”

- The girls jumped off, and DBrowne
Stevens doffed their hats.

“I'Il bet it’s nothing,” said Doris Berkeley
pointedly. “Just when we're in such a
hurry, too! You know what a gasbag old
Browne - is.” :

“He'd better look sharp,
Irene.

Browne appeared pained.

“What have 1 done to deserve this evil
reputation?”’ he asked plaintively. “But
enough! Who am I that I should hope to
hear logic from feminine lips? What
manner of optimist should I be to expect

and

anyhow,” said

reason?”

“What a nerve!” said Mary Summers
indignantly.

- “I would remind you, Sister Mary, that

I rely upon my nerve to carry me through
life,” said Browne smoothly. “Never has it
ailed me—never has it landed me in the
ox-tail. At the present moment, I am
producing a play. I require three promising
young actresses.”

“A play!” exclaimed the girls,
voice.

“The first rehearsal will bhe to-morrow
nicht, in Noggs’ Imperial Theatre at Edge-
more,” continued Browne. “When I say to-
morrow night, I mean to-morrow afternoon
—not later than four o’clock. No, three
o'clock, I must remember that ladies are
never punctual, I.et the hour be three
o’clock.”

“You're spoofing us!” said Doris warmly.

“I shall require you, Sister Doris, to take
the part of the vivacious young debutante,”
proceeded Browne. “Without casting any
reflection upon your sweet looks, Sister
Irene, I rather fancy you for the middle-
aged matron.”

“Cheek!” cried Trenc hotly.

“And vou, Sister Ena, will doubtless make
an c¢xcellent villainess.. To be more exact,

in one

!

-

a vamp. It is, by the way, a part which
requires the utmost skill.”

“You're mad!” said Ena Handforth. “You
needn’'t put me down on your list, you
chump! I wouldn't appear in your silly old
play for a pension.”

Browne waved his hand.

“And remember—three o’clock,” he said
calmly. “I wish I had parts for all of vou
—but the cast is not a big one. I have
no doubt I shall have my hands full in
dealing with three. In the drawing-room
scene 1t may be necessary to cengage a few

more ladies to walk on—but that can be
left until after the first rehearsal. Adieu!
Be late at your peril!” : -

He raised his hat, and strode on.

Stevens, flustered, followed. And the RMoor
View girls gazed after them in a somewhat
speechless condition.

CHAPTER VL
CHOOSING THE CAST.

BEY'LL never come,
Browne — so you
needn't fool your-
self,” said Stevens,

as they continued their way

to the school. “You can’t
cxpect them to, either. Not

(¢

one of them agreed.”

Browne smiled.

“It was entirely unnecessary for us fto
waste time,” he replied. “Have no fear,
Brother Horace. The voung ladies will turn
up, en bloc, at to-morrow afternoon’s
rehearsal.”

“ Don't you believe it."”

“Nothing is more certain,” said Browne
blandly. “ It would have been a fatal mis-
take to enter into details. We have aroused
their curiosity. And tell me of a more cer-
tain way to intrigue the feminine mind! 1
can assure vou, brother, that we shall have
difficulty in controlling the crowd.”

Browne seemed so certain, that Stevens
beran to think so, too. And there was un-
doubtedly something in the Fifth I'orm cap-
tain's method. There was every chance that
the girls would turn wup.

Arriving at the school, Browne swept
through the Remove like a vacuum cleaner.
Practically all the juniors were at tea, but
he went from study to study, gathering the
members of his cast as he went along.

lle seemed to know just the right types to
choose. It was a diflicult.and delicate job,
for there were only a comparatively few
fellows who were known to be talented as
amateur actors.

Dick Hamilton was one of the first to be
caught in the net. In Study C, Browne
roped him in, and considered for a moment
over Sir Montie Tregellis-West.

¢“No, I hardly think so,” he said at last.
“T regret, Brother Montie, that you are un-
sultable.”
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“But I haven’t said I'll accept any part’

yet,”” put in Nipper. “I want to know
what this play is. You can’t rush us info &
pig in a poke, my son!*

“31 am merely collecting the cast c:u the
moment,” replied Browne.
. “stand that these selections are more- dr
less tentative. The final choice will be mad‘,e
after the first rehearsal. So be at Noggs
Theatre to-morrow afternoon at three.” j

“But even now you haven’t {old us-

“Time is precious, Brother Nipper—my
time  especially,” interrupted ' Browne.
“« With regard to you, Brother Montie, I am
 afraid you look too intelligent. You are
“not exactly suitable for the character. It
. will have to be Brother Glenthorne. I.rather
fancy he possesses just that type of mamt»
which will fit the part I have in mind.”

““ But Archie’s mtelhwent enough, m spite
of his looks,?”- put in Nipper. You’d better

go to the West IIouse and collar Lord
Plppmton ” %

“With all due respects, 1 hesitate to take
your advice, Brother Hamilton,” said
Broune shaking his head. * Brother. Pippy,
I fear,
thirty- six to thoroughly master his
And we cannof wait until then.? -

. Browne passed. out, without waiting for
\!pper to ask too many questions.’ Then he
went along to Study E; and Iouted out
_.Archie Glenthorne, . I
. “Bubt T mean to say, good gad!’? ejacu-

Jated Archie, after Browne had shot him the
news.  Absolutely not! The old tissues
- wilt at the very thought, laddie! Kindly go
elsewhere.” _

¢““Much as I hate to disappoint you, the
selection has already been made,” said
Browne. ‘ Therefore, Brother. Archie, you
will be at Nwoggs’ Theatre to- mono“ at
three p.m. Dnouvfh”’ "y

« 0dds speed and lightning!?” said .’u‘chle
breathlessly. “ Bub 1001~. hele dash it! 1
mean to say, dash it, look. here! What
about Phipps? I’ve got to consult the dear

J L]

part.

old vegetable before I can consent to this |

foul propos 1t1011
nments.”

: They can wait.” -
“ But, adzoohb, they come before yours.?”

“ Nothing comes hefore mine!”’ interrupted
Browne hrmly “When I say you must bs
on the spot at three p.m., Brother Archie,
you must be on the ﬁpot at three p.m.
There is no other way of looking at it.”

Archie suddenly started. ‘ ;

“0dds gad!” he burst out. ““The old
n]emory has just slipped .into gear, dash it!
Laddie, 1t’s impossible! I’ve got an appoint-
ment to-morrow afternoon-.that absolutely
can’t be missed. So kindly produce your

I may have some appoint-

dashed indiarubber, and erase my aname!
Absolutely! And ‘hat I mean, is absoTutLh
that !”?

“May I inquire the nature of this mteve\t
1ng appointment?” asked the captain.of the
I'ifth, < Your tailor, perhaps? 1le can wait.

“You will under-

would take from now until nineteen-

it by

Leave it to me, Brother Archie.

view the geqtlemanm—--”
“It is not my tailor, dash you!”
“Then your hatter?” said William Napo-
leon. “A serf of even less importance. A

I will inter-

1aere note will be sufficient—-?’

And not my hatter, either!** interrupted
Archie coldly. *“The appomtment, dear old
voleano, is with a lady. So I trust 1,011 will
appreciate the utter impOsblbﬂlty

“May I know the name of this damsel?”

“ Absolutely!” said Archie, “ Marjorie
Temple. 1 mean, isn’t this a somewhat
poisonous inquisition, old.lad? 1 mean, I
don’t see why I should exhaust the old vocal
department to please you.”

Browne patted Archie on the back.

“Remember,”” he said briskly, “three
o'clock to-morrow afternoon. Noggs’

Theatre, at Edgemore.”
“But, you frightful {right, I absolutely

“decline——="?

“Marjorie will he there,” said Browne
kindly.

He -walked out, and -
steps to the West House. Here he secured
Reggie Pitt and Nicodemus’ Trotwood. He
explained no more to them than. to the
others. But his knowledge of human nature -
was great, He hadn't the slightest fear that
there would be any absentees on the

morrow’s afternoon.

“We . -have done well, Brother ITorace 2
he said when he entered his own study
““Everything is in train for the preliminary
production. We have our cast cut and dried-
with the exception of one part—the come-

strode "with

dian. I hesitate to select this important
role.*? -
“Important??” repeated Stevens.

“There’s no comedian’s
you 4“"’
“Alas

part in the play,

And you are supposed to know
_ .healtf" sighed Browne. . “What of
the noisy gentleman ‘who appears in the
second act?”

“The fellow who Dblusters in for five .
minutes, and makes a bit of fun with
‘.xlg}r?fﬁ

**That is the gentleman,? agreed Browne.
“I may mention that Brother .Glenthorne
has consented, somewhat reluctantly, to take
on the part of Algy. lIle does not actually

know this, but all will be well.”

“But that’s no comedian’s part,” caid
Stevens. ‘“ Anybody will do for him. And
I’'m not sure about Archie, either.

Do yom #
think he’s got enough acting ability?? -

“IHe requires none,” replied Browne
calmly.  “It is for that reason that I have
selected him., Algy, in the play, is a silly
ass, and it will merely be necessary for.
Brother Glenthorne to be his natural self.
With regard to the blustering gentleman,
yOou, are Wrong in assuming that it is not
a comedian’s part. It may be a small part.
but it I1s important. A poor actor would
ruin the smocth running of the plav at that

junctbure.”

long



The door burst open, and Handforth strode

in.

“What's this about a-pla¥?” he demanded
grimly. .

Browne looked up and elevated his eye- |
brows,

¢“Come in, Brother Handferth,”” he in-
vited. *“Pray don’t stand out in the cold
passage in this polite fashion. You are

welcome within.”

“You ass, I'm in already!”’
forth, staring.

““ Wasted !’ sighed Browne. *One of my
most subtle efforts! A play, Brother Hand-
forth? The rumour is not entirely devoid
of truth. It so happens that we are pro-
ducing a play in Noggs’ Imperia] Theatre,
the first rehearsal to take place to-morrow
afternoon.”’

“Well, I’'m jiggered!” said Handforth in-
dignantly. ¢ Then what about my part?”

““You could not have appeared at a more
cpportune moment,” beamed the Fifth-
Former. ¢ Brother Horace, here we.have the
very type for the blustering gentleman in
the second act. Brother Handforth, I am
delighted to offer you the part—"’

& Blustermﬂr gentleman?® repeated Hand-
forth. “I want the juvenile lead!”

€T regret to say that Brother Horace
has alreudy snapped that up for himself,”
said Browne. “With truth, I must acknow-

said Hand-

ledge that he is the most suitable person.

Your own part is a small one, and you
will appear for, perhaps, ten minutes on the
~stage. Quite long enough, Brother Edward.
You may count }oulqelf lucky that——"

“You can jolly well keep ycur old part!”
said ¥andforth indignantly. ¢ 1 want the
juvenile lead or nothing! Understand?
You can’t mess me about like that, you
ass! Stevens won’t mind.””

“Stevens will mind,” said Stevens. “In
fact, Stevens does mind.”” .

“TLet us not argue,” murmured Browne.
¢ On second thourrhts perhaps we were rash
to offer this part to Brother Handforth.
I have no doubt that Brother Boots will
be much more successful in the role.
good enough to close the door as you leave,
Brother Ted. The draught is unpleasant.”

Handforth simply stared. He had had
the chance of a- small part, but he had
thrown- it away. And now he was left flat,

CHAPTER VIIL
THE FIRST REHEARSAL,
—~ HURCH and McClure
C prep. when Edward
Oswald Handforth
D. His face was black, and
he was Ilooking grim. His

were  doing their
strode violently into. Study
immediately

chiums
signals,

““ Likely ! said Handforth, slamming the
dour. “ By George, of all the beastly nerve!

detected the danger|

{ plaintively.

- snorted Church.

If Browne thinks I'm going to stick it, he’s

off-side I**
“Don’t interrupt, old man,” said Church
“I'm wrestling with this
rotten algebra. Why do they give us this
stuft? It must have been invented by
somebody in a padded cell! His idea was
to drive everybody else into the same con-
dition !*

“Never mind your

silly r11gehnra,,” said
Handforth darkly.

“0ld Browne’s produc-

(ing a play, and he hasn’t given me the lead

ing part{!”
“ Awfull” said Church.
“C.hwtly“’ panted McClure, horrified. -
Handforth failed to detect the gentle
sarcasm. '
““I should think it is awful!” he roared.
“What's more, I'm going to show these
Fifth Form idiots that thex« can’t mess me
about! A big play, too, mark you! It’s
going to be produced in Noggs' Theatre.
I hear that Irene's going to be in it, a.nd ‘
two of the other girls.”’
““And you're left out?* asked McClure.
“J expect Browne wants to be certain of
suceess."’ :
“By George, I've got an idea,” said
Handforth slowly. “I've got a brain-wave!
It’s a rummy fthing I didn’t think of it
before. What about that play of mine?
I'll produce that, and ruin Browne’s! That'H
make him sit up!”

““That play of yours?” said Church ques-

H tioningly.

“Neg M
“Which play??”
“The one I'm going to write!” retorted

Handforth. .
as if it was written!”’

“You spoke
“My dear ass, you can’t

write a play in five minutes! Or five
~hours! Or five days! Plays need brains?’
They're jolly ftricky ¢things to handle.

Be |
| in Browne’s mouldy old show!’” he declared.

You've gof to know all about entrances
and exits and prompt sides, and things.
They're awfully hard to-rwangle.”?

But Handforth wasn’t listening.

“This is heaps better than getting a part

“1'Il write that play of .mine, and have it
ready by the end of the week. I've got
two or three, really—one about -the Wild
West, and another about a coiners’ gang.”

“ And another about smugglers, I sup-
pose?? asked McClure.

Handforth made no reply. He was fasci-
nated by this new idea of his. And, instead
of doing his prep., he paced up and down
the study, thnking out a plot, and nearly
driving his chums to distraction.

As a direct consequence of this, he had
a most painfu] interview with Mr. Crowell
in the morning. It wasn’t a private inter-
view, either. The Form-master rated him
severely in front of the entire Remove, and
it was oniy by luck that llandforth wasn’t
detained for the whole afternoon.

There wasn't a great deal of talk about -
Browne's latest stunt. Only the interested



fellows were keen.

~ Theatre, in Edgemore. Handforth™ & 0,
of course, were there. Ior Handforth
wanted to find out what this play actually’
was. Having ba,med that information, he'
would be able to 'mould his msn play on’
the same lines. :

Exactly as Browne had plcduted the Moor
View girls turned up. They declared that
they had no intention of taking any parts,

but had merely come along to volunteer this
- information. But Mr. Andrew Syl\anun
‘Noggs soon made them think differently.

He spoke to the entire east outside the
theatre—which was again- “pitched
meadow, but this time in the very centre
of the village. Strangely enough, there had
been the same lack of interest as usual, and
the Edgemore people were saying i‘.imﬁ the
show wasn’t worthy of their support.

“You are young, but that is no offence,””

declared Mr. as  he looked at the
“group.
in your respective .parts, but’ you will -at
least do your best. And none of us can do
“.more than that.”

““Tt’l1 probably ‘be all right, sir,” said
Nipper. ‘“Not so. very long ago there was
A production of *'The Adnnrab]e Crichton ’
in London, and every member of the cast
was the son or daughter of a famous stage
celebrity. All jolly young, too—in adulf
parts. It was a texrlﬁc success.”? -

“A point, Brother Nipper—a dlstmct
point,”” said Browne. “I will confess. that
we are not the sons and daughiers of stage
celebrities, but if we are
shall deserve even greater merit.”

“¢‘The play’s the thing —Shakespeare 2
saild Mr. Noggs. “It matters not- how
young the phl}&lb—-—a‘b least, at such a per-
forma,nce as this. It is for you to do_your
best—to give this play every chance. I will
offer what help I can.
fact that I am merely an onlooker. Go your
own ways, and take no notice of ‘an inter-
ested old man.”

Mr. Noggs managed to make the,n realise
that the production was no mecre joke-—no
light affair. TUntil now, most of them had
assumed that it was just one of Bmwne
“little jokes.

“We must all understand one allother,
brothers and sisters,”” declared Browne.
“There will be no ad:fempt to run through
any of the parts to-day.
Stevens will read the play to you, and im-

Noggs,

~ Every Saturday. Price 2d

Most of the others came;
to the conelugion that it was merely some’
nrore of William Napoleon’s usual] gas. )
(Consequently, when three o’clock arrived;
only the prospective members of the cast
and a handful of others turned up at Noggs

in- 4

“I doubt if you will be successful |

successful w €.

But bear in mind the .

But Brother :

1 areat oceasmn for hini.

press upon you the meaning of your own

particular parts. You will then take these
-parts, and study them. This production
is to be conducted on the right lines.”

“We're all game, Browne, ” bdld Reggie
Pitt.

““J{’11 be a wonderful thing,”” put in Irene
Mdnnelb ““1 had no idea the play was a
real one. I’'m longing to see my own part.”

“Same here,” said Doris,

“Well, the fact is, it’s a pretty decent
play,” said Stevens modestly. <My pater
wrote it, you know. It was one of the last
things he did before he died. And ever
sinee then the script has been ‘knocking
about, and I've always wondered if it would
ever be used. Of course, this production is
an’ amateur aflair, hut I'm bubbling with
enthusiasm over it.”’

- “Continue, Brother Horace,” said Browne.

{“It was my intention to make this little

speech—but since you are in' the mood, I
will not venture to take it out of your

| hands.,”

Stevens, to tell the truth, was %o joyous
that he seemed quite anothel being.
this moment, he hadn’t quite realised that
the play was to become an actuality.

I was the realisation of his dream.
dream he had never expected to come
Ilis dead father’s play was to be put on.”
stage! Even if

the actors and aetresseés.’:

-
4
S,

.V_

Untilis

were only schoolboys and schoolgirls, it was '?'j‘

something.
tion—a step towards bigger thing

«I don’t want to say much,”’ he went on

quietly, “But I'd just like you to Know
that this isn’t a mere piece of fun. The
play is a serious one. In my opinion, it's

one of the greatest plays that was ever
written—but, of course, I'm not in a posi-
tion to judge. I'm naturally prejudiced in
favour of it.”? '

“Take no notice of these words,” said
Browne. “I have read the play, and it is,
without question, a masterpiece. llence my
eagerness to produce it. I would remind

you that this is .merely a preliminary step.

This play is destined for the West End of
London.”

Stevens shook his head.
“1’d like tc think the same, of course,
‘but that’s rather too stupendous . a

thought,”” he said. ‘‘If we can only give a
creditable performance, I shall be satisfied.
What I mean is, please don’t treat it

hg]u]) Go into your parts in earnest, and
we’'ll sce if we can’t beat the usual amateur
efforts.”

The others were impressed by his earnest

They could all see that this was a
It was the realisa-
tion of his ideal, and he was all the more
arave because the play had been written

by his dead father.
They all p: omlbed to do their utmost—

tone.

1 to take their parts seriously, and to regard
* the whole thing with reverence.

It was a step in the right direc-
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And Stevens read the play aloud.

Unconsciously, he acted parts of it as he
lle instilled the lines with lLift, }
and gradually worked up his audience into f|

went along.

a state of suspense and enthralled interest.
It was a full ninety minutes before he

had finished, and the cast was moved deeply. }

Even Iandforth had nothing to say. le

appreciated- the fact that this was no occa- | ¥

sion for an indignant expression of his dis-
appointment. N
The others were honoured. They felt it

a keen pleasure to take even a small part

V1L,

CHAPTER
ROGEFR, BARTON'S CUNNING.

NWARDLY, Mr. Noggs
was excited.

He didn’t actually
know it, but he was
moved to the core. He wa#

not exactly the produecer, but
lits advice would be respect:
fully considered if he oOffered it.  And the
play would be produced on his stage!

He could se¢ the possibilities in it—he

i Iy
b
1O TIRrT I

i "'lirg /
oyl ] ]Ti_)[/. ; ':' ""Il'."..l '

» M

For Horace Stevens was standing up there like a funatic, all hands and feet.
In every possible way he revealed his inexperience.

in the proposed production. And even the
most wunsophisticated could recognise the
merit of the play. This was no common-
place work, but a masterly effort, from a
master brain.

Mr. Noggs wandered away
heard the play through. He was a man who
could judge—and he felt that he would
rather not give his opinion. For he knew
that this play was a fortune maker. If it
was only put on in the right place, and
acted by the right company, it would create
the sensation of the decade.
showman was intensely impressed.

after he had

L with

F Noggas,

L fal.

And the old

could visualise this emotional drama on
the stage of a big theatre, enacted by people
famous names. What a sensation it
would cause!

“You're looking
said a voice,

“Eh? Yes, Steve—yes.”” exclaimed Mr.
with a start. “I am very thought-
To tell you the ftruth, my brain is
in a whirl. I have just heard the most
wonderful play of my career. And what-
a part for me, Steve! By the phantom
of Phelps! What a part for me!”

“But I. thought the boys—"

thoughtful, guv’'nor,”



A THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY @k

”Yes, Steve—the how are doing it them-
sclves,”” continued Mr. Noggs., * The part T,
mentioned is to be pldyul by the youth.
named Browne. And, upon my soul, L
honestly believe he will make somr.,t‘nnﬂ of'
it. A remarkable boy, indeed! A wonde_rl’ul-
persopality.”

“ And is that play really good, guv'nor?”
asked Stephen Ashwood, Mr. \ogg s juvenile
lead. “Is it the real thingy”»

“Good !’ repeated the old
“Great Cmesar! Such lines! Boy, the play
is a miracle! If only I could get Lold of a

big theatre, and produce it in the way it

deserves—— But there I go again, Steve.
Drecaming as usual! Such a triumph is not
for me. Such opportunities do not come mv
way. I am cursed, Steve,”

Mr. Noggs :.poke with deﬂGSb, and Ash-

wood shook  his. head.

“You never know, guv'nor,” he  said
quietly. ' '
“’Pis  too late!” replied Mr. Noggs

sombrely. ¢ There is a tide in the affairs
of men which, taken at the flood, leads on
to fortune '—Shakespeare. That tide has
never flowed for me, Steve. It cannot come
now. I must be content to .watch  others.
For myself, I am growing old. ‘ A poor, in-
firm, weak and despised old man ’—Shake-
- speare. ‘I am declined into the vale of
vears ’—Shakespeare. What a man, Steve!
What a man was the bard of Stratiord.
Without his aid, my conversation v,ouid e
flat .and drab.”? -

“P'm afraid you’re in a pessimistic mood,
Andy,” said a voice from the rear. * What’s
the idea? Business still bad?”

They turned, and found a thinnish man
with them—a man with a Kkeen, clear-cut
face. Ile was Roger Barton, the advance
manager of the show. Indeed, he was the
business brains of the whole concern—since
Mrt Noggs himself was an a,ctor ﬁr::t and
las

“You find me in a solemn mood Roger,”’
said Mr. Nogg “J] was speaking of the
play which theqe schoolboys are to produce
in my theatre.”

“Those confounded St. TFrank’s imps?”?
deman Barton. “Who gave them per-
mission “to use the theatre? Look here,
Andy, I'm not agreeable to thm' I don’t
give my sanction——" i

“ Bnough!’’ boomed Mr. Noggs avgrily.
“.And who are you, knave, that you should
give your sanction? My-theatre is my own,
and I require no sanction from others.”

Barton flushed.

““Unless business looks up, it won’t be
vour theatre for long!” he rctorted. ¢ You
can’t expect to get any more money out
of me, Noggs! TI’ve dcenme more than my
share already—and unless you can repay -the
money by the end of next week I shall have
to take steps——"?

‘““ Control yourself, man!” commanded Mr.
Noggs. “Is this my f{riend? Is this my
Rower? ‘Most friendship is feigned, mosi

showm an. :

loving mere folly "—Shakespeare. Am I to
behcvc those words, man? 1Is your f{riend-
ship feigned? I find not many mistakes in
Shakevfpeare wisdon.”?
B&rton laughed harshly.
“You're too fond of these mfernd] quota-
tions,” he said. *‘You'd do a lot better to

get down to facts A2 =
‘“ Infernal quotations!” boomed Mr. Noggs.
*“Base words! Speak them not in my

presence, Roger! It seems that you and I
will dlﬂt,l, anless you adopt a more gentle

tone. REKcmember, my theatre is still my
own. I ocwe you money, and unless that
money is naid, you will seize my worldly
goods. So be it! But do not claim it until

it is yours.”?

“ There's no necd to speak like that—'’

“ And these boys have my permission to
produce their play,” continued Mr. Noggs
with dignity. *“ And what a play, Barton!
"Tis a pity you did not hear it.”

<T am not in the least interested,” said
Barton indifierently. . **Thank heaven, 1
haven’t got an artzstlc temperament! Left
to yourself, Andy, you would put on nothing
but highbrow stuff, and go bankrupt.”

Andy Noggs Iaughed bitterly.

¢“Am I then so prosperous?” he asked.
“Have these accursed melodramas lined my
pocsets with gold? During this tour,” Roger,
we have given the public rubbisli—at your
suggestion. And wheré do we stand?”

“The public wants rubbish—needs
bish!”’ retorted Barton.
best to push the show.
more than that.”

“Nay, I will grant that you have worked,”
said Mr. Noggs. “ 1t is fate. ‘Let llercules
nimself do »\hm, he may, the cat will mew,

rub-
“] am doing my
A man can’t do

and the dog will have his day —Shake-
speare.” :

“Confound your quotations,”” snapped
Barton.

He turned on his hreel, and walked off—
leaving the business he had come upon until
he was in a better mood. And very soon
afterwards it was time for the doors of
the theatre to he thrown open to the publie.
The St. Frank’s boys and the Moor View
¢irls had gone home—filled with the deter-
mination to learn their parts, and do heonour
{o the play.

And the theatrc meadow took on a de-
serted aspect.

It was a fine evening—sunny, warm, and
fresh with spring. Perhaps this had some-
thing to do with the poor attendance. At
all events, Mr. Noggs and his company took
the :tue to a nearly empty house. There
wasn’t a pound in the building.

And it was only natural that the actors
should slur their parts. There was nothing
to he enthusiastic about. :

** Empty benches again!” said Mr. Noggs,
as he stood in the wings. ‘“The luck never
changes, Barton! We are indeed cursed hy
fate.”?
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¢« Perhaps you'll realise that those boya
are only using you as a tool,”” growled Bar-
ton. “They’ve got yvou to lend them your
theatre—and where are they? Where's their
money? Not in your pay-box, Noggs!”’

«“They were generous at Bellton,”
Mr. Noggs gruffiy. :

< You're still near enough for them ¢to
come over for their own purpose,” sneered
Roger Barton. I tell you, they're not
worth troubling about.’”

“'Tis better that you should say nothing.
than give utterance to ungracious words,”
said the old showman. “I am disappointed
in yvou, Roger, As the hour of my crash
approaches, you grow more and more arro-
gant. I had thought better of you."’

arton lauched, and said no more. And

when Mr. Noggs took his cue and went on
"the stage again, the advance manager
walked out of the theatre, and looked round
in the evening sunlight. Ilis little car was
waiting in the road, and he glanced at his
wateh as he walked towards it.

“Just about time,”’ he muttered.
thought it was ecarlier.” |

Getting into the car, he drove off, and
didn’'t stovp until he was approaching the
main Bannington road. ere he turned up
a tiny side lane, and came to a halt near a
ramshackle gate. The car had hardly pulled
up before a man appeared from a little
spinney.

“I'm glad vou're here. Lister,” =aid Roger
- Barton. ¢ What about your report?”

The otlier man smiled. Ile was stout and
bluff-—a genial, infectious kind of individual.
But there was something about his eyes
which denoted craftiness. His face., too,
indicated a close and constant acquaintance-
ship with spirituous liquor. .

“Couldn't be better.” declared this
hibulous individual, in a husky, ingratiating

said

CCI

voice. ¢ If everything's all right your end,
you needn’'t worry about mine. Caistowe’s
done. I've worked every inn and hotel in

the place.
or two.” ;

“Good!™ <aid Mr. Parton, nodding. ¢If
(“aistowe's been properly worked, Jake, the

I've been glad of the extra day

old man ought to be at the end of his
tether within a fortnight. Ye've been
doing well. But don't forget that you've

ot to keep mum——"’

““No need ~to repeat that stuff,'” inter-
rupted Jacob Lister, with a grin. “I'm
wise, Barton. I haven't knocke:d about the
theatrical world for twenty years for
nothingz. You're giving me good money, and
I'm satisfied. Sounds funny, deesn’t it?”

““Infernally funny!”” agreed Alr. Burton.
“We don't meet many satisfied people these

days i

“I'll keep thiz job on as lorg as you
like,”* went on tiie other. **The waorst of
1t is. it'l soon [finish. Where do I go
nexty’:

“You've got the pluan
know the next piteh,” said Mr. Barton.
‘*Some one-horse village beyoud Caistowe,
I believe. You'd better not move on for a
bit, though. Give C(aistowe another dose
to-morrow, and then clear out. I'd better
be going now,” he added, glancing up and
down. ‘It would ruin everything if we
were seen together.” '

There was something significant in this
secret meeting—but also something start-
Jingly obviouz. The reason for Andy Noggs’
failure was as clear as daylight.  Roger
Barton, the man he trusted, was letting
him dowa, : .

It was such a simple plan, too—cunning
and sure. While Mr. Barton went in
advance of the show, and ostensibly boosted
it up, his secret accomplice made a stay
in every town and village. .and gave Mr.
Noggs o bad name. Lister, in fact, was in
the habit of making a round of the public
houses. Here be would get friendly with
the natives, and advise them to ignore the
coming show., With the seeds thus sown,
each town or village was rapidly circulating
the bad reports.

of the tour—you

And by tbe time Mr. Noggs and his
theatre arrived, any prospective business

had bean practically killed. Jacob Lister
was the very man for such work as this—
for he had the full qualifications of a con-
fidenee trickster., While being unscrupulous,
e was not only affable in manner, but
possessed the knack of plausibility and con-
viction. IIe could make people believe just
what he told them—and he seemed so
cenuinely hionest that few doubted him.

And thus Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs was
being duped by his own manager. This man
Lad lent him mouney—and had so effected
the legal transactions that in due course—
failing the repayment of certain sums—
the entive property would lawfully pass into
his own hands.,

An lhonest manager would have set Mr.
Nogzgs on the road to fortune. But a dis-
honest manager was leading him into bank-
ruptcy and ruin. Ever since this tour had
started, the old showman had met with
failure. And even now he had no deep sus-
picion regarding Barton’s true activity.
Just recently he had detected a change in
Barton’s manner, and a subconscious idea
was beginning to take shape in his mind.
But Iie had no open doubht. He gave all his
energies ond all his thoughts to the produc-
tion of his plays.

A week or two more, and the bad busi-
nesz vwould have jts inevitable result. Mr.
Nogas wouid be unable to clear those pay-
ments, and Roger Barton would .step in, and
claim the entire property. It was a swindle
from start to finish—but a swindle which
came within tlic Jaw., Barton had taken
zood care to Kkeep on the sate side,

Yrould e lis  contemptible
enterpring? '

epteceed  in
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FHAPTER IX.
®YCRAFT’S CAPTURE.

ARJORIE TEMPLE,
of the Moor View
Sehool, shook her
head.

“It’s not good
Archie,”” she said
“JIt won't do at all.”

“* Nou really?” asked Archie Glenthorne,
with  concern, “I mean, what's the
absolute fault? 1 thought the good old
lines were coming out somewhat snappily.”

“That’s just it—they’re coming out foo
spappily,” said the girl. ““You've got to
remember, Archie, that you're supposed to
be proposing to me in this scene.”

“Good gad!”

“You needn't make those ridiculous ex-
pressions!?? frowned Marjorie, *‘1t's only
a play. You mustn’t speak your lines so
formally—and in such stilled tones. When
a fellow’s proposing to a girl, he’s gobt to
be more gentle. Try and be natural, Archie
-~put some real emotion into it. 1’m sure
Browne will jump on you if you don't.”

Archie looked alarmed.

“ Absolutely!>” lhe said, in distress.
‘“0dds volcanoes and fireworks! DBrowne is
an absolute blighter, if you know what I
mean. A\ dashed chunk of electricity. Ever
shnce this morning, he’s been whizzing hither
and thither, bunging about a thousand volts
into every chappie he comes across. 1 mean
to say, the old lad positively c¢xudes
sparks!”’

““And quite right,
““the producer

MR

1 | A

cnougi,
firmty,

too,’” said Marjorie.
of a play has got to be

active—and  hard-hearted, too—or he'd
never get  aunything done properly. I

wouldn’t take on DBrowne’s job for worlds!”

“The dear old egg scems to like it!”

“That’s just Browne’s way,” nodded Mar-
forie, ‘‘Ile always enjoys himself wlien he’s
going all out. 1le can’t bear to keep still.
He's a wonderful sort of fellow, you know
S0 we’ve got to look out for ourselves.
Let’s get this scene right, Archie.”

“Oh, rather!’’ said Archic feebly.

They were quite alone in the seclusion of
the Junior Sports’ Pavilion on Little Side.
It was the following ecvening, and all the
amateur actors and aciresses had been peg-
zing away at their parts since the previous
night., There had been no slackers. They
had entered into the play with full and over-
whelming eunfhusiasm.

They couldn't do anything else. Wiiliam
Napoleon Browne wouldn't let them. There
was something to he said for Archie's des-
cription of the schoolboy producer. All day
lonz Browne had literally been an electric
wire. He was out to get things done—and
they were being done. This was Browne
all over.- He was a talker, he was a brag-
gart (in his own innocvous way), but, above
all, he was a man of action.

And in various parts of the school, the
youthiul artists were getting down to hard
work. At thHis eariy stage, ol course,
nothing cohesive could be attempted. 1t
was just a series or confuseda scraps. 1o
wouid be like this for some littie time—
and an outsider would have gone oif his
nhead with the tangie ot 1t all. Producing a
play is a task that demands infinite patience
and an angelic temper,

“ Now, you've got your lines right, haven't
you?’? asked Marjorie, in a bhusinessiike way.
“We're just taking this on= little scene
now, Archie. Don’t try to do too much.
¥e shall only make a mess of it if we run
before we can walk.”

‘“ A somewhat choice expression, old girl,”
agreed Archie,

Marjorie was thoroughly enjoying hersclf,
Like almegt every other girl, she had the
natural instincts of an actress. And she
was fairly revelling i this unexpected treat.
Her own part was a small one, but she was
bent upon making the most of it.

The three really important feminine roéles
in the play were being taken by Irene, Doris
and Ena. But there was one particular
scene where Marjorie could reveal some
ability as a soubrette. Browne had given.
her the part after a final selection, and she
was particuiarly pleased with it because
most of her *‘business ?’ was in connection
with Archie. Browne had evidently had an
eye to this when he mad. the choice,

“Now, don’t forget, Archie, you’re sup-
posed to be desperately in love,” countinucd
Marjorie. ‘¢ All through the first act you've
hardly said a word to me—but in this scene
vou plueck up your courage and propose.”

*“ Absolutely !”” said Archie, embairassed,

“You've learnt your lines, havén’t you?”’

“Q0h, rather! Didn’t you hear me just
now? '

“Y did!”  said Marjorie, grimly. 1%
won't do like that, Archie. You’ve got to
be ever so much more affectionate.”

“Good gad! I—I inean——>

“You've got to kneel at my feet, accord-
ing to tde stage directions, and then pro-
pose,” continued Marjorie calmly. “I'm
only fooling with you, of course, but 1'm
supposed to be a saucy young minx, so I
accept you in loving terms.”

“0dds heart throbs!”? murmured Archie.

“All right, then—let’s go ahcad,” con-
tinued the girl, “I’ll sit just where I am,
and you've got to stand over there, and
then throw yourself at my feet. Keep hoid
of your part, you silly! You're bound to
forget your lines, and you'll nced it to
refer to.” ; o

Archie was enjoying himself, too—but the
whole situation was so dashed embarrassing.
The worst of it was, he had a particularly
alfectionate regard for Marjorie, and this
sort of situation—although only play-acting
—was somewhat perilous,

“New ihen!” prompted Marjorie,



¢ 0Oh, rather!” stammered Archie, gazing
olassily at his part. < What ho! "So this
is where we start the good old scene,
what?”’
at Marjorie lovingly. ¢ Phyllis, old girl,
can't vou give me a little hope? I'm going
about in a daze—I1 can't sleep or eat! 1
mean to say, the whole thing's foul——"’

«That last bit isn't in the play!® inter-
rupted Marjorie.
«“Eh? Absolutely not,”” said Archie.

¢ Put it's so dashed diflicult to stick to the
cood old lines. A chappie is inclined to
yun off—--"?

< Well, vou mustn't run off,”” put in Mar-

jorie. “Tor goodness’ sake, Archie, pull
yvourself together and drop all your con-
eciousness. You’ll never play the part unless
vou act naturally.”

~ Thus chided, Archiz made a noble effort,
and managed to throw off his embarrass-
ment. 1le becamne almost too fervent.

It was a pure chance that Mr. llorace

Pyeraft, mastcr of the Fourth Form, hap-
pened to be taking a stroll on the playinz
fields. It was a fine evening, and Mr.
I'veraft was thinking de.ply of a geo-
~graphical text boosk he was writing.
- e approached the Junior Pavilion in a
state of abstraction, but suddenly paused.
Before actually revealing his presence ¢o
those within, he halted. Voices came to his
ears.

“You must, Phyllis—dear old-girl, T can’t
bear to live without you!’’ came a voice
which was unmistdkably the property of
Archie Glenthorne, ¢ Dash it, I love you so
much that &

““0Oh, how can you!" came a girl’'s voice,
“How ean you!”

“Ii’s no good—I've got to allow the old
flow to burst forth!” went on Archie
passionately. ¢ Phyllis, darling, if you don’t
marry me I shall absolutely perish! 1 mean
it, dearest!” ‘

“Mr. Pycraft heard a happy {feminine
sigh. ‘
“Aly darling!” came ifarjorie’s vojce,

soft and trembling.
Mr. Pyeraft stood stock still, horrified.

“ Good heavens!” he muttered. ¢ What
is this? What scandalous- 2

“My own, own darling!’’ came the girl's
voice again. *“I knew you loved me, but
1 was afraid to let you see that I loved you,
top!®

Mr, Pveraft didn’t waste another moment.
e strode round the angle of the pavilion,
and stared. Iis face tecok on an expression
of amazed scupefaction as he saw Archie
Glenthorne kneeling at a girl's feet, with
_}t'i_is arms eclasping her  with fervent affec-
ion.

_“GLEXTHORNE!” roared Mr. Pyecraft,
like the Dblast from an electric horn.

Archie gave one gulp, and recled to his

feet.
bleated. 01d

“What?" he “Cood gad!

He glanced at his lines, and gazed’

 had been real!

What-ho!

Pieface! I—I should say—-
sorry, dear old chunk of vegetation!” ~

‘¢ (;lenthorne!’” stormed  Mr. Pyeraft.
“What does this mean? As for you, my
young lady, the best thing you can do is to
g0 back to your school at once! You
impudent young hussy!”?

Marjorie flamed up with indignation—and
then suddenly threw her head back, and
broke into a peal of uncontrollable laughter.
she had suddenly grasped the comic nature
of the situation. Mr, Pycraft thought it

“ Disgraceful!’”” shouted the Form-master.
“ Glenthorne, you will come with me! This
matter shall be reported to vour Iouse-
master without a moment's delay. I have
never heard of such nn outragcous——2?

“Good gad!” gasped Archie. ¢ You—you
don’t think——?"’

“SILENCE, sir!” thundered Mr. Pyeraft.

““ But, dash it, I mean to say——"

““Not another word, Glenthorne!” inter:
rupted the master. “I heard enough-——!
saw enough! XNo exeuse from you can possi-
bly militate against the cutrageous nature
of your behaviour. You, o mere boy! It
is scandalous—appalling !

“Oh, Archie!” sobbed Marjorie.
the funny things-—"

“You had befter go, my girl!” shaouted
Mr. Pycraft, “Make no mistake—this
matter shall be reported to your headmistress
also! Glentherne, come with me!”

“I’'ll come, too, Archie!” chuckled Mar-
jorie, her eyes dancing with merriment. ,
“But, odds errors and bloomers!” gurgled
Archie. “You're wrgng, old horse! There's

absolutely nothing A

“Enough!” panted the Form-master ¢
can well understand your confusion, Glen-
thorne—but 1 must confess that I am
startled by the appalling self-possession of
this young lady! Heaven only knows what
the modern girl is coming to!™

“Of all

CHAPTEL X.
THE LURE OF THE STAGE.

R. HORACE P Y-
CRAFT was a most
unpleasant 1ndi-
vidnal when he

liked. And he generally liked.
The TI'ourth Form had more
than once passed an unani-
motus vote that Mr., Pycraft, like the gentle-
man in the ¢ Mikado’ song, would never
be missad. ‘

Upon the whole, the Fourth Form just
managed to get along without any open
ruptures. But Mr. Pycraft was a severe
thorn in the Form’s side. He had a disagree-
ahle knnck of interfering in matters that
did not concern him. And it was a pastime
which he thoroughly enjoyed.

He really thought he had made a sensa-
tional capture here. A mere Removite



making passionate love to a Moor View girl.
The thing was not only startling, but utterly
scandalous. AMr. Pycrait never thought of
asking for an explanation. The alfair didn’t
seem to need one.

Archie-was too startled to find any -vords,
and he was marched into the Ancient House
almost before he could recover his wits.
Marjorie loyally kept him ecompany, and she
was bubbling over with enjoyment. She
hﬁdn’t hoped for such a rich situation as
* this, - ' ,

By a lucky chance, Nelson Lee was just
coming through the lobby as they entered—
and there were a number of juniors standing
about, too. Mr. Pycrait’s eyes gleamed.
There was. nothing he liked better than
““roasting ’* a fellow in public.

“Mr. Lee,” he shouted, **I wish to report
this boy!” B

KEverybody turned, and listened with in-
terest. There was something in Mr., Py-
crait’s tone which indicated an exceptional
crime. And Marjorie Temple’s laughing eyes
were intriguing, too. There was something
rather rich behind all this,

“Indeed?” said Nelson Lee smoothly.
“I am sorry, Glenthorne, if you bave been
getting in trouble. I should like to hear
the nature of your complaint, Mr. Pycraft.”

“A startling nature, sir—very startling!”
exclaimed the Form-master, with enjoyment.
“You may find it very difficult to helieve,
but I found this unfortunate boy making
violent love to this—this young lady! It is
quite in keeping with her effrontery that
she should be here at the moment.”

“¢¢ Ha, 'ha, ha!”

The juniors; having heard so much, yelled.

They all knew that Archie was rather
sweet, on Marjorie. But to hear that he had
been making violent love to her was dis-
tinetly rich—and distinctly worth a laugh.

“How—how dare you?” raved Mr..Pycraft,
swinging on the crowd. ¢ This i3 no matter
for hilarity! Mr. Lee, this boy was kneel-
ing before the girl, and clasping her! Actu-
ally eclasping her! I need scarcely tell
yocu that I was inexpressibly shocked!”’

“Good gad!” breathed Archie. ‘“The dear
old chappie has got (he thing absolutely
WwWrong——"’ .

“Don’t dare to deny it, you graceless
young scamp!” shouted Mr. Pycraft, 1
came upon the pair accidentally, sir, and X
distinetly heard this boy ask the girl to
marry him!”

“Ha, ha, hai” howled the crowd.

““ And she, the young hussy, said that she
-loved him, and——"

‘“ Really, Mr. Pycraft, there must be some
mistake,”” interrupted Nelson Lee, in aston-
ishment. “I have no wish to. deuht the
sinc:lqrity 91’ yvour complaint, but I can hardly
credit——" ik

“I can assure Yyou, sir, my edars and my
eyes were not deceived,”” panted the TForm-
master, confrsad by the general hilarity.

‘““ Glenthorne, what have yon {o say?”
asked Nelson Lee.

* Absolutely
Archie.
frightful lot!

nothing, sir,” burst out
**That is, of course, ahsolutely a
Marjorie and I wegre in the
Pavilion when Mr, Pycraft hove in sight
without a dashed word of warning. I mean,
there we wer>, absolutely alone, and this—
this dome of silence stole round the -
corner—"’ e

“How dare you refer
terras 7> shouted Mr., Pycraftt,
sir, the boy actually admits

to me in such
“You sece,

22

‘** Absolutely not!” interrupted Archie
warmly. ““ Absolutely not, with oxidised
fittings! Marjorie just re-

| and I were
hearsing, dash it!” :
*Ba, ha, hal”
““ Rehearsing ?
smocthly.
““Rehearsing?’ bleated Mr., Pycraft. a
flood of light dawning upon him like a
horrible vision. * You—you mean—— Goocd

repeated Nelson 1Lee

heavens! Surely 3 .
“Old Browne’s play, -sir,” explained
Archie, with dignity. “Marjorie and .1

are in it, you know. We were just running
through the good old parts—rehearsing the
love scene in the second act. Good gad!
The bally affair was {irightfully difficult,
tool’” . :

“Mr. Pycraft made a mistake, and he
wouldn’t let us explain,” laughed Marjorie.
“There was nothing in it, Mr. Lee—we were
only—-" '

“I quite understand,” interrupted Nelson
Lee, smiling. ‘I have heard about this
play, and it seems evident that you two are
progressing famously—or Mr. Pyeraft would
not have made such an unfortunate mistake.
You see, Mr. Pycraft, there is really no-
thing—-"’

“I had no idea!’ panted Mr, Pyeraft,
covered with confusion. ¢ Really, I—1 feel
most distressed. I must apologise to you,

my boy—and to you, too, young lady. I—I
really thought—-"
The TFourth Form master fled, further

words deserting him. ' The roars of laughter
from the listening crowd threw him into a
state of the utmost disorder, And he-
needed no further telling that he had made
an awful ass of himself.

Nelson Lee smiled, and went his way, and
Archie promptly invited Marjorie {0 tea In
Study E—quite forgetting that lhie had issued
this Invitation earlier. Tea was to be the
culmination of the programme. and Phipps
was already bustling about, making preparas
tions.

The other fellows dispersed, too, chuckling
hugely over Mr. Pycrait’s blunder.

¢“He had the decency fo apologise, any-

{ how,”” griuned Church, as he and McClure

went along to Study D. “That was a bit
of a miracle for Pycrait.”

“YWell, he couldn’t do anything else,”” said
MeClure., ¢ After making such accusations,
he was compelled to blurt out seme sort of
apology. .. 0ld Handy ought 1o have been
there—ne’d have had something to say.” :



himself to-day,” said
church thoughtfully. ‘I believe he’s started
on that play of his! The poor old ass
doesn’t seem to realise that it takes an ex-
perienced man to write a play! It’s no good
_pointing -these things out—— Hallo, what’s
this?”’ :

» They had arrived at Study D, but the door
refused to open.

«“Locked!” said McClure.
door, you ass!”

No response came from within. . It was
tea-time, and Church and McClure were a
bit late. They had heen putting in some

v football practice, and were the owners of
keen appevites. Some little time earlier
they had stocked the study cupboard with
the wherewithal for a substantial meal. TFor
they all happened to be in funds at the
moxent. ; : -

“What about this door?” roared Church.
«“« Handy, it’s tea-time, you chump! Open
the door, blow you!”

There came the sound of

¢« He hasn’t been

Hi, open this

a shifting chair,

«“ Clear off!”? roared Handforth’s voice.
“I'm busy?!”’

“ But. what about our tfea?” howled
Chureh.

“Go and have tea in Hall!”?

“1t’s too late now!” shouted Church in-
dignantly. ¢ Besides, we’ve got a cupkoard
full ¢f rolls and buns and sardines—-"

“T ecan’t help your troubles!” shouted
Handforth. *“1’'m too busy for tea! I'm
in the middle of my new play! Buzz off, or
you'll ruin the flow!
here for hours!” :

Chunch and MecClure looked 2t one ancther
with grim purpose.

CHAPTER XI.
HANDY’'S LATEST,

HURCH’S eyes sud-
denly gleamed.

C “Your new play?”

he called, with bhis

mouth close to the keyhole.
“By jingo, Handy, have you

. got really started on it
then?”’
“It’s half-finished!” retorted Handforth.

“And I'm not going to be interrupted by
vou idiots. By George, who cares about
“tevens and his giddy old play? Who ecares

- a fig for old Browne? This play of mine
15 going to knock spois off everything!”

_ **Good for you, old.man!”’ said Church
heartily. “I say, we’d love to hear some
¢ vour play! TI’ll bet it’s a corkex!”

‘&t There was a momentary silence within,
AleClure was looking startled, but Chureh
gave him a significant glance.:

“Sorry, but it’s the only way!”’
“What a cost!” breathéd AlcClare
1]'}&11}". ;

- The door opened snddenly, and Handforth
tlcod there. He was looking flushed and
¢lated. He had known from the start that

dis-

You’re not coming in

““Good !’ said Mr. Barton, nod-
ding.  If Caistowe’s been properly |
worked, Jake, the old man ought to be
at the end of his tether within a fort-
night. We’ve been doing well. But
don’t forget that you’ve got {o keep
mum B » I,_,I :

Tl

his chums would he joyfully interested in his
play—but he had never expected them to
ask for it. _

“Come in!” he said briskly. I suppose
I might as well read you some of it. You’d
better get ready for a surprise, tvo. I'm
geing to make your hair stand on end.”

“We’re prepared for that,” said MeClure
resignedly.

“FKirst of all, we’ll have some fea,” re-
marked Church, bustling over to the cup-
board, ‘“Where's the kettle? Who the
dickens has pinched the kettle? It ought to
have been hoiling by this time—-"

“Never mind about tea!” eroared Hand-
forth, glaring.

“But it’s past the time—""

“Blow the time!”’

‘““ Besides, we shall mneed .something +to
brace us up!”’ urged Church. “A cup. of
tea will come in handy after a page or two
of your play! We must have something 2

“I hadn’t thought of that!” said Hand-
forth, nodding. “You’ll need reviving, my
sons! This play of mine is a hair-raiser!
None of your wishy-washy, sentimental tosh!
It's a gripper-—a thriller! The scene’s laid
on the high seas. It’s all about a pirate
king! A fearful robber, who plunders every
ship he comes across.”

“That ought to be
gcaid Chureb, nodding.

simple to produce,”
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““The production isn’t my business!” re-
torted Handforth. “1I'm the author! I'm
not supposed to worry over those details!
The first act happens off the eoast of Corn-

wall. There’s a fearful storm, and the ship
sinks——"’ _ .
““In full view of the audience?” asked

McClure, with interest.

“No, vou fathead!” snorted Handiorth.
“The scene i3 blacked out, and the chaps
talk about it in the next act—on the Spanish
Main. Wait a minute—I'll read you some
of it. The chief character is Captain
Sculland Crossbones, and he’s got a girl in
hi§ power—she’s been rescued from a Spanish
walleon, snd she can’t speak a word of
English.”

““ Her part’s in Spanisl,, then?” asked
AMeClure.

“Yes! Eh?” said Handforth, with a
start. < By George, I shall have fo cut

“out that bit where she says she can't speak

English. It might be rather awkward for
Trene.  We don’t want her to go to the

trouble of learning Spamnish.”

“We don’t want the audience to have the
same trouble, either,” grinned Church.
““But, T say! Irene ecan’'t play a Spanish
airl. She's fair—and Spanish girls are dark,
with dazzling eyes.”

Handforth waved bhis hand,

“This Spanish girl's going to be fair!” he
retorted firmly., ¢ Neow, listen! The first
scene i3 on the deck of the pirate ship, the
Plunderer. Captain Crossbones is talking to
Lis mate, Siimon Swashbuckler. All round,
the cut-throat crew is grouped. You've got
to picture that, beecause that’s bow it'll
appear on the stage.”

““ Go ahead,” said Church.

“Captain Crosshones waves his hand. and
points to thie Cornish coastline,” said Hand-
forth. “ Now, this is where the play begins,
so pay attention. Captain Crossbones: * Yo-
ho! Avast, ve lubbers! I want volunteers
for the raid on Sir Jasper Bigacre's estate.
Auny lubber who doesn’t volunteer will be
chucked overboard to the sharks! "

“So they had sharks in Cornwall in pirate
days?’’ asked BMecClure, with inferest.

“ Author’s licence,” said Handiorth calmly.
“Don't interrupt, vou ass! And leave that
cake alone, Mac! How do you expeci me 10
read my play when you're munching cake in
front of my face?”

“1 only took one
cruffly.

“We'll have tea when DI’ve finished!”’
said Handforth grimly. “Now, sil down
over there, and attend to me. The Mate
speaks next, and he stalks across the stage
and gives a roar. This is how 1{ goes on:

SIMON SWASHBUCKLER:

bite,” said MeClure

Now for the

raid, boys! There's smugglers on this |
coast, and it's Yeo-ho for a bottie of
rum! By the spinnaker boom! Any

rotter who doesn’t come on this jape
will walk tue plank!

ttinued

CAPTAIN CROSSBOXNES: So look alive, my
heartics!

THI: MATE: Don't forget the Spanish girl,
captain.

THE CAPTAIN: What Spanish eirl?

THIE MATE: The one those Cornishi chaps
rescued from the Spanish galleon. She’s
a giddy corker! If we can only get her
aboard the higeger, we'll wangle a ran-.
somt of two hundred quid!

“That’s the end of the first scene,” con-
Handforth. “The curtain comes
down, and the next seene shows the interior
of Sir Jasper’s mansion. Sir Jasper and
Lady Bigacres are sibtting at dinner with
the Spanish girl, Signorita Juanita. The

window suddenly bursts in, and Captain
Cl}‘Eashones appears, all dressed in dazzling
Si -‘JJ

““ Not bad,” said Church, nodding. ¢ That
ought to make a thrill. Was the ecaptain
wearing dazzling silk at the end of the
first scene??

“0Of course ol, you ass!? '

“But he’s on the stage when the curtain
drops—and he comes on again as soon &3
the curtain rises,”” argued Church.  How
long do you reckon they'll take to change
the scene?™!

“0Oh, it’ll cxly be a drop curtain—aboug
a minute.,”

“Who's going to play Captain Cross-
bones?*’ ' '

“1 am, of.course.”

“Then you’ll have to get a bit of a
hustle on when you change your giddy
clothes,” grinned Churech. “It’s not a pic--
ture, you know! If you've only got a
minute between the {wo scenes, I don’t .

see how you're going to change into dazzling
silk, my son!? '

Handforth looked rather startled.

“My hat!” he said blankly. <I hadn’t
thought of that, you know.”

““But they’r. the things that trip you up
when you're writing a play,” said MeClure
sagely., “If you'’re writing a Trackett Grim
story, you can do as vou like. But when
vou're writing a play you've got fto visualise
it. Everything's got to happen, remember—
so it’s ne pood shoving in stufi like that.”

“You’ve .got that Spanish girl wrong,
too,” sad Church. “She ought to be
senorita. Signorita iz Italian.”

Handforth glared. '

“If you're going to stand there and.
criticise, I won’t read another word!” he
roared. “Not another syllahle! Now,
listen! Captain Crossbones stalks into the
rcom, and grabs Irene—I mean, the Spanish

air] :

CAPTAIN CROSSBONES: This weneh is
mine! Any rotter who tries to rescue
hier will have to settle with me!
JASPER BIGACRES: ’Sdeath! Un-
hand the maiden, you pirate dog! FYail
to do so, and, by my halidom, I'll
run  you through! Wile, fetch my
rapier!

SIR



THE ST, FRANK'S WEEXLY

LADY BIGACRES: Ay, that will I!
(She rushes out of the room, and
all the pirates come flooding through
the window. S8ir Jasplr is collareu,
and bound to one of the chairs. The
girt is carried out. Then LADY
BIGACRES comes back,)

- THE CAPTAIN: Too late, mistress! ‘lhe

girl has gone, and your husband is
helpless.
SIR JASPER: You lie!
(He suddeniy tears his bonds

asunder, and flings the heavy arm-
chair across the room. It falls upon
one of the pirates, and kills him on
the spot. SIR JASPER grabs his
rapier, and the terrific fight starts.)

¢« Hold on!” interrupted Church feebly.
**What about that pcor chap who gets
killed? That might be all right in a
story, but it can't happen on the stage,
you chuinp!”’

“Why can’t 11?7 demanded -Handforth.
1 suppose you'lli get a new actor every
night?> asked Church sarcastically.
sides, it couldn’t be done. Nobody could
throw a chair across the room in exactly
the same spot at every performance. And
haven't you got a bit too much drama in
it, old man? The play hasu’t been going
more than three minutes, and it’s bunged
iull of thunder 23

“Three minutes!” echoed Handforth
witheringly, “You fathead, we’ve nearly
got, to the end of the first act! There’s
only another two like it in the whole show.”

McClure took a deep breath,

. ““Then perhaps it won’t be so bad, after
all,” lhe murmured faintly,

CHAPTER XII.
BROWNE SETTLES 1T.
[y ANDFORTH wWas
L thorcughly warmed
up by now, and he

; didn’t éven notice that
Fis chums were preparing tea

as though he wasn’t in the
e room. The ketile was nearly
boiling, and Chureh was putting the tea
im thie pot. McClure busied himself with

¥a loaf of bread and sonie butter.

“This fight goes on for about five
minutes,?>  continued  Handforth. “Sir
Jasper gets the worst of it, and loses his
rapier. C(Captain Crosshones puts his pistol
mnfo Sir Jasper’s chest and fires. Sir Jasper
falls to the stage, dead. Now that’s the
end of the second scene. 'The next one
1Is on the hign seas, and there’s a tre-
mendous storm raging. The deck is heaving
up and down In an awful way.”?

“Don’t forget the deck would be the
stage,”” said Church.
4"‘_‘That-’s all rigit—they can do these
viings,? replicd Handforth ecarelessly. A

*“ Be- }

boat, 13;15' just come up, and two men get
out of Iit. They are dragged on to ¢he
deck, dripping. Now it goes on;

THE CAPTAIN! What’s all this? Who the
dickens are these chaps? Stand up, you
lubbers, and let’s have a look at you!

(The two men suddenly spring upon
the CAPTAIN, and hold him, They
are agents of the Camorra, and
they’ve come to rescue the girl from
the pirates. One of them shoves a
stiletto into the CAPTAIN’S side,
but he’s wearing chain-mail, and it
snaps off.)

THE CAPTAIN: You rotter! 8o ibat’s
what you do after we rescune vou from
the deep! Take these lubbers below,
and shéve them in irons!

THE MATE: Why not make them walk
the plank?

THE CAPTAIN: By the mainmast! So I
will!  Rig out the plank, you scum!

We'll soon send these bounders to the
sharks!
(The two members of the Camorra
are made to walk the plank, and
this gives a fine thrill. End of the
scene. 'The next sceme is a jungle
in the West Indies, and Signorita
Juanita is lost in the forest. 1t’s pour-
ing with rain, and she’s soaked. A
terrific snake attacks her, but she is
saved In the nick of time by LIEU-
TENANT CHALMERS, of the Royal
Navy, who dashes on, and shoots
the thing with his revolver.)
LIEUTENANT CHALMERS: Saved! Another
minute, and that snake would have
stung you! Who are you? 1 have nevey
seen such a pretty girl in all my life!
JUANITA: I am the daughter of a Spanish
grandee. Save me! Take me away from
this awiul place! The pirates are on
my trail, and if they catch me I shall
die! Obh, save me!

“That’s as far as I've got,” said Hand-
forth, with-catisfaction. “In the next act,
of course, we come to the real action. Lieu-
tenant Chalmers takes fthe girl to the de-
stroyer he commands 2

“ Destroyer?”’ repeated Church.
“ Destiroyers are always commanded
lieutenants, you ass!”

“ But there weren't any destroyers in the
time of pirates, Handy,” said McClure.
“You ean’t put that in! And yon haven't

by

explained how Juanita escaped from the
pirates, or what she was doing in a
jungle,?? '

“And how !re you going to get the
rain???  demanded Church. “1 suppose
you're going .0 flood the stage every

night 2> .

“I've seen rain on the stage!? argued
Handforth. ‘“‘They can 1fake "all theose
dodges—— Hallo! Don’t secoff all the sar-
dines, yeu rotters! And when did you make

fthat tea— =2



“ Pardon the intrusion, but nobody ap-
pears to invite me to enter, so I must dis-
creetly announce my presence,” said Wil-
liam Napoleon Browne, from the doorway.
«1 crave a chair.”

. “You can’t bave any of our chairs!”
growled Handforth. )

Browne sank down into one with a worn-
ouf air.

“Just in time!” he murmured. ¢ Much
as I regret to state the fact, I am re-
luctantly compelled to speak the truth.
I was on the verge of collapse, Brother
Handforth. I have heard much. Too much.”

“Have you been listening to my plays?”
asked Handforth sharply. = “ By George,
that's luecky!”

One

me to recover my usual robust health.
needs a certain amount of time to recuper-

ate. Am I to understand that this is the;
commencement of a play?”

“It’s my new triumph,” said Handforth,
nodding.  When tlmt play’s produced it’ i
create a sensation v

be¥

“ Alas, that so much effort should
wasted,”” said Browne pensively. “This is
certainly an cccasion for strong action—
an occasion for firmness. I must not flinch -
from this 'unpleasant task.”

He mournfully tore the script into shreds,
and dropped them +4nto the blazing fire.
Then he gave a breath of thankfulness, and
beamed.
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“It depends upon the point of view,”
murmured Browne. ‘“Personally, I do not
count myself very fortunate. Kindly allow
me, brother. I missed the early scenes.
Might 1 give them a casual. glimpse.”

Browne pick d up the manuscript with-
out waiting for Handforth’s approval. He
turned the pages sadly. Now and again, as
he read the masterpiece, iie winced. Church

and MecClure” watched him with keen en-
joyment,

“Well?” demanded Handforth, as Browne
paused.

“4¢0One moment, Brother Edward!” caid the‘

Fifth-Former. ¢ One moment! Kindly allow

“’Twas best!”” he murmured.
trouble to thank me——*

Handforth uttered a curious sound at the
back of his throat. He had only just appre-
ciated the fact that his precious play had
been cast to the flames. Church and
McClure gave one another a glance of tllank-}
fulness, and went on with their tea.

“My play!”’ hooted Handforth, at last.
“You've put it in the fire!”

““ Exactly,”” nodded Browne.

““You've burnt it!” howled
wildly.

“The best thmﬂ that could happen to’ if,
I assure vou.’

“Do nod

Handforth
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s vou—you Fifth-Form  idiot!”> roared
Handforth. * You’ve destroyed

‘And I haven’t got a copy of it!”

«« A grateful thought, indeed!” murmured

Rrowne, strolling towards the door. “‘I re-
gret, Brother Handforth, that 1 should have
found it necessary to take such a drastic

step—but in cases of this sort one must

whe cruel in order to be merciful.”

Handforth fairly danced.

v My play!”’ he gasped. *“Oh, by George!
1 shall have to write it all over again!
‘And I shall never be able to repeat those
wonderful passages. They’ve gone for cver!
They're lost to the world!?

“The world ill doubtless survive,”” said
Browne genially. *Iorgive me for taking
such high-handed action, brother, but your
play was ghastly, There is, indeed, no
adequate word to fully describe it. One day,
perhaps, you will rvealise what a service
1’ve done you. Be guided by one who kinows,
and confine yourself .o such harmless tripe
as Trackett Grim. Remember, I am speak-
 ing for your own good.?

Browne nodded, and calmly passed out
of the study. Church and McClure very
wisely gave their fu.l attention to the tea-
table. Inwardly, they regarded William
Napoleon Browne as a benefactor to man-
ki;1d~but they kept this opinion to them-
.5eives. _ I

The Fifth-Former’s action had been high-
handed in the extreme—for, strictly speak-
‘ing, he ‘had had no right to tear Hand-
forth’s property up in that way. But his
conscience would not allow him to leave
the study without destroying that deadly
cffusion. '

“My play!” breathed Handforth hoarsely.
“I've a good mind to prosecute him! Did
~you ever see anything like it? He tore it
up, and chucked it into the fire! Right in
front of my eyes!” |

] asked Church

-“Tea, Handy?”
thetically.

“Tea!” thundered Handforth. “Isn’t there
something more important to think about?
The rotter! T'll get even! He can’t choke
me off like that! It’s only jealousy—
nothing else!”

For a moment or two, he strode up and
down the study, and he soon seemed to
get over the shock. For his eves began
to gleam, and he uttered a chuckle,

. “Well, it doesn’t matfer so much,” he
#1d. ‘“Perhaps that play wasn’t my real
masterpiece, after all. T've got a better
"~ idea! This time I'm going {o make it a
'n}?dern play—and not about the sea at
Iil’ ’,’

“*“You’re going to write
Msked Church faintly.

“Yes, rather! A real corker!” declared
Handforth. “I’ll lay the scene in London—
I Limehouse! We’ll get Chinese into it
and an opium. den—-"

- But Church and McClure were
to hear the details.

sympa-

another one?”

{00 darod

my play!

of Steveuns,

CHAPTER XIII,
A GENERAL INVITATION,

LYSSES SPENCER
ADAMS was passing
the notice-board in
the Ancient House

lobby a few days later when
he came to a halt.

- _ “Gee! That bird’s suge

: v 132 "y h‘i’l‘-

some little booster!” he grinned. Tle

foiks might think there was something
great about that punk play of his.,”

De Valerie, who was passing, gave an

inquiring look,

“What’s the trouble?” he asked,

“Say, what do you know about this?”
asked the American boy, indicating the
board. “Looks like Browne is asking for
trouble, He’s inviting the fellows to get
busy around that first’ performance this
evening. He’s sure a regular feller.”

Cecil De Valerie had a look at the notice.
It was midday, and a half-holiday. The
March morning had been windy and rainy,
but the prospects for ifootball were not
spoilt.  The St. Frank’s Junior ¥leven was
playing an important home fixture—but, In
spite of - this, a considerable amount of
interest was displayed in the forthcoming
production of Stevens’ play.

It was generally known that the first
performance was to be given that evening—
or, rather late that afternoon, for it had to
be over before Mr. Noggs’ usual opening
time. |

The fellows would be able to finish
foothall match comfortably, and still
over to Caistowe, where Noggs’ Imperial
Theatre was now situated. Nipper had
purposely fixed the start of this match at
an earlier hour than usual.

De Valerie, like most of the other Remove
fellows, had been taking an interest in the
serappy rchearsals. For these had been in
progress during the dast few dAys—in the
junior studies, in the playing fields, and all
sorts of odd corners. Once or twice Browne
had rallied his company together and had
held a full rehearsal. And now, at last, a
complete performdnee was to be given on
the actual stage. -

Browne had been working like a horse.
Indeed, only he knew the amount of work
that had been entailed—with the possible
exception of Stevens. Stevens, as the owner
of the play—and therefore acting as the
author—had been in close contact with the
production from the start. Not once had
Browne made a move without the consent

the
geb

And now, after days of confusion, the
play was beginning to leok ship-shape.

Even to-day’s performance would only be
like a full dress rehearsal. But the live
wire of the Fifth was satisfied with the
progress, and was determined to attempt a
full performance. :

“An invitation, eh?” said De Valerie, as



PR PN

THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“We shall have to

he regarded the notice.
run along and see this, Adams.”

“Maybe,” said Adams, nodding.

“You don’t seem very enthusiastic.”

“Aw, gee, this stuff doesn’t give me any
kick,”” said the American hoy. *“You can't
pull that kind of dope on me.
passed me up, to0o.”

“He did what?”

“I offered myself as a snappy actor, and
that guy gave me the air!” snorted Adams.

Browne

“For the love of Mike!" You won’t catch
me around that outfit this afternoon. No,
sirt”

“Rats!” said De Valerie. “It’ll be a good

show, if all we can hear is true. 1 expect
- yow're a bit peeved because Browne °gave
vou the air,” as you call it. Your ‘wcent
was probably a bit too strong for him.”

Ulysses stared.

“I guess you call that a wise crack?” he
uslmd tartly. “My acecent? I'm handing it
to you rlﬂht now that my language is pure
Lnﬂth bav you guys ought to hear your-
selves talk! 1t beats me how you get by
with that stuff.”

“Do you think you talh
demanded De Valerie,

“Uh-hui!”

“That’s the

better, then?”

worst of you Americans!”
snorted Cecil. “You think that everything
vou do is right! By Jove, you've got a
nerve! You’ 1 be saying that your plays
are better than ours next!”

Adams nodded. -

“You said a mouthful!” he agreed. “Say,
over in the -States we do things properly.
Oh, boy! If you want to see a real nifty
show, just hit Broadway! Gee, ain’t you
dumb?” :

“I'm not half so dumb as you’ll he if you
keep on that tone!” said De Valerie warmly.
“I’ll knock half your teeth out—and then
you won't be able fo speak for a week!
You've got too much cheek—-—"

“Say, can you beat that?” grinned Adams.
T was only kidding you. I don’t have to
use this New York talk, De Valerie. When
it comes down to brass tacks, I can speak
the same as you fellows. I guess I'll go
aloneg to this play, too. M“wbe it’ll he
worth seeing.”

" They looked at the notice again.
in Williamm Napoleon Browne's bold
writing, and ran as follows:

IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT.

This afternoon, at 4.30, the Browne-
Stevens Players will present, for the first
time on any stage, the brilliant play,
“The Third Chance,” by Vincent Stevens.
The management beg to announce that
this private production will be presented
at Noges’ Imperial Theatre, Caistowe, and
will not be available for the
public. All  scholars of St. Frank’s
College and the Moor View School, how-
ever, are cordially invited to attend. It

It was
hand-

general
 gracefully.

willi be advisable to arrive early, as no
scats can be booked, and the accommoda-
tion is limited.
WILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNE
(General Manager).

This notice created a lot of interest, for
Adams and De Valerie were not the onlysw
two who commented upon it. A large pro-
portion of the Remove decided to be at
Noggs’ Imperial Theatre early—for the
Remove was more interested than any other
Form. But many members of the Fifth

were keen, too—and it was certain that the

Moor View girls would roll up in large
numbers.
Mr. Noggs had been quite agreeable to

the performance being given at 4.30. In
Caistowe, the usual show did not commence
until half-past seven, so the schoolboy pro-
ducers would have plenty of time to get
their play over before the doors were
opened to the public in the ordinary way.
Things had been going badly with the old-
showman—for Jacob Lister had done his
work well in Caistowe. The travelling
theatre had done atrocious business on the
first two nights, and there was no indica-
tion that matters would improve. The
Caistowe people had practically ignored the
theatre-—only a handful occupying the
cheaper seats at -each performance.
Browne had no desire for empty benches

at the production of Stevens’ play—for
empty benches would have a deadening
effect upon the actors.

It was not pure Kkindliness, therefore,

that prompted Browne to invite the fellows
to roll up in their scores. He wanted them
there for his own ends. As long as they-
were all connected with St.- Frank’s or the
Moor View School, the performance would
still be a purely private one. Under no

circumstances were any members of the
general public to be admitted.
In the early afternoon, Browne and-

Stevens and Irene & Co. took full posses-
sion of the theatre, and many preparations
were made. Nipper, Pitt, and the other
Removites in the cast, did not turn up
until later—for they were playing in the
football match. It was a rather heavy day
for them, but this only added to the zest
of the undertaking.

At about foar o'clock the qudlence bega:
to turn up. Several members of the I‘lith
headed by Cathbert Chambers, dropped
casualty in, and condescended to approach
the main entrauce.

“Might as well see what it’s all about, I
suppose,” said Chambers indifferently. “Tt’ S
up to us to support old Browne, in a way.

Hallo, Browne!” he added, nodding to the -
occupant of the pay-box.

“We are indeed honoured,” said Browne
{ . “I need hardly hesitate regard-
ing the tickets. You will assuredly require

stalls?”



“We shouldn’t think of sitting anywhere
clse, you ass!” :.vd Chambers, st&unb. g i |
take three, please.” .

Browne busied himself with the tickets.

“Buck up, Chambers!” said Bob Christine,
f;om’ behind. “DBon’t keep us waiting all
day !

& cha.u, some seats for us!” said Singleton.

“Get a move on!”

. Chambers frowned at the erowd of
juniors which had m}bteuoublv gathered in
"the rear. They were coming up mpldiy now
—mostly on their bicycles. Even the foot-
pall match had been deserted so that good

» seats could be obtained. But the juniors
had satisfied themselves that St. Frank's
was certain of a win before deserting Lititle
Side.

_ “Four-and-sixpence, please,” said Xrowne
genially.

“BEh? Four-and-six?” repeated Chambers.
“But F thought this was a private show! I
thought it was free!”

'~ “One s always apt to make mistakes,”
peamed Browne.

“But you invited us!”. shouted Chambers
indignanftly.

“I invited everybody,” explained Browne.

“Naturally, I made no mention of prices. If
you assume that the admission is to be
free, I can be held in no way responsibie
Upon the payment of four shillings and six-
pence, Brother Chambers, these tickets will
he yours.”

“I won’t pay a cent!’ roared Chambers.
“You can keep your bally tickets!”

It was a shock for ail the others, too.

- Having been invited, they naturally con-

cluded that admission . would be free.
Browne had been artful. He was getting
the crowd tht]b, and making certain of 113
Out of such large numbers, he was fairly
satisfied that he would fill the theatre. If
hc had mentioned, in the notice, that the
usual charges would be made, the rush
niight not have been so enthusiastic.
“It’s a swindle!” said Bob Christice
warmly. “I’'m not going to pay my last
bob to go in!” '

“There are seats at sixpence, brother,”
sald Browne, from the pay-box.

“Keep ‘em!” rectorted Christine.
And before many minutes had elapsed the

crowd had increased treble-fold, and the

dignation .was assuming alalmn shape.

CHAPTER X1V,
ON THE NOD.

ULL prices—or ne
~admittance. '

That was the

cider, ‘and the exer-

increasing crowd didn’t like

it at all. They had come

- here in the expectation of

seCing  a free show, and -this surprisc
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demand for money bowled them over.
Many, indeed, did not possess the where-
withal to ensure them admittance.

“Let’s rush the doors!” suggested Hubbard

warmly, “We’re not going to be swindled

iike this!”»

“ENOt likely !”” shouted Armstrong. “Come
on!” C '
“Hurrah! Altogether!”

Browne emerged from the pay-box with,
some speed, and held up a warning hand,
And there was something so compelling
about his personality that the crowd was
held in cheek.

“One moment,” said Browne. *“I am sur-
prised at this -exhibition of miserly setilsh-
ness. I am shocked. I am pained. I am
wounded. I thought better of my brothers
than this.” ‘

“You can’t fool us with that sort of talk,
Browne,” shouted one of the juniors. ‘“You
invited us to this amateur show, and we
want to see it! XNone of your grabbing!
It’s like your nerve to try this on!”

Browne shook his head.

“If I had mentioned admittance charges,
you might not have turned up,” he ex-
plained blandly. “But let me assure you
that you are adopting- a strange course..
You may count yourselves lucky that we
did not decide to charge double prices.
Are we to abandon the show? For there
will be no performance if these doors are
rushed and the theatre invaded. That,
brothers, is a certainty.”

“You rotteri’” roared Armstrong. “The
whole thing’s a rush!? -

“It pains me to mention this sublect but
I fear there is no other course,” said
Browne resignedly. “I need not mention
the plight of our kindly host, Brother Noggs.~
You are all aware of the fact that his ship
has been drifting nearer and nearer to the
rocks. Already it is touching the outermost
erags. Will you deny this brave old fellow
2 helping hand?”

“QOn!” said Christine. ¢ You mean——~’
“T mean that the entire proceeds will be

handed over to Brother Noggs in the shape

of an honorarium,” replied “Browne sternly.
¢ Every penny shall go into his coffers as
a recompense for his valuable services in
the production of this piece. Tvery labourer
is worthy of his hire. Are we to deny
Brother Noggs his rightful modicum of re-
ward? Be brave, brothers. Be generous.
Dip into your pockets, and produce the
necessary. Remember, it' is all in a good
cause.”

This, of enurse, put a different complexion
on the matter, and the majority of the
fellows paid up with a good heart. And
thut;e was soon a steady rush for the better
seatus.

Willy & Co. turned up, bright and cheer-
ful. But they received a bit of a shock
when they heard that ecash was necessary.
As it happened, they were in one of their
impecunious periods. And Handforth
major was not at hand to act the part of



had got to be done

banker. Something
promptly. Willy only had fivepence, and
Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon were broke.
And they had expected to get in free!

; ‘]‘lThlee stalls, please,” said “llh cheer-
ully

“Ah, Brother William, it gladdens my
old heart to see your smiling face,” beamed
Browne. ‘I take it that this requeat is
thoroughly bona fide?”

“You can take it as you like,” replied
Willy. “I want three stalls. I'm not going
to leave this box until I get three stalls.
S0 the sooner you trob out three stalls,
the better.”’

Browne eyed the fags dubiously.

“Forgive me if I am unduly suspicious,
Brother William, but I detect a certain
anxiety in }'our manuner,”” he said. “I
observe a slight tendency to rush me into
this thing.”

“My hat! Can’t you gas?’” asked Willy
tartly. “I thought you were the general
manager of this show? What's the idea of
frightening people away by putting your
face in this hole?”

“I- have placed myself in this cage in
order to prevent unscrupulous persons—
such as, I fear, yourself—from getting in
on the nod,” replied Browne. ““You require

three stalls, Brother William. Am I to
understand that you will pay feog ™ these |
tickets?” :
‘““ Absolutely !”” said Willy promptly.
“Now??

‘¢“(Cash down on the nail.”

“*Alas! I wish I had some guarantee——"?
- “Honour bright!” replied Willy calmly.
“That, of course, clinches the matter

beyond all question,” said Browne, beaming.
“I trust you will accept my apoloaies
brother, for my suspicions. Here you have
vour three tickets. Four-and-sixpence.”’

Willy took the tickets, and pocketed them,

“Thanks!” he said. ¢ You might lend me
five bob, Browne.”’ “
““YWhat is this base suggestion?’
Browne, frowning.. .
““You've only got to give me sixpence,
and it’s a deal,” said Willy. “I’ll pay you
the five bob back after tea. How’s that?”

“1 fear You have been trifling with your
honour——

“Not a bit!” inferrupted Willy. “If you
won't lend me the five bob, I'll give you the
tickets back. But I thought it safer to
get hold of them first. Buck up, old son!
Let's have that tanner!”

Browne handed over sixpence, and sighed
deeply.

‘“And a moment ago I apologised!®” he
said sadly. ¢ One day, Brother William, you
will rise to a great height. You will become
the leader- of a famous gang. Your name
will be displayed, in large type, in the Sun-
day newspapers. What an ambitious out-
look! .Go! But let me congratulate you
upon Yyour smartness. In spite of myself, I
admire you. Indeed, I could not have done
better myself.”

asked

on, Ted—no

Willy & Co. passed in, and sat in three of
the best stalls, while Browne added four..
and-sixpence of his "own money to the
receipts. '

By this time, the auditorium was wel}.
over half full, and Handforth & Co. were
lucky to get in at all—for, as usual, the
were late. Only the cheaper seats werfe
available, and these were rapidly filling.

“By Georﬂe"’ ejaculated Edward Osw ald
with ‘a start. “Look there!”

Church jumnped.

“What is it?”’ he gasped.

“You—you  babbling:

¢ Fire?”
asst? snappe[};

Church. “You gave me a start!”
“My minor!” said Handforth thickly.

down there in the stalls! And
we're in the pit! Do you think I'm going
to stand that? Come on! We’ll turn those
fags out, and take their seats!”

“Dash it all, that’s not cricket!” pro.-
tested McClure. “If they’ve paid for their
seats, they've got a right to 'em—and every-
body’s paying to-day. We could have got
stalls if we’d been here earlier.”

But Handforth didn’t wait. He strode
down the gangway, his breast filled with
indignation. It was not likely that Wiily
& Co. should sit in the stalls while he,
Edward Oswald Handforth, had to put up
with the pit! :

¢“ Hallo! It’s Ted!”
his major blundered up.
the chap I wanted!
quick!”?

“What the—~" |

“It’s urgent!™ said Willy sharply.  Come

messing about! Don’t stand
there gaping! Five bob!” ;

“Look here—-"’

“QUICK!” hissed Willy.

““J came here to piteh you out——"

“1 tell you it’s vital!” insisted Willy,
clutehing at his major. “Give me five bob,,
and I'll talk to you afterwards. He’s com-
ing! Look! Quick, Ted—out with it!”

ITandforth was so flustered by his minor’s
urgency that he dived into his pocket and
produced two half-crowns. William Napo-
leon Browne was coming down the gang-
way, and Willy checked lum

“Half a tick, Browne!” he q;ud picking
the two half-crowns out of his major’'s hand.
“J{ere's your five bob!”

“Sitting

exclaimed Willy, as
“ Good man! Just
Lend me five bob—

, »
csaid Browneé

¢ A pleasant surprise,”

affably. ) _
“For these seats.” explained Willy
blandly. ¢ Thunks, Ted.”

Ilandforth™ gasped like a {reshly-landed
fish.

£ ]%

“ For—for these seats?” he gurgled.
‘e ?
em!

vou mean to say you hadn't paid for
And you had the nerve to——”

““ Brother Handforth, give it up!” urged
Browne. “When it comes to a question of
nerve, Brother William is the holder of the
world's highest diploma. I bhad always con-
sidered m\belf the proud possessor of thatb



nionour, btut 1 relmqmbh the title w;thoutI

a qualm. 2
-« You can relinquish your title, Browne,

old man, but I'm not going to relinquish
this seat,” said Willy, grinnin;'__:. “Sorry,
Ted! You'd better get back to the pit.

Thanks for that five boh* it’ll do me nicely
until this evening. 1'll come and see you
-dtrtuﬂ after tea.”

“Handforth reeled off, weak and dazed.

CHAPTER XV.
HORACE STEVENS® HOUR.

HE curtain rose amid
a soft murmur of
voices, intermingled

- with a few titters.

e ST Nine-tenths of the audience

; had come here in the expec-

tation of seeing a ragged

amateur effort. They had an idea that the |
whole show would be a first-class joke. They
took it for granted that the play itself would
be only half-baked.

.Handforth, who was in the midst of a
new play of his own, way scornful. lHe was
congratulating himself upon the fact that |
he had accepted no part in this petty pro-
duction. He regarded it as a foregone con-
elusion that the show would be a fizzle.

But the play had only been on the go for
five minutes before a gradual change came |
" over the audience. ‘

There was something uncommon about this
production. There was something novel
about it, something which caused the youth-
ful audience to sit up and take notice.

The entire cast was composed of boys
and girls, and yet their efforts were polished
and easy. There was none of the amateur

awkwardness about them. Everybody on the

- stage was supremely confident and certain

of their -lines, and the whole show -had a

finish and a polish.

There were two factors to account for
this—firstly, the brilliance of ‘the dialogue,
and, secondly, the patience of William \apo-
leon Browne - fmd Mr. Noggs. Jointly, they
had drilled their company into a thorouohly
workmanlike state.

Long before the first act was over. the
audience was enthralled. This play was no
at:ommonplace effort, but the work of a
dazzling playwright. Every line sparkled
and scintillated. The epigrams were not
mereI} witty, but masterly. Right through,

the dialogue was a sheer delight to listen

-~ to, and it was delivered ably. The very

stleverness of the play helped the youthful

actors and actresses to a far greater extent
than the audieitce realised. It was almost

Impossihie to fail with such

material.

Horace Stevens, however, was the greatest
surprise of all.

There had been rumours to the eﬂ’ect that
€ was a dark horse, but nobcdy quite
believed these yarns.

wonderful |

Now they could do nothing else but sit
in the theatre, spellbound. When Stevens.
was on the stage he exercised a magnetic

influence over the entire house. ’I‘here was
something in his personality that comn-
manded silence. A gesture, a wortd, a mere
movement from him was sufficient to still
the audience. He held them in the hollow
of his hand.

Browne was excellent in his own part. He
gave a finished character study—extremely
dlf’hcult considering that he played the part
of an elderlv man. Nipper was equally good,
and Reggie Pitt revealed many brilliant
touches of comedy. The girls did their own
work fdmoualy——pdrtlcuhrly Doris Berkeley.
Her vivacity was a sheer enchantment.
Archie Glenthorne and Marjorie - Temple
provided still another touch ofl comedy.

But, when all was said and done, liorace
Stevens was the only one that mattered.
The hour was his. His genius as an actor
stood out like a heacon. The others were
good, but he was amazing.

At the end of the first act, the curtain
fell, and the audience fairly let itself go.
They had never imagined anything like this.
They not only cheered the plav, but the
players. This was a first production—little
more than a dress rehearsal—and the first
act, at least, was hewilderingly entertaining.

At the back of the pit, in a secluded
corner, Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs had
been watching. Roger Barton was with him,
and at first the latter had sneered openiv
gibing at these young verformers.

But now that the act was over, he was
changed. There was a glitter in hla eyes.
And there was somethmﬂ strange in his
manner.

As a theatrical man of long standing, as
a man who had spent many years on the
boards, he recognised the {true art, the
actual genius, of this play. And he recog-
nised also the astounding ability of Horace
Stevens. Literally his breath was taken-
aw%y, but he strove hard to conceal this
fact.

“Well, Roger, what think you?” asked
Mr. Noggs, amid the confusion of the inter-
val. “llow now? 1 hear no disparaging
comment% as yet.”

“The play isn’t had, » admitted Barton
“0Of course, these }ouths rather spoil it.”

‘“A base and foul accusation!”’ boomed
Mr. Noggs indignantly. ‘“Iave you no
charity, Roger? You know in all truth
that these boys have performed well. And
the play! Shades of Shakespeare! The
play! Such Jines have not been written in
our generation, Roger!”

Barton shrugged his shoulders.

“You're over enthusiastic, guv’nor,” he
growled. “Juat hecause you helped in the
production, you're losing your sense of pro-
portion. I’ll admit the play is good—dis-
tinctly good. But it’s not a masterpiece.
For ieaven’s sake, Andy, keeps your wits
about you. You're nob yourself. You’d
hetter dose yourself up with something, and
recover your normal outlook.”



- -l —

*¢ Throw physic to the dogs, I'll none of
it ’—Shakespeare,” retorted Mr. Noggs.
*What ails you, friend? As a man of experi-
cnce, yYou Kknow that this play is clever.
You know it is brilliant.  Why, then, stilt
vour words? Why stint your praise?”

¢ Nonsense!” scoffed Barton, < I've pro-
duced more plays than I like to think of—
but I'd need a lot of courage to put this
show on in a big theatre, Andy."”

- Mr. Noggs made a growling sound in Lis
throat.

“* Cowards die many times before their

deaths; the valiant never taste of death but
once '—Shakespeare,” he said  grimly.
“You are becoming faint-hearted, Roger.

If T had the money This play would not lie
in obscurity Tor another hour. ‘ IFull many
a flower is born to blush unseen, and waste
its sweetness on the desert air '—Gray.
What would I not give for such an oppor-
tunity !

“1 will gzant the first act is decent, but
I'l warrant the whole thing'll peter out
before it’s over,” growled Barton. ¢ That
boy’s good, too. All the same, you'd be’
surprlsed if you heard the opinions of com-
petent judges.”

“Opinions!” said Mr. Noggs, with fne
scorn. “* A plaguc of opinion—a man may
wear. it on both sides, like a leather jerkin'’

—Shakespeare. Nay, Roger, your words are
strange. “Are we not mm;:-etent judges?
But hush! The curtain rises.”

Mr., Noggs was puzzled by the attitude of
his manager. The old showman had parti-
cularly urged Barton to be present at this
performance—he had sent a special message
s0 that he should be here. JFor dr. Nogegs
was anxious to prove to his colleague that
this play was something exceptlional.

The second act was even better than the
first. Not only was the dialogue consist-

ently good, but the consiruction of- the play {

was masterly. Every trifle of action was
dovetailed so perfectly that the movement
was almost unconscious. The audience waos
earried on without knowing it.

And Mr. Barton, in spite of his utfered
words, was lost in breathless admiration.
This play was undoubtedly the work of a
genius! The very thought was startling.

A masterpiece.
audience, and performed by juvenile artists!

And Stevens! _ :

Horace Stevens had seized his opportunity
with both hands. In the big scene he just
!¢t himself go He forgot the audience, he
torgot the very fact that he was acting.
indeed, he' proved to all and sundry that he
was no mere mummer, but an actor to his |
very core. IHe was one of those rare excep-
tions—an artist who concealed his art. In
« word, he acted so superblv that he didn't
seem to be acting at all. He was so natural
that the audience forgot that he was
Stevens of the TFifth. He became the
character he portrayed, and his ewn per-
sonality was overwhelmed,.

wasted on this juvenile
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tthe West End!

‘It was a triumph from first to last.

And it was a staggering triumph, too.
browpe had pictured this final scene from
the very first. His keen sense of vision had
enabled him to foresee the resulf.

But even Browne was thrilled to the
marrow by the great scen: of enthusiasin
which sigunalised the fall of the curtain,
The audience did not merely applaud—the
audience went wild with excitement, "and

{ cheered madly.

‘¢ Stevens—Stevens!?’
“ Hurrah!*’
““Come on, Stevens!?”

““ Speech—speech !

¢ Encore!”

¢ Speech!" .

Nobody left the theatre. The enthusiasm
was at such a piteh that nothing but a
speech  would suflice. William Napoleon
Browne appeared on the stage, and held up

‘his hand.” But for oncs Browne was unahle
L to control the crowd.

¥ Get off!™
*We want Stevens!”
““Go and feteh him, Browne!”

“We don’'t want any of your gas!®
“Come on, Stevens!”

Horace Stevens, in the wings, could hardly
believe the evidence of his ears. He. had |
no real idea of his own ability, He
wondered why the crowd was making such:
a fuss. But it came to him quite ele*lrl}f
that there was no escaping a speech.

CHAPTER XVI.
PLAN.

ROGER BARTON'S EVIL
(¢ URRAH!”
“Well done,
Stevens !
““ Bravo!”’
Horace Stevens stood on

the stage, and accepted the
flood of enthusiastic cheeg-
But when he tentatively raised his
Poor

He -

ing.
lmnd there was an immediate silence.

was hopelessly self-conscious.
had always led such a quiet life. This
sudden popularity overwhelmed him., A
week since he had never dreamed that such

a thing could be possible.

Stevens

¢ Thanks awfully, but you're making tod®
much of it,” he said uncumfr,u‘tuhly. Sl
am glad vou like my pater’s play. TI've

Calways thought it was good, and I've always

had a lcrnv:nﬂ to act this particular
i part

“You've done wonders, old man!™
“You're too good for this booth!”

““You ought to be in
Aren't you going to let
the public see wyou? You'll he the rage
if you act in the ordinary show, Stevens!”

“ Rather!”

“ See Alr,

shouted somehbody.

Noggs about it!®”

o
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wIt's only a preliminary performance,’
said Stevens. “ 1 dom’t know

[ can say. I'm pot 30 bad when I've got

lines to speak, but—but—— Hang it all,
'm stuck! Supposing we let it go at |
that?”’

He managed to escap2 from the slage,
at last ihe )
Stevens’ performance, and the play itself,
were the talk of St. I'rank’s for the rest of
the day. And long afterwards, too.
side the Imperial Theatre, Ifandforth & Co.
decided to wait for the hero of the hour.
i35 a matter of fact, Handforth was struck
by Stevens' ability, and he was going to
oiffer him a part in his new play.

“You hopeless ass!” said Church, exas-

perated. ‘“You can’t do a thing like that, | |i|i
Handy! Stevens wouldn’t look at your !
tosh! He wouldn’t demean bhimself by f

mouthing your pifile!”’ .

“My tosh?” asked Handforth.
pifile7”’

“That’s all it is!” retorted Chureh.
- ““That first play of yours was bad enough
—the one that Browne burnt—but the new
ope about Limehouse is too ghastly -for
words, And you're going to olfer Stevens
the principal part!? :

“It’s nothing more or less than an insult .

to an artist,”” said McClure, encouraged by
~his ehum’s attitude. *““The best thing you
can deo, Handy, is to burn the second play,
too. In two minutes you’ll be saying that
it’s better than the one we've just seen,”
Handforth stared at his chums dully,
“*My hat!”” he said, at last. ¢ You—you
faithless rotters! Do you mean to say that

my play isn't as good as ‘THE THIRD
gg.&}:({}i}’? You'd better apologise, or

““Chuck it, Handy,” said Church. #Ii
you start any of your rot, we’ll roll you
over, and rub. you in the mud! There's
. a Jimjt to your rot! We’re just about fed
qp with itt»? -

Once in a while, Church and MeClure took.
a firm stand—and this was one of those
celzbrated moments. Handforth was non-
Pplussed—but he refrained {rom drastic
.action. There was something about Chureh
and MeClure which he didn't quite like.
They locked ecapable of carrying out that
threat!
< ‘This is all the support 1 get from my
dwn pals!?? he said bitterly. ¢ All right,
my sons! We'll see!
Bow! T shan’t tell you what it is—but I'll
make vou sorry for yourselves!?”

He stalked off, and Chureh grinned.
~“*That’s the way to do it,”” he said calmly.
““We musin't let Handy ride the high horse
"t00 much., That play of his is worse than
chloroform.  One aet of it is enough io put
« chap into a weex's sleep!”
, And inside the theatre
talking with Barton.
it Laddie, I'm surprised,’”” he was saying.
- ¥ou've seen the whole play. You've zeen

what on earth !

audience dispersed. But !

Qut- | &

“My 1]

¢ Hilali.

' Ar. Noggs.

I've got another idea |
t the other,

|

.

l

Mr. Noggs was E
1.

Browne mournfully tore the script
infe shreds and dropped them into
the biazing fire. Then he gave a
breath of thankfulness and beamed.

' Twas best!’ he wmurmured.
““ Do not trouble to thankme . . .7

Handforth uttered a curious sound
at the back e¢f his threoat. -

-

e

the aecting. Do you still think the show's
no good?iy?”’

“You've heen carried away by this sehool-
hoy enfhusiasm, Andy,”” said DBarton con-
temptuousiy. It's got into your head,
There's nothing in it, 1 tell you. The
show’s fair—but nothing else.”

“Am T so devoid of judgment?’ asked
“1Ii T only had a play like that,
1 couid make a fortune!?

“YWhy not ask the hoy for it?’" sneerad

“1 am in no position for that,” replied
the old showman sadly. ¢ To take the play
without meney would be dishonest. It is
worth hundreds—thouzands—but I cannot
find such a sum. No. Roger, 1 can’t take
advantage of the hey. This play ought to
g0 10 the West End.??

“If I ever =zee it there, I'll forfeil a
thousand pounds on the spot,” said the
manager, “ Torget it, Andy.

advance
Theee boys have talked yeu cover so much



vour own business.

that you’ve {forgotten
You're an idealist, Noggs—that’s your
trouble. It's a good play—it's a wonderful
play——7

‘““ Heaven be praised!” growled the old
actor. “Then I am not alone In my
cpinion. You change like.the weathercock,
Roger! You veer this way and that way.”

“No, I don’t,”” denied Bartons~— ¢“I was
talking from a commerecial point of vizw
before. The play is so good that ti“eleq
no money in it. Dear old Andy, you're
hopeless for business. This play is a thing
of glory—but it’s worthless. We couldn’t
make a penny on it. The public won’t stand
that kind of stuff nowadays. The man who
put that on in the West End would lose a

fortune. Take my advice, and forget it.”
He walked ouf, and Mr. Noggs looked
sombre,

1 am old,” he muttered. “3Maybe I am
behind the times. Maybe my wit is desert-
ing me. ‘When the age is in, the wit is
oub ’—~-E>Iw.keapeare Is this man right? Am
I so lacking in judgment that I know not
what the public wantsy Great Ceesar! A
sober thought, indeed.”

But Mr.
Barton would have him believe. For at that
very moment the advance manager was
walking alone—deep in thought—oblivious of
his immediate surroundings. Iis eyes were
clittering, his whole being was aglow with
intense inwanxl excitement. _

‘“The old man’s right!” he muttered.
““ That play’'s the greatest thing of the age!
There’s a fortune in it—it’s worth a mint
of gold! Another ¢ Farmer’'s Wife’'! By
gad, what a chance!”’

Nogegs was not such a fool as Mr. |

Parton narrowed his eyes as he walked.

““ And this play —this brilliant *master-
piece—has been lying in that schoolboy's
trunk at school!”” he. went on tensely. It
isn’t -even copyright.. This performmance
doesn't count. 1f I seize this
tanity——?"’

The very thought dazzled him.

“Who's to prove anything?” he asked
himself fiercely. ¢ There’s only one copy of
the play in existence—and if T get hold of
it they won’t be able to prove a thing!
Afterwards it won’t matter.
fingers at the boy and everybody else. With-
out any proof, they’ll be dcne.”

Roger Barton’s idea was about
scrupulous as it could be. -

For, then and there he decided to act.

I can snap my

oppor-

as un-

He would get this play into his own hands!

other, he would seize
including the parts.

Somehow or
original script,

the -
Once -

copied, he could destroy the originals, and °

there wouldn't be an atom of evidence left.

The play had been lying idle for years, and

Stevens had never taken the trouble to pro-
tect it.

Barton ecould claim it as hlS oOwWn work— . .

and have it produced in London.
tune would be made!

His for-«
It was an idea that

took hold of him, and gripped him with its

very hugeness.
And in the meantime, at St. Frank’s,
Horace Stevens was receiving congratula-

tions from all sides—until, indeed, he hardly -

knew whether he was on his
heels. Fortunately, Browne was by his side
to steady him. -

Little did they imagine what lay in store!

THE END.

Hand

In Next Week’s Splendid Story,

“THE COMEDIAN OF
THE REMOVE,”

n real seriousness, fully

be a second SHAKESPEARE HENRY IRVING
| and SEXTON BLAKE roHed in one.

And when Handy is serious, he is at his funniest, as
you will agree when you read this side-sphitting story. i

believes himself to |

e
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FOR NEW READERS.
Tinker, the brilliant young assistant of

the world-famous detective, Sexton Blake,
pays a surprise visit to Caleroft, his old
school. While motor-cycling with a former
schoal chum, Tinker witnesses a motor-car
tragedy, the driver heing killed by revolver-
shots fired from behind a hedge.

derers had mysteriously vanished. The dead

man is" afterwards identified as a2 bookmaker.

named Aggsoy, .and it is believed that he
was a vielini of a race-gang feud. Tinker
has @a theory that Ageshy was killed in
mistake for another man. The mystery of
the affair deepens, and Tinker
sexton Blake to investigate, which explains
why the great detective accepts a tempor-
ary vacancy as sports master at Caleroft,
and why Tinker takes the opportunity of
polishing up his studies at bhe cld school.

{(Now read on.)

CHAPTER IX.
THE MISSING STONE,

<, RO3XM the study window, a couple of
days later Master Jack Hasland,
otherwise Sexton Blake’s assistant,
Tinker, and Master Lionel Fane
watched the members of the Caleroft Cadet
Corps doing physical jerks.
looked, in their white flannel slacks, singlets,
and canvas shoes, and very smanrtly and in
perfeet time they imitated the evolutions of

the new gymnastic instructor, Mr. Basil
Strong.
“Well, there’s one thing about it, old

bean;” said Fane, who, of course, was in the
secret, “your guv’nor knows miore about it
than old Corby ever gdid, though Corby was
- a fairly good one. And doesn’t he look the
. bart, eh? You can see his museles twinkle
~as he waggles these Indian clubs about.

Another Clever Story of Sexton
Blake, Tinker and the Boys of
- Calcroft School.

By ‘
DREW

SIDNEY

The mur-

persuades |

Very smart they |

That’s the stuff to give the bounders!
vorby was too stiff in the joints to make
'em perspire, but you'll be able to wring
water out of them by the time your boss is
through with them.”

There were many good points
Tinker’s study-mates—Pye, Fane, Bindley,
and Manners—and one of the best, from
Tinker’s point of view, was that they did not
badger him with questions. - And as, quite
naturally, the four juniors were almost
bursting with curiosity, their seli-restraint
waz worthy of all praise.

Sexton Blake’s clear voice rang across the
quadrangle, giving the order to dismiss, and
the perspiring cadets admitted to cach other
that they bad had a dusting. Tinker, who
was supposed to be taking special lessons
from Mr. Pycroft, M.A., for some imaginary

about

| examinatioa, turned away from the window

as Master Wilberforce Stott came in. Fane
took Wilberforce gently by the tip of his
long nose, and peered at him.

““Not a spot,” he said; “not a vestige of
a green blob. They’ve all gone, Wilb, and
I’'m almost sorry. 1t’s a pity they wore off,
for, in my opinion, they were the best part of

your face.. Bon’t you miss ’em, too, Jack?
Don’t you remember his levely green
blotches?”?

“1 fancy yecu wired to me that some low
thief had stolen ‘em,” said Tinker. ¢ How’s
the game, Wilberforce?”

“]I really came to pay Bindiey back a
shilling he generously advanced,” said Wil-
berforce. “I have been amazingly lucky,
for, quite unexpectedly, I received a postal
order for five shillings from home.”

“For the love of Mike, don’t let Beilby
krncw you've got five bob, or he’ll want o
live with you;” said Fane. -

“Really, when 1 have paid Bindley, four
shillings is very little for the purpose, which



means there wilk be six of us,” went .on
Wilherforce Stott; “but you fellows bave
been so good to me that I'd like you to
come to the tuck-shop and regale 50111%1\'05
to the extent of eightpence per head, whioh,
of course, will be only a small repast, ever;&’-
thing being so terribly dear.”

“You're a jolly good sort, but tlere’s
nothing doing,”” said Fane. ¢ We've given
up cating tuck- shop stuff, haven’t we, Jack?
You stick to your four bob. It’s very nice
of you, and all that, but your invitation is
off.”

Wilberforce clumped away in his thick-
soled boots, very much relieved in his
mind, for pocket-money was scarce, and he
wanted the four shillings to purchase seeds
for the little garden he cultivated beside the
river. The garden was not always a success,
tor the river had a habit of flooding unex-
pectedly, which, though it might have im-
proved watercress, did very little good to
the crops. What the river spared geénerally

avent to the wild rabbits, for there were
swarms of them in the woods, and when
‘%t'ott'a garden was beginning to fill ifts
owner's heart with prlde, the rabb1t== usuallv
made a midnight raid in full force and
gnawed it fiat.

“What's your gadget this afternoon,

Jock?” asked IFFane. < QOut on your own, or

what? It's @ ‘ half,’ if you didn’t know it.”
“Dunno quite,”’ said Tinker. I might,
meet you later. Is Caleroft Town in

f‘l’

bounds to-day?

““1t is unless Pyecroft has got a bee in his
bonnet and cuts it out,” answered FYane,
opening the window. “I'll tell you in a
second, Ili, Reffel!”” he shouted to a
]JuS“in" junior, *“ Slip in, like a decent son
of a gun, and see if there’s anything on the
netice-board about the town.”

“0Oh, take it in!’ said Reffel, glancing
up. ¢ That window of yours reminds-me of
a butcher’s shop after he’s almost sold out,
Only one sheep’s head left. If you want to
krow what's on the notice-board, erawl down
and see for vourself.”

“You seem to  have quite a lot of nice,
%mflit-e kids about,” said Tinker, as Reffel
cft.

“A’ves, we do find a few of "em,” grinned
Fane. “I'll give him sheep’'s liead next
time I bump against him. Out of bounds
or in bounds, we'll meet you in Caleroft, if
that's what you mean, only vou're not going
to do all the payving. You're too fond of
that.” :

“Make it about three, then,”” said-Tinker.
“I can’t absolutely promise to turn up, so
don’'t wait more than a quarter of an hour.”

“Qutside the picture-hall, then. Co up
the turning next Bloomby's shop. If you
don’t know Bloomby’s c=hop. snift titl you

smell fish, and then follow your nose.”

Tinker put on his cap with the Caleroft
hadge, and, instead of crossing the bridaee,
he took the road to Potter’s farm.
new gymnpastic instructor was scated on a

stile,

smoking streng tobacco in an old aud

squeaky bnat pipe.

“Tired after your jerks, guv'ner®” asked
Tinker. '

““Not a bit, young ’un,” answered Sexton
Blake. “I'm just epjoying my pipe and the
view, and thinking a bit. A pretty place,
Caleroft.”

“And when you've finished enjoying the
view?”’

“I'm going down to the corner. We'd
better let the boys
first. I want to look at that corner.’

It was quiet enough when they
back. The gute of the private road was
shut, and, leaning his arms on it, Sexton
Blake looked lazily about him. On his left
the road narrowed and curved round towards
Calcroft Green. Almost opposite was the
hilly Barren Tor road, and on his right the
road fo the town.

“That’s the post the car hit,
said Tinker: < the second one.”

Blake nodded.

¢“They fired from the other side,
no doubt about that,” he said.
to br, found, I cuppo«c‘?”

They crossed over. The corner with 1ts
rough grass and bushes, had ‘llI‘{dd\’ been
searched by the police, and later by Detec-
tive Dedgnrd

g.u Y .1101", ry

there’s
““* Nothing

Sexton Blake poked about with the walk-

n;;:! stick he was carrying, and then stood
sti

“Was the entrance gafe shut, Tinker?”

“Yes; I pushed it open when [ Wi s
waiting for Bindley,” auswered Tinker.

“1t’s a fine gate, young 'un,” said Sexton
Blake, “and they use good paint at Calcroft
and don’t spare it. It would show up in
the dark.”

““ White generally: does,

swinging the walking-stick,

" said Tinker.
Sexton Blake

went further down the road till Calcroft
Green, with its shining pond, came into
view. One side of the pound came close up

to the road. The pond was railed off and
the railings were painted as dazziingly white
as the entrance pates, for they were school

property, and all the school properiy was
kept in excellent repair.
“Now we'll stroll back, young ’'un,”” czaid
Sexton Blake, _
They were well on the way to Calcroft
Town before the pri\'ate detective spoka

agam
“YWhat did rou thmk about it?"
knocking his pipe against a tree to
out the ashes.
To most people the question would have
been so much Greek, but rot to Tinker.
“Well, to somebody who didn't know
way, it would be an casy direction, guv'nor.
If I'd wanted fo meet you at that par-
ticular coruner, provided you were coming to-

Tar
CJGJ.-Y

wards Caleroft and not from it. nothing
could be casier.  You couldn’t miss the

. commorn, and it must bhe islly dark when yvou
Caleroft’'s |

can't round

it

sce a pond with a white railing

the

clear out of the way

furned

he {l?‘k{*{{,‘
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« Of course. If you'd written or ’phoned
to me to keep round by the pond after I'd
erossed the common, and pull up at the
tirst white gate I saw, I don’t think I'd have

missed you, young ’un,” said the private
detective. “¥You can see the avenue gate

whether open or shut, but better when it’s
shut. Was it open when you rode into the
town?”

© «Yes, for 1'd remember if I'd had to get
down and open it. I must ask Bindley, for
he biked down after me. It’s generally
open, though it isn’t to-day, but it was cer-
tainly shut when the shooting happened.
1 wonder if that brute, or brutes, shut it
purposely???

v A-queer appointment to make if it was
an appointment,” said Sexton Blake. “A
diabolical trick, It was the right place to
get their vietim. When he saw the gate
he'd pull up right alongside the ambush.”

“ And there you have it, guv’nor,” cried
- Tinker. “Aggsby wasn’t pulling up. He
couldn’t help seeing the gate, but he was
passing it, so it’s jolly plain to me he was
the wrong man. lle’d slowed, but he didn’t
intend to stop until he saw a signpost or
somebody coming along he could ask. If
those shofts -hadn’t been fired, he’d have
asked ne where he was, for the poor chap
had Jost his way. The viliains weren’t wait-
ing for Aggsby at all, but for the man who
didir't come, the man who was taken to Wis-
“thorpe Hospital.”

“We might make a worse shof than that,
young ’un,” said Sexton Blake. “I’ll turn
off here and go along the towing-path. We'd
better keep apart at first. By the way,
you might bring the ear up and put it in
the garage on the Barren Tor road, where
it will be close and handy.”

““ All serene,”’” said Tinker.

Things did not look very hopeful to Tinker
from a professional point of view. Ile was
quite convinced in his own mind that the
man who had escaped from Wisthorpe Hospi-
tal and disappeared so mysteriouly was the
man for whom the murderers were lying in
wait, not the unhappy hookmaker—James
Burton Aggsby—who had been the victim
of tragic misfortune.

“ And if the other chap has made a hole
in the water, and they can’t trace the car,
that will about put paid to it,” Tinker
thought. ¢ Anyhow, a week or so at Cal-
¢ croft will be as good as a holiday.”

The first person be saw in the town with

whom he was acquainted was Beilby, and |-

Beilby greeted him with a friendly Smile.
To Beilby Tinker was a new kid, and new
kids, whether big or small, are generally
green and oftem have cash. |
_“0Oh, I say, Hasland, I've done such a
silly thing, you &now, and it's put me in a

bit -of a hole,” gushed the wily one. *Put
on the wrong waistcoat like a silly ass, and
left a pound note in the other one. Went

_ir_Lto Jarry’s and bought toffee and stufl,
and then found I hadn’t got a rap on me,

If it had been a strange shop 1 should have
felt an awful ass, but, of course, they know
me at Jarry’s. You might let me have five
bob till I get back. Beastly inconvenient
to be without cash, you know.”’

““I haven’t got five bob,” said Tinker.
“I’'ve got {wo hali-sovereign notes, and if
ytog’li likg one till to-night, you can have
1C. :

Beilby nearly fainted, and fell off the
pavement into the gutter. It seemed like a
dream, far too good and wonderful to be
frue.

“You'll pay me back to-night, cert,”’ said
Tinker. _

“ Absolutely, the very first thing,” said

Beilby, clutching the note with greedy
fingers. *“ You’re a jolly good chap, Has-
land, and I wish you bhadn’t got in with

that crowd of rotters, for they’ll twist you.
You can treat ’em and treat ’em till you’re
broke, but they’ll never treat you back. I
know ’‘em. If you ever want a pual, you-
come to me. I'll back you up through thick
and thin, So long, old man.”

~ Hugging himself with delight, Beilby
jumped on a passing omnibus, and jumped
off again hefore the conductor could collect
his fare. Tinker grinned. is half-sovereign
had gone, and he never expected to see it
back in cash, buft he meant to have full
value for it. '

1t was too ecarly to keep his appointment
with the juniors, but he stopped at the
fish-shop. The proprietor of the shop was
Bloomby, the mayor of Calcroft, but having
amassed much wealth and attained to high
civic dignity, the mayor kept away from
the shop.

Beilby was coming back, so Tinker glided
round the corner. Calcroft was famous for
shrimps and Beilby was fond of them. He
spent threepence of Tinker’s money on half-
a-pint of these dainties in Mr. Bloomby’s
shop. When he emerged eating shrimps,
shells included, out of a paper bag, he was
not too pleased to find the new boy waiting
for him.

“I'm awfully sorry, Beilby, but I find I'm
running myself a bit short,” said Tinker.
“ They forgot to pack me any pyjamas, and
I had to borrow a suit from Bindley last
night. I want to buy one lot till T get
mine from home, so let me have five bob
back.?? ‘

This was a bit sudden, but it did not
upset Beilby.

“Qh, rot,” he said. “If you’ve worn the
things once, they’ll have to be washed,
and they won’t cost any more for washing
if you wear ’em a month. And for the love
of Mike don’t- buy anything of that sort
in Caleroft, for they’re a pack of thieves.”

“But I must have them,’’ said Tinker,
““ 30 give me back five shillings and the rest
to-night.”

“Gh, don’t be an ass. They'll ask you
about a guinea for a decent lot, and you're
not the sort of chap who’d wear cheap



-

trush. I say, old top, I've got a clinking
cutfit, pink and red and blue stripes and
real doggy. ‘They're too big for me, but
they’ll fit you a treat. Cheap as dirt they
are at fifteen or sixteen shillings, but as
vou're a pal you can have 'em for a dollar,
No, I'll give ’'em . .to you—for four bob.
Regular dandies, old bean, and you’ll fancy
vourself when you’ve got 'em on. Four bob
to you, fifteen to anybody else.” :

“I don’t want any second-hand pyjamas.
I want five shillings,” said Tinker.

“Gee! Here's my 'bus,”’ said Beilby, and
sprinted after the vehicle. _

“One to Beilby,” muttered Tinker, s
grinning. “Cunning little rat. . He’'ll wish
he'd never seen that halfsov., before I'm
through with him."” | .

There was no TifRer when Fane, Bindley,
Pye and Manners arrived outside the pic-
ture hall, but he did not keep them waiting.
He drove up in the car and was greeted
with cheers.

““ Never mind the pictures, you rebels,”” he
guid, “We'll have a buzz round and have
some fresh air,”

There was quite a fight for the seat be-
side Tinker, and Bindley wor.

“Where to?” asked Tinker.

“Make it Wisthorpe, old son,”’ said Fane.
“There's a rattling good little tuck shop
iust over the bridge, and a good road all
the way. Cheap, too, and good stuff, It's
a fine ride to Hipdale woods, but they rush
vou twice as much there for tea as they do
at the other place.”

“Awful thieves,” agreed Manners. ¢ Five-
pence they charged me for a ham sandwich,
and nothing in it except mustard. Give that
show a miss. If you go to Hipdale take
vour own grub with you and sit on the re-
freshment-room doorstep and eat it. That
makes 'em wild.” &

“And if Tinker starts bouncing and want-

ing to pay, we'll soak his head in his
own petrol and put a light to it,”" said
Manners. i

This kind suggestion on the part of

Manrters was greeted with loud applause as
~ Tinker drove up the hill. And when Tinker
told Bindley he had Ilent Beilby half-a-

sovereign, and Bindley passed the news
back to the others, there were roars of

laughter.
““You'll never see the colour of that cash
if you live umpteen thousand years unless

yvou take it away from him by force,” said

F'ane. - :

““And he’ll watch it that when vou do try
force you won't find fourpence-halfpenny on
him,”” said Bindley.

“Don’t fret. I'll have a good run for my
cash,” said Tinker. “Now I'm going to let
her out. so I hope ithere aren't any police-
traps. Hold on to your caps. This old 'bus
cnn,!mp it a bit when you ftread on the

as.’’
gTinker hooted a warning., swung into the
Barren Tor road, and set the hig car at

still.
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the steep hill., She swept up and over it
like a bird, and dropped humming into the
valley and up over Little Tor on a long
round. When they pulled up at Wisthorpe
Bridge affer a glorious ride, Bindley nodded
approvingly. .

“ And not locked up yet,” he said. < 0lg
Tinker has absolutely busted the law, chaps,
Thirty-seven miles in forty-one minutesy
isn't exactly crawling. Are you all here,
or have we spilled a few of you?”

There was a putting-green in the garden
of the snug little riverside tea-house, and
after tea Fane, Bindley, Pye, and Manners
indulged in a round. After watching them
for a time, Tinker happened to glance up,
and. recognised the roofs and chimneys of
ther hospital Sexton Blake had pointed ouf
to him. The Calder, a swift and shallow
stream for most of its course, ran deep
and quickly in that particular reach, and if
it had been thoroughly dragged, and .a body
was there, it was strange that the body had .
not been found.

¢“I could go over that lot in a day my-
self with a drag,” thought Tinker: “ and
if t_}1:.11@.1"{3 was anything it it, I bet I'd get it
out.”’ :

A hundred yards above him and less
than two hundred yards below him he could
See reeds and rushes where the deep water
ended and the shallows began. Tinker went
to the end of the garden, and passed under
the arch of the bridge. It was a stone
bridge, but had been widened by building
an iron structure on the hospital side of jt.

There was a boat tethered to the bank,
with oars in it. Tinker stepped into the
boat and pulled up the reach, and found
himself in front of the hospital grounds.
There was no fence, except a line of iron
hurdles. He noticed .the circular flower-
beds edged with stones that had been
cemented together. In the centre one a
stone was missing, leaving a gap. The
stones were big, rough flints dug out of the
chalk-pits on the downs, and much in de-
mand for making rockeries.

““ Now where the thump did that chunk
of stone go to?” Sexton Blake's observant
assistant asked himself. ¢ If the gardener
had knocked it out when he was rolling.
the grass, he’d have put it back. Like a
missing tooth, it quite spoils the effect.”

Tinker was so impressed that he went
ashore. He had only time to discover that
it was quite easy to pull the flints awa:

from the cement, when he heard a shril
female voice shouting that there was a
lad stealing flowers. Though quite guilt-
less, Tinker thought it would he a lot.
easier to leave than to explain, so he
sprinted back to the boat and left. i
The juniors had finished the game¥
Bindler and Tane, as partners, having

madé hacks of Pye and Manners.

Take it easy on the run back, especially
when we get rear Caleroft,” said Bindley.
““Our special slop, Blage, will be on duty.
He’s dead nuts on speed merchants. Gee!
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wouldn’t “he clieer up if 'He c¢ould collect ;

. the whole bunch of us, and haul us up be-

- fore fat- Bloomby, the mayor, XNot such

.4 bad ruffian, "Blagg, - but he believes in
doing his duty 1

. ¢ Blagg or no Blagg, she going to hust]e,”
said Tinker; “and 1f I'm caught, it -won’t

% be your funeral”

Luckily, they did not encounter Blagg.
Xfter garaginy the ecar, Tinker went to
Blake’s rooms, lately tenanted by M.
Corby. They were in Windover’s house, and
llﬂht on the t~p of it. .

. “Then you are back, guv'nor,”? said
~Tinker, when Sfexton Blake opened the door.
«i Pretty comfy??”

“Not so0 bad, young ’un. My predecessor
was a tidy sort of chap, and left things
‘neat and clean. Both the Head and Mr.
Pycroft are upset because I have to do
my own cooking. They’d like me to break-
- fast, dine and lunch with them, but that
would settle it. Where have you been?”

““A run round in the car, and been at
Wisthorpe with the noble four,”” said Tinker.
“Done anything?”’

“Not much,”” answered RSexton Blake.
“] saw the inspector and the local de-
tective, and I think they'd give their lives
to know what we're after. I wish they’d
find that hospital man, dead or alive. Of
course, the police are positive that he’s
dead.” '

*“You mentioned it, then, guv’nor?”

“Only quite casually. They say he’ll
turn up when the next flood comies along.”

Tinker whistled thoughtfully.

“You didn’t go through the
grounds??’ he asked.

. “Only along the terrace at the top where
.. he had climbed out,” answered Sexton
Blake. I had a look at them from the
bridge.”? :

““Then you couldn’t have seen what 1
saw,” said Tinker.- “There’s a flint wall
about two feet high built round the flower-
beds, and from one of them a big chunk
of flint is missing. Of course, it may have
been missing for a long time, but if it
hasn’t and nobody has  noticed it, they
must be blind.”

“Do you mean you think the man tied
it round his neck to make sure of sinking?”»
‘“He might have tied it with the co"d
of his pyjamas,” said Tinker.

¥ ““Or he may only bave sunk the pyjamas.”

-“You’'ve got me, guv'nor,” said Tinker.
“0Of course, if he’s down there, the police
ougnt to have got him. Also, if he’s
not, down there, they ought to have gof the
Pyjamas. I wish I’d gone and asked them
Swhen they missed that chunk of rock; but
somebody yelled that I was stealmﬂ the
flowers, so I cleared.” .

‘Try a bluff,” said- Bl.lke “for I fancy
you’ve made an iniportant dis scovery. Ring
up ‘the matron and ask her about it. Not
from here, as it’s such an  odd thing to
Inqiiire about they may ask at the ex-
change where the call came from.”

hospital

“XI'll scoot'down to the slvt ’phone in the
railway station, and do it from there,”

said Tinker. “1l've put "the ’hus where
you told -me.” - ' '
Within half an hour Tinker was back

again, grinning wildly
“I got the matron all right, guv’nor,”
he exp]amed “and when I mentioned the

missing chunk she told me it was Wisthorpe

Hospital, and as it seemed to be the asylum
I wanted, I"d got the wrong number. Then
1 bluffed - that the police wanted to kaow,

which is true enough, for if they had our
clue they’d want to- know jolly badly. She
told me it was the first she’d heard about
the missing stone. They’ve got a new gar-
dener, it seems, though I couldn’t catch
how long he’d been there, so I rang off.”

“A new gardener wouldn’t report a thing
like that, young ’un,” _said the private de-
tective. ““He’d notice it was untidy, and
look about for another stone to fill up
the gap. We had better go and have a
look.#

“And if we’re lucky, what do you expect
to find down there?”

“The same as 3,0u—p31¢1m% 3

Tinker nodded.

“Great minds ﬂunk alike, guv’nor,” he
said. “If we find those pyjamas there’ll
be something to think about. We've gob
a lamp that will do the trick; and I'll
rattle back into the town and get some fish-
hooks. We could borrow the Head’s
motor-launch, but it’s a rotten drag up to
Wisthorpe by river, and two or three locks
to go through. It must be in the dark, for
that bridge is a bit too public in da}l:ght
We should have too many people watching
our fishing.” .

“We'll go to Aperling,” said Blake.
‘““They -have boats at the hotel where we
lunched, and it’s an easy pull down to
Wisthorpe and back.  There’s nothing sur-
prising in taking a fancy to row in {he
dusk, We shall be late, so you’d better
ask Mr. Pycroft to lend -you a key, and
remind him not to lock you ouf. Make it
about eight, and meet me at the garage.”

CHAPTER X
WRECKED!

S this was not a joy-ride as the
previous one had been, Tinker took
the shortest route. As it was an
easy run back to the school,

Sexton Blake did not hook bed-rooms at the
hotel, but ordered dinner. The hotel did
not seem to be doing a very flourishing
trade, for they appeared fto be the only
visitors.

“Well, it's a nice ‘evening for a row,
guv’ndr” said Tinker. ‘“Trade seems rotten,
doesn’t it? There’s a fine Rolls-Royce in
the garage, and if that belongs to the boss
of this place, this - must be a jolly qm

(Contmued on page 40,)
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— By A, C. HORTH —

THE CARPENTER.

CARPENTRY AND JOINERY COMPARED.

Of all the trades coannected with building,
that of the carpenter 1is probably the
oldest, and although it is usual to couple
together the trade of the carpenter with
that of the joiner, there is a considerable
difference between -them. Carpentry in-
cludes all structural work, and is wusually
of a heavy nature, the material being pre-
pared and fixed on the building. Joinery
includes the internal fittings of a useful as
well -as an ornamental nature, the material
being prepared in a workshop and brought
to the building to which it is to be fixed.

WHERE CARPENTERS CAN LEARN

THEIR TRADE.,

The trade of the carpenter is nof entirely
confined to building operations, it is
required in several other industries, but as
it is usual for carpenters employed in indus-
tries other than building to learn their
trade under similar conditions to carpenters
engaged in building operations, it is not
necessary to give separate detfails, In large
towns and with big building concerns, it is
usual for a carpenter to spend the whole
of his time in structural work on buildings,
but in small towns and country districts,
all the carpentry and joinery is carried out
generally by men who have had a good
training in both these branches of wood-
working.- ‘ ;

VARIED NATURE OF HIS WORK.

The work of the carpenter is of a very
varied nature, and includes the construction
of roofs, some -of which are of elaborate con-
struction; the construction of floors with
the necessary  beams, Joists, etc.; the
making of partitions and the framework
for bungalows and temporary buildings;
and the making of fences and gates, in-
cluding the elaborate forms of the lych-
gate. The carpenter should be familiar
with the methods of constructing masons’
and bricklayers’ scaffolding, gantries fo
carry travellers and staging for building
piers, etc. i
for bridges and cradling and temporary
-casing for ferro-concrete; the methods of
shoring and underpinning for new founda-
tions, the construction of domes and
cupolas, and he may be called upon to pro-
vide struts in the consfruction

He should understand centering 1

of shafts |

and mines and lattice, bow

and
arched rib trusses for bridges and viaducts,
REQUIRES KNOWLEDGE OF TIMBER. >

spring

The carpenter must have a thorough
knowledge of the various kinds of tlmber-
and their uses, the methods of seasoning,

‘the defects of tlmber and its durability m-

wet and dry positions, trade marks, and the
marketable sizes, md must be chuamted
with the mechanical principles involved,
especially with regard to resistance to com-
pression, tension, and cross-strain., He mus§
have a sufficient knowledge of geometry _to

- apply it to all forms of oon&:tructlon, as in

the hnrllno of bevels in h1nnpr] rnnFc: qqgln

brackets, gromed ceilings, ete.; and he
should be able to make ﬁorkmﬂ drawings’
and set out work to full size from qcale
drawings. He must also have an intimate
knowledge of all the joints wused in car
pentry, and be abie to apply them properly,

TENDENCY FOR SPECIALISATION.

"It will be seen that a considerable:
amount of experience is necessary to carry
out all the work that a carpenter .is
expected to do, but the common tendency
in nearly all trades to specialise in one -or
more branches of the work, has prevented
a large number of carpenters acquiring an’
all-round {)enence Many apprentices
and learners have no opportunity of getting
into practical touch with more than the
simplest kinds of roof and floor construe-
tions, and unless they are able to attend
trade classes, where they can get practical
as well as theoretical training, they find
that their opportunities are limited. It is
rarely that an apprentice can gain an all-
round experience during his period of train-
ing, and it is usual to spend a few years a$s,
an improver, working at different hranches *-
of the trade, in order to become thorourhg
qualified.

A HEALTHY AND WELL-PAiD CALLING.

The trade of the carpenter, especially
when combinec with that of the joiner, is a
healthy one, and it is generally well paid.
It is a highly-skilled craft,. and for man¥
vears to come is nofb likely to be over-
crowded. The period of apprenticeship,:
where it obtains, is usually five years, with
or without premium; but during this
period, it is necessary for the learner o
collect a good outfit of tools. For a heginner

(Continved on page 40.)
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| THE WORK CONTAINS

§ THE SCOPE AND ORBJECT OF THIS
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§ only regret is that I did not e
& obtain such expert : &

§ knowledge earlier. -

# The craffsman, be he
g cmatéur or skilled,
f should equip himself
H with this expert

8 knowledge,”? i

Booklet,
etc., of

- hy + . . ey
IBMERENBDEDERARARNANED.

NAME..

Reduced. bpeclmen 1;Iu~=t1 ation
N from thebook 7

-

N.L.N.,

LEDGES AND GLAMPS.

ADDRESS...............

Lo T s ——

to Carpentry and Joinery, |

Making, etc.]

|«THE PRACTICAL WOODWORKER" |

is the most complete work ever issued on the Szzbjecf.
6,000 Illustrations, Drawings and Designs.

IMPORTANT SECTIONS |

on the following Subjects:—

Iﬁ:ﬂ..t;{ING MOULDINGS. 14 Illustira-
ions..
THE STANLEY “ PIFTY - PIVE " §

PLANE. 83 Illustrations. -
HALVED, LAPPED, NOTCHED AND 5

HOUSED JOINTS. 52 Illustrations. §
EDGE AND ANGLE JOINTS. 48 I1llus- §

trations. 5
POWELLED JOINTS. 35 Illustratlansa.
95 B

33 &

MORTISE AND TENOH JOINTS.
Jllustrations.

SCARFING AND OTHER JOINTS.
Illustrations. 4

MITRE JOINTS. 5 Illustrations.
PLAIN I)OV:.TAIL JOINTS 30 IXllus- §
trations. . ;
LAP AND . SEGRBT DOVETAIL ¥
JOINTS. 29 Illustrations. E

9 Illustra- §

tions. e

BORING TOOI.S ANZD THEIR USES
77 Illustrations. .
A FEW ELEMENTARY EXAMPLES. j
51 Jllustrations.
BOX ANDP PACKING CASE CON- §
: STRUCTION. 11 Illustrations. 4
DRAWING AND OTHER EOARDS. 32 ¢
Illustrations.
AEROPLANE WOODWOREK. 36 Illus- §
trations,
TOYS. 42 Ililustrations.
Bte., etc., etfc.

for FREE Booklet.

NO MONEY REQUIRED

Tear off and post to-day -

To the WAVERLEY BQOXK CO., LTD. (Dept. N.L.N.),
6 & 97, Parrlngdon Street London, E.C. 4. "

PlezJ se send
conta,mmg all* particulars as to contents,

‘THE PRACTICAL WOODWORKEB“;
formation as to your offer to send a complete work for mereiy
. a nominal first payment, the balance to be paid by a few
small monthly pa,yments, begmnmg thirty days after work
is delivered.

vour Free Illustmted
authors,
also

me, without charge,

(Send this form in “insealed envelope \nth ‘3d, stamp.)
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(Continued from page 38.)

the cssential tools will cost between
four and five pounds. Many firms will
supply their apprf,ntices with sufficient

tools for a start, deducting a small amount
from wages until they are paid for, but
for a few years, it w 11 be necessary to add
to the outfit,

TRADE CLASSES IN ALL THE BIG

TOWNS. o

TMTrade clusses for carpenters and joiners
are geheral in all the large cities, and in

London there .are exceptional facilities, ag
in the frades training schools of the
Worshipful Company of Carpenters at Great
Titchfield Street, W., and the L.C.C. Schoo}
of Building at Brixton. The principal trade
union is the Amalgamated Society of Wood-
workers. The ‘Worshipful Company of
Carpenters are prepared to favourably con
sider helping necessitous cases with -the
payment of an apprenticeship premium for
boys anxious to Dbecome carpenters or
joiners, -

“ THE CALCROFT CASE”
(Continued from page 37.)
 evening for business, or else he has a
private income. Gosh! I believe he’s
actuaily got another customer.”

The waiter was laving another table. He
put a vase of ﬂu“elb on it and a bottle of
champagnec.

“Roath’" mut-tcred Tinker, as. the
came in and sat down.

The private detective gave a quick nod.
Roath did not look their w ay, but opened
the newspaper the waiter brouwht him and
read it until his soup was brourrht
the second course he told the waiter he
wanted no more.. = The champagne
opened, and he lighted a cigar, and its
exquisite aroma dufted across the dining-
room to Sexton Blake and Tinker.

“we'll have coffee outside,” said Blake to
the waiter.

“Seems almost a pity to leave the smell

diner

of that cigar, guv’nor,” said Tinker. “I'm
no smoker, but I’'ll bet they cost a good

- deal more than fourpence.” -

“A ¢€larinada,” said Blake. “You'd be
nearer the mark if you said thirty shillings.
He has a very pretty idea of a good cigar.
Ask the waiter about a boat. It will come

more naturally from you, as grown-up men
generally prefer 'to take a rest after
dinner.”

There was no difficulty about a boat, and
they bhad the choice of three..

“If vou don’t know the river, I shouldnt
advise you to go below the I‘dll“d\ bridge,
which is the second bridge,” said the
waiter. “It starts to run fast there, and
it ain’t easy to get back., . A funny sort of
river is the Calder. Where’s she slow she’s
dead slow, and where she's fast she’s a
regular millrace. Very often visitors take
a boat out and get below the railway-
bridge. Generally, they leave the boat and
walk back, and we have to send for it.”

“Then if I'm going with you, Jack,” said
Sexton Blake to Tinker, “be very careful
not to take me below the rculv.av bridge,
for I don't intend to do-any rowing, and I
strongly object to having to walk back.
While I admire your energyv 1 prefer to
digest my dinner quietly. I don’t mind a

lazv game of billiards after dinner, but row-

ing is too much like hard work. »

After.

was

-.the

—

The sun. had set, and there was still a"’
fading tinge of red in the water when
Tinker pushed off. Roath had come out of
the dining-rcom, and was standing on the
terrace. He watehed them pull away.

“Take it easy, young ’un,” said Blake,
“for it won't lJe dark for some time yet. ”

“And if we're a long time they won’t be
anxious abouv us,” said Tinker. “They’ll
only think we’ve got too far down and are
having to tie up to the bamk and walk
home. 1 want to get down while there’s a
bit of light to make sure of the place.
That was Roath’s car in the garage,” he
added, “I asked the waiter.”
© “What was the matter with it?”

“Nothing that- I know of,” answered
Tinker. “It wasn’t such a bad dinner as
dinners go, but if I were a millionaire and
so close to home with a Rolls-Royce to take
me there, I deon™t think I'd dine at a
country hotel. Perhaps his French chef has
sacked himself, or Roath has had a row
with his wife.” :

“You may be correct about the cook, but
I fancy Roath is a -bachelor,” said Sexton
Blake. “You can go faster now, for it's
clouding over.” -

Tinker rowed past the tea-shop and under
the first bridge, and then let the boab
drift. Lights gleamed in the windows of
the hospital, and then became partially
obscured as the blinds were drawn.

“We’'re dead opposite the flower-bed with

missing  stone now, guv'nor,” said

Tinker. “We can’t start fishing yet, for

they can sce us from the bridge, and it will

be a bit of a puzzle to get on the mark
said Blake.

again when it’s darker.”

“I ecan manage that,” "‘I—[oﬁ
large was the missing flint, Tinker?”

“Now you've got me, but by the size of
the gap it was a heffy bit of rock, too big
to piteh very far.” |

Tinker pulled back and tied the boat to
one of the piles of the bridge. They waite¥
there for quite half an hour, and the traffic
on the bridge becamne less {irequent and
the gloom deepened.

“We'll make a move now, young un,” said
Blake. “I'll do the navigating and you do
the fishing.”

(To be continued.)
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FREE GIFT o JOHN BULL! The “SILKRITE' Registered SELF-FILLING
Printing Outfit to! FOUNTAIN PEN. Over 5,000 Testimonials 6
i

all whobuya Pen | reccived. Guaranteed 5 Years’ Wear!

‘Tites : 5 Pens have I purchased, and all,my friends
ey S Jare porfectly sativfied.”’ M, ¢. POWELL, Esq., writes: ‘‘ Delighted with
arapTa ooy ¢ Si'krite ’: Pen.. It equals any other make at 10/-.’ FREE GIFT.—With

¥l every Pen at 1/6 each, & 3d. extra for postage. of gift, we GIVE FREP

»

a John Bull Printing Outfit in box, as sketch, containing -63 Rubber

‘W = A A
m -Letters, . &c.,-Ink Pad, Typeholder, Tweezers. Write for 1926 @Gift
iz 01 100ye,  Richly Tllustrated, full of Big Bargains, Post Freel— 1
BEENEENSY - LiEDS BARGAIN CO. (U.J.), 31, KENDAL LANE, LEEDS,

15 DAYS TRIAL

Sent Packed FREE & Carriage PAID,
£4 19s. 6d. Cashor 2/6 Weekly,

Immediate delivery, A Big Bargains in
| Second-hanc_i Cycles. ~Accessories at
opular prices. - Write for Free

1st & Special Offer of Sample Cycle,

; _'—a ~ CYCLE CO. Inc,
Mea Dent. B601 .y

SPARKBROOK -. - BIRMINGHAM,

HEIGHT COUNTS

8 in winning success. Let the Girvan
System increase your height. Send
P.C. for particulars and our £100
guarantee to Enquiry Dept. A.M.P.,
17, Stroud Green Rd., London, N.4.

DON’T BE BULLIED.

oA ' Send 4d. Stamps for Two Splendid Illus,
g Lessons in Jujitsu ; the Wonderful Jap-
B anese art of . Self-Defence: without -

¢ 7 ¥) ment, Jewelled Balance, warranted 9 RNy % weapons. Better than boxing or any
i N years, -Sent upon receipt of 6d. 1/6 | [ 3 o science invented.-Learn to
22 ' take careof yourself'under .

REVOLVERS

NO, LICENCE REQUIRED.

- (Accidents impossible.)

For Theatricals, - Sports, etc. Protection
~~  against footpads, dogs, etc.”

NEW MODELS blue steel or nickel finish.
Single-chamber. ..ivueenseens A D 2 |6 post free,
Six-chamber pocket model..iwicsn. 716 45 55
- Eight-chamber - AR I | ¢ 5 S I
Ten-chamber Cowboy. . model............15 /= « ,, .,
FREE SUPPLY OF CARTRIDGLES GIVEN TO ALL
CUSTOMERS ENCLOSING 9d.- FOR CARRIAGE.
CATALOGUE Cameras, Cuycles, Gramophones,
« = L elc., free on request. . - - >
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO., LTD,
71, High “Holborn, London., W.C.1l.

A\, YOURS for ¢

Handsome Gent’s size e

Lever Wristlet Watch,

complete with leather strap. : 74

8 Tuminous-Hands and Dial. DEPOSIT
See time.in the dark. Lever Move-

on'receiptsbalance 2/- monthly until | & ~ UL 7 2y 1 : ;
- only 16/~ is -paid.-:Price, full cash A TN, N all circumstances and fear.
- with~order, or. 7 -days,-15/- ouly. e ®» no man, Monster  large:
- QCash: returned  if “dissatisfied. . Illus. Portion for P.O. 3/9. Send Now to ‘' YAWARA" .

'y SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON),LTD. Dept. A.P. 26), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Middlesex. "
L A\ (Dept. 1869). Queen’s Road, (Dept. & ; - : rb M1 :

et ISTAMP °°55%79™ FREEIE:

lPocket Case, Watermark Detector, Perfora- l..‘
Guide, etc. Send p.c. requesting approvals.
LISBURN & TOWNSEND, Londou Rd., Liverpool. -

-

tion Gauge, British Colonials, Stamp Mounts, <

60 Different Stamps (50 unused), .Stamp

Write for my Free Bar-
\ - gain Lists ofithe blest-

% Coventry -made cycles. ; s ' = Cure yourself
'Se;@onladgys’approval, Stop Stammel‘lng ! as I d{%_ Pglfr- ;
§ carriage paid.Thousands 44 | ticulars PREE.—FRANXK B. HUGHES, 7,

of testimonials. f&é’!‘g Southampton Row, London, W.C.1.
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All applications for Advertisement -
. Spaces in this publication should be .
“addressed to thé -Advertisement®
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd, __,Mé_t_n_a_.iger y . THE NELSON H._[-_:EE__" |
(Dept.S),10, LudgateHill, London. Ene. i - LIBRARY, The Fleetway House,

£2’00 worth cheap Photo Material. Sam- Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Height Increased 5 . Complete

iAIn 30 Days. / Course.
1\3‘0 Appliances. No Drugs. No Dieting.
The DMelvin Strong System NEVER
FAILS. Send stamp for particulars

ples-catalogue free. 12 by 10 En-

Iargement, any photo, 8d.—Hackett’s Works : §
July Road, Liverpool. _" .I!Illllll‘lllIlIlllllllllllllllllllllll._lllllll"t‘_-
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