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6_lb0y actors and a Moor
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A Grand Long Complete Story of the Boys of St. Frank's,

 featuring the Schoolboy Actors in Court.
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

CHAPTER 1.
CRICKET!

| *at St. Frank’s, glared balefully at

Jerry Dodd, his “Australian chum

: of Study I in the Ancient House.

And Jerry Dodd returned that baleful glare
with a hundred per cent interest.

“You're mad!” said Tom Burton fiercely.

“Am 1?7 snapped Jerry Dodd. $.3
wouldn’t have a mind like yours for a for-
tune! By jings! You fraven’t got the in-
telligence of a kangaroo!”

“Souse my scuppers!”
“You—you—— Who told
were a cricket expert?”

““I know more about the game than you’ll
fearn if vou live for.a century!”

“Look here——"

“¥You silly asg——7"!

They glared at one another again—across
the breakfast table, each wrenching fiercely
at the morning newspaper. Captain Thomas
Joseph Burton, entering the room at that
moment, paused in the doorway, and
chuckled.

“Well,

gasped Burton.
you that you

well!” he execlaimed. ¢ Another
squabble? That's no way to treat a guest,
Tom! T'Il be hanged if you haven’t quar-
relled like this for three morning$ running!"

Tom’'s father was a big, bluff old gentle-
man with a full beard He was a sea dog
of the old type—a man who had salled the
world in every kind of vessel that floated--
a man who had explored the uttermost cor-

OM BURTON, of the Remove Form

ners of the seven seas. His face—where it

{ could be seen—was tanned by the suns of

tropic skies, and weather-beaten until it was
the colour of mahogany. His twinkling,
gcod-humourad eyes were surrounded by
countless tiny wrickles. There was some-

{ thing refreshingly breezy about him.

“I can't help it, dad.” said Tom hotly.
““ This—this Australian fathead has the
nerve to say that his country’s rotten old
team is going to whack England in the Test
Matches., Great marlinspikes! ‘The nerve!”

Jerry Dodd snorted.

¢ Nerve, is it?” he retorted. ¢ What
about vours? 1It’s }like your sauce to think
that England stands an earthly chance!
Why, our team's going to make you eat out
of their hands!”

““You conceited Aussie rabbit!”

“You water-brained Euglish donkey!*

Captain Burton roared with laughter.

“Go ahead!” he said encouragingly.
“Splendid! This is the best row you've
had—in my hearing, at any rate. Of course,
vou don’t mean a word of it—and between
the pair of you, that newspaper will soon
look like a rag. Simmer 'down, my cheery
young lubbers! Simmer down! Get those
usual grins on your faces, and you'll look
more natural.”

For a moment, the two juniors continued
to glare, and then Tom Burton allowed
himself to chuckie. Jerry Dodd’s flushed

face changed its aspect, ard a moment later

they were both laughing.
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go0od of having a shindy,

“ What's the
L We're cobbers,

anyhow?” asked Jerry,
aren’t we, Tom??*

* Always will be, souse me!” grinned Tom.

“ But we shall have to keep off ericket!?
went on Jerry, relaxing his hold on the
newspaper. ‘The fact is, we’re both hot-
tempered, bo’sun. And you're not going to
tell me that the Aussie team isn't real
dinkum.*

“We're going 1o whaek ift,
Tom confidently.

““Oh, are you? Just you wait—="

“ Steady—steady !’ chueckled Captain Bur-
ton., *“You no sooner make peace than
vou clear for action again! Steer quietly
into harbour, my lads, and get snugly to
your moorings! It’s breakiast-time, any-
how !*? i

These crickeb duels were quite frequent
m Captain Burton’s comfortable, unpreten-
tious home in Leigham Court Road,
Streatham, in the south-western distriet of
London., Jérry Dodd, whose parents, of
course, were in Australia, frequently spent
his holidays with his chum. And  this
IZaster was no exception to the rule.

Cricket was now thoroughly in the air.
IFor months past the papers had heen dis-
cussing the coming test matches—the great

anyhow,” said

duel between the stalwarts of hnf*hlna and,

the stalwarts of Australia. So far as the
sporting world was concerned, there was
really no other subject worth mentioning.

And Jerry Dodd, who took cricket as any
other fellow would take his meals, had
aroused an almost equal enthusiasm in Tom
—who was generally known in the Remove
ns the *° Bo’sun.”

Jerry, naturally, was absolutely convinced
that Australia would win the rubber, and
retain the Ashes. And Tom- was equally
certain that Ehgland would wipe out many
cld secores, and obtain a sweet revenge,
Tom wouldn’t even dream of the possibility
of an English deieat.

And so, at every meal-lime, cricket
formed a very solid part of the menu.

There were no ladies present at these dis-
cussions, since Captain -~ Burton was a
widower, and long since retired. e lived
quietly with an elderly housekeeper., anl
spent a lonely life except during the holi-
~days. Indeed, he practically lived in his
club, where he was in tlhe habit of hob-
nobbing with old cronies after his own
heart.

“There's no telling who'll win this series

ol Tests, my boys,” he said genially.
**What’s the good of worrying, anyhow?
Let the best team win—that’s what I say!

Let the best man sail into port!”

“Dad’s right, Jerry, you know.” agreed
che” Bo’sun,  ““Souse me! Why should we
have all these- arguments for nothing?
Cricket’'s a great game—the best game 111
the wor]d—and it's silly to quarrel over it.’
bo“Well, you started it this morning,”
said Jerry, - -
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e said.

- Burton thoughtiully.

Y1 didn't! You ’megan by saying that

S

““You haven’t for’rotten that appointment
tor this marning, hwe you, Tom?% put in
his  fafher diploumtlcd]y “And  you
musin’t forget to bring young Alec back
to tea. By glI‘l*”'BI" I haven't seen him yet—
althiough 1've heard quite enouglh abuut him
from Jerry.™

Jerry Dodd nodded.

““Alec Duncan is a New Zealander, xsir.
“QOur families have Kknown each
other for years. My dad’s particularly keen
that I should show him round a bit. Ile¢'s
101 St. Trank’s, sir.”

““So 1 understand,”” nodded the skipper.

*“A New Zealander..eh??” remarked Tom
“ We shall have ihe

Empire fairly well represented at St
1_< z'ank’_s now. We've already = got I
Canadian, and an Indian, so we RhaH oniy

need a South African to complete the list.
This Alexander Runcan-chap is booked for

the Remove, isn’t he?”
* Rather,” said Jerry. 1’1l try and gut
him into the Ancient IIouce t00. But we're

soing to give him a real bonzer time to-day.
It’11 be ﬂood to talk over old times. T
haven't seen Alee. sinee we werve on dad's
station together,” "

‘e Station?” repeated Tom. 1
you mean ranch??’

“We don’t call ‘em ranches in Australia,
you ass!” sniffed Jerry.

They continued to discusz Alee Duncan.
A few days earlier Jerry had received a
letter from his father—forwarded on to him
from St. Frank's. 1t told him the news
concerning Alee Duncan. The latter’s father
was a wealthy New Zealand sheep farmer,

The Duncans and the Dodds were very
cld friends, and when last Jerry had been
al home, Alec Duncan and his sisters had
been visiting Australia—and staying on Mr.
Dodd’s station, in New South Wales, Jeury
knew that Alec was a fine, cheery sort of
youngster, and he was keen upon renewing
the irleﬁdslnp It had been a piece of good
news for him that Duncan was to enter the
St. Frank’s Remove. In fact, Jerry's father
was responsible for this move, having given
Mr. Duncan the benefit of his advice, r

At that moment, Alec Duncan was stay-
ing at the Savoy Hotel, having travelled
from New Zealand with some old family
friends, Until St. Frank's ‘opened for the
new term, Alec would be remaining at the
hotel. "

“We've fixed it all up, dad,” said Tom.
‘““We're going to the Marble Alch Pavilion
this morning—eleven o'clock prompt.”#: s

80 I understand,” nodded ihe captain.
‘““But what’s the idea, Tom? The pictures

suppose

‘don’t start until the alternoon, do they?” :

- “They do this week, sir,” put in Jerrys
““They’ve got-a special film showing-=
I England’s  Publie Schools,! . A sort  «of



And

I believe.
¥rank’s is being featured to- day.”
“50 we're going to take Alec to have

(ductttloml arrangement,

a look at St. Frank’s before he actually
gets there,” explained Tom. “I'm keen
on soundmg the lubber about his cricket,
too. Swab my decks! If he thinks that
Australia is going to win the Test Matches,
I won’t have anything to do with him!®"

Jerry Dodd glared.

“You'd better make up your mind at
once, then!’’ he snorted. ¢ Alec’s bound to
be on my side. He's an Australasian, don’t
forget! He knows as well as I do that the
Ashes aren’t in any danger.”

“Why, you, boasting gum-sucker——?’

“ Gum-sucker!” howled Jer ry.

““That's what I said, swab you!”

“But I'm not a Victorian!” roared Jerry
indignantly. “I'm from New South Walcﬁ
I'm a corn-stick!”

The Bo’'sun nodded.

“1 thought you were
tartly. ¢*All corn stalks are green when
they’re young! Cricket! Huh! A fat lot
you know about the trouble that’s in store
for your mouldy team!”

And in another second the squabble was
raging as fiercely and furiously as ever.

green!” he said

——

CHAPTER II.
THE FELLOW FROM NEW ZEALAND.

F course, it
lasted a few
minutes. Jerry and
Tom never quarrel-

led on any other subject but
cricket, and their tiffs were
always brief and heated.
Cuece over, they were as chummy as ever.

They always made up their minds to bar
the subject of cricket from all conversa-
tion—but it was a hopeless project. Cricket
simply cropped up at every hour of the day,
and couldn't be avoided.

“We're going to do big
Frank’s this summer, too,” said Jerry en-
thusiastically, wheun peace was restored.
“¢ There's nothing to beat the summer term!
(‘ricket and fine weather! Of course, it
vould be better if your English summer
was anything like the real article. But
vou can never rely on it. To get real
summer, vou've got o go to Australia.”

“ And get dried up to a clinker?” asked
Tom Burton tartly. ‘Do you call that
summer? Droughts and dust! Not a green
hlade of grass for miles! People collapsing
cverywhere! Swill my scuppers! Summer,
ch?v

Jerry Dodd grinned.

“No, old son, 1011 can't make me wild
over the climate,” he chuckled. ¢ What
about your wet Junes and Julys? Rain
¢very day! Soaked wickets—no possibility
of play! In Australia we can play cricket

only

things at St,

every day of the week, and sfart a game
with the certainty of finisking it!”

““The sooner you boys get off, the
better,” put in Captain Burton. “Two
minutes ago you said you wouldn't include
cricket in the conversation, and now I1'm
sunk if it hasn't cropped up again! Hoist
vour anchors and set- sail! Mavbe you’ll
forg;et cricket when you reach the open
Be€a 1%

And it wasn’t long before the two chums
were off to keep their appointment with
Alec Duncan. They had arranged to meet
him at ten forty-five sharp, outside the
Marble Arch Pavilion.

There was a big difference between this
pair of friends, but they both cut good
figures as they swung briskly down Leigham
Court Road to the main street, where they
were bent upon catching a ’'bus to Oxford
Circus.

Jerry Dodd was loose-limbed and wiry,
and he walked with a firee-and-easy gait.
While not being handsome, his twinkling
eyes and his cheerful countenance werc
typically Colonial. Burton, on the other
hand, was one of the eclumsiest fellows
imaginable — big-limbed, lembering, and
dgeeply tanned. IHis jolly. good-natured face
was the essence of biuff geniality. His eyes
were frank and innocently blue, and his hair

was brown and curly. And both juniors
were utterly careless in their attire—free
and easy and comfortable. They cared

nothing for creased trousers or stiff collars.

They had purposely started off early, in
order to guard against traffic delays. 1t
was quite natural, therefore, that their ’bus
should have a clear course throughout the
journey, and land them at Oxford Circus by
10.15.

¢ If we had started late, we should have
jumped on a crawler!” grinned Tom, as they
set off down Oxford Street. ¢“No need to
ship a passage, messmate—we’ll walk it.”

“Might as well,”? said Jerry. ‘ Aleec won’t
be tliere for nearly half-an-hour, and-it’s
onlv ten minutes® walk, Hallo—look at
that!?” He pointed down a side-street as he
spoke. ¢ Handforth's at it again!”

As he said, Edward Oswald Handforth was
certainly ““at it.”” Church was gently dab-
bing at his nose, while Handforth was squar-
ing up to \Iﬂ(;lure

Even as Jerry and Tom “EltCthd they saw
Handforth lash out wildly. He caught
MecClure squarely on the jaw, and sent him
fiyving backwards—just as a motor-’bus rolled
towards them, close in to the kerb.

The watchers gasped. It seemed as
though MeClure must fall under the heavy
wheels of the weighty vehicle. Then Church
forgot his damaged nose, and shot out his
lmnd-—1u-t in time. He grabbed McClure
by the shoulder and 3an1\ed him back.

“You—you mad ass!” gasped McClure. *1
might have been run over !’ 3
“You ought to be,” growled Handx ¢ if ¢

' you can't stand up to a little tap on the
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chiint  Cofhe on, and—— Oh, there's the
Ba'sunl?
The three of them moved towards Jerry
and Tom. Handforth was looking flushed,
and Churclhh was gently dabbing hl&- nose

with his humlkerch;ef McClure rubbed his
vhin carefully and with due caution.

““Trouble?’ asked Jerry politely. .

“It's Handy!” grambled Church, .7 We
can’t walk ten yards in the street without
a serap!? :

Handforth regarded bis pals with lofty
contempt,

It Cwas your own dotty fault!®’. he
anapped.  **You c<houldn't get such idiotic
ideas about the Test Matches!” He turned
to Jerry and Tom. “Think of it!* he
sinorted.  ** These—these traitors actually

said that England will have to fight bard
to win the Ashes!?

**So they will!” =aid Church warmly.

“Rats!”  retorted Handforth. “ Rot |
Pifte! We've got these Australians whacked
this year! They won't staud an carthly
chanece of winning the rubber. At least, they
won’t if the selection commitfee took my
wlvicg———??

‘Ha, ha, hal?

“Souse me!*
“Jerry, shipmate,
n]onb, ]t _seems

11
“It's
':IT"\ 1[0%80

murmured the Bo'sun.
we'd better be moving
dangerous to argue with

fqtal"‘ sald (lmuh, gently dabbing

“P’'m going to cay what I llhe * arowled
Jerry Dodd. ““Why, you a3z, Handiortn!
You—you coot! TI'll Dbet m}; last deener
that Australia knocks Lngland Dbalf-way
across the calendar!® )

Handforth glared, and Church, McClure,
and Tom Burton looked alarmed. Various

uther peop!e who were trying to get round
the knot of schoolboys regarded them mth
amused interest.

“What's that vou called mer

<ald Hand-
forthi omi-ously, - :

““A coob ! '

“What's a coot, you Auvstralian Jand-
(RAH lh 922 '

s 4 coot’s n chap of no account!” retorted

lmly, with relish.

*You—you fat-headed gum-sucker.”

“I'm a coranstalk!” hooted Jerry, exas-
I’Cl'i"ited. , A you call me gum-sucker

gain——? -

“Steadv Handy, old wan!” gasped
Chureh. ¢ He’s only- pulling your leg. A
coob is really a kind of water-fowl—>

““That means he called me a water-fowl!”
sported Handforth indignantly.

“Yes, but he dida't mean—-"’
¢ Cheeze it.!»* grinned Jerry, cooling down,

a

“We don’t want a row in the street, do
we? I wonder why we're always hm‘ing
tlhiese squabbles about cricket? It’s only

my chiack, Handy.”
““Your what?? asked Edward Oswald sus-
piciously.

cCan’'t you undersatand  DEnglishi de-
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manded - Jerry.  ** Chiack’s
)0111 leg, you know.”

And what's a deener?” asked Handforth
tdltly .

““ Why, a shilling

“My only hat'! “You Australian chap»; are
as bhad as the Americans!”’ sniffed Hand-
ferth. ** You're not satisfied with straight-
forward English., Why can’t you speak the
language as we do? Why the dickens .can’t
vou sling these rotten slang words aside, and
use decent English? I'm fed-up with hear-

hanter—pulling

of course.”

ing our language mutilated, you potty
chump! Any more of it, and I'll bifi you
one on the nob! It’s getting a bit too

giddy thick!*?

Jerry Dodd grinned widely.

““Is that what you call
English?” he asked blandly,

Cs ‘l‘ h‘):}

 Ha, ha, ha!

The other juniors roared at Handforth's
expression-—as he realised that his own lng-
lish was not exactly a pure pattern of the
mother tongue. But good humour was 10-
stored, so everything was all right., |

They managed to reach the Marble .'uch
Pavilion without any further trouble, for it
turned out that Handforth & (o. were at-
tracted to this famous civema by the St.
Frank’s film, too.

* Of course, it’ll be all wrong,” said Hand-
forth judicially. **1t’s bound to bhe a mess-
up. The camera men -were only at St.
Frank’s for one afternoon—and, of course,
they chose an afternoon when most of us
were playing an away match against Helm-
ford.” ]

“A bit of nerve, I called it!” agreed
Church. **We didn't know anything about
it until we got back. The film'’s naturally
incomplete without Handy. How ean it
show St. Frank’s properly without him?7*’

‘¢ Ridieulous ! said MeClure gravely.

straightforward

l‘\l

“TI'm glad you realise it!” suiffed Hand-
forth. ¢ The Jast time we discussed the

matter you seemed to think—— Hallo! How
goes it, old sonv Huven't zecn you for
days!?

Archie Glenthorne, lounging elegantly near
the .entrance of the cinema, anxiously look-
ing towards the Marble Arch in search of
Marjorie Temple, suddenly received a clap
on the back which knocked half the wind
out of him. 'The swell of the St. Frank’s
temove gave a yelp of sheer horror. His,
cane went in one direction, his gloriously
shiny topper in another, and his moncocle
jerked from his eye, broke from. its cord,
and :plintered tu fragments on the pave-
ment.,

“ ood
what ?*?
He turned, and gazed at Handforth with
glassy dismay.,

“ Ripping morning, Archic !> Hand-
forth ger 'dlly

““0dds P&Ith(lll"ll\(}b and eruptions!” ejzlew
lated Arclie. You—you frightful steam-
rollery 1 mean (o zay, it’s o bit dished

cad!"" he. gaszped. I—I mean,

said
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thick when a chappie can’t gaze peacefully
at the populace without a bally barge push-
ing along and absolutely wrecking him!?”

*“Why, you ass, 1 haven't touched you!”

“Here 1 was, at peace with the whole
frightful world!”” complained Archie bit-
terly., I mean to say, the old bean was
fuirly simmering with joyous thoughts, and
cheery what-nots. And then—absolutely zing!
' y—this
beastly juggernaut-—and absolutely converts
me into a feeble blancmange. A bit thick,
what? In fact, decidedly on the solidified
side !”?

Chureli rescued Archie's hat, and McClure
restored his stick. And Archie found that
he had a spare monocle in his waistecoat
pocket—so things weren't so bad, after all.
All the same, he gazed at bhis topper with
acute distress, He observed the dusty
blemishes.

“This,”" he breathed, ““is where old Phipps
would rally round in the most frightiully
useful fashion. Good gad! The lad would
absolutely shove it across the old topper in

CHAPTER III.

AT HORACE STEVENS® HOME.

(¢ OR goodness’ sake,
dou't Worry,

—mother! I way

afraid of this all
and now you’ll only
yourself thoroughly ill,””
. - Horace  Stevens, of the
Fifth Form, spoke anxiously and concemedl)
He was bt’:indmmr over a frail-looking lady
who sat in an arm-chair. It was his mother
Mrs. Vincent Stevens, and they were both
in the drawing-room of their house at
Regent's Park. It was morning—and the
cheery weather outside was in striking con-

trust to the anxiety and concern on Mrs.
Stevens’ face.

“But—but I don't understand,” she said,
looking up at him with dcep worry. “1t
all seems such a tungle! Wh} didn’'t I know
about this before? Why should you keep it

along,
get

Cfrom me—-=""

two bally jiffs, and- “I didn’t want you to
What-ho! 0Odds visions . know a thing, mother,”
i 0w s, HANDFORTH says :—<Fl  Infermunted 0 Steven,
old girl$™ \ § all over and done with
Marjorie Temple, of 0 before you heard a
tiie Moor View School, §  “You've all becin asking 9 word. You've got quite
came along with Iren_ff Q for dt—and now wyou're ! ‘ifgl?lngTl to upset you es
%Télrﬂ?é;ﬂm%nd,au ﬁ?rréé going to get vt /" 0 “No, dear, things are
gm{l wgm looking t{m. g g figg{gg thmiii they n:é?,{.%;
cetly c¢harming in their clenier i3 :
summery frocks—for the g Full details of a big 0§ ‘1;}.0;‘9,, remember  Mr.
day was sunny and : il
mild.. \ surprise — 0 “That infernal money-
it Iseemked that hallf 0 8 Ie%der?” said Stevens.
St. T'rank's  was  col- - “By jingo! Do I re-
leeting outside the CD member him! I'll
_ -ciuemfl—nall drawn by D00000 NEXT WEEK ! guarantee he'll never
-r_tllzc Sp&]gilaild film. g But {:‘yrgeﬁ; dma; ' Id not oglyi;
Jerry odd wasn’t in- inocked him down, bu
terested in this crowd—he was looking ;1 kicked him out of the house
searchingly for Alec Duncan. At last he ““I was dreadfully concerned about it at

tound him.

““Jerry!” exclaimed the New Zealand boy,
&s they gnpped hands.

“I hardly knew you,
Jerry. “You're about a
you used fo be!”

“You don’t look the
gvinned Alee Duncan.

He was a different type from Jerry—being
hroad-shouldered, tall, and strikingly good
looking, A ﬁne. atmppmg youngster—aglow
with health and high spirits.

Dick Hamilton & Co., the popular leaders
of the Xemove, were introduced, to say
nothineg of Reggn, Pitt, Jack Grey, and Hand-
forth & Co. Dick Hamilton—the ever- popu-
lar Nipper—practically gave Duncan an
official welcome—Nipper being Form skipper.

But not many compliments could be ex-
changed, for it was now nearly eleven
0 (,lock. and time to buy their tickets. They
all crowded in, happy and cheerful,

gasped
than

old man!”
vard tallev

same, cither!”

L And

the time, Horace, and I was afraid that he
would take drastic action,” said Mrs. Stevens
softlv., “But I have had a letter from him
this morning to say that he regards the
account as settled. And yet I've paid him
nothing more! Why has he done this,
Horace? Of course, he has received
far more than the original loan,” she added
thoughtfully. “Perhaps you frightened him.
Anyhow, it is a great relief to know that
our home is in no danger. The bill of sale
is cancelled.”

Her son took a deep, deep breath.

“ Browne!” he muttered.

“ What did vou say, Horace?”’

“Eh? Oh, nothing!” said Stevens hastily.
“Nothing, mum! I'm jolly glad about
Webb—he's finished with, thank goodness!
it won't be Jong before all our other
troubles are over, too.”

He hardly knew what he was saying, for

- hic thoughts were straying in another direc-
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tion. Browne—of course! His masterful
cbum—Willlam Napoleon DBrowne, the cap-

toin of the Fifth FForm™at S6. Frank’'s—had
been at work here, It was very distinetly
@ Browne touch, ; ,

During these hoiidays Stevens had made
onc or two jarring discoveries. Not the least
of them had been the knowledge that- his
wsother was far worse off than he had ever
supposed. His late father had left them a
comfortable income, - but shares had. de-
creased in value—Stevens didn’t 'know the
exact facts of the ‘‘case—and money was
tight, : W

Mrs. Stevens bad denied herself con-
sistently in order that hier =zon should feel
si0 pinch at school.  She had even become
entangled:with a. moneylender, and this man
hiad threatened -to turn her out of house
and home.,” As a reward for this attitude,
Mr. Webb ~himself* had . been not merely
turned out, but kicked out. -

-Stevens had told Browne all about it. And
now, only about a week later, his mother
had received a letter to say that .the trans.
cetion was settled! Stevens looked grim.
ile. would compel Browne to tell him. how

much it had cost to square the moneylender.
it’s

““And dear old mother thinks that
Webb’s doing,” breathed Stevens to him-
zelf,  ““Catch a moneylender relaxing his
grip on a viectim! I’ll bet that Browne’s
pater did the trick!? e "

e remembered, then, that Browne had
promised to get his celebrated father on
the job., The Fifth Form skipper’s pater
was Sir Rufus Browne, K.C., one of the
most famous men at the Bar. There was
Just a chance that he had forced Mr. Webb
to call the deal closed without any cash
heing Jhanded over. But this was very un-

likely. =
“But it’s this other matter that is so
dreadful,” continued Mrs. Stevens. “To

think of it, Horace!
stolen! Produced in London under another
name!  What can we do? What hope is
there for us to get any justice?”

“We can fight, mother.” S

“Oh, my boy., you don’t seem to realise
that it costs money to fight,” she replied.
“It’s a terribly expensive business to bring
an action in the Law Courts. We've got
inothing!  But the people who have pro-
duced the play are wealthy. Indeed, Mr.
Arrowsmith is a millionaire.” ,

““And the play is the biggest success that
T.ondon has had for years!” gloated Stevens.
“Think of it, mother! Dad’s play! A roar-
ing, raging triumph! Why, they are booked
up solid for months ahead at the Emperor
Theatre. The show's a riot!”

- Stevens’ - face 'was glowing. For the
moment, he had forgotten that he and his
mother were reaping none of the benefits.

“Yes, dear, I realise all that,” said his
‘mother gently. “And if seems that there
nas been an injunction, or something. And
there’s talk of a law suit. Mr. Tudor quite
confuzed. me with all he said, and 1 don't

Your father's play

then?? |

.some - of the.other

really kuow what to think. But he scemed
very confident,  Yet I don’t know who
instructed him, or whow——-"

“You haven’t got to think of those things,
mother,” interrupted her son, “0f course,
old Tudor couldn’t help it—he’s our family
lawyer, so he had to come along and tell
you everything. But I wish he'd seen me

first—it wouldn't have given you such a
shock.”
"~ Until this morning, Mrs. Stevens had

known nothing of the theit of her .hus-
band’s play and of its recent production in
London. She had known, of course, that a
play called ‘‘*The Whirlpool,” by Roger
Barton, had made an unprecedented success
at the Emperor Theatre, But she had never
dreamed that this play was actually ** The

‘Third Chance,” written by her own husband

some little time before his death.

The news had come as a great shock 1o
her—particularly as she had not been pre-
pared for it. Mr. Tudor, the kindly old
jJawyer, had assumed. that she was
acquainted with the facts, and had taken
no trouble to break the news gently. Hence
Mrs. Stevens’ present agitation. The solicl-
tor had only left the house twenty minutes
earlier.

“I never realised that you'd have to know
everything, mother,” went on. Stevens
slowly.  “But, of course, youll he the
plaintiff.” v :

“The plaintiff!”

“Yes, in the law suit.”

“Oh, dear! T'm sure it'll be dreadfully

trying——" : - o
“It. won't, mother—take my word for it,
interrupted Stevens confidently. “You'll

simply have to sit in the court and do
nothing. ¥ -was hoping that we could get
the action over’and Barton in gaol before
you heard anything. But, legally, the play
is yours, so you've got to he the plaintifi.
I'm a mere nobody,” he added, with a grin.

“Yet you seem to know a lot more about
it than I do, Horry,” smiled his mother.
“Who is this man Barton? 1 want to hear
evervthing now. You mustn't keep me in
the dark like this. It’s cruel.”

Stevens made himself more comfortable.

“T like that!” he said indignantly. I
was thinking of your peace of mind, and
you call me cruel!”

“r didn’t actually mean if, dear.”

“I know you didn’t,” he said softly. “The
fact is, mum, we first came across Roger
Barton mnear St. Frank’s, in old Andy
Noggs’® Travelling Theatre. T've told you
about dear old Nogygzs, hayen™t I7 A regular
genuine old bhoy!' Barton was his businezs
manager.” !

“Did  you suspect him - of wickedness
“Why, Browne and Nipper and Pitt and
fellows actually . dis-
covered him trying to swindle old XNoggs
out of his theatre!” said Stevens indig-
nantly. “We dished him properly by lend-
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ing Noggs some money, and
the brute was paid out.
After that he disappeared
—and I didn’t hear of him
again until this play was
produced. The confounded
hound must have stolen it
from St. Frank’s.”

“But how did he know
about it?”

“Why, because we pro-
duced it at Noggs’ Theatre,”
explained Horace. “Don’t
you see? It’s as plain as w
a pikestaff! Barton saw
the play then, but only
jeered at it. Of course,
lie secretly told himself
that it was a masterpiece.
And he burgled St. Frank’s,
and stole it.”

“How do you know——-"

“Know!” broke in Ste-
vens,  ““Isn’t it obvious? S
On the last day of term I
couldn’t find the play any- &5
where. I assumed that I
had left it in one of the
other lockers -— but the
Housemaster had the Kkey,
and he’d left, so I couldn’t
- be certain, But Barton stole
the play. He came to Lon-

able nerve to present it
under "his own name! I
shall never forget that first
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night! He came on the
stage and accepted the ap-
plause of the audience—just
as though he were the real
author! I don’'t remember
much - after that—but I

ti .
know T called him a liar, o

Handforth’s fist caught MicClure squarely on the jaw,
and sent him staggering backwards.

it seemed as though he must fall under the heavy
wheels of the weighty vehicle.
his damaged nose and shot out his hand—just in

Then Church forgot

and I know that I was
turned out of the theatre.”
- “Horace!” _

“Yes, and X horsewhipped him, too!” went
on Stevens gloatingly. “I horsewhipped the
beast right up the lHaymarket ke

“Horace, what are you saying?” gasped
his mother, staring at him in horrified

amazement,

CHAPTER IV.
BROWNE'S LITTLE WAY.

ORACE STEVENS
H pulled up with a
jerk.

“Eh?’ he ejacu-
lated, “Oh, my hat! I didn’t
mean to tell you that,
% mother! Not that it matters
—it’s out now. Yes. I was so thundering
wild that I borrowed a horsewhip and made
the brute dance.”

“But, Horace, vou might
arrested!” breathed his mother.

have been

“I wanted to be,” he replied promptly.

“Oh, you foolish boy!”

“Nothing would have suited me better,”
went on Horace grimly. “In court, I could
have explained why 1 horsewhipped the
cad. Barton knew it, too, and refused to
charge me. Since then there’s been a kind
of lull, and I was beginning to fear that
there was no hope. That play at the Pall
Mall has taken up a lot of time, t00.”

Mrz. Stevens regarded her son rather
proudly. On Easter Monday, at a few
hours’ mnotice, he had undertaken to play
the leading part, owing to a motoring acci-
dent which had involved both the leading
man and his understudy.

Stevens was a remarkable young actor—
he possessed the true sense of .the theatre,
and exercised a magnetie influence over his
audience. In one so young, this faculty was
indeed astonishing. With development,
Horace Stevens had a wonderful future
hefore him. *

He had played the part for three or four
nights—tatil the leading man could resume.



They had been glorious nights for Horace
Stevens, and Mr. Augustus Crowson, the
manager of the theatre, had promised to
do hig things for him later.

But now there was this business concern-
ing Loger Barton.

“I don’t wunderstand what’s happened,
Horace,” said Mrs. Stevens. “But it seems
there's bheen an injunction—whatever that
~may be. And I'm not even sure that there
has heen an injunction. I'm afraid I'm no
cood at legal matters at all. Mr, Tudor
confused me terribly.” -

“There’s no need for you to know a lot
about legal matters, mother,” replied
stevens, “In fact, the less you know, the
better. Didn’t Mr. Tudor make it clear
what was in the wind?”

“He only told me that I should probably
have to go to'the Law Courts.”

“Yes, I suppose you will,” said Iorace
thoughtfully. “It oughtn’t to be difficult
to prove dad’s authorship.
how Barton could have had the terrific
nerve to alter the names and the title and
call 1t his own.”

“He’s a clever man, Horace,” said Mrs.
Stevens gravely. “And he’s rich, too—rich
with money that ought to be ours. And
he's backed by Mr. Samuel Arrowsmith, the
great theatrical magnate. Do you think
Mr. Arrowsmith is equally guilty?”

“No fear!” replied Stevens promptly. “He
may not be too particular, but he’s not a
erook. I'll guarantee that he thinks this is
a stunt of ours-—-and that Barton is the
genuine author. An injunection, eh? By
iingo, mother, I hope yowre right about
that. It means they’ll have to suspend the
play until the case is settled.™

“I think they’ve made a special arrange-

ment about, this,” said Mrs. Stevens. *“The
.play is such a great success that it would
be a grave matter to stop it—particularly
i3 80 many advance bookings have been
made. I'm sure I don’t know what Mr.
Tudor told me, but I believe the takings
must be kept infact, and a strict account
gi all expenses Lept. And neither Mr.
Barton nor Mr, Arrowsmith must touch a
penny. Some such special arrangement has
been reached, I think. But I'm no good at
fezal matters, Horace.”

“Oh, well, as long as the case is going for-
ward we needn’t worry,”” said Stevens
priskly.  “It ought to be child’s play to
prave that, dad wrote the show under
another title.  DBarton’s destroyed the
original script, of course. That’s a cer-
tainty, but there are bound to be plenty of
proofs—-"

“That’s where I am so worried, Iorace,”
mterrupted his mother concernedly, “I
don’t believe there are any proofs., I told
Alr. Tudor so, and ke was very waorried.
Oh, why did you take the play to St.
Frank’s? If 1t hadn’t been for that—"

I don’t know

young
- Browne from the doorway.

+

She broke off and sighed.
“It’s no good speaking in that way, mum,”

satd Horace, shaking his head. “If I hadn't
taken the play to St. Frank’s it would
never have been produced. But isn’t therc
something we can get hold of? One of dad's
old diaries, perhaps? Some of his original
n?tgs? about the play? A typewritten copy
O 1 ”

“I don’t know at all—but I'm afraid not,”
said his mother. “Such a loiL of things were
cleared out and ‘'destroyed. Years ago,.
Horace, when we had a lof of lumber
removed. X remember, there was a dread-
ful mistake. I had filled two boxes with
dad’s old papers, and they were taken away
in error—and then we found that everything
had been burnt. Isn’t it just fate? 1 don’t
know where to look for any proof. I don't
think there’s a scrap of paper—not cven a
diary,”

“We shall have to make a thorough

- search, that’s all,” said Horace confidently.

“The tiniest shred will be enough to upset
Barton’s case completely., He won’t have

a leg to stand on—— Hallo! Somebody at
the door.” he added, as he heard a knock.
“Sounds like old Browne.”

“You mean Billy?”

“He _hates being called Billy—not by you,
of course,” smiied Stevens. “But if I
started, he'd have a fit, Evervbody at St
Frank's ealls him ‘old Browne'’'—-"

“Old in wisdom, Brother iorace, but
in years,” said William Napoleovu
“Greetings, Mrs.
Stevens! The {freshness and {fragrance of
the morning is as nothing compared to
your own charm. But am 1 wrong in f{ear-
ing that Brother Horaece’s prattling has
bored ycu? I detect certain signs of weari-
ness.”

He shook hgnds, and beamed upon them.

“I’s not Horace, bul something very
different,” said Mrs. Stevens. “I've heard
all about Mr. Bartén, Billy.”

“Forgive my little criticism, bubt why
insult millions of harmless * Misters’ by
including a mere reptile in the category?”
asked Browne. “I have even ceased 1o
refer to this scorpion as ‘ Brother Barton.’
And I can assure you the case must b3
exceptional, indeed, for me to depart from
my time-honoured method.”

“What do you call him
Stevens, smiling.

“But for your mother’s presence, I should
unquestionably call him a double-distilled

now?” asked

dirty dog,” replied Browne calmly., “Bub I
would mnot dream of offending gentle
feminine ears by such language. It hus

recently become my custom to think of this
human canine as Burglar Barton. I pride
myseclf on the fact that it fits him as snugly
as a sausage fits its skin.”
“He's & burglar right

;O

¢cnough,” agrecd
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Stevens, mnodding. -¥Ie broke inlo 81,
Frank’s and stole that play. anyhow.”

Browne nodded.

““He has also been stealing divers amounts
from the Emperor Theatre pay-box,” lLe re-
marked. “We may take it as a certainty
that Burglar Barton has setverely chewed
Mr. Arrowsmith’s ear on many occasions.”

“Chewed his ear, Billy?"” asked DMrs,
Stevens, in wonder.

“ A mere. figure of speech, dear lady,” ex-
plained Browne. ¢ Biting one’s ear 13 simply
another definition of touching one. But 1
venture to suggest that Burglar Barton
would not be content with a mere bite.”

“And that money's ours!"” said Stevens
indignantly.

“Unquestionably,” agreed William Napo-
leon. I fcar that it can never be
recovered—but do mot be alarmed regarding
the present and future. Our doggish friend
will receive no more chews. TUntil the case
is settled, every penny of money must be
held intact, and so far as: Burglar Barton
i3 concerned, the cupboard is bare. And so
the poor dog will have none.”

Mrs. Stevens looked at him earnestly,

“Tell me, Billy, what have you been do-
ing?’ she asked, her voice quiet but firm.
“ Mr. Tudor, our lawyer, came to see me
this morning. It seems that he has had
instructions—but he would not say {from
whom. There is this injunction, too. And
I understand that I am plaintiff in a case
which will soon be hecard in the Law
Courts?”

Browne nodded.

“In the main, your information is reliable,”
he admitted. -

“PBut who has done this?” demanded Mys,

Stevens,

““The morning,” said DBrowne dreamily,
“is singularly balmy, Very suitable to your
constitution, RBrother Horace. Let us ven-
ture forth and sip some of the airy nectar.
I might even suggest a vigit to the
pictures.”

“ At this time of the day?” asked Stevens.
“There aren’t any pictures, you chump.
Besides, it's so sunny——"

““The Marble Arch Pavilion iz honouring
London by showing a special film of St,
T'rank’s,” explained Browne smoothly. “You
may judge the importance of this occasion
when I assure you that the film is pre-
sented as a special programme. 1 have
promised to be there, Brother Horace.
Imagine the consternation if I fail to arrive
on time. Imagine the utter horror if I am
five minutes late! We must lose no more
precious seconds!”

But Mrs. Stevens placed a hand on hiy
arm. _

“It’'s no good, Billv—vou can’t get cut of
it Tike that,” she smiled. “You haven't
dnswered my question yet,” :

CHAPTER V.
THE BEST OF NEWS,

y ILLIAM NAPOLEON
BROWNE sighed.
“I  fearedq it

) would be useless,”
T he said sadly. “But I have
B at least made the attempt.

—oee= - And who ean do more than
his best? At the same time, I urge you,
Mrz, Stevens, to ask no questions.”

“But I must ask, Biliy,”” she insisted.
“You dou’'t seem to realise what this means
to me and to Horace. My late husband's
play bas been stolen and produced at a
West End theatre. It is a big succesg—
with a fortune in it for the owner: :

“That fortune's ours,” put in Stevens
cagerly.  “We're the owners, you know—
at least, you are.”’

““They say that possession is nine points
of the law, Horace,” replied Mrs, Stevens,
" And we've got to face the fact that Mr,
Barton is in possession of the play. So
far as the producers are concerned, they
regard Mr. Barton as the author.”

““A brainy remark, Mrs. Stevens,” agreed
Browne. ¢ Burglar Barton has undoubtedly
got the half-uelson on those nine points of
the law. But what about the tenth? That,
let me whisper, is where we slide gracefully
into the picture.” . :

‘““You think there's a real chance?’”’

“It’s a cert., dear lady,” rcplied Browne
smoothly, #“A mere matter of waiting a
few days. Just the guestion of placing the
facts concisely before the beak. My father,
Sir Rufus Browne, has been briefed, and
various legal reels of red tape have beeu
considerably unwound. There is alwavs
one danger in connection with this tangle
of red tape. A fellow is apt to get caught
round the ankles, and trip. Perhaps, in-
deed, that is the very reason this red tape
i5 used.”

“You're deliberately getting away from
the point again, Billy,”” said Mrs. Stevens
severely, ¢ Why can’t you be frank witls
me? You know my circumstances—and you
know how impossible it is for me to pay
any heavy legal expenses—-"’

“But you are rich,” insisted

Browne,

S“The proceeds from this play will fill your

coffers to bursting-point.” ,

“But we’ve got to prove our ownership in
4 court of law.” -

¢ Precisely; but why quibble over such
trifles ¥’ asked Browne, with a wave of his
hand., ¢ After the action has been won—-"'

“Lizten, Billy! Supposing we lose?”

““Oh, that’s impossible, mother!” broke
in Horace,

“Not o impossible as vyou think,” said
his mother quietly. < It is not always the
just cause which gets the favourable de-
cision, Horace. In so many of these cabes-
it is largely a guestion of money. And the
side which can spend the most is the side

L which wins.”?



Browne looked shocked.

“Alas! That such fair lips should form
such cynical words!” he exclaimed., “I am
grieved, Muys, Htmens that you should

allow such harsh thuu<r11t9 to take pohkew
sion of yeu.

“But we are dealing with. facts, Blll}——_

not with fancy,” she reminded him. *‘And
we must be prepared for the worst. HHow
can I pay these expenses if we lose the
cnse?  That is the worrying point.”

“We shall not lose—we shall win with
supreme ease,” declared Browne. ‘“The
"matter of expenses can then be.entered into.
‘For the moment, I urge you to think no
more of the ques stion. I will not bore you
‘with details concerning the injunction, the
" coming case, and other legal rlvmarole
Let it be enough to know thabt the wheels
are thoroughly Mubricated, and revolving to
some considerable purpose.”

“And your pater has heen briefed?”’

breathed Stevens. “Sir Rufus Browne! By
jingn, old man, things are moving!”
“But we can’t aiford it, Horace!” said

his mother anxiously.  Billy, what an ex-
asperating boy you are! Y never know when
your are earnest and when you are flippant!
I don’t believe a werd about your father!
He is one of the most execlusive K.C.'s at
the Bar., His fees must be fabulous! How
can I afford to brief him? Besides, I
haven’t even seen. Sir Rufus over this case—
we haven't discussed ib onze. I believe you
are fooling me.” .

“ Besides, yeour pater's
Stevens.

“Jt is at such moments as tlieze that I

a judge,” added

realise the dangers of talking,”” said Browne

mmbrely “I see that 1 must adopt my
habitual custom, and remain silent.  Alas,
that I should have altered my tactics for
once! I will return to my oyster-like state
of impassive quietude. Years of experience

have taoght me that it is the strong,
silent man who wins.”?

Stevens grinned,.

“Then you'll always he a loser,” he
chuckled. ¢ Look here, Browne, cheese it!
Any more of this rot, and I'll have a row
with you! Is it true thabv your pater has
taken up this wase?”’

““Perfectly true.”

“ But who—who briefed him?”

“r i, suid thp sparrow, ‘ with my bow
and arrow——’ Browne cheeked himsell,
“That is to say, I briefed him,” le ex-
plained.

A Youll

“Who better?” . : :

S But—hut, vou lLiowling asg, how the
di::tl-;ens,. eould you  bhriei  your iather—a
judge?’’ yelled "31*"»3113 “ And are you try-

that yonr father

3

img to kid us
mstructions from——
“Peace!”  iuterrupted
. With all truthfulness, I
my father has condescended to step down
Iirom hi\, im‘] se's pede tal, and he will be
your advolate in this “’*. For the plaintiff

vould accept

Growng  eaimly.
assure you that

&J
-
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—3ir Rufus Browne, K.C. For the de-
fendant—5Sir Donald Bance, K.C. You see,
everything is already on the move. Why
tell. you the details? You wouldn’t under-
stand them. And, to be truthful, I don’t
understand them myself!”

At last he had convinced his hearers.

It was a piece of good news that socunded
almost fantastical in its import. Sir Rufus
Browne possessed a reputation that was
second to none. If he couldn’t secure
justice for Mrs, Stevens, nobody could.

Browne somewhat appeased the lady by
assuring her that his father would eall
round for a <¢hat in the near future. He
required no fees at present. He was, in
fact, taking on the casé out of a sheer love
of justice. For he was convinced of
Barton’s villainy, and equally convinced of
Mrs. Stevens’ helplessness. Browne, in his
own inimitable way, smoothed out the diffi-
culties, and assured Mrs. Stevens that every-
thing was all right.

“Tt has taken me a considerable time to
apply the flat-ivon effectively, but I trust
there are no more creases to be flattened out.
Let it rest as it is, Mrs. Stevens; and let
us venture forth wupon our movie mission,
Brother Horace. Perchance we shall run
into a few of the merry lads. My Rolls-
Royce is waiting at the door.” '

“’iour father indulges you t0o much, I
fear,”” smiled Mrs. Stevens. o undel-
stood that your car was smaller than &
Rolls-Royce——"

“So it s,
“When will you
cent off everything he says?
a Morris-Oxford!”

«1 dislike that note, DBrother Horace,”
said Browne severely. “Let me assure you
that the Morris-Oxford represents a much
higher percentage than you indicate. Were
I voicing this in public, I might suggest
to Mr. Morris a new spot-light, by way of
commissicn.”

Browne refused ‘to discuss the coming
law suit any longer, and dragged his chum
out into the sun-shine He had convinced
Mrs. Stevens that there was mnothing to
worry about, and she was left in a condition
of inward excitement. Could it possibly be
true that her trials and troubles were nearly

at an end?

mother,” grinned Horace.
learn to take ninety per
He's only got

CHAPTER VL
WILLY’S STRATEGY,

ILLY HANDIFORTIH

jumped up briskly.
‘“Here we are!”
he sang out.

“Come on, you chaps!”

The leader of the Third and
‘4. his two inseparable chums
were on the top of a ’bus, and the 'bus had
just reached the stopping-place mnear the
Marble Arch Pavilion.  Wiily descended the




S‘[alrv Ln the szmple expedient of sluhermﬂ
down the outer rail.

It was only by the merest fiuke that Le
avoided a disaster. An old gentleman was
Cjust ‘getting on, and Willy’s feet took him
fairly in the small of the back., At least,
$0 it appeared. But, by a miraculous twist,

Willy careered over the rear of the ’bu.:-,
and. alighted with acrobatic skill in the
road. :

“Sixpence if you do that, Chubby!" he
grinned.
~ *“None o' them tricks, my lad!”’ said the
conductor darkly. “You'll get me into
t-troul’:)le, you will! Larkin’ about on my
'bus !”’ :

Willy affected a lofty indifference, and
- Chubby Heath and Juicy Lemon descended

to the pavement in a more sedate fashion.
The three fags were in their usual condition
‘of untidiness.
smart at  school.
trifles now?

“Good!”

Why bother over such
said Willy. “Only five past
eleven now., The SbE. Frank’s film doesn’t
coine on until half-past, so we’'ve got tons
of time. We ought to be able to get good
seats for one-and-three.”

“1t strikes me as being a waste of
money,”” said Juicy Lemon. “ Why spend
three-and- threepence to see St. Frank's? We
shall see it for nothing in a few days' time,”
he added gloomily. “My bat, the vac.'s
mearly over!”

“It's my money, so you mind your own
business,”” retorted Willy. ¢ And who told
vou that three one-and-threes are three-and-
~threepence? No wonder old suncliffe shoves
vou in extra lessons for authmetlc! ;

Juicy flushed.

“Three shillings and three threepences——"’

‘He retired 1nt0 a state of acute mental
‘distress, “You azs! I'm right all the
‘time!” he burst out suddenly. “ Three
pennies ”
“(Qh, crumbs ! interrupted Willy
bluptlt “I've left my money in my other
tcwrs' I changed just before I came out, yvou

»

kNnow——
His chums gazed at him blankly.

¢ No money!” gasped Chubby Heath.

«Only these coppers,” said Willy, looking
at them dolefully. “They were in my
jacket, you know., I forgot all about the
silver in my bags. One of you chaps’li have
to fork out.”

“You're welcome to all I've got-,”
Chubby promptly. ¢ Sevenpence.™

“ And I'm stoney,” said Juicy. ¢I spent
my last bob yesterday on a battery for wmy
electric torch.”

¢ Yesterday!” said Willy, ¢ But
it won't light!” -

¢“The fatheaded switch got stuck, or
something, and it was on all night!” ex.
-plained Juiey. “1 call it a swindle, charg-
ing a bob for a rotten fraud like that!”

¢ Et's h.c!q for the makers they haven't
got many customers like you!” said Willy
tertly., ¢ But, in ancther sense, thieyv prob-

said

staring,

It was bad enough to keep-

"‘_If,

Buj

idiots!
IHow about this
to get

such careless
electric torch!

W haven’t got énough money

albdy  welcome
hiow your
Ilm?
it
“You told us yvou ‘had nearly ten bnb—-_ )
“So I have,” “IOWICd Willy. “lt' Ted's
feult, really. The chump got in my way.
this morning, when [ was in the bathroom.
[.got about two. gallons of w‘tter on my
other bags, and had to change ’em.”

“Well, }'on 've got n,otlm;",_io grumble af
—you chucked your major into the batl,
didn't you?"” asked Juicy.

e fell in,” corrected. Willy, & 1. Just
llappened to dmp the soap on  the floor—

that's all, Just like. Ted.to stand on. it?”
They considered the problem for soims
moments. All told, they possessed one-and-

which wasu't very
satisfactory, conmdermﬂ ‘that three-and.
ninepence was required. e

“JTet's just swank in,” suggested Wiliy -
thoughtiully. ¢“Leave it to.me, you chaps
I'ollow close behind, and  be ready {fo:
trouble.” |

They entered the '‘cinema briskly, and
walked straight past the pay-box. But at
the inner door they were- -confronted by the
attendant in unifofm.

¢ Tickets, please,” he 'said eallously.

“TIt's all right—St. ¥rank’s chaps!’” ex-
plained Willy, with an air of utter cureless-
ness., ““Thanks! This wayv?  Good!”

But before Willy could get through, the
door closed again, 7 '

¢ Sorry, young gent, but there's tio free
admission,”” expiained "the hard-liearted
attendant. I can't let you in without a
ticket. We've got' plenty of seats left, if
you'll go to the pay-box.”> ’

Willy &. Co. neglected the pay-box,
went outside again.

¢ A fat lot of good adoptmo vour ld(’:’m 4
said Chubby tartly. ¢ You're losing your
skill, W-illy. old son. The trick didn't work
that time.” '

Willy glared.

“T'm not a maﬂman“’ he said warmim
I was nlone I'd - fet in—but I'm
hampered with you asses. I'd better pop
inside, and see my major. He's in the one.
and-three seats, mth lots of other Remove
chaps.” .

“But they won't let .you-in—*

“You wait and see!” interrupted Wiliy.
“1M borrow five bob off Ted, aud then
come—— Hallo! Corn in Egypt! DMy sons,
gaze upon the deliverer!’”

Willy's eves were suddenly sparkling. A
simart saloon had just glided up, and Horane
Stevens was stepping out of it. The elegunt
ficure of William:® Napoleon Browne was at

and

the wheel. Willy -seized his opportunity
in a flash. - e B H
¢ Going inside, Yyou cliaps?”’ he asked

brickiy, running up to the open door of tha
car. ““You can park your car at the bacis.
I'Il get the tickets for vou, Browne. Two
at two-and-four, eh?"
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“I'm paying,” said Stevens. “But I
don’t see——’7 .
“ 1t doesn’t matter who pays——"" bLegan

Willy.

~“TForgive me, Brother Horace, but this
js my pienie,” interrupted Browne i’irm;\_'.
- ~Buy tickets at your peril. Brotlier
William, it is fortunate that you are on the
spot. ‘Take this scrap of tissue, and pur-
chase two excellant seats at two-and-four.
.. 1 3hall expect to find you in the foyer.”

4Tl be there,” said Willy promptly.
¢ Anything to oblige, Browne, old man.
- See you in .two minutes.”
- He whisked the pound-note out of
3rowne’s hand, ~ and vanished. Browne
stroked his chin dubiously.

“The vyoung gentleman was singularly
cager to oblige us, Brother Horace,” he

remarked. “I trust I am wrong, but I
suspect sinister and ulterior motives, My
instinet is rarely at fault.”

““You’'ll be lucky if youn see any change!”
said Stevens, nodding. <‘Don’t you know
voung Handforth by this time, you ass?’”

Browne sadly shook his head, and drove
oft to the rear—where he found a quieb
street in which to park the car. A few
gninutes later he was back., Stevens joined

- him, and they both entered. Willy & Co.
were waiting with cheerful grins, and Wiily
displayed five two-and-four tickets.

“Got ’em, Browne,”” lie said briskly.

““So I observe, Brother William—so ‘I
vbserve,”” said Browne. ¢ Possibly my
vision :is impaired, but do 1 see aright?
Yes, there are certainly five tickets there.
Bat surely Brother Horace and myself do

not, require two each, and oune for our
.hatsg?
. Willy grinned. .
© “You will have your joke. ' he said.
-+ Let’s go in.”

“One moment,” <said Browne firmly.
“*There is a guestion of change. 1 will
accept this piece of Dick Turpinism with

due fortitude, ‘and say nothing further.
But with regard to the change——"’

“ Eight-and-fourpence,” said Willy, nod-
cding. ¢ If you’ll do me a favour, Browne,
.vou'll ask Ted for it. I'm a bhit short at

present, and I thought youw'd be willing to

22 i

i ¢“Enoughi’” interrupted Browne. ¢ Brother
Horace, behold one of the world’s supreme
twisters! Youthful, but {ull of resource.
‘I tremble to think of his possible record
when he reaches the age of discretion. Let
us forget this unfortunate affair.”
t They went. inside, and Willy
ciheerfully to his chumas.
t - +0ld Browne's a brick!"” he murmured.
St He knows we wouldn't twist him, and
V11 get some money frora the pater to pay
nhim back. DBubt he's a handy sort of chap
~to have about.” '
t They settled themselves in the two-anad-
four seats, as far down the hall as possible
«ginece - Browne preterrel {o be compara-

grinned

——
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tively near the sereen. By pure chance—
or were . Willy’s acute eyes responsible?—
they sat down immediately behind Hand-
forth & Co., who were in the last row of
the one-and-threes.

““Splendid!” murmured Browne. f¢The
St. Frank’s film has not yet graced the
screen——"7?

““Hallo!” interrupted Edward Oswald
Haundforth, turniag round in his seat. 1
thought T recognised that voice! How goes
it, Browne? Haven't seen you—— ‘Hallo!
What the—— By George, iny minor!?*

Browne nodded sympathetically.

“1 quite appreciate the dismay in your
tone, Brother Ted,” he said sadly. It
must indeed be a shock to have your peace
rudely disturbed by such a discovery.® '

“I’'m glad you're here, Ted,” said Willy.
“Let me remind vou that you owe Browne
fifteen-and-fourpence. This is just so that
you shall bear it in mind. Don’t say I
haven't told you.”

“This is far worse than I anticipated!®
murmured Browne,.

“You're dotty!” said
den't owe Browne a cent!
me Jike that! 1 haven’t
and-fourpence off him.”

“No; 1 did that,”
blandly.

Handforth glared. ;

“If you think I'm going to be responsibie
for your giddy debts—-—*?

‘“ Peace!” interrupted
“Let us defer
fitting moment.
st coming on."

——

Handforth. 2§
You can’t spoof
borrowed lifteen-

explained  Willy

rupt Browne urgently.
113 discnssion until a more
The St. Frank’s film is

- ——

CHAPTER VII.
iIANDFORTH SPEALS UP!

6 UH! Do they call
this thing a film?*
Edward Oswald

-~ Handforth  spoke
with utier scorn, and turned
round in his seat in order

: to give Browne the benelit
of his loud remark. For some strange
;'teason, Browne did not seem to appreciate
it. |

Perhaps this was due to the.fact that
Handforth had made a habit of this revolt-
ing busina2ss. Browne and Stevens hadn't
had a minute’s peace since they entered the
picture theatre. TFrom the very first
moment, Handforth had generously given
them the benefit of Lis eriticism, and he hasd
taken no trouble to lower his voice.

“Do they call this thing a film?” he re-
peated disgustedly. *St. Frank’s is ten
times better than this! It's—it’s a libel!
It doesn't show any of the Remove chaps.

‘And I'm ‘not in it at alll”

Browne sighed,
“We paid two-and-fourpence in order o
he exclusive, Brother Horace,” he exclaimed,

¢



Yand we find ourselves in this atmosphere of
disorder and discontent. 1 fear we have
to thank Brother William——"
““ Not likely,” put in Willy,
know Ted was here. It's just
Iniels 2
“Your what?” snorted his major, stand-
ing up in his seat. ‘““Just let me leacn
you, you little rotter-——’ )
“While appreciating the brawn of your
manly form, Brother Ted, I must confess
that its obtrus.on between wmyvself and
the screen does not improve my general
comfort,”” said Browne smoothly. ¢ Brother
Church, be good enough to remember your
duty. Brother McClure, ditto. As keepers,
you are sadly lacKing in discipline.”
‘““ Keepers!?”’ breathed Handforth,
vou think I'm a lunatic?”
““The meanest of us have
thoughts, Brothzr Handforth,” replied
Browne smoothly. “But do I perceive a
mountainous attendant in the ofling? 1t

“1 didn't
our bad

(11 DD

a right to our

_ taking
animated interest in the picture from the

suspicion. They had been an
first.

““ Shure, and I'm after thinking the
ould school is a fine place,” observed one
of these youngsters, with a decided Irish
brogue. ¢ We've got better in Ireland, but
for this country, it's not so bad. Taith,
what do ye think, Van?”

“I'll agree that it's a fine place, Terry,”

said the other boy, nodding. ‘A lot better
than I thought. IaMo! What's this? The

Junior Pavilion! H'm! Rather a disappoint-
ment.”

“Taith, it's no bigger
agreed the Jrish boy.

“By George!” Freathed Handforth,
their shoulders.

““Js it speaking to me,
the Irish boy.

“Lh? Yes,
grimly. ¢ It’s
St. Fraank’s dowi.

than a hut!”

over

ye are?”? asked
_rather!”” said Handforth
like your giddy nerve to run

Or the film, either! TIt's

would grieve me to see you summarily one of the best pictures I've seen for years'!
ejected.”’ In fact, it's the finest

Handforth settled picture in th% “ml;ldi',’l’
down in his seat again, s “That’s not quite the
and found himself GLENTHORNE S_&YS * <<> same as you were say-
grabbed by Church and & [ ing five minutes ago, is
MecClure, who sat on A “ You chappies keep < it?”? smiled one of the
either hand—and who % on jolly well insistin—— & strangers, looking round.
had been awakened, by 3\ };::m,t;;’a, fellow to do, I <> «You were running St.
Browne's words, to a G fo "IZ" ol s Frank’s down on your
sense of their duby. A ??"‘6""";"”0 26y i .?g]cfmm%(} X own account——"’

“Chuck i, old man,® & 90 006D YOUF Joly C& ¥ “I'm a St. Frank’s
urged Churel. “(Give <:-> eyyes opemn | & chap, and I ecan run it
tiie poor chaps a bit of .\ {. down as much as I
rest. The film isn’t half G 2 & like!”” retorted Hand-
s0 bad as you make out, {) Great news for all % forth  firmly. ¢ But
¢ither.”’ o readerS« <.{ when 1 hear a blessed
. “It’s jolly good,” said ‘ outsider {I:aléing,i, our
MecClure. avilion a hu m go-

As a matter of fact, s >"\3'<> NEXT WEFK' })ng to biff him in the
the other St. Frank’s eve unless he apolo-
fellows shared McClure's gises.”

opinion—with the single exception of Hand-
forth. . The film was interesting in the
extreme, for it gave some excellent exterior
views of the famous school, with peaceful
glimpses of the wvarious Houses, the old
clock tower, the inner court, the playing
fields, and other celebrated spots. Hand-
forth’s grumbles appeared to be based tipon

the fact that he, himself, had been left
out of the picture. |

“You can say what you like—it's a dud
filmi!” he said flatly. “An absolute frost!
Look at that now! The Ancient .IHouse,
with those grinning apes, Chambers and

Bryant, of the Fifth!
in sight!?

Church and McClure forbore any comment,
Undoubtedly, Chambers and Bryant cof the
1"ifth were grinning, but this fact only
added to the charm of the film. And the
Ancient Houase was shown splendidly.

Immediately in front of IIandforth sat
two boys of about his own age—strancers
to hiin, and therefore to be regarded with

Not a Remove chap

“Steady, Handy!” murmured Chureh.
“You can't bift people about "in public
places !’ urged McClure hastily. ¢ Besides,
you started the argument, didn't you?
Chuck it, old man!”
Numerous glares were
upon Handforth from his
hours. Fortunately, they
St. Frank's fellows.
“Can’t you keep that ass quiet?”
““ Smother him, somebody!”
“Gag him!"” :
“We can’t enjoy the show!”

“You see, Brother Handforth,

being bestowed
nearest neigh-
were nearly all

how much

vou are disturbing the general peace,” mur-
mured Browne, bending forward. ¢I have

but it appears to Ine
[ 4]

no wish to be critical,
that yvou owe these strangers an apolog)
“An apologyv!” gasped Handforth.
g eroubtem\ It was you .who threatenecd
“Well, thev shouldn’t run St. Frank’s
down!” broke in Handforth indignantly.
“ Any stranger who dares to——"



broke in the Irish
spalpcen ye are
Frank’s

now!t”
it’s o
We hoih belong to St.
-~,-.zlthot10h it’s ignorant ye are of the fact. ”

“Wisht!  Alsy,
oy, ‘‘Shure, and
for talking.

2]

¢St Frank’s-is our school, know,

vxplained the other hoy.

Handforth glared at them warmly.

- You~30u spooﬂurf bounders!” he panted.
“Pon’t< I keep telling: you that we're St
Frank’s ‘chaps? - - We've  never seen you
before———"

“That’s-aisy,” interrupted one of the pair.

“This is my {riend, Herbert Vandyke, of
wouth Africa, And” P'm Tercnce O’Grady,
of Ireland, And it’s,both in the bt Frank’s
Yourth Form we are.”
~0r will be .when ‘ihie. new
ald Vandyke, smiling.

“Jolly pleased to mect you,” said Church
rnd McClure <~1n1ultdmm 1sly,  **'We’re in the
Remove, you know. ..Jt's the same as the
ffourth, really, only we !.roard in different
houses.’™ '

Handforth under wenL 2 quick change,.

“Oh, well, of course,” he said l.unlm,
“that’s differcut! Why the dickens didu’t
vou say so before? ~ An . Irish chap, eh?
Jolly glad to welcome you, my son. s\rul
an Afucan too ! That is tumam“ —?

-0 Youw’ll he after offending Van if vou cull
him &n African,” {,hmlslud Terry O'Grady.
“He’s an Afrikander.”

f“What’s the differcuce?”

_you

term starts,”

asked Edward

Oswald,- as he shook hands.
“Faith, and I can’t sec a "0-.-hut Van
can!” smiled the Irish boy. “We '‘re stay-

ing together at my uncle’s, and wc're both
hooked for St. Frank’s.” :

Later on, Jerry Dodd introduced Alec
-Duncan. In faet, the junima remained out-
side the picture t “1eatze for some little time,
chatting and making appointments for the
immediate future. Lven Browne was greatly
interested, and bOJCHlIl]\ shook hands with
the three new fellows.

“It delights my old heart to =sce Hﬁr:-‘
¢onerete evidence ot the Empire spirit,” he
said benevolently. < The far-flung outposts
of Greater Britain have contributed two
new ' lambs to the fold. It can scarcely he
‘sald that Ireland is far- flung—although it is
doubtiess fond of its own fling.”

. “Ireland’s all right!” said  Jerry
‘iodding, g

 Terry O’Grady grinned; and remarked that
He was after thinking that Jerry Dodd knew
what he was talking ahout.

Terry was typlca]ly Irish in appearance,
with merry, 1‘,\mnk1m<r eyes, and an engaging
manner -which attricted nnmediately,

Herbert Vandyke, the Afrikander, was of
a different type, being  tall, lean, -and
_-bro“ned mth dark hair aud a Colonial air

~ Fuery Saturday. Price gd

Dodd,

1
l

{
|

 this circle.

{ Alec Duncan, New

about him as
Jerry Dodd’s. .

“Jt's an unespeccted pleasure to meet you
fellows here,” he was saying. “We only

came to look at the St. TFrank’s film—so

which was as distinu‘ti\'u

that we could get a kind of pre-view. I'm
i glad we shall have an Australian there—
and a Canadian, t00.”

“We may airly say ihat the Xpire

Circle is complete,” obzerved Browne. - “ Ah,
brothers, an idea! A typical Browne brain-
wave! Let me suggest the formationm of
1t will he a distinct acquisition
to the numerous junior clubs of St. Frank’s.”

“It’s not a bad idea,” said Nipper, nod-
ding. “Let me see, Jerry Dodd, Australia;

Zealand ; Terence O'Grady,
[reland; Herbert Vandyke, South Africa;
Clive L.uwc}l_. Canada; Hussi Kahn, India.
By Jove! We shall certainly have the
Empire well represented in the Lower

School.”

“Splendid,” bheamed Browne, “Let me
give you my blessing, hrothers, and then
let me depart, [ shall take pleasure in re-
néwing your acquaintance at a later date.
For the moment, urgent business demands

You would not

my presence cJsewhere,

"have half London at a standstill by detfain-

ing e, would you?”
He and Stevens went off, and the juniors,
ied by Dick Hamilton, took the three new

fellows  oft for lunch. It was felt that
nothing less than a sumpluous feed wonld
fit the occasion.

William Napoleon Browne and "Horace
Stevens reiurned to Regent’s Park well
satisfied with their little jaunt. And when
they arrived they found a visitor at the
house in the person of Sir Rufus Browne,

K,
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CHAPTER VIII,
THE CONSULTATION.

LTHOUGH the

orm captain had

only spoken in a

general sort of way,

when felling Mrs., Stevens of

his father’s interest in the

case, Sir Rufus Browne knew
most of the facts,

ITe had been present at that memorahle
first night. He had witnessed Horace
Steyvens’ indignant outburst., And his son,
morcover, had fully explained to him the
manner in which the play had been pro-
duced by the schoolboys, weeks earlier.

In short, Sir Rufus was qguite convineed
that Barton was a rogue, and that Muwvs.
Stevens was the vietim of his treachery.
William ‘\apmeou had left no shred of
doubt in his father’s mind,

And the famous K.C. had undertaken the
case hecause it interested him—and bhecause
he wanted fo see justice done. TUnless &
man of  his standing appeared for Mrs,
Stevens there was Lit{le hape of suceess,

Fifth
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The

was
already in motion, and Sir Rufus’
great influence had made an early
hearing of the case possible. But

legal machinery

the other side was not taking
things tamely. Sir Donald Bance
was a4 man whose reputation war
not much inferior to Sir Refus’

own. And Sir Donald had been
briefed by Mr. Samuel Arrow-
smith-—the millionaire theatre-

owner who had presented the

stolen play.

Sir Rufus was talking quietly
with Stevens’ mother when the
two Fifth-Formers entered.

He merely acknowledged them,
and went on talking. Sir Rufus

was a tall, impressive-looking
gentleman, and it was easy to

understand how William Napoleot
got his coolness and assurance.
“You may rest quite content,
Mrs. Stevens, that I am perfectly
satisfied regarding your husband’¢
authorship of the play,” he was
saying. *“ My son has left me no
loophole for doubt on that point.
Your own statements, too, are
sufficient in themselves. Unfor-
tunately, I am not the one who

P
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matters, We must convince a
jury--in face, of clever and
studied opposition. Barton is
going to fight, and Arrowsmith
is backing him. They will battle
flard in order to reftain posses-

gion of this play.”

“But I don’t see how they can
have the amazing effrontery fto
maintain their ¢laims in a Court
of Law!” protested Mrs. Stevens.
“My husband wrote the play
vears ago. There’s no question
of 1. There’s no mistake about

Handforth saw Archie Qlenthorne lounging
elegantly near the entrance to the cinema.
“ Hallo !
' asked cheerfully as he slapped the swell of the
St. Frank’s Remove on the back with a force that
1 sent his shiny topper flying and knocked half
the wind out of him.

How g¢goes it ?’" Edward Oswald

it.” Except for the title and the
names, the whole nlay is exactly the same.
Horace will tell you. He saw it——"

“Yes, yes-—quite so!” interrupted Sir
Rufus gently. “ But that doesn’t advance
us very far, Mrs. Stevens. You must re-

member that Barton is a man of cunning
and resource. He stole this play like any
common burglar. He will not hesitate to

commit perjury in the witness-hox in order |

to maintain his rig'its of ownership. He
will lie like g trooper. He will probably
bring bribed witnesses to his aid. We must
he prepared for every possible move on Bar-
ton’s part. And our strongest possible line
is to produce some certain evidence that
* The Whirlpool ' is merely another name for
‘The Third Chance.” Once we convince the
jury of that, the verdict will be ours.”

“We've only got ‘to tell the fruth, sir,”
gaid Stevens eagerly.

Sir Rufus shook his
sighed.

“Such  childish  innocence!”
William Navpoleon Browne.

head, and his son

muermiured

“Unfortunately, it is not always the truth
which emerges triumphant,” said Sir Rufus
quietly, “A desperate man like Barton will
lie so consistently that the cleverest counsei
will find it impossible to trip him ‘up. And
this particular case, although so trifling at
first glance, iz really a most difficult one.
If Barton can bring evidence to prove that
the play is actually his—faked evidence will
serve quite well if it can convince the jury
—we shall not have a leg to stand on.
course is to attack. And I want something
concrete if I can get it.”

“You mean one of my husband’'s old
diaries, with an entry concerning this play,”
suggested Mrs. Stevens.

“I am afraid that would be eof littie
value,” replied the famous K.C. “You see,
the title is different, and a mere reference
to the play would mean nothing. Barton

will not dispute the fact that your husband-

wrote ©The Third Chance.” His policy will
be to swear that * The Whirlpoo!’ is quite
another play, and entirely his own work, So

Our -
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'Ves, I sce u'hu.t, mean,”
Mrs, Btevens. .

' *We must have something
than that,” continued Sir :
course, it we are ready-to burst a homb-
shell in the enemy camp, we need  the
criginal TI]‘IHllbbllpt"‘Lhdtn would wipe out
their case in less than ten minutes. But
Billy tells me that it was this script \‘.thh
was stolen.”

“Yes, that is the terrible part of it.” -

“You ftock the actual original to St.
Frank’s with you?” asked Sir Rufus, turn-
jng to Stevens. ‘“The play in your father’s
own handwriting 2”

*Yes, sir,” lephed Stevens ruefully. “And
411, the palts, too. All sorts of matter deal-
mg -with the play, you know. In fact, every-
thing.. Barton must have got hold of them,
or he couldn’t have produced the play.
They. were the only COI}IQS in existence.”

“Pear, .dear, that’'s bad,” said Sir Rufus,
Ero_wniug. “And we can produce no jot or
tittld of evidence that Barton broke into
the school and took these documents away.
H'm! I am afraid this is serious. Isn’t
there anything else? Another copy of the
play? A tj,pmmten re-production ?”’

f“Not that I know of, sir,” replied Stevens.
“And the original’s debi'U}’Ld by this time,
61 course. Barton wouldw't keep it ‘a minute
after he'd copied it.”

“Naturally not,” said Sir Rufus. *“But
surely, surely there mush be something
ajuong your later hushand’s papers, Mrs.
Stevens? It will pay us to make a thorough
search., A single page, even, would bhe of
immense value. A duplicate sheet of the
ayiginal, perhaps? = Most playwrights throw
aside pages of their worh here and thcrc

Mrs, Stevens mteimpied and explamod
the tragedy of the lost hoxes. Those boxes
had contained treble the evidence npow
needed—but, owing to a foolish blunder,
they. had heen lost—destroyed. At the time,
it had. seemed a mere annoyance—the de-
stl uetion of old papers which were valueless
except from a sentimental point of view. Tt
was the irony of fate that they should
now proxc to be worth a ffreﬂt fo;tune*

.MY.am concerned by this news,” said Sir
Rufus, ab length, “I was hoping for some-

YOu admitied

more
Rufus.

thing better,  But you must not despair,
Mrs. . Stevens.. We mll prove your ughtiai

¢laim to the play.”

L6 will be perfectly easy,
Browne smoothly. *“You-
. leok the fact L}mt this play was produced
in Bellton privately—in Brother Noggs’
vheatre, Various brothers and sisters of St.
Frank’s: and the Moor View School played
the parts. They are all willing witnesses
fér this case, They will enter the hox, and
give their evidence soundly. And let me re-
mind .youw that this private production took
place weeks before the presentation of ' The
Whirlpool,”> Let Burglar Barton lie as he

]_JdtCl said

.::'-olid.
“Or

'he remarked drily.

sary,

f}ppalently over- |

may, he can . never smash down the wall of
imth that we shall build up.” '

“You seem very confident, Billy, and Ll'in
hanged if you don’t instil the same cous
fidence into me,” smiled his father. “We
shall have to ﬁet this man Noggs up to
Lotidon., He ml he a valuablﬁ witness.
You think he will be mllmfr to come?”

‘fII shall command him!” rer)h{‘d Browie
simply,

“And these boys _fmd girls you referred

' to ;J?

“I have bub to breathe a word, and they
will hurl themselves into the fray with the
eageriness of hounds on the trail of a fox,”
replied William Napoleon smoothly. © Leave
such matters in my hands, pater. You
surely know that you could trust none so-
well ?”

Sir Rufus chuckled.

““You are certainly an cptimist, Billy,”
“But I'm not sure about
leaving these vitally important matters in
vour hunds. We can’t afford to take any
chances. I shall see that this Mr. Noggs is
seecured as a witness. If necessary, he shall
have a s"bpoena,”?, '

“Such a drastic measure will not be neces-
pater,” replied William Napoleon.
*“Noggs is our willing slave, We have but
to sound the call, and he will answer. 1
might mention, qu1te casually, that I tele-
g1 “iph“d to him last night, and got his reply
this morning. He has promised to he here
on the morning wb.n the case opens.”

“You raseal!” said his f{ather.
wonder you were confident !

*“We can always trust your son to think
of everything m advance, Sir Rufus,” said

“Xo

Mrs. ‘atew_m ““ I think he. must take after
you. He is so cool--so resourceful—so cap-
able.”

Browne howed.

“We are honourved, fair lady,” he mur-
~mured. ‘¢ Since words have apparently failed

my father, I must neecds the

) acxnowledge
compliment for us bhoth.”

Bt e, o

CHAPTER IX,
BARTON PREPARES FOR ACTIGN,

R. SAMUEL ARROW-
SMITH paced up
and down his office

agitatedly.

ROGER

““The whole thing’s an in-
fernal worry, Morgan,” he
was saying.. ‘“The worst -of

it is, I am not dbb(}llltbly sure of Barton.
He swears he wrote the play, and I must
confess I believe he did, But why should
this woman bring the action if there’s no
prudh in 1w ??

“Probably. a mere cmnmdence,” said the
other -man_ in the office. < They're always
happening, Mry., Arrowsmith. Two authors
get the - same idea- mdependenth—and then
{hers's frouble. That's how I look at it.



Just a mere coincidence, I believe. Mrs,
Stevens may be acting in good faith, but
we can’t tell.” -

They were in the Emperor Theatre—in the
sacred inner sanctum of Mr, Arrowsmith,
the millionaire theatrical magnate.
~was one of his lawyers, closely associated
with this pending lawsuit.

‘““The case is coming on to-morrow, eh?”
went on Mr. Arrowsmith, jerking out hls
cigar case, and selecting a long smoke,
“H'm! Quick vork, Morgan—toe quick for
my liking.”?

“Well, it won’t last long,” replied the
other. “1I1 should think there’ll be a de-
cision before the aitermoon.”

“In our favour, of course?” asked Mr.

Morgan, ““This

“Arrowsmith sharply.

““Naturally,” replied

woman doesn’t stand a chance.” ;
. “But don't forget that Sir Rufus Browne
i3 her counsel i

¢“Even Sir Rufus Browne, with &il his
reputation, will find himself up agaiust a
difficult opponent in Bance,” replied the
lawyer confidently. “ We've had it all over
with Mr. Barbon, and we are absolutely con-
fident. There’s no reason why ¥you should
worry so much., This publicity is a good
advert., isn't it?”

Mr. Arrowsmith grunted.

C¢“It’s not the kind of advertisement 1
like,”” he replied, frowning. < The play
doesn’t need any boosting, anyhow., It's

the biggest success. the theatre’s ever known.
And this lawsuit is only giving us an un-
savoury tang. I'm uncertain about Barton,
too. There's something about the man 7
don’t like.”

“ Really?”

“0Of course, this is quite confidential,”
went on Mr. Arrowsmith., “I may be wrong
about the man, but my instincet isn't often
at fault. There's nothing wrong with his
play—it's a winner every time. Bult vyou
can never tell with these authors and play-
wrights! They're a queer crowd!”

“No worse than women!” growled Mr.
Morgan. ¢ Take this Mrs. Stevens, for ex-
ample. The widow of an unsuccessful play-
wright—full of fancies and suspicions. When
it comes down to actual facts, I'll
guarantee that her husband's play isn't
anything like ‘ The Whirlpool.” The theme
might be possibly the same—but that's about
all. If it comes to that, hundreds of stories
and plays are built upon the same theme,”

¢ Exactly,” agreed Mr. Arrowsmith.
“The woman must be crazy. Plenty ot
money, too, apparently, or she couldn't

afford to brief a man like Sir Rufus Browne,
And in my opinion there's been some jiggery-
pokery, too. The whole thing has been
-rushed through at a tremendous speed.”
““Browne's influence, of course,” said the
lawyer. ¢ Everything’'s quite in order, you
must understand, but there is not the
slightest doubt that Sir Rufus is taking a
very epecial interest in the case.
- merely an ordinary K.C., He's scrething

Morgan

He isn't

But Jance will be equal to him.

bigger.
Those people can never prove their ridiculous

contentions.”

“ Why, the other side admits that ¢he
play isn't called by the same title, aad
that all the characters have got different
names,” growled Mr Arrowsmith. “It's
obviously a misunderstanding. Why, in the

name of wonder, can't these things be
settled eut of court? Think of the ex-
penses.*’ _
A tap sounded at the door, and one of
Mr Arrowsmith’s assistants looked in.
““Mr. Barton, sir,” he said.
““Good! Show Mr Barton in.’-
The millionaire gave Morgan a quick

glance, and prepared for Roger Barton’s
entry. It was quite obvious that Bartou
had completely fooled the Emperor Theatre
raanagement, and' its advisers. They
honestly believed that he was the author of
the play. But Barton had not fooled Mr.
Arrewsmith regarding his personal character.
disliked this

The great man instinctively
mushroom playvwright—who had been un-

known a few weeks earlier. But he was the
author, and therefore a man to be deaib
with diplomatically. _

““Ah, Mr. Barton, thank you for coming
round so promptly,” said Mr. Arrowsmith,
shaking hands. I think Mr. Morgan wants
vou to accompany him to Sir Donald Bance’s

chambers. Just a little conference, ¥ he-
lieve.”
Roger Barton nodded. e
¢“Nothing could suit me better,” he re-

plied. “1 have brought a congiderable
amount of evidence along,”” he added, with
a smile, indicating an attache-case. ¢ This
case won't last more than an hour, in my
opinion. It’s a ridiculous business, anyhow.
Infernaily disconcerting, too.”

There was a great change in Roger Bar-
ton. Not so many weeks ago, when he
had been manager for Mr. Andrew Sylvanus
Noggs, he had looked smart and businesslike.
He still looked businesslike,. but his smart-
ness had developed into an absolute Adonis-
like mania. ¥rom tip to toe he was gorgeous
—arrayved in the finest triumphs of Saviie
Row. He simply exuded prosperity.

As =« matter of fact, his unexpected success
had got into his head. He was already
handling sums of money the like of which
had never before burned his pockets. He
had spent ail his life in the theatre—mostly
with touring companies, up and down the
country. It had always been more or less
of a struggle, and he had deemed himselt
lucky to possess a fiver over and above iiis
current expenses.

RBut the sensational production of ¢ The
Woirlpool 7 had lined his purse with un-
dreamed of wealth. And there was every
prospect that he would continue to draw
colossal rovalties. It wasn’t an expensive
show to stage, and the profits were huge.
Mr. Arrowsmith wag convinced of a two-

P vears’ run, and no less than four touriog



companies were already being put into re
hearsal.

Roger Barton was defermined to fight like
arim death to retain his grip on the stolen
play. Possession was nine points of the
Jaw, and he was ready to go to the limit.
Arrowsmith was financing him now--paying
the expenses of the defence, For the pro-
ducer was compelled to back up his author,

“There’'s nothing to worry about, Mr.
Arrowsmith,” continued Barton. “We'll

spon polish off this crazy eclaim.”?

“Your confidence is encouraging, Mr. Bar-
ton,” said the other. “1 hope you can pro-
duce something of a concrete nature——=’

“Just wait a minute,” interrupted Barton,
smiling,

He snapped open his attache-case,
brought out some bundles of paper.
placed one of these on the table.

“Here's the original =zcript of the play,”
he salde ““Not the copy you have pre-
viously seen-—that was' typewritten., This is
the original—with all 1wy pencilleq altera-
tions. Just glance through it.” -

Mr, Arvrowzmith turned over thie dog-cared
1eaves,

“Sir Donald will be interested in this,?”
he commented, with satisfaction,

““And in these, ton,” said Barton, unty-
ing a tape. *‘‘Here are my scribbled notes,
Mr. Arrowsmith-—the actual embryo of the
play. They cover many months of thought,
and quite a number arce dated.*

“Convincing—quite convineing,” remarked
Mr., Morgan, glancing at them. <At the
same time, Sir Donald was lioping that youn
might he able to produce a witness—some-
pody who can testify to the faet that you
wrote the play months ago——""

“That’s all right,” said Barton, smiling.
‘““My good friend, Mr. Lister, is coming {rom
Manchester to-day, in respouse to my re-
cent letter., e was on the road with me
for many months., Shared diggings with me
it various towns, And 1 wrote most of
this play in his company., He knows prac-
tically every character by heart, and cvery
seene,’?

Barton’s confidence was so iufectious that
both  his listeners were impressed. It
seemed impossible to suspect that all this
evidence had been faked—and that Lister
was a niah in Barton’s pay.

At the first indication of
ton had received a nasty jolt. Ile knew
that he had stolen the original script of
Vincent Stevens' masterpicce. And lie knew
that it was the only copy in existence, Ile
knew, furthermore, that Mrs. Stevens was
m no position to defend her rights. So the
original izjunection had come upon him as a
shoek—and the knowledge that Sir Rufus
Browne was handling the case came as an
sdditional kombshell, .

But his momentary panie had passed, and
e was full of assurance. He knew how
difficuly it would be to prove his guilt, There

and
He

a lawsuit, Bar-

the play, aud no evidence that it had ever
heen in Horace Stevens® pessession.,  The
testimony of the St. Frank’s boys would he
valueless  withont something concrete to
back it up. The judge and jury could think
what they pleased—-suspect  what  they
pleased--but in a British court of justice
it was necessary to prove oue’s elaim be-
fore judgment was passed. And Barton’s
faked evidenee was sufficient, in his opinion,
to wipe out anything that the opposition
might put forward, i

Barton had no qualms whatever,
certain of victory,

He was

B Wt S

CHAPTER X,
MORNING OF THE CASE.

EADY?? asked Willy
Handforth briskly.
‘¢ Ages agol’’
replied his sister
Ena,

“I1f that wasn't a fib, I

should want some water to
revive me!” retorted Willy, “ Why. you
haven't got your hat on yet! We've got to
buzz oif, you know—or we shall never get
in. Where's Ted??? ;
“I think he sneaked into the library for
something,”? said Ena. “You needn’t worry
about my hat--it’'ll only take me a jifTy.
What a lovely morning! It seems a pity to
go and st in a stully old police-court all
day.”

They were i the wide entrance-hall of
Sir Edward Handforth’s West End Mansion,
and fthe hour was comparatively early,
Breakfast, in fuct, had only concluded &
few minutes before.

‘“ Police-court !> sniffed Wiily., ““What do
yon think this ecase is—a criminal one?
We're going to the Law Courts, you dufier!
It's a civil action.”

““In that case it’ll be a novelty for you!"
said Ena coldly.

She walked off, leaving Willy to fathom
lier  subtle meaning, He grinned, and
nmarched into the library—having first as-
sured himself that bhig father was still in
the dining-room, buried in The Times.”

Edward OQOswald Handforth was at the
telephone,

“ Oh, rot!*? he was saying.
be a number! Just becausg T

TilE

“There must
an’t find it

in the directory—— What$ THere, I say!
Hallo!  Where the dickens have you got
to—-—2?

He hooked the receiver on with a gruunt.
“These telephone people ought {o he
boiled ! he said, glaring at Willy, “I've
been trying to get on to the Law Courts,
and they won’t give me the number !’
“IWhat number??

“The number of the Public Gallcry."
C"The  what!”  gasped  Willy, staring,
“What on €arth have you been trying to da,

wuag no shred of evidenee that Lo had stolen | Ted?®?



t Book seats for this morning's casze, cf
course,” retorted Handforth., “I want two
in the front row, I promised to take Irene,
vou grinning youag ape! What's the mat-
ter with you? What’s that hyena face
forye?

Willy ‘tapped his head significantly,

“ Poor old Ted!” he said, with deep sym-
pathy, “I don't hlame you, old man--you
can't help it. It must be awiul to go
through life with such a handicap. Some-
thing ought to be done about it.”

Handforth turned red.

“Look ‘here, you young azs!" lie said
thickly. “Are you trying to tell me that
I'm dotty? IFor two pins, I'll—-"

“Don't excite vourself!”’ interrupted Willy,
“That’s always a bad sign. You poor,
pitiful chump! Do you think the Law Courts
are like a theatre? Do you think you can
ring up and book a couple of stalis?”

“I don't kuow ahout stalls, but they’ve
oot seats, I suppose?’” asked Edward Oswald.
“It’s always better to book in advance i

“You silly ass!” yelled Willy, exasperated,
“We've got to take our chance—and the
sooner we get there, the better, These Law
Courts are only small places—and lots of
them won't hold more than fifteen or twenty
members of the public. If we're late, there's
no chance at all. We might iust as well try
to get into Buckingham Palace, or Brixton
Prison!*

“It wouldn’t take you long to get into
Brixton Prison, my lad,” said his major
coldly. “But you're mad! I always thought
these courts were huge places, with hun-
dreds of seats.”

‘“You're probably thinking of the Touse
of Commons,’”’ interrupted Willy. ¢ 1It's easy
enough to get a seat there, of course.
Vou've only pgot to get a card from the
pater, and it's done. But what's the good
"of going to the House of Commons? Who
wants to be asleep all day?¥

*Aren’'t you boys ever coming?” incuired
a voice at the door. “I've heen waiting for
vou, Ted——*

“Irene, by George!”’ breathed Handforth,
with a leap.

Several other visitors had arrived, too-—
including the inevitable Juicy Lemon and
Chubby Heath of the Third., They had all
arranged to go to the Law Courts together,

At about the same time, ofher iittle
parties were starting out from different
parts of London. Dick Hamilton & Co., for
example, from Grays Inn Road—Reggie Pitt
and Jack Grey from the former’s house in
unecan Square—Arehie Glenthorne and Alf
drent from Jermyn Street. It seemed that
St. Frank’s would be fully represented during
the hearing of this case. The only problem
was in connection with the seating accom-
modation,

And while the various groups of young
people were converging on the Law Courts,
Nir Rufus Browne, K.C., was quietly sitting
i one of the inner chambers, conversing

with Mr, Andrew Sylvanusz Noggs, the old
showman,

Mr, Noggs had only arrived thai morning,
and it was not necessary to put him in
possession of the facts. He knew every-
thing. Willlam Napoleon had seen to that.
And Mr. Noggs was indignant,

“We'll make short work of this varlet,
never fear, sir,” he declared, in his boom-
ing voice. By the ghost of Garrick!
Barlon could no more write a play than |
could swim the Channel}!®

‘““That may be so, but it really fails fto
affect our case,” said Sir Rufus gently, * We -
bave got to prove that this play is not his
work, but the work of Mr, Vincent Stevens.
It won't be so easy, Mr. Noggs.”’

The old showman breathed hard,.

“We shall win,” he said confidently,
“‘They can conquer who believe they can’
—Emerson. This reptile, Barton, attempted
to rob me of my world’s pozsessions. |
can give evidence that will prove his villainy,
I can explain hiow he planned and plotted

“0One moment, Mr. Noggs,” interrupted
Sir Rufus.  ©“ Suech evidence will not be
admitted, I am afraid. We cannot submit
any facts concerning Barlon's character, It
will only Dbe admissible if it is pertinent tc
the issue. I should like yon, therefore, tco
confine your thoughts to the actual play.”

Mr, Noggs shook his head. .

“* 1 understand a fury in your words, but
not the words '—Shakespeare,” he said, iu

astonishment. “Why should not this man’s
villainy be g¢xposed?”
“Because it would preiudice the case,”

said the K.C., smiling. © British justice,
Mr. Noggs, does not admit of such methods.”’

“Then I have been wasting your valuable
time,”” said Mr, Noggs regretfully. “My
talk has been empty, and you are probably
cursing me gilently. * Talk that does not
end in any kind of action is bhetter sup-
pressed altogether —Carlyle. I will there-
fore take my instructions, and do as you
bid.”

“It is possible that vou will be ealled
upon as a witness, Mr. Noggs,” explained
Sir Rufus. “This play was produced in
your theatre, was it not?”’

“It was?”

1 shall merely quesfion yvou, in the wit.
ness-box concerning the nature of the play,
and various points of a similar character,”
continued Sir Rufus. I shall only require
vou to give strajightforward answers, Mr..
Nogas, And when you are cross-examined,
vou need have no fear. You have but to
stick to the truth, and it will be impossible
for the other side to upset your statements.”

Mr. Noggs stroked his bluey chin.

¢“I shall enjoy this,”’ he said contentedly
“*No pleasure is comparable to the stand-
ing upon the vantage ground of truth'—
Bacon. ‘ILet her and falsehood grapple—-
whoever knew truth put to the worse ii
a free and open encounter? '-—-Milton,”
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. Sir Rufus smiled.
“Perhaps I might be permitted & quota-

tion, t00,” he said. “‘It seems to me
vhat the simplest and most neeessary truths
are always the last believed ’—Ruskin. Se
you must be very careful, Mr. Noggs. It is
a regrettable fact that a good lie will gome:
tuntes break down the strength of a simple
fact.”

““* Truth is truth to the end of the reckon-
ing ’-——Shakespeare,”” retorted Mr, Noggs
firmly.

“With that, of course, I can do nothing
but agree,” replied Sir Rufus, who was
already taking a great liking to the simple
old showman. ‘“Yon must try to think of
every detail, Mr. Noggs. No incident will

be too small. The smallest points may
sometimes mean the hardest hits.”
“1 will "remember,”” replied Mr. Noggs

gravely. ‘To a philosopher, no circum-
stance, however trifling, is too minute '—Gold-
smith. IHave no fear. We shall confuse this
wretch, * Men are led by trifles '—Napoteon.”

They continued talking, and
Stevens arrived, accompanied by her somn.
Sir Donald Bance was anxious for a short
consultation with. his rival, and there was
a general air of quiet bustle, "

The public, fortunately, took only a desul-
tory interest in the case—or, more probably,
the public knew nothing about it yet. So
the St.. Frank’s and Moor View contingents
were enabled to find room on <the public
benches.” Every fellow and every girl who
had acted in the play were there—and not a
few others, in addition.

“My word, this is going 1o bhe thmhng”’
whispered Dom Berkeley, her~ dark- eyes
sparkling. <“Of course, there’s no question
ahout the result, is theze? Mro. Steveng is
bouyd to win!” '
“«%We mustn’t tnink of
hreathed Reggie Pitt.

“Shall we have to go in
mured Irene.

“] expect so0.”?

“How thrilling!” she replied delightedly.

“You wait till I get in the box# put in
Handforth, with no attempt to lower his
voice. “I'll confuse these rotiers! It won't
take me two minutes to squash ail vhe evi-
dence. By QGeorge! Look there! That
beast, Barton!”’
~ He stood up, and glared 2% Roger Barton,
who had just walked into ihe court, and
taken a seat at the solicitors’ table,

“*Shush, you ass!®

“PDry up, Ted, or you’ll be turned out!”
murmared Willy. _

“I'l dry up when I iike!* ed Hand-
forth curtly. |

“ All right, old man—go alead!’’ grinned
Willy. “Do a hit of shouttng Then we
.~:hz1H be rid of you for good. 7The gooner
these tragedies are over the bhetter ?

“You young bounder———>’

“Silence in court!”” hoonied a gonﬂem“n
irom below.

anything else,”

e box?’? mur-

4 -
retort

then Mrs.

M

!

-titie,”? continued Sir Rufus quietly.

“Please, Ted!”’ whispered Irene urgently.

That, of course, was sufficient. Handforth
merely bestowed-a final glare upon his minor,
and relapsed into silence. The entire per-
sonnel of St. Irank’s could ask him to dry
up, and he would be unoisier than ever. Buft
a whisper from Irene was tantamount to a
royal command,

CIIAPTER XI.
SIR RUFUS OPENS THE CASE.

T seemed to the juniors
that the opening pro-
ceedings were exfremely
tedious and unnecessary.

There were all sorts of con-
sultations, all manner of de-
lays, and nothing seemed to

IJL done.
And the necessity for silence was II‘I\aOIHB
Poor old Handforth was in great danger

of bursting a blood-vessel, particularly when

his minor made various "Whlb[)GI'Ed remarks
concemmg him. To be denied the privilege
of raising his voice was torture to Edward

Oswald.

But at last aomethmg happened.

Sir Rufus Browne, in fact, opened the pro-
ceedings for the: plaintiff. The plaintiff, of
course, was Mrs. Stevens, since she had
brought this action. And Roger Barton was
the defendant.

There was a special jury, dnd the judge
was a very eminent personage. - Sir- Rufus’

- opening speech was quiet and, d]gnlﬁed and

rather too unexciting to suit the “taste of
the youbhtul listeners. But it was an im-
provement on- the prefacmg remarks of his
junior counsel.

‘ The Whir]pool’ is

“We suggest that
merely ‘ The Third Chance’ under another
“Thisg

play was written some years ago by the
p:aintiff’s husband, Mr. Vincent Stevens, and
until recently it was in the possession of
their son, at school. It i3 necessary, my
lord and gentlemen of the jury, that I should
give you a full account of the happenings
which took place at this school—St. Frank’s
College, in Sussex. I shall call witnessesito
prove these events at the right time.”

“They have a direct bearing on the issue?*
asked the judge.

““ A very direct bearing.’’ replied Sir Rufuas,
nodding. “In fact, it will be impossible. to
form any judgment unless these facts are
given in detail. At the time of which I
speak—some weeks ago—a small traveliing
theatre pitched in the village of Bellton, near
St. Trank’s College. This theatre was—and
is—owned by Mr Andrew Noggs. and was
managed by the defendant, Mr. Roger Bar-
ton. It is important that vou should .Te-
nember that the defendant was closely asso-
ciated with this travelling theatre.”?

““Now we're getting along!” murmured
¥orace Stevens. .



‘“Hush, brother!”?  breathed  William
Napoleon Browne. ‘“Whilst feeling that 1
could handle the case better than my pater,
i must nevertheless admit that he is doing
admirably,”’

““It. was only natural that the boys of
ithe school should become interested in this
travelling theatre,” pursued Sir Rufus.
“*They not only attended various perform-
‘ances, but persuaded Mr. Noggs to let them
5@ his theatre for their own productions.
It was at about this time that the plaintifl’s
son remembhered his father’s play, ‘The
Third Chance.” Kindly bear in mind, gentle-

“and all the characters were undertaken by
these schoolboys and their girl friends.”?
He glanced round the court.

“1 think the members of the cast are
with us now,”” he added, smiling *The
play was given fully, without any omissions
or alterations—exactly as the plaintiff’s hus-
band had written it. And, my lord, you will
kindly remember that the defendant was
present—being, in fact, the business manager
of this travelling theatre. You will appre-
ciate the importance of this circumstance.?”’

“Quite—quite,” agreed the judge—Lord
Riggindale,

I
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Willy descended the stairs by the simple expedient of slithering down the

outer rail.
fairly in the small of the back.

An old gentleman was just getting out, and Willy’s foot took him

men of the jury, that young Stevens bad
Xept this play hidden in his own trunk. He
had not even spoken of it to his own per-
sonal friends—until now. One of these per-
sonal friends—who will presently be  called
as a witness—persuaded him - to have the
play performed in Mr. Noggs’' theatre.”
“That means me, Brother Horace,” mur-
mured Browne. ‘“Alas, I am merely referred
to as ‘a personal friend.” It appears that
the limelight is cut off at the main to-day.”’
“Shut up, you chump!”’ whispered Stevens.
- “This private performance of ‘ The Third
Chance ’ was duly given,” =zaid Sitr Rulus,

“I protest, my lord,” interrupted Sir
Donald Bance, rising. I suggest that tbis
account of the events near the school are
quite irrelevant.”’

“I am sorry, Sir Donald, but I canno®
uphold your protest,” said the judge.

“Good ! said Mandforth firmly.

The judge gave him a severe look, and
various bhe-gowned and be-wigged gentlemen
glanced at the culprit balefully.

“Oh, sorry!” gasped Handforth,
forgot !’

““ Yilenee in court!”

#3-1



“The defendant, let me repeat, witnessed
this special performance of ‘The Third
Chance,” > proceedea Sir Rufus. ¢ Shortly
after this, he severed his association with
Mr. Noggs, and almost immediately the play,
''The Whirlpool,” was put into rehearsal in
London. I 'suggest that the defendant not
only founded his own play upon * The Third
Chance,” but that he actually gained pos-
session of the script, and copied it word for
word,”

“Hear, hear!” breathed Willy, nodding.

“What rot!” muttered his major,
“What's the good of suggesting it? It’s
an absolute fact! Didu't I cateh the rotter
sneaking about the Ancient House in the
middle of the night? Didn’t I grab one of
his overcoat-buttons? By George, that’s a
point! If we can only prove—-"’
~ “0Oh, Ted, you mustn’t talk!” murmured
Irenec.

Sir Rufus proceeded to state the Tacts
with telling effect. He ‘recounted every-
thing that had a bearing upon the play.
And he laid particular stress upon the
fact that Roger Barton had seen the play
in Noggs’ Theatre, had then gone away, and
had afterwards offered a play to the Em-
peror Theatre,

It was also important to remember that
Horace Stevens had missed his original
script very soon afterwards. A search hagd,
failed to bring it to light., In fact, that
seript had completely vanished, and no
trace of it had since been discovered.

To the listening juniors, it seemed that Sir
Donald -Bance would be quite unable to
rebut his rival’s suggestions. It was as
clear as daylight, to anybody with a grain
of common sense, that Barton had stolen
the play, and sold it under a new title.

Dut the fellows overlooked one importand
point. No matter how things looked, it was
necessary to prove the defendant’s guilt to
the satisfaction of the jury, They could
give no decision unless that proof was forth-
coming, At least, they would be compelled
to bring in a verdict for the defendant.

Everything certainly seemed cut and
dried—a clear case which could have but
one result. Barton had never written a
play previously., He had no reputation as a
playwright. For years he had been associ-
ated entirely with the business side of the
theatre., Was it not remarkable that he
should suddenly write a play which was
nbviously the work of an experienced,
brilliant playwright?

This was a telling point, and the jury was
undoubtedly impressed, There were other
points of a similar character, and Sir Rufus
Browne made the most of them. When, at
last, hie sat down, there was a feeling of
cenfidence among the St. Frank’s fellows,

“We've only to give our evidence in the
hox, and old Barton will be squashed!”’ de-
clared Reggie Pitt. “Wait till Browne
vets there!
tell the court a few things!”

He produced the play, and he'll |
! qn(’-stionq;,

*“I shouldn’t be too sure, if T were you,™
murmured Nipper, “1 don’t waunt to be
pessimistic, but you’ve only heard one side
yet, The defence hasn't come here un-
prepared, mark my words.  I've heen in
these courts before.”

There was a bit of a Iull, and -whispers
weré possible.

# But surely, Dick,
thing?”’ asked Mary
sitting beside Nipper.

they can’t do any-
summers, who was
“We're all ready

| to go into the witness-box and swear that

the two plays are one and the same! We
acted in it-——and then we saw it at the
Emperor Theatre, afterwards. There’s no-
thing been altered except the names.”™

Nipper shook his head. , |

“Well, I may be wrong, but T wouldn't
like you to be too optimistic—that’s all,”’.
he replied. ¢ Barton was prepared for all
this. He knew it would come. And you can
be jolly sure he's got a plausible tale up
his sleeve. He’ll deny all knowledge of
Stevens' playv, and ridicule the suggestion
that he stole it.” _

“But we can prove that his play’s just the
same!” angued Mary. '

“ How can we?"” asked Nipper. ““We can
swear on oath that the speaking parts are
the same, but we can’t produce any real
evidence. Stevens’ manuscript: has been
destroved, and there isn’t another copy of it

in existence. Our testimony won't he
enough, I'm afraid.” i
«Shush!?”’ murmured Tommy Watson,

‘“« Something’s going to happen.”
He was right. NMr. Andrew
Noggs was entering the witness-box.

Sylvanus

 CHAPTER XIL
MR. NOGGS IN THE BOX,

AVING been duly
sworn, the old show-
man was ready for

the fray,
He made quite an impres-
sive figure in the box; his
long hair resting nearly upon

his shoulders,
emphasised by his surroundings. These were
prosperous days for Mr. Noggs—for, owing
to the efforts of the St. Frauk’s fellows
before the holidays, his theatre was doing
big business.

“You were present,
these schoolboys produced their play in
your theatre?’’ asked Sir Rufus Browne,.

“I was, siv.”

¢ You witnessed the whole show?”

““Not one word did I miss,” replied Mer.
Noggs., ¢ In my wide experience, I have
seldom seen a more magnificent work, f
am a lover of Shakespeare, and I can assure
you that——"

“You must confine vourself tc counsel’s
interrupted the judge severely.

Mr. Noggs, when

and his old-fashioned attire -



“X stand corrected, sir,” said Mr. Nogss,

bowing.
told us that you saw {his

“*You have _
performance, Mr, Noggs, and @ should like
that yoa can re-

you to uassure the jupy
membey 4, soid Sir SRufus., It was a

play which you could not easily forget?”’

o I6 was a play I shall never forget.”

“Have you 'witnessed ‘ The Whirlpaol '¥’
»©As recently as last night.”

“And what conclusion have you formed?”

“There is but one conclusion,” 1eplied
Mr. Noggs. ““Both plays are one and the
same.  Scene for scene, and word for word,
they are identical. A theft has been
committed.  This arrant rascal, Roger
Barton, has committed the foul deed of
stealing another man’s brains. An unspeak-
able . act. *A deed without a name’'—
Shakespeare.” _

Sir Donald Bance profested vigorously,
and it was some moments before the flutter
was over. Mr. Noggs was a rather diflicult
witness, for he insisted upon expressing his

?

awn  opinions--which, of course, were quite:

sut of order.

“You state, quite definifely, that . * Lhe
Third Chance’ and *‘The Whirlpool’ are
identical?” asked Sir Rufus,

“To all intents and purposes, yes, siv.”

“Why do you say ‘To all intents and
purposes '9»

“ Because the names are different.”

“Otherwise the seript is the same?”

“ Precisely the same.” .

“Can you tell the jury if defendant wos
present in your theatre during the perform-
ance of ¢ The Third Chance ’??

.“Yes, he was preseut,” replied Mr. Noggs.
“Irom the first rise of the curtain he stood
watzhing, -~ 1t was a special performance,
produced entirely by the boys and egirls
{rom the schools. I see it now, particularly
the acting of young Stevens. A wondrous
actor, indeed! Who doubts that this play
was written by the lad’s father? Every
word he knew by heart—not a mere amateur
«ffort, but a masterly exhibition of genius.
That boy has known this play for years.
He has studied it in every shade and light.
Not merely his own part, but every part.
Who shall say that Roger Barton wrote
this masterpiece? The words are the same
—the scenes are identical——"’

He was puled up, and he shrugged his
shoulders resignedly. '

“*“A thousand pardons,” he said gravely.

1 am inclined to become indignant. But [
snust remember where I am. ‘I am a
feather for ecvery wigd that blows '—Shake-
speare,” -

Mr. Noggs® evidence was soon- given, and
sir Donald Bance rose.to cross-exainine him.
During all {his time Roger Barton had sat
quite  ecalm and indifferent, smiling con-
‘emptuously at the evidence. . But now a
iHttle stir was felt in the court, and the
St Frank's fellows became eager.

“You have &aid, Mr. Noggs, {hai

Al il

did not produce the play yourself?” asked
Sir Donald swocthly,

“'Phat is &0, st

“It was, in fact, produced by one of the
boys?”

“Yes,”?

“Did vou witness their performance from

lirst to last?” asked Sir Donald. “ Think
carefully, Mr. Noggs. Did you witness it
from first to last, or merely drop in from
time to time?”

“I may have been away for a few minutes
once or twice—-"

“ Al said Sir Donald triumphantly. 1
beg of you to take notice of this, my lord.
The witness has admitted that he only saw
seraps of this play. And bow long ago was
it produced, Mr. Noggs?” .

The old showman gave the exact date,
and Sir Donald smiled.

“And you -saw ‘The Whirlpool® last
night?”’ he asked. '

“Yes, SiT.

“And do

vou really espect fto convince

the jury, Mr. Noggs, that your memory is

so good?” asked counsel.” ¢ Might it not be
that the two plays have a certain slight
simitarity? ¥ suggest that you have made
a mistake——"’

“Then away with your suggestions!”
hoomed Mr. Noggs indignantly. “By the
shade of Sheridan, are you seeking to trap
nie? < Qh, it is excellent to have a giant’s
strength, but it is tyrannous to use it like
a giant '—shakespeare.”

“You must not interpolate these quota-
tions, sir!’ said the judge severely,

Mr. Noggs howed.

¥ will endeavour to remember,” he replied
gravely. “But I fear that my own speech
will be drab and dull. * Variety is the very
spice of life, that gives it all its flavour '—
Cowper.”

A ripple of launghter went through the
court, and the judge frowned.

«“Really, Mr. Noggs, you are very trying,”
he said. ¢ LExcellent though your quotations
may he, they possess no bearing upon this
case. You must confine yourself to answer-
ing counsel’s questions.” '

Sir Donald was looking grim,

“I suggest that you have made 2
mistake,” he said coldly. “ You did not pro-
duce * The Third Chance,” and you did not
even see the whole of the performance. 1
suggest, Mr. Noggs, that you are not com-
petent to give evidence in this court.”

“1 strongly protest against that state-
ment, my lord!” said Sir Rufus hotly., <My
learned friend Dhas mneo right to inter-
pelate &

The judge interposed, and the {rifle was
smooethed over,

“Let us not quibble and carp,” said Mr.

Noggsz, from the: witness-box. “What
matters if ¥ am slandered? Am I not

accustomed to it? ¢ Rlander, that worst of
poisons, ever finds an  easy eontraunce to

igiioble miids "--ervey,™



. “Really, Mr. Nogas!”
angrily.

“¢A hit—a very palpable hit '—3hakes-
peare,” murmured Mr. Noggs. “But I must
remember where I am, and moderate my
enthusiasm. Who questions that Roger
Barton’s name will not be enriched by this
case? * Men’s evil manners_live in brass—
their virtues we write in water '—Shake-
speare, Is there such a thing as justice
in this world?”’

“This witness 1is
Sir Donald. _

“‘Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip -

protested the judgze

impossible!” stormed

Shalespeare,” chuckled the old showman
triumphantly. 1 am too much for your
cleverness.'' '

But he was compelled to stand down from
the witness-box—and there was such a buzz
in the court that his lordship threatened to
clear it. If Mr. Andrew Sylvanus Noggs
had not assisted the plaintifi’'s case much,
he had certainly provided a refreshing
interlude. '

Willia Napoleon Browne was tie next
witness fo be called, and the St. Irank’s
fellows groaned inwardly as fthey realised
that they couldn’'t give him a cheer., It
required tremendous fortitude to remain
silent.
s0 much supercharged emotion that he was
growing redder and redder in the face. He
was so accustomed to shouting at any and
every opportunity that this enforced silence
was a sheer torture to him.

““You are the boy, are you nct, who pro-
duced * The Third Chance’ in Mr. Noggs’
“theatre?” asked Sir Rufus, affer a few
preliminary questions. 1

““Yes, sir—that is so,”” replied hi:z son.

“Can you remember the play®"”

“ Perfectly.” -

produce the secript and the

“Can you
parts?”

“Unfortunately, no.”

“Where are they?”

“That is impossible to say,” .replied
Browne. “They were in Brother Stevens'
possession, but he lost them. Their dis-
appearance remains a mystery. Not,” he

added, “that any doubt exists in my own
mind—-"*

“You must confine yourself to answering
my questions,” frowned Sir Rufus. “Did
you see the first night of ‘ The Whirlpoo!” ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you see any similarity between the
two plays?”

“There are not two plays,” repiied Browne
calinly. “They are identical except in name
and a few trivial details. Why shouid there
be any doubt or question regarding this
point?”’ he went on, regardless of tiue fact
that he was out of order. “The script of
*The Third Chance ' is missing, but that is
nothing.”

“I cannot allow——" began the judge.

“One moment, brother—one mniwoment."
interrupted Browne smoothly. “Perhaps I
am guilty of base conduct, but the call of

Handforth, in fact, was bottling up |

justice compels me to make a suggestion.”

“You must not make any suggestions 4

“The whole crux of the case depends upon
‘The Third Chance' and ‘The Whirlpool'
being one and ‘the same,” continued Browne.
“Why let a trifle @ke court routine defeat
the course of justice? I have a simple

plan—-"
“Be silent, sir!” thundered the judge
furiously.
“A perfectly simple plan,” said Browne
imperturbably, while the court listened,
horrified. “There is no script of * The Third

Chance,” but I take it that there is a script
of ‘The Whirlpool.! I suggest, my lord,
that you send for a copy of the latter, and
feast your eyes upon it. Meanwhile, the
entire cast of ‘* The Third Chance ’ is in this
court-room—and 1 have but to lift my fin-
ger to make them perform their tricks.
That is to say, we will give the first act,
word for word, precisely as we played it
originally.”

s -,

CHAPTER XIII,
BROWNE'S AMAZING SUGGESTION.

IR RUFUS BROWNE
was angry with his
son for defying

all
the etiquette of a-
court of justice. Browne

knew better than this. Ile
i had done it deliberately—
with a full knowledge of his ‘“‘crime.” Sir
Donald Bance was fairly quivering with
rage. :

“I appeal to you, my lord!” he shouted.
“This boy is converting the whole dignity of
the court into a travesty—-"

“I appreciate your windiness, DBrother
Bance,” interrupted Browne benevolently.
“Is not every rule subject to an exception?
Instead of dragging this case out for days,
why not settle it forthwith? What could
be fairer? You maintain that there are
two plays—I declare there is one. Apply
the test, and nobody can grumble. The
script of ¢ The Third Chance’ has vanished
—but it remains, invisibly imbedded in the
minds -~ of these youthful actors and
actresses,” he added, indicating the St.
Frank’s fellows and the Moor View girls hy
a wave of his hand.

“Hear, hear!”
“Good old Browne!”
“We're game!”

There was such confusion that the judge
forthwith adjourned the court—for he was
quite flustered, and felt that something
drastic was essential. He could not remem-
vber such-irregularities as this. In any case,

it was Junch-time, so the tension was
relaxed.
“Confound you, Billy, what is the

matter?” stormed Sir Rufus, as he grabbed
hold of "William Napoleon. “Haven't you
got more sense than to defy—-"
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“One moment, pater,” interrupied. Brawne,,
with dignity. “lt iIs possible that I have
aitiraged your sense of fitness, but I ven-
iupg, to suggest that I have impressed

srother. R .,é,mdale to no small extent.”

LThe Jud% will have nothing to do with
-uch irregularities——"

“Perhaps mnot, pater, but one never
nows,” replied Browne smoothlv. “in the
ardinary course of events I could not have
inade such o suggestion—so I forced the
opportunity. What a chance! Why deliber-
ately - neglect it? All these fellows are
ready to speak their parts. The judge has
merely to compure them with the script of
RBarton’s alleged play, and the defence goes
phut! You see the point?”

His father took a deep breath.

“By Jove, I see the point, but for sheer
aula.utv Billy, you take my breath away,”
he  exclaimed, cooling down. “Upon my
word, it is undoubtedly a brilliant SHg‘“C‘v-
tion. But it won’t be permitted. It won’t
he allowed {for a moment, We can’t
count—--7?

‘““And yet,” murmured

Nipper. - “Sir ﬂunald is here to look after

lB:a.rtons interest and if he {hinks this

scheime  will wruck his client’s case, he’ll
protest to the last limib,”
- “But supposing ‘the judge insists??
“Then hu may have to submit,” replicd
Nipper., “The ease has taken a rummy turn
-—mmnh bemubu of old Browne's audacity.
The way he “stood there in the witness-hox
and kept on talking was the richest thing
I've qeen for years.”?
“We. shall have {o get bac into our
places as soon as cver we can,” said Willy

“Lhoug.{'tlffullv “There were reporters in the

court, you know, and thoy’ll have the
papers out  in ten minutes. ¢ Great Sensa-
tion in the Law Courts!’ There’ll be a
crowd here for the afternoon show!”
“Something in that,” admifted Nipper,
nodding. “W¢ don’t want to be squaahed
out, do we? Not that therc's much fear.
Most,_of us will be required as wilnesses,
sooner or later.”
Another conversation was going on at
this moment between
Sir DPonald Bance and

Browne ‘dreawily, “me-  WILLY says ;— 4¢46934%  Mr Roger Barton.

shinks T saw a certain ; b Barton was obviously
twinkle 1111 his lordship’s S | . %glta.%ed ‘ ]}m% I_S]II‘
eye. Who knows? It is b e Tarerrarce. opsted Atte 4 onald  couldn’ 1€
{-.:{:en possible that he i‘f N s - a!u.ny;-zruc{ .“66.8 }q ~being impressed. .
may develop a grain of AR Whab 1was neede é‘“mf’“’{. 5 “Is there any chance
common sense after a sy scope, and all that. T of this outrageous sug-
comfortable  lunchecn. W Luer, ybedy © agrees with P gestion being put into
Such cases are not cn- Cbe e, of mmég!” :»;lﬁ pr.tptlce'”’ Barton was
tirely unknown.,” ’;g‘; ¥ a:'il-:mg13 “(i}ood heavens,

3 he court. the S . b SIF onald, do you
St(.)ulg;a%fk’gl%u%;or; ang Mg I you can’t make out. A think  the judge will
the Moor View girls e what Willy is driving at, -~ allow 1272

n J ) +q o i 11 ' .y Y 31
were all talking at once, e YO will see LB “{}}15 30]151 afraid?”»
jor they all had a tre- L BF %Odt o G
mendous lot to say—the ;i NEXT WEEK 7 sald Darton has AT,
ereater part eof which K S “It’s always difficult

had. been bottled up for
nours. -

.“That suggestion of Brownce’s is a glddy
blu”l'“d\*"‘!’ said Nipper enthusiastically.
“I've gob an idea the judge will throw
aside all custom, and adwmit the evidence.
Lord. Riggindale is famous for his uncon-
‘.Cllthlldl ways, you know. He's the one
indge to do it

;l:{eggie Pitt looked dubions.

“But isn’t it a bit too thick?" he asked. |
“It’s totally opposed to all precedent, you
know. The DppOa]l]f’ counsel would pmtewt
iike the dickens, tco.”

“Why?’ demanded Handforth. “What's
he got to protest against? Hasn't he said
that there are two plays? If that's the
case, we sha]l\prow it in two minutes if
‘The Third Chance’ is different to ‘ The
Whirlpool.” '

“But they’re not different, Ted.” said
Trene Manners. “That's why Sir Donald
vill protest.”

Handforth stared. _

~But _isn’t he here to see justice done?”
he asked blankly. o

“Poar, innocent, old  Haudy,” zrinned

to know exactly what

- Lord Riggindale will

do,” satd Sir Donald, stroking his smooth

chin. ‘“ Perhaps it would be an exccllent
idea to encourage the plan??

“Encourage 11,”’ .

“Why not?’ asked Sir Donald. “Your play
is totally dissimilar to ‘ The Third Chance)’
g0 the matter would he quickly suttled——and
the point w ould tell enormously against the
plaintift,”

Barton butpﬁd

“Yes--yes, of "course,
see your point.”

Imwardly, he was in a ferment of alarm.
For, of course, he knecw that he would be
utterly du,t;.n;ed if. those boys spoke their
» parts.in’ the hearing of the judge and jury.
[‘m he had stolen 1110 play, word for word!
There could’ bo 0111y one result if—— But
‘wait!

Barton's. eunning brain was already get-
ting to work. Perhaps there would Ye a
mopholc. Perhaps he could even strengthen
his own case by ‘admitting the uncoaven-
i tionol evidence. . It would mean aasther
L witness, Bub there was no reason why he

)

hé panted. “I--I




.

couldn't get one.

“I see your point, Sir Donald,” he
repeated, making up his mind with des-
perate speed. “But are you sure that this
is a genuine affair? I have every rcason to
know that young Browne is a resourceful
boy. His coolness i3 colossal. And he is
full of ideas. This may be merely a trick
to thwart us.

They talked for some time, Sir Donald

becoming amazed, and then deeply con-
cerned. Now and again he looked sus-

picious, too. It seemed as thougt he did
not fully trust his client. But he couid not
throw up the case because of this,

It was obvious, however, that something
was on the move. There was & good deal
of bustling about, and quite a lot was
accomplished before the court reassembled.

The St. I'rank’s fellows and their com-
panions secured their seats—bubl a lot of
people were unable fo get in. It was
already becorning known that this case was
unusually interesting. '

There was an imperturbable expression on
Tord Riggindale’s face as he entered the
court—but those who knew him best were
on the alert. Whenever he conteimplated
anything unusual, he always looked calm
and half asleep. Me took his seal, and the
court prepared to resume.

“Since adjourning the court, genticinen of
the jury, I have been thinking things over,”
said the judge quietly. “Strange as the last
witness's suggestion may seem, it is never-
theless a practical idea. I am inclined to
waive a certain amount of formality, and
suggest to our learned friends, Sir Donald
Bance and Sir Rufus Browne, that the
course should be adopted.”

He looked inquiringly at the counsel.

“I raise no objection, my lord,” said Sir
Rufus promptly. | |

“By all means, apply this test, my lord,”
agreed Sir Donald readily. “My case is that
there are two distinet and difterent plays,
and I am not afraid of this so-calied test.
Let it proceed.”

“In the hope that you would be agree-
able, I have had twelve copies of the first
act of ‘ The Whirlpool’ prepared,” said the
judge calmly. “These will be handed to the
gentiemen of the jury, and they wiil thus
be enabled to compare the spokeun words of
*The Third Chance’ with the written words
of ¢The Whirlpool.””

“Good man!” breathed Handfortiz, “He's
done 1it!”
CHAPTER X1V,
THE TEST,
ENSATIONAL, indeed,
was the nature of

this pronouncement.
Instead of allowing
the usual procedure to take
its course, the judge was
determined to adopt William
Browne's audacious suggestion.

Napoleon

He had, indeed, compelled twelve typists
to work like machines during the luncheon
interval, in order fo get those copies of
the first act prepared.

The issue was so simple.

The plaintiff maintained that Barton had
stolen her husband’s play. If so, the boys
and girls would speak the exact lines of

““The Whirlpool,” and the jury would know

what to do. ‘

The defendant, on the other hand, held
that there were two distinet plays. If this
were true, the difference would be detected
after the first few lines., It was a simple
and direct method of deciding the issue.

The fact that it was unconventional made
it all the more interesting. There was no -
possibility of the girls and boys having
learned the parts of ‘“ The Whirlpool ™ since
the court had been adjourned—for there had
been insufficient time, and, in any case,
they could not have gained access to the
manuscript.

They had learned * The Third Chance "—
and they would speak their parts of that
play, and none other.

For some few minutes there was a bustle
and stir in court, and the jurymen took
their copies of the first act and glanced
through them. In the meantime, the
various members of the cast were placed in
a cleared spot, which was made to serve as
an improvised stage.

“Let the evidence
judge, at length,

It proceeded.

Quietly, without any hesitation, two of che
characters commenced talking—one of the
St. Frank’s fellows, and a Moor View girl.
They knew their parts. perfectly. At first
they had feared that certain words might =
slip them, but they all came back as soon
as they started talking. And the others
knew their cues with scarcely a fault.

The judge and jury listened to the words,
and compared them to the written play.
For the judge, of course, was also provided
with a copy.

“Upon my soul,” murmured his lordship,
after a {ew moments. '

The jurymen were glancing at one another |
in astonishment and with grim understand-
ing. For this test was indeed conclusive.

Except for the mere names, these boys.
and girls were speaking Roger Barton's play
word for word. Horace Stevens took his’
cue at the right moment, and acted as
though he were in a real theatre. :

More than once the judge thought of ston-
ping the * performance,” but he did not do
so. He was grimly determined that the
test should be complete. The whole of the
first act should be played.

Stevens complefely forgot his surround-
ings. Being such a remarkable young actor,
and knowing the play so perfectly, he be-
came lost in the part. Within a minute of
his “entrance” he was holding the whole

L

proceed,” said the



coilrt enthralled. " Even TRoger Barlon sat
there, apparently numbed,

~There was  something gripping aboul
stevens’ elocution—something magnetic

ahout his delivery. Ordinarily, lie was just
a commonplacc sort of senior schoolboy.
But the very instant he started acting, bis
whole personality changed.

Learned legal  gentlemen  sat there,
astounded.  Stolid policemen and court

ushers listened to this extraordinary scenc
with bated breath. TReporters worked over-
time, in order to do justice to the sensa-

tion. And’ the first act of the play went
'Jn. o«
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tol emotlional acting on Horace Stevens® part.

There . was something rather comical in
Stevens® attitude at that moment—and some-
thing just a little pathetic, too. Ee
finished, and stood there panting. And he
looked round, dazed and momentarily be-
wildered. He haod only just come back to
roality. Ile was only just recalling the fact
that he was in a court of justice.

And then the judge’s voice sounded.

“I think, gentlemen of the jury, that lhe
lest: has been fairly conclusive,” he said
gravely.  “8Sir Donald, if you have any sug-

i gestions, to make I shall be glad to hear
them.

You realise, of course, that my plain
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. ““Sorr_y, young gent, but there’s no free a'.dmissi@m?’ explained the hard- |
..:hle;ar_'ted attendant to Willy. ‘1 can’t let you in without a ticket.”’ :

|

At first Roger Barton had looked very
pale, and Mrs., Stevens had felt, with a glow
of Happiness, that everything was going to
he all right, But there was an ugly little
lint in tMe corner of Barton’s eye. And
Sir Donald Bance himself was by no means
-herturbed.

Relentlessly, the judge allowed the thiug
fo 20 on., There wasn’'t a word altered—
excepl an occasional adjective, or some sucl

unimportant trifle.  The Dbrnlliant dialogue
was unchanged. And Mrs. Stevens was

unazed—startled—by the performmance. which
her son gave,
of his wonderful powers,

but at lust the aet cnded- with a hurst !

She had had no conception |

Cduly is {o advise the jury regarding their

verdiet ™ |
“We've won!” breathed Horace Stevens

{ happily.

~Of course we've won!” chuckled Hand-
forth, “I knew it all along. It's all over
har shouting now. They can’t do a thing.

' It's as clear  as-daylight that this play is

Mrs. Stevens® property,

“ Good “old "Browne!”

“Ratlicr! 1t was his brain-wavel™

- Everybody agrecd that the case was over.
1t had been a masterstroke on Browne’s
part. . The verdict for Mrs. Stevens was not
merely probuble, but a certainty,



And then Sir
mind. ]

“Since unconventional methods are the
order of the day, 1 beg leave to utter a
strong protest, my lord,” he exclaimed. ¢ On
the face of it, it seems that the defendant
has no case fo place before the jury:i”

“I am glad you have come to such a
decision, Sir Donald,” said tite judge drily.

~“But I suggest that this evidence has been
deliberately faked!” thundered Sir Lonald.

“Faked!” gasped Pitt.
fHe's mad!” snorted Ihndfo;m glaring.
“I shall require you to justify that state-

Donald Bance eipieded his

the boys,”. continued Sir Donald. “If hag
seemed very conclusive, but I can tear this
fabric of falsehood to tatters in a ver ¥y short
time. I have another witness to ploduce "

“Where is this witness?” asked the judge
sharply. “How can he alter the unmistuk.
able conclusions——"

“I ask you not to he deceived by the
clever trick which has heen perpetratﬂedw—go,
the everlasting disgrace of the culprits,”
continued Sir Donald hotly. “1I suggest Lhd_[
this plot has been prepared  in ad\anbc.
These boys have been primed, and were
deliberately planted in-the court with their
female companions. I demand a continua-
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ment, Sir Donald,” said Lord Riggindale | tion of the case. And I c:ﬂl Joseph Salter
quietly. “tht posmble grounds have you | into the witness-box.” -
for making such an accusation? You have The whole court was humming with ex-
maintained that * The Whirlpool ' iz a totally | citement. Sir Donald Bance was unguestion-
difterent play to ‘The Third Chance.” We ab]y sincere. e was no party to Roger.
have applied a test, and the result is ¢o | Barton’s fresh villainy. The rascal, des:
obvious that I fail to see—-" perate by reason of his danger, had resorted

“I bez of you, my lord,” interrupted
counsel.” “I still maintain that there are
two plays. And I suggest that these boys
and girls have heen speaking the words of
‘The Whirlpool’ with the premeditated in-
tention of defeating the ends of justice.”

This was another sensation, indeed!
“Bear in mmd the fact that the steges-
bion came, in the first place, from one of

to a final masterstroke. And he had suc-
ceeded in convineing his counsel. The tale
was a plausible one—and Sir Donald had
seen no reason to doubt it.

Everybody in the court, from the judae
downwards, was jumpy. They had thought
the case to be practically over.
there was the suggestion of a new witness—"
a -hitherto unsuspected witness!

Joseph Salter entercd the box.

But now
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CHAP I‘FR XV,
ITHE BOMBSHELL.

LL eyes were tuined
upon the witness.
He was nothing
much to look at. A
rather shabby inan, weedy
and  pale. A straggling
moustache drooped over his

mouth, and his eyes were restiess and shifty.
He was nervous in the extreme, and clutched

at the rail of the witness-hox, and fought |

hard te control himself.

Sir Donald Bance rose, and fixed the wit-

ness with a steady eye. There was an air
of trinmph about him.
“What is your name?" he asked.
“ Joseph Salter, sir,” muttered the man.
“Where do you work ?” .
SN & SCbII{?-whlfiE‘I' at  the Xmperor
' 'lhea,tle, gir, ¥
‘Speak up, my man--speak up!” com-
wanded the judge sharply. " You mustn't
mumble like that. ~ Repecat those last
words.”
“I'm a scene-shifter at the Emperor
Theatre, sir,” said Salter, gaining courage,

and steadying his voice,

“Now, Salter, I want you to
questions cdrefullv' md trdthiully,
Sir Donald, “You must 1en10mbu
are giving evidence on oath.

“Yes, sir,” said the witness.

“Is there any hoy in this court whom
vou have met before?” asked Sir Donald.
“Look mund carciully, and answer my ques-
tion.” ' 3

Salter looked round. and ﬂm held
its breath., All the St. Frank’
the Moor View girls were. ~>tartled and
amazed. They hadn't the faiuntest idea what
this all meant. i

William Napoleon Browne became frigid
when he noticed that Salter was concentrat-
ing his gaze upon }nm

“1 can see him, sir,

““Point to the boy.” -

’i he stage hand pointed {o Tho“ ne.

“Indeed?” said Wiliiam Napoleon. 1
must confess that I was not aware of the
honour. Alas, the penalty of fame! 8o
many people Lnow me, and yet I do not
know them!”

answer my
" went on
that you

court

* said Salter.

“You must not make comments!” said-
he judge testily. - _
“Now, Salter, what has passed between

Tou and this boy?”

“Tifty pounds, sir,” suaid the witness.

“"No, no' T don’t mean that P snapped
Sir Donald, * When did you first mect the
}10\,‘?? t '

“*“He eame to the theatre four days ago,
sir, and got into conversation with me just
ms]de the stage door,” replied Salter glibly.
“He offered mie twenty pounds it I would do
something for him.¥
“What did he want you to'do?"
“Get him a copy of ‘rhc play. s
“Ihich play?”?

1

B o I U S M —

[ surprise,
s fellows and |

by will grant you.

““The play we're showing, sir.”
“ Come, come!” snapped Sir Donald.
- must answer the question.
e want you to get him?”
“'Why, **“The V&hnlpool' siv,” said Salter,
in snrprise. ,
Sir Donald pansed, and consulted his
notes. -~ Williasn Napoleon Browne found
everybody looking at him, and the sensa-

“You
Which play digd

tion was a most uncomfortable one. There
could be no misunderstanding the witness’

imputation.

Browne had bribed him to secure a copy
of ** The Whirlpool”! The Remove fellows
were simply boiling with fury—for something
seemed to tell them that this was a piece
of trickery on Barton’s part. The girls were
flushed and hot with anger, too0.

Not one of them believed a syllable cf
this man’s testimony. To think that Browne
was capable of sueh rascality was utterly
impossibie. For if Browne had done this
thing, it meant that he had deliberately
attempted to cheat the court. And it -vasn’g

necessary for him to cheat the court, any-
how!

r Al the fellows and girls knew that they
had spoken the lines of Stevens’ play, and
' they also knew, automatically, that this

evidence was ‘ut-ter];\f false, The one went
with the other.

And their indignation was supreme, XYven
Handforth, who was not much given to
quick thinking, could tell that Louer Barton
had faked this up on the spur of the moment
—in-order to defeat that erucial test. |

Mrs. Stevens had gone deathly pale, and
Horace was almost breathless with amazed
- He was looking at  Browne
dazedly.

Perhaps Browne was the coolest person in
the court. IIe hadw’t turned a hair, and
was as self-possessed as ever.

“This iz a refreshing interlude,” he suaid
smoothly. *“1It is as well for vou, Brother
Salter, that you are protected by the bar-
| riers of the witness-box. Otherwise, I might
i be strongly tempted to exercise the muscles
tof my leg, and kick you through the nearest

}
]
|
} doorw ay.”

“ Silence, su’ thundered 1he judge.

“That man’'s a liar!” roared Ilandforth
excitealy, i \

His lordship leapt io his feet.

“One more sound, and I shall clear the
conrtt” he stormed. ¢ Sir Domald, proceed
with your ewummt]on of this witness,” he
added ominously. < By heaven! If there
| has heen any attempt to conspire against
justice there shall be a full nenalty“’

Sir Donald bowed
p1y lord, that there
has been some treacherous work,” he said
guietly. . “Salter, you have told the Court
that tll]b hoy, Browne, offered you twenty
pounds to.secure him a copy of "The Whirl-
What did you do in the matter??®.
'

fpooL‘

1 told him it was impossible,
“ And what was his reply?"

- N 27
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“1Ie increased his offer to fifty pounds,
sir,”?

‘““Did you still refuse?” asked Sir Donald.
““ Remember, Salter, you are on oath. You
must answer my qguestions truthfully.”
] told him I'd do iny best, sir,” mut-
tered the witness, with an anxious glance
in Browne’s direction. *“Ie went away,
and said he would comne back at the same
time next night. We arranged to meet in
a back street.”

“Did you obtain a copy of the play?”

“Yes, sir.”

“How did you obtain it?”

¢I do a bit of cleaning, sir, in the offices,
and I can walk in and out as I like,” replied
Salter. ““On the next morning, I saw my
chance, and took a copy of the play from
the acting manager’s desk.”

“Was the play lying there openly?”

“Yes, sir,” said Salter. ¢“It's a private
office, sir.”

“Did you
night

¥ Yes, sir.??

¢“ And did he pay you anything?”’

“The fifty pounds, sir.”

“1las he returned the play to you?”

‘““He returned it two nights after, sir,
and I put it back where [ had found it,”
replied Salter. “I don’t think it was
missed, sir. Anyhow, there haven't been
any inquiries-——>’

- “That will do,” said Sir Donald sharply.
¢ My lord and gentlemen of the jury, I sug-
gest that this boy prepared in advance for
to-day’s proceedings, and induced his com-
panions to participate in this trick. [ sug-
gest that they learned the first act of ¢ The
Whirlpool,” and have spoken those lines
before you, and not the lines of * The Third
Chance.” » . _

- “The suggestion is obvious, Sir Donald,
without your help,” put in Sir Rufus
Browne quietly. ¢ I desire to cross-examine
this witness.”

There was another brief lull.

The whole aspect of the case had changed.
~1he air of the Court had become electrical,
and it was felt that something drastic was
going to happen. William Napoleon Browne
was the unfortunate victim of this move
of Roger Barton’s—and it spoke well for
his composure that he kept his temper.

He knew perfectly well that Salter had
deliberately
had entered the witness-box and lied from
first to last. There was not a word of
truth in his statement, for Browne had
never seen him before. But, unhappily, his

give this play to the boy that

story bore the. ring of truth—although it

was utterly false. -

‘““One moment, Sir Rufus,” said the judge
quietly.
examine this witness., It is obvious to me
that there has been grave perjury on one
side or the other.”

. The judge was so solemn that everybody
in the Court held their breath.

"THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ¢

deeply

committed perjury—that he

“I do not want you to  cross-.
Serubbs

“I will agree with you there, my lord,”
said Sir Rufus. ¢ 1] venture to suggest there
is no question.as to the nature of the per-
jllI‘,f-' 22

“The matter is altogether too serious
for me to allow this hearing to continue,”
went on the judge. I must have time to
consider what action I shall take. But one
thing is certain. At the conclusion of the
case, all the papers will be handed to the

Public Prosecutor.”

There was another breathless pause.

‘““I shall adjourn the Court at once”
added Lord Riggindale grimly. ¢ And let
me warn the parties that I shall inquire
and fully into this matter. Until
to-morrow the case is adjourned, and the
jury will not be allowed beyond the walls of
this Court!” '

e .

CHAPTER XVI.
SUSPENSE,

e H, my hat!”
“ Adijourned!”
“And — and

everything
a state of chaos!”

The St. TFrank's fellows
were all  talking at once.
The legal gentlemen were consulting in

knots, and the judge had left the Court.

“0f course. he c¢ouldn't do anything
else,” said Nipper gravely. ¢“He couldn’t
possibly let the thing go on after ~what's
happened.”

‘“ Absolutely not, old thing,”” agreed
Archie Glenthorne. ““Good gad! I raean
to say, what a perfectly poisonous thing'!
Where is the bally inseet who just erawled
out of the box? It seems to me a distinet
acca,s;ion, laddies, for a somewhat drastic
rag.

‘““ Here's Browne!”

“Browne, old man,
shame!”’ .

““Do not worry, brothers,” said William
Napoleon Browne coolly. “I am cool, so
why should you not be cool. I will grant
there has been work of the dirtiest descrip-.
tion at the cross-roads, but I am indifferent
to such methods. We Brownes laugh at
slander.” .

“You're taking

what a roiten

it jolly well, old son,”
said Nipper. ¢ But it’s a serious matter.
Unless you can upset Salter’s evidence,
you'ré in for a pretty hot time with the
Public Prosecutor.” |

Browne sigled. -

“Will it be Wormwood Scrubbs, or Port-
land?”? he murmured. ¢ Personally, I am
rather hankering for Portland. The seaside
is so robust! And the name of Wormwood
appalls me. Yes, Brother Hamil:
ton, let it be Portland by all means.”

“You silly ass "

“1 trust you will come and see me on
visitors’ day?” went on' Browne, =~ A alice
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~af ham, or a doughnut, will be a welcome
change from the daily skilly.”

~ “You—you  hopeless idiot!”  gasped
Stevens. ‘““Why can’t you be serious?
Don’t you rcalise what this means?”

““I realise, Brother Horace, that Brother
Barton is in a state of considerable agita-
tion,’”? replied Browne. “1I will grant that
his brain has meoved swiftly, We could not
he prepared for this murky move. But let
18 not worry. To-morrow will witness his
downfall., Picture the vision of Brother
Barton descending slowly, bub surely, into
the ox-tail, I fancy I can see his fect
already” splashing about in it!”

Somehow, they managed to get out of

the Law Courts, and later, Sir Rufus
Browne was with Mrs. Stevens and her son.

““The case has gone very strangely, Mrs.
Stevens,” he was saying. ¢ Don’t worry too
much. Barton has not only perjured him-
self, but bribed others to copy his example.
There is practically no chance that we shall
lose the action.” .

“But what if this witness maintains his
evidence?” asked Mrs. Stevens anxiously.
““How can we prove that he is wrong?”

“They are clever—but their move was
a desperate one,”” replied Sir Rufus, pursing
his lips. ““If only we could produce some
concrete  evidence to-morrow — something
which would definitely prove your hushband’s
authorship &

“But we did produce it, zir,”” broke in
Stevens. “We all played our parts in
Court—and proved as clear as daylight that
Barton's a thief. But what’s the good? He
replies by producing hribed witnesses?”

‘““Ile cannot maintain such tacties,”” re-
plied Sir Rufus. ““There will possibly be
a different complexion on the case by to-
morrow.”

“I donw’t know what your son’s going to
do about it, either,” went on Mrs. Stevens,
in alarm. *“©h, Siv Rvfus! How terrible!
What - can you do? Those aecusations
against poor Billy!”

sir Rufus was looking grim.

“I am disappointed in Sir Donald Bance,”

he said quietly. 1 think he is sincere
enough, but what short-sightedness! How

could he have believed such a tissue of utter
falsehood? Upon my soul! Barton must
be a plausible rascal if he can throw sueh
dust into,Sir Donald’s eyes!?”’

Soon alterwards Browne's pater left—
promising to come round for another con-
sultation in the evening, Mrs, Stevens and
her son were left alone.

““Oh, Horaece!” murmured the poor lady.
“What can we do? And T was thinking
that everything was so wonderful, too! 1
wish we had never started the action at all!
‘The money seems {o be a curse!’ -

Horace took hLer by the shoulders.

-in the world!®

William

Inn ‘Road,

P #aid, patting XNipper on thes shoulder.

WEEKLY

“You mustn’t
said quietly.
it’s used

ray thaf, mother,”
“Money’s only a curse when
: in the wroug way—as Barton’s
using it. We're not going to lose this case.

he

We can’t lose it! There isn’t such injustice

“I wish I could believe you, Horace—but
you don’t know the world as I do,” mur-
mured his mother. “Obh, I wish to-morrow
was over! I wish—-?"

She broke off, for the bell had sounded.
A few moments later, Nipper came in, with
Napoleon Browne.

‘I hope we're not intruding?”’ asked Dick
uncomfortably,

“No, no,” said Mrs. Stevens. ¢ Oh, Billy!
I'm so sorry for what has happened. 1 feel
that I am partly responsible——?’

“In that ease, dear lady, let me urge you
to dismiss all such fantastic notions,” in-
terrupted Browne kindly “Truth to tell,
I am enjoying this experience. It is. a
novelty to be in the public eye. Ere long,
I shall emerge triumphant, and Burglajy
Barton will sink into his native mire.”

““Look here, Mrs. Stevens,” said Nipper
briskly. “I've come round because I've
thought of something. The only way to
dish Barton is to produce some positive
evidence of Mr, Stevens’ authorship of that
play.’’ |

““But we haven't got it, Dtek,” said Mrs.
Stevens.

“You must have,” insisted Nipper.
‘“Somewhere or other—n some odd corner
—there must be the evidence we want,
Why, it's impossible to think anything else.
You haven’t looked im the right place—
that's all. Or you haven’t made the right
inquiries. And I'm going to get the guv’nor

on to it.”

“You mean Mr. Lce?’ asked Stevens
eagerly,

“Yes,”” replied Nipper grimly. ¢ He’s
been away for a few days-—or I'd have

dragged him in before. He’s back now, and
I'm going to get him on to this case to-day.
[’ve ‘come here to get your permission to
bring him round.”

Mrs., Stevens was rather flushed.

“Mr. Nelson Lee!” she murmured. ¢‘0h,
if there is one man who can help us novw,
it is Mr. Lee! But I don’t like to trouble
him——. I am doing nothing else bhut
loading my worries on to other shoulders!
Please, Dick, you mustn’t——"?

“That's gocd enough,” interrupted Nipper
erisply. “I'm going straight back to Gray’s
, and I'l tell the guv’'nor every-
thing. if he isn’t on the trail of something
solid by this evening, I shall be jolly sur-
prised.”’

Williami Napoleon Browne beamed.

“ Congratulations, Brother IHamilton,” be
i€ 1.:[?011
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have indeed placed your finger upon thc
correct bubtton. Mr., Nelson Lee! Two
words of six letters and three letters, which |
will undoubtedly provide the key to this
cross-word puzzie,”

“By Jove!” breathzd Horace Stevens,
“Things are going to move now, with a
vengeauce!™

THTE

And, undoubtedly, he was right.

At the moment, it seemed that Roger
sarton was to emerge triumphant, But
there was another episode to be played in
thiz grim game. And Nelson Lee was to
take & hand in it!

There was certainly a prospect of excite-
ment
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Another fine, long complete story of the Boys
of St. Frank’s 1s coming Next Wednesday—

“HANDY’S ROUND-UP!”

Roger Barton gets his just deserts in this yarn,

the concluding story of the Schoolboy Actors

series. Edward Oswald plays an active part in

the overthrow of the rascaily Barton, but it is

that Prince of Detectives, Nelson Lee, who

actually weaves the net in which the villain 1s
enmeshed.

Another great yarn in next week’s issue 15—

“CANNIBAL COVE!”

A thnlling complete story of daring adventure
among the savage tribes of Hayti.
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'Next Wednesday’s 1ssue of the NELSON LEE
LIBRARY will give full details of a magnificent

new series of St. Frank's storles——together
with a startling announcement of the
utmost 1mportance to all readers.
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A NEAT CAPTURE!
you there, young ‘un?”
sexton Blake,

£ D asked
'm here, but I don’t

know what’s got me, guv'nor,”
answered Tinker., “The flashlamp is some-
where pear you, if it’s not bust.”

Sexton Blake wiped the dirt out of his
smarting eyes, struck a match, and found
the flashlamp. He eame forward to where
Tinker was sitiing, and the light explained
the mystery. A cord to which three round
halls of lead were fastened had wound itself
round Tinker's legs, and it took Blake some
time to free his assistant,

“Well, I've had some queer things ‘shied
at me, but this gadget is the queerest,”
said Tinker. ¢ Bolas, they call ’em, don't
they, guvnor? A South American contray-
tion, isn't it? The things the gauchos and
vattie-raiders use for dropping horses and
steers instead of the lasso the Yaakcee cow
hoys use., This marks the loeality thosc
bwo guys came {from. Gee! 1 fancy they
were too good for us, What did you get?”

“A lump of turf in the face, and very
cleverly thrown, too,” said Blake, with a
faugh., I was too busy to make sure, but
i think the two of them made for Caleroft,
We could geb one of them, 1 suppose, if we
went to the police.”

“I don't krow what for,”” said Tinker.
‘“1f the §utle chap was trespassing on
loath’s land, 0 were we; and, besides, he
wasn’t the guy who heaved that chunk of
grass at you and wrapped this coniraption
round my le~s, They want Roath jolly badly
ror something, Funiny nobody in the house
appears to have heard that shot. You'd
think it would have [fetched the servants
ouf.??

“ Theres something
Blake, ‘““Get  into
Bigzher up, I mean,

“Yes,

said
"un.

> stirring now,”
the diteh, young
Spring for ipl”?

(ALCROF

A Clever Story of Sexion Blake, |
Tinker, and the Boys of
Caleroft School.

By
SIDNEY DREW

A car was coming down the carriage-
drive. The chaufleur stopped it, and got
down to open the gate, and then drove
through. The car was the Rolls-Royce, and
contained only one occupant, Sir Guy Ross-
over, the famous surgeon,

“1 don’t think there’ll be much miore
doing to-night, unless Roath tries to muke
a bolt for it,”” said Tinker. ¢ The other
two aren’t likely to come Dback. 1 expect
they took us for a a couple of fellows Roath
had hired to watch the show.”

“I don't think Roath will run away unless
the boy is dead,” said Sexton Blake. #If
the surgeon at the hospital knows anything
ahout his job, that isn’t probable, for it
would he jolly uncomfortable if the youngster
did happen to die after he’d given Roath
permission to move him. It would be un-
tomfortable for me, too, although the a-ci-
dent wazn’t of my making.”

“And rotten for the school, foo, if we
have to prove that Roath killed Aggshy,
and that young Martin knew all about it,”’
said Tinker., **You don’t sce any more
mystery in the whole ghastly business now,
do you, ~uvnor?”

“XNot an atom, except just for the de-
tails,” said Blake, *‘It was the little man
with the beard, or who has since grown the
beard, Roath wanted to kill. I had a
good look at him, and imagined him with-
out the beard. He’s undoubtedly the man
with the lost memory who escaped from the

hospital, unless I'm much mistaken, He
has eithcr some big claim on Roath, or
else  some  desperate grudge against him,

Perhaps he followed Roath to England {rom
South America, traced him, and wrote him
a threafening letter, and Roath arranged fo
meet him at the scheol gates, which would
he a good mark, as we saw, for a motorist
wha did not know the road, and offer terms.
1 held ne briet Yor Reath, but if the man



had not come alone, there would bave been |

no sheoting.”

“Yes, it requires a bit of nerve to shoot,

two men,” said Tinker. € Gosh! I wonder
how Roath felt when he'd put a bullet
into the wrong man., I wish we could put
the handcuffs on him and finish it, for I'm
getting fed-up.” _

“It’s narrowing down, young 'un,” said
Sexton . lake, ““but I can't quite see yet
how it's going to end, though I think I
could form a fairly accurate opinion.. Will
vou watch for an hour while I go back to
the lodging-house and see if Nathan Smith
has gone back to his doss. By gentle per-
suasion I might get something out of him.”

“ All serene, guv'nor; but if Reath gets
a move on and looks like going, what am
I to do?”

“Do your best, for that's generally good
enough, Tinker. If I'm not back within
the hour, turn it up and go home.”

It was Sexton Blake's fate, the moment le
turned irto the High Street, to encounter
Sergeant Siler.

“Good egg!” said the smiling sergeant.
“We were just too late to get Blagg on
the ’phore, for we wanted him to fetch you.
We've got a couple of those chaps who set
about you at the Sloop, one with his arm
and the other with his head in a sling, so
to speak. The others can be had for the

asking, I reckon.” -
Sexton Blake had not wished for this.
‘““ Have they been talking?’’ he asked.

““QOh, ves, they’ve been talking fast enough,
sir,”” grinned Sergeant Siler. ¢ Most apolo-
getie, too, they are. They all belong to Mr.
Roath’s yacht, and Mr. Roath had a horse
running at  that little race-meeting at
Applegate on Tuesday. They got leave, and
weng over and backed the horse. They say
they backed it with you, though I didn't
know you i.ade a book, sir,” added Siler,
withh another grin. ¢ The horse won, and when
they went to draw the cash, feeling merry
and bright, there was no bookie, for he’d
faded away, and you can bet they just loved
him for 15.” :

““Oh, I can guess the rest,” said Blake.
“When the yacht came round to Calcroft
one of the welshed ones saw me go into the
Sloop, and, mistaking me for the missing
bookie, he went aboard the vacht and
fetched the other victims. Rather flatter-
ing to know 1 have a double in the book-
making line with a habit of absconding when
he loses. I suppose you want me to go to
the police-station to identify these fellows.
What would have happened if you hadn’t
found me?”

“0Of course, we’d have kept them inside,
sir, till we had got you. We don't stand
law-breaking like that in Calcroft.”

“Dedgard is in this, too,” said Blake,
“though it appears it was only his bad
luck. Keep them till to-morrow, and I'll
gee Dedgard about it, and decide what to
0.

It’s rather awkward for me to have to-

And what about Roath?
1 a magunate here, it won't be pleasant for him
to have a bunch of his crew charged with a
murderous assault like a lot of hooligans.”

“That’s up to you and Mr. Dedgard, sir,
If you don't want to charge 'em, we can’g

As he’s a bit of

make you. And no doubt it wouldn't he
too cheerful for Calcroft School to have
it advertised that their gymnastic instructor
spent his evenings playing billiards in a pub
down by the harbour. In the ordinary way
the inspector would want an example made
of 'em, but as they're Roath’s men, perhaps -
he'll wink the other eye. If I'd been Mr,
Dedgard, and got that bump on the noddle,
I'd have charged ’em quick enough. Very
good, sir. We’ll keep 'em safely out of mis-
phi?f till you’ve made up your mind about
ik’

“Good-night, sergeant.”

““ Good-morning, sir!’”’ corrected the "ser-
geant. .

Blake could see Roath behind the plausible
but lying story the two arrested men had
told. The private detective had no inten-
tion of charging them, and thecugh Ded-
gard’s head would be still sore in the morn-
land Yard would not wish for a police-court
advertisement of that kind. Probably the
inspector would like it, for he objected to
the private detective and his assistant poach-
ing on what he considered to be his private
preserves, but as Roath's great wealth way
beginning to make him an influential person
in the district, the inspector would not care
to offend him,

Blake stopped at the door of a dingy
house in a dingy street through which a
chilly  wind blew from the harbour, and
put his hand to the rusty old knocker. Ex-
actdy o, posite the house there was a slip-
way running down to the edge of the water,
A vessel was moving down-stream towards
the seay and even through the haze and
fog Sexton Blake was certain that it was
Roath's yacht.

His hand fell from the rusty knocker, and
he pecred at the vessel as it faded into the

haze. Suddenly, guessing what had hap-
pened, he gave a quiet laugh; and then.

after filling and lighting his pipe, he walked
briskly away.

. ] . e » a .} &

“That you, Tinker?”
“What's lcft of me, guv’nor,” answered
Tinker's voice. < The awful excitement i3

killing me. It's the loneliest,  slowest,
dreariest, place I was ever stuck in. Not
even an ow!l about. Done any good?”

““No, but- Roath has, young ’un,” said

Sexton Blake. ‘~That was all bluff abourt,
waiting for coal. The yacht has gone.”

““ Gone?” asked Tinker, in amazement.
¢« Iven if the vacht’s gone, Roath can’t have
gone uniess he’s abandoned the boy.”” S

““ Let's go and see, young 'un,” said Blake.
“I've got an idea, and not a very flattering

charge them, as I'm fiying f{alse ccleurs, cne, that he's made us look like a couple
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of feoiz., Thenugh he’s. gone; it deesn’t mean
ihat he's gone Jfor woocl for in this age
= wireless the world has grevn sia 1, and
a eriminal hasn’t much c¢hance of. s_fe_tting
rar away. 'Ware the dog if it's loose. Keep

thabt bolas thing handy if I have to tackle
bim, for it will du to tie him up with.”.
Luekily, fhey did not meet the mastiff.
‘rinker rang the bell, and the moment the
batler opened the door Blake slipped. pabb
hig assistant and entered the hall.
- ““There’'s nothing to make a noise ubouo,'
vaid Blalie, as the butler opened: his mouth
“I'm Sexton Blake, the

as if to shout.
private detective, and 1'm looking for Sir

1 "HJ‘

it
-iL

v hody else for it, 1 had to go to the hot-
thouse and cut a bunch., When I got back
there was a nete on the table firom Mr.
Roath saying that Master Martin was anleep
and that Mr. Roath himself had gone. {0
bed, and was not to be disturbed.” . . .
“Gee!” exclaimed Tinker, “ you were ng 11
govnor! The birds kave ﬂown We. Saw
one of ‘'em, and never guessed it!?
-« But what’s the matter? What’s wrong?
What’'s it all about? What's the game??’
asked the perplexed and startled butler, ..
““ Show us up to your master’s bed-rcom,”’
said Blake, “and if that’s empty, to young
Martin’s.”

e

fitt

Blowing and ruffied, Nathan rose to
; in Sexton Blake’s hand !

h:s feet*—and saw the automat:c pistol ;
| ' {

brought to attend
Is he still here??”

no ! said the . butler.

took him away.long ago in

exuy Jlossover. He was
L0 young Mr, Roath.
. Gogd  gracious,

‘“The chaufieur

ihe Rolls-Royce. It's the chauffeur  I'm
waiting. up for, as he was to bring back
wedicine or ~>on1-cz,hmﬁ for Master Martin.
Everybody else is in ‘ned 2 ' '
“Including yonr m a._, tep ™

“0f course.”? R

“Did you seec Sir Guoy Lo sover leave the.
mze,’? i

" No, &1 1. didn oo :v._n:qwer.ed the butler;
“Dut.1 know he's gone, Yonng Mr. Martin
rencied some grapes, and as there wWas no-

-

They followed the butler upstairs. As
‘there was no. reply to :their- knocks, Blake
opened the door and switched on the light.
It. was -a Targe* and beautifully furnished
room, hub it ha.d ito cccupant, and the hed
had I]()t been slept in,

Y Goodness gracious
| ished butler. : . S v
i Young XMartin’s room was a little further
down. tiie ecorridor.. The door was locked,
and the key had been -taken away.

‘“Anybody in there?” cried Sexton Blake.

Th a bumping sound, as if some
heavy Lhad fallen to the floor frem a

me 2+ said - the aston-

GrE

[

was
;.;m]y




considerable height, and {1ittle beads of
perspiration gathered on the forehead of the
frightened butle" Sexton Blake backed
across the passage, and then flung himself at
the door, and a k1ck from Tinker did the
rest. The private detective pressed down

the electric switeh, flooding the room with
Helit, and the terrified butler uttered a

choked cry as he saw what appeared to be
itlie dead body of a man lying on the floor,
half hidden under a heap of tumbled bed-
clothes.

“My stars!” saild Tinker, grinning in spite
of this set-back. ““We've been beautifully
japed!”

Sexton Bla,kn pulled away the bedclothes,
revealing that eminent surgeon, Sir Guy
Rossover with a gag in his mouth and his
wrists and ankles nmtly tied. Naturally he
was in a furious temper, and Blake seut the
butler for brandy-and-soda, warning him not
to disturb the other qermntb, wlo seemed
to be sound sleepers, for the forcing of the
door had made considerable noise.

“Lured here, and compelled to submit to
be gagged and bound at pistol’'s point, Mr.
Blake,” said Sir Guy, when the private
detective had made himself - ksown. ¢1
examined the boy, and found mnofhing
seriously wrong with him, except that be was
badly bruised, and then the man Roath paid
me my fee, which, I admit, was a wvery
generous one. Then he told me I must
remain here for the night; and when 1
explained that it was quite unnecessary, and
equally impossible, as I had other duties, he
pointed a revolver at my head. At that
moment his chauffeur came into the room
with a rope and gag. They were not rough,
and that demon of a man, Roath, was apolo-
getic, and I had to submit. They got the
yvoung fellow out of bed, dressed him, and
put me in his place, and there I iay until I

heard vour voice. And—and what does it
mean?”’
Tinker, who was sitting on the bed,

ventured a remark.

“ Tt means, Sir Guy,” he said, ““that vou're
not the only person who got twisted to- nwht
Roath jolly well knew th.at we were watch-
ing, so he made himself up as you and got
clean away with it before our very eyes. We
only saw one person in the car when it
passed us, and, of course, we didn't suspect
such -a biik as that. Young Roath wus
there, too, of course, lying on the floor of
tlic ’bus with a rug or something over him.
Oh, what a lovely twist! One in the eye
for us, guv'nor! And here's your brandy, Sir
Guy.”

After bringing the brandy-and-soda, the
butler stood in the deorway, with rotnd,
wondering eyes and distended ears, till Blake,
who wished to say something prnatelx to
Sir Guy Rossover, told him to go down and
telephone for a <ar, for even in sleepy Cal-
croft one or two of the garages maintained
an all-night service.

“What I want is

this, Sir QGuy,” said
Biake, when the butler had gone on his
errand. ¢ We suspect this man Roath of a
very serious crime, but we have as yet no
actual proof, though his flight seems to
prove his guilt. It would be impertinence
to suggest to yvou that you should keep silent
about this oubraﬂe hecause you have received
a handsome fee, but if you would do so for a
few days it might he!p me out. Besides,”
he added, smiling, ‘“we saved you from
spending a very uncomfortable night.”

8ir Guy, who intended tc drive to the
pOllGe—\tadthH the moment the car arrned
took a good deal of winning over.

e Xt looks like being beaatlv for the
school,” said Tinker casually ““They can do
without chaps like young Roath.”

“Was Roath at Caleroft?’”’ asked the great
surgeon, starting.

““Yes, his first term, I think,” answered
Tinker. <“*He was a IFifth-Former, and had a
study in Pyeroft’'s house, and he wasn’'w
popular.’”

“Dear me! I'm an old Caleroftian my-
self,” said the famous surgeon. ¢‘That wis
before the present lead’'s time, of course,
but I know Mr. Pycroft intimately. The
happiest darys of my life! Oh, very well,
Mr. Blake. TI’'ll endeavour to swallow my
wrath. You haye not told me Roath’s crime,
but I trust you will soon bring him to boox,
and that the brute will receive an adequate
punishment.”

The butler returned and announced that a
car was on its way. Sir Guy opened the
bulky envelope in which Roath had placed his
fee, and, after satisfying himself that the
rotes were genuine ones, he shook hands
with Sexton Blake and Tinker and went down
to the car.

““VWhere's that mastiff?”’ asked Blake.

¢ Chained wup, sir,” answered the butler.
““But aren't you going to tell me what if’s
all about, sir?”

Sexton Blake shrugged his shoulders.

“J fancy your master and his nephew have
gone for a sea-voyage,” he said. “¢Probably
vou will get w letter in the morning explain-
ing things., Better wait for that before you
ring up the police. Do what you like, of
course, but I'd wait for the second post, for
Mr. Loath probably posted the letter too
late to cateh the first one. And, by the
way, if you can handle that mastiff I'd
give him the run of the grounds till day-
light. Now, ¥young 'un, if you're fit we'll
atep out."

At that moment the door-bell rang, making
the nervous bhutler give a backward jump.

‘“ More visitors even later than ourselves,”
said Tinker. ‘Do we want to meet tiiem,
guv'nor?”

““ Not untu we know who 'they m'e," said

Biake. ¢ You cut upstairs, young ’un, and
I'll sqweze up behind the grandfathers %
cloek.” :

Agzain the bell rang, and at a nod from
the private detective the butler pulled back



#¢ spring .cateh of the lock.
stepped into ihe hall and {took off his ¢ap.
- In the fairly. sihort time that elapsed since
Blake and the visitor had faced each other
cwith levelled weapons at the bottom of the
<arriage, the little man had managed to
shave off his beard. - The skin of his chin
and <heeks looked a shade lighter than
the upper portion of his face, and a scratch
and ¢ut here and there showed that he had
used the razor hastily.

“I want to see Mr, Roath,” he said. “1It
<4on’t matter if he’s in bed, he'll see me. Tell
nim it's Nathan, amigo, just Nathan come
5 husiness. And tell nim there’s another
amigo outside, a friend, see? Tell him it’s
Diaz Vargas, or just Diaz will do. He
KNnows Natl‘an and ne knows Diaz, too, does
your boss, (Gome, amigo, and hustle! Wake
him out Of?hla beauty sleep and tell him
Nathan and Diaz Vargas, amigos both, and
that’ll fetch him.”

With such a redoubtable
Blake within three yards 01‘:‘ him,
¥21t courageous.

“It is utterly preposterons and impos-
sible,” he said, looking down haugiitily at
the shabby little man. “I refuse to do
anything, or would do so if Mr. Roath was
at home, which he isn’t, so will you please
repeat vour call at a reasonable hour.”

““Then you won't go and tell him?”

“I've already informed you that Mr. Roath
‘s not in the house,” said the butler.

““Then I’ll tell him myself, and you’ll show
me the way, amigo,” said the visitor.
with ’em, amigo, as high as you like.”

Finding himself menaced by a revolver, the
butler raised his shaking hands above his
“ucad and began to walk bachwarda towards
the stairs. Fear seemed to have petrified
 his tongue, for he made no sound. Step by
step, his knees shaking, he moved upwards,
the little man following. Drawing his wuto-
wmatie pistol, Tinker Ioo’ked over the banister,
saw Blake dart from his hiding-place, close
the door, and make some quick gestures
with his hands. The next moment he was
rolling up . the thick Persian rug on which he
_imd been standing,

**Take your time, amigo, and play no
tricks,” said the lltL]L man. ‘‘I've come
to kill your master or get my rights, so it
don’t matter if I kill two does it?  Still,
amigo, if you don’t want your wife Wido.wed
- snddenly, no shouts!”

Tinker balanced the roll on the edge ol
. the banister. Tinker timed himself, and,
eripping the ends, he slid the roll over the
smooth top of the mahogany rail. The roll
was still thick and weighty, and Tinker had
managed so well, that it dropped exactly
hetween  the tuo men, just missing
Nathan, knoecking down his pistol-hand, and
striking his right knee, which he had just
hwent and lifted in order to place his foot on
the next stair.
There was a muflled \eu as Tinker let 20

the slack, and the duuenduv* rug blanketed

person as Sexton
the butler

A little mah.

“Up |

‘the - O‘PU'dI}dS.

Rug and man rolled down the

the. \lf‘.tlnl._
staircase .together and lay in a writhing

heap at the bottom. Swinging over the
banisters, Tinker dropped ]wht}y on his feet
in front of ,the astenished butler, picked up
the 1uohe1, just as the visifor crawled
cut, and joined Sexton Blake.

“Just as effective as that sod of grms
they .barged at you, guv'nor, and a lot
cleaner,” grinned Tinke-z‘. “Hallo, Nathan!
How goes it, amigo? PYut ’em vp, Nathan,
and keep ‘em up!”’

Blowing and ruffled, Nathan rose to his
feet and saw the automatic pistol in Sexton
Blake’s hand. As he sullenly raised his
hands above his head, Tinker went through
his pockets in search of weapons.

“ All  clear, guv’nor!” he said. “Only a
handkerchief and some cash, and a tlcket
for a bed at No. 18, Quay Street.?

Sexton Blake dropped his shm sxnewy
hand oan the little man’s bhoulder, and
gripped it.

¢ So you got your m'..moxy back after your
motor-car smash, Nathan,” he said; “and
you didn’t get drowned when you drowned
that suit of. pyjamas they lent you at the
hospital?  Roath didn’t e¢ven manage to
crack yofir skull when you tried to throw
him from his horse, so you seem to be both
tough and lucky. Perbaps your luck is out
this time, Nathan, Whether my mname
means anything or nothing to you, you may
have it—I’'m Sexton Blake.

“Well, take your hands ff me, for T don’t
like your grip,” said the little man. ¢ Sexton
Blake, are you? Of course, I've heard lots
of ydm% about Sexton Blake, and whether
you're that big sleuth, or on13 a big liar

posing as Sexton Blake, will you answer
me thls guestion? Are you in Roath’s
pay?”

““ Thank goodness, I'm not!” -

“Then what in thunder have you gob
against me except that I scared that old
fool with iy gun?’”

“T have quite enough against you to put
you in a place where they )l keep you safely

il we find out more,” said the private de-

tective... “I.have only to telephone for the
police, and they’ll be only too glad to take
care of you for the time belno L

“Also Amigo Diaz Vargas, guv’nor,” sa id
Tinker.  * He may cateh cold waiting in
the grounds. €an’t we have him in?”

“QOr leave him to the police,” said Blake.

“ Telephotnie through, Tinker, and ask the
mapector if he can fix up a flying squad and
send them over here without delay, to search
Say there are two of them,
and %hat we've captured one who forced his
way into the house with a loaded a‘evolver,
threatening to murder Mr. Roath.”

It was bluff but it was eflective.

“You neednt do that, amigo,” said. the
little man- hastily. ““You listen to w*hat 1
have -‘to say first, and then, if you’re the
real  Sexton Blake I've heard the yarns
about, you can send for the police. If you
are %xton Blake, you'll be more likely to



send the police after that black dog of a
Har and thief, Roath, than after me., I'll
fetch in Vargas, aund no treachery and no
stunts.”

“I'll watch that!” said Tinker,
€asy a bhit, Nathan.” :
Tinker fixed the end of tlhe bolas to the
man's arm before he allowed him to open
the door. The prisoner whistled, the whistle
was answered, and a second man came up
the steps. He stood blinking in the light,
his jet-black eyes and hair and dark skin
announcing him to be a half-breed, Spanish
and I-ndiun; and Tinker closed the door
behind him, while Sexton Blake jerked out
a swift:

“Hands up!”’

¢ dtand

T'ive minutes later Sexton Blake, Diaz
Vargas, ~and Nathan were seated at a
table with a decanter of Roatl'’s choice

whisky and a box of his excellent cigars in
front of them. The bhewildered butler had
collapsed in an easy-chair, and Tinker sat
on the bottom stair, whistling softly, mahmﬁ
what he could of the conversation, which
changed swiftly from English to voluble and

excited Spanish when the balf-breed was
speaking.
At last Sexton Blake knocked the ash

from his eigar, and rose.

“(Clear out!’ he said. “0Of course, I've
only heard your side of the yarn. I'm not
sugeesting that it isn’t true, and it decesn’t
concern me. We were both foo late. You
can take it from me that Roath and the boy
are on the yvacht, and getting away from this
country as fast as her propellers will churn
the water. As far as I’'m concerned, you're
welcome fo go. I might have needed one
of you to prove my case, but till I can lay
hamls on Roath, the case isn’t- worth
proving,”

. The little man also rose to his feet.

“] drink your health,”” he said: “for now
that I have spoken to you, I am sure that
vou are the real Sexton Blake and not an
impostor. T don’t know why you want to
arrest that hound, Roath, though 1 kunow
he’s capable of any crime. Get him quickly,
then, or all you'll get will be his dead body,
for T shali find him, and when 1 have fnunci
Lim, I'll shoot him like the dog he is

“Very well,” said Blake, with another
shirug of his shoulders. ““That will be his
funeral, and probably yours. Come, it's
time fo go, and I'd li%e {o see you
off the premises.”

The two men went out, the hall-hreed

pausing to give a low bow, and Tinker
yvawned. The butler was snoring in the
chair, and dawn was breaking. Ag they

the schiool, Tinker gave

walked towards
anotlier yvawn.

“What was it all abouf, guv'nor?’ he
asked. “With that dago butting in with
.htr: Spanish, I couldn't get the hang of
it.»

“Oh, a gueer sort of rigmarole about land-
stealing, young ‘'un,” said Blake, * and
probabiv true. They say Roath has cheated

of hundreds and hundreds of
and thousands
of head of cattle. They say their titles
were good a@nd valid, but Roath being the
richer and cleverer and more unscrupulous
man, forged decuments and bribed the wit-

them  out
square miles of ranch land,

nessez, and even the judges, and won his
case, Diaz Vargas wasn't much of a fighting

man, but Nathan threatened to take the law
into his own hands and kill Reath. Their
varn is that Roath bribed a gang of Indians
to secize Nathan, take him into the forest,
and murder him there. He was captured
by the Indians, but not murdered, but he
was nothing but @ slave, and lived a life of
torture.”

“When at last he got away, he found
that Roath had sold his estates and stock

to a big meat combine and realised an
enormous fortune. The land and stocks
Nathan and Vargas had e¢laimed had, ot

course, gone with the rest.”

“So, as he could get nothing out of Lhe
law Courts he tllouwhb he'd get Roath,
ceuvnor?”

“I think lm meant to hll] Roath, if Roatl
wouldii’t pay up, young ’‘un,” said Blake.
*“They say they have new evidence 1o prove
that the whole thing was cerruption and
swindling, I've heard that the laws over
there are shamefully corrupt, and that the
1i¢h man alwavs wins. The moment Nathan

Smith got to England and found out where
Lmth was, he nart:n{r writing letters de-
manding Li_I‘"P sums of money, uttering
threats to expeose Roath, and all the usua!
folly that an uneducated man can per-
petrate when he has a grievance.”

“As Roath didn't go to the police, therﬂ
must have been some truth in it, guv'nor,"”
said Tinker.

“Yes, that seems obvious, young 'un. Any-
how, from what I ean gather, Roath wrote
to Nathan Smith at the ITeadmaster's House,
Caleroft,”

Tinker stopped dead.

“At the headmaster’s house, guv'nor?
Not at his cwn house?” he asked. *““Whew!
Then it was to beé an agsassinafion?”

“It looked like it. Roath said he'd have
a solicitor there and try to fix on some pay-
ment. Well. there's the gate, young 'un. If
it was shut the driver of % cas would have
to stop, and if open he'd have to slow and
take the corner carefully, which would give
anvone in hiding across there a fine chance
of potting him. And you may bhe very sure
that person weuld close the gate.”

Tinker pondered till they reached the
bridge.

“T know without telling that Vargas came
down and got Nathan ‘ﬂmth out of hospital
' and found him clothes and that,” he said.
“Saw the photo in the newspapers, 1 expect.
But what about the murder of Aggshy?
Smith must have guessed it was himself
Roath meant to kill, not Agashy. A secret

like that would lmw dmggui bushels of
| mouey out of Roath.”



“The extraordinary thing is, young ‘un,
that Smith never associated Roath with thé
crime, He did lose bis memory for a time,
and he was hazy in the head when Vargas:
got him away and was ill in some }odfrnm
at Hapfleet. L asked him where he frot the
car, but he couldn’t remember, L}ut thinks
he stole it. Vargas was away when Roath’s
fetter came frving to borrow
friends, and Sinilh had not enough cash to
pay his train fare. He was determined to
keep the appointment with Roath, and as he
could drive a car he stole one. He
he took off the number plate, but he said
ne couldn’t remiember, and 1 think he spoke
the truth, Good-morning, voung 'un, Come
over about twelve, for 1 think we shall have
news by the second post.”

Sexton Hlake was vight. The sccond post
brought a bulky letter addiessed * Basil
-almng, 1sq.,” but on the envelope inside
was written “ Mr., Sexton Blake.” 7The pri-
vate detective read the letter over to Tinker.

“ It was written by the elder Roath, and
gave his version of the law-snit about the
tand claimed by the two men Smith and
Vargas. He denounced Smifth as o black-
mailer and Dblood-sucker of the worst type,
and made the best of hiz case. .

“It sounds a bilt thin.” said Tinker. “1i
ihat’s that, why did he bunk?”

“Perhaps he did, young "un, and if lm

rot mistaken this other letter will expluin”
The second letter was in lead pencil and
s0 shakily written that Blake had fo ¢
the window to read it,
" Pear Mr. Sexton Bl

know who shot t]m‘r
Burton Ag;.‘:a. v, I did.

L=

vou want to
wreteched man, James
1 zuppose, heing such
an expert, you are well on the trail. but this
confession m.ﬂ.y save you trouble, It was a
pure accident, I did not know until the last
ooment that my uncle, driven to desperation
by the ruffian, intended to kill the man
Smith, who was cither to kill or disgrace
hoth of us. T thought that when we
arranged to weel him 2ome effort was to
he made to silence him and Vargas by a
heavy monetary payvient once and for good
*rud all.

“1t was oniy
I'hu_t 1 saw the
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1
struggled to get the thing away from hLim

and realised thdt he meant murder.
and it exploded, with 1he dreadful result
you know. On the top eof that horror came
the news that Smith had escaped from the
hospital and was probably drowned. That
gave us some little hope, in spite of the
other tragedy, until you and your assistant
appeared on the scene, and we recognised
vou. Your movements al Whihmpe and
Aperling made us abandon all hope, for we
knew you suspected us of the murder of
Agashy,

“Now you may do
uncle is a murderer

your worst. Tf my
at heart, youn cannot
conviet him for that. It was in endeavour-
ing 1o save the life of our bitterest and
cruellest enemy that I killed Aggsby, I wish
now that I had bheen killed w hen the sudden
sight of you on Wisthorpe Bridee made me
run into your carv., If you want us, get the
wireless to work and take uz.—MARTIN
ROATH, junior.”

"PS--»-\.I].,IH”EITH‘I]H have been completed
to purchase an annuity of six pounds per
week for the  w ldow of James Burton
Agoshy.”

Sexton Blake folded np the letter and put
it in his pocket-book.

“What about if,

suv'nor?” asked Tinker,

‘after a long pause. “Is it true, or is he
t only screening Roath?"
| “T think it's true, young ‘un.”

“1f it's true, then, guv'nor, it’s no sood
dragging dear old Caleroft School through
i the mud,” said Tinker. *“You can’t hang
' old Roath for intending to murder, and it

voung Roath was really trying to stop him
the poor chap is more to be pitied than
blamed. We'll pack up and leave Roath
to Smith and Vargas—and my hat! Therse

Tinker had sighted Beilby, and remember-

ing his half sovereign, he went down the
stairs like a hurricane. Next day, when

Tinker and Sexton Blake vanished from Cal-
croft, School, leaving several people there

just as puzzled -as were the local police and

Detective Dedgard of Scotland Yard, Tinker
was still without his hall sovereign.

Once Beilby handled any cash it was nearly
as easy to get it away from him as to

knock dust out of a live jelly-fish,

END.
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¢ .GAS FITTING

I O O

“

LTHOUGH once a definite part of the
work of the plumber, gas-fitting has
developed into a sepanate trade,
especiaily in the large towns, and it

iz not uncommon to see a tradesman adver-
tising as a plumber and gas-fitter. The fully-
qualificd and registered plumber should be
well acquainted with gas-fitting, but in large
towns to-day the plumber-apprentice has
little opportuaity of obtaining practical train-
ing in gas fbtbing unless he attends a trade
elass in the subject. The principal reason

for the separation of gas-fitting from plumb-.

ing is duc¢ to developments of the gas
industry in establishing departments for the
supply and fixing of all kinds of gas-lighting
and heating appliances, and the supply and
maintenance of mutomatic pre-payment

meters, known as penny-in-the-slot and
shilling-in-the-slot meters. |
THE OPENINGS FOR GAS-FITTERS.

A certain number of gas-fitters  are

recruited from .the ranks of the plumbers,
brass finishers, and other branches of the
engineering trades; but the modern practice
in the gas industry is to take on apprentices
or learners, who spend a portion of their
time in the workshops, but who are mainly
engaged in helping a qualified fitter,
of the larger gas undertakings have a
definite scheme of apprenticeship, which pro-
vides the boy with a thorough training and
an opportunity of obtaining regular employ-
ment on the completion of his period of
training, the latter being usually five years.

Many of the large gas companies maintain 4

department for the overhauling and re-
fitbing of gas cookers and heaters, and this
provides an excellent opportunity for -the
apprentice to gain workshop experience.
There are a number of manufacturers of gas
cookers and heaters who undertake to supply
their own fitters, and who also undertake
the training of apprentices. This provides
another method by which gas-fitters are
trained, although the actual manufacturing

Some

of gas cookers and heaters cannot be con.
sidered as directly connected with the build
Ing trades.

THE TRAINING OF A GAS-FITTER. .

The Department of Technology of the City
and Guilds of London Institute conducts an
annual examination in gas-fitting, and the
syllabus indicates the kind of training
required. The first grade examination
requires that a candidate for ‘examination
be not less than 16 years, that he has
attended from the time of leaving the
elementary school at 14 a part-time general
technical course, and that he has attended a
course of instruction in the work of the
grade for 100 hours during the year. The
Department will accept on certain conditions
a candidate for.the examination who has not
been able to attend wa <class of instruction
owing to his residing in a district where
no classes have been arranged. For the first
grade examination the candidate should have
a good elementary knowledge of mathematies,

‘geometrical drawing and physical science; he

should know all the tools used by gas.
fitters, the uses of iron, lead, copper and
brass piping and pipe fittings, and.blown,
screwed and flanged joints; the description,
fixing and care of meters, and the kinds of
burners for lighting and . c¢ooking. The'
second grade requires a much wider know-
ledge of the processes, and the practical
examination calls for ability to make joints..
The final examination includes a knowledge .
of pipes and fixures, mantles, high-pressure
gas, shop, street and disbance lighting and
heating appliances, as well as the apparatus
used for -<industrial fuel purposes, gas.
engines, and the maintenance of fittings and
apparatus, together with the regulations
affecting the supply of gas to premises.

THE OPPORTUNITIES IN THE TRADE.

It is difficult to disassociate the gas-fitter
from the many branches of the gas industry
open to him, and for this reason the trade
is one in which regular employment is gene-
rally the rule. It is the custem for the large
gas undertakings to contract for the installa-
tion of gas fittings in new buildings, This
enables the companies to mainfain a large
staff. The popularity of slot-meters calls for
a regular system of inspection of fittings, as
also the system of hiring . gas fires and

.cookers, which are kept in good condition by

the companies owning them, On the whole,
tlie Tate of pay is good, and compares well
with occupations requiring even a greater
amount of skill. Positions ias foreman are
open to gas-fitters who have undergone 4
definite course of training, and it should be
the ambition of every apprentice to obtain
the final certificate of the City and Guilds
of London and the endorsement "of the
Institution of Gas Enginecrs., The latter
institution, although connected with gas-
fitting, is concerned mainly with the gas
industry as a whole. '
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Life’s greatest joy for every boy is—
CYCLING, It is the healthiest and most
fascinating..sport in the world. Just
imagine what rollicking fun you can
have riding with your chums along
prefty by-lanes to far away beauty spots.
Remember, there’s nothing like fresh air and
exercise to make a man of you. - Think, too,
how useful a bike would be whenever yvour
parents or employers want you-to take a
message. Boys, work just becomes play
when you own & cyele! So asg your Dad to
buy you a Mead. You’'ll then have a machine
that enjoys a world-wide reputation for ex-
cellence—a mount that is casy to pedal,
speedy in action, runs silently, and built fo
withstand years of hard usage,. |
Each machine is richly enamelled, lined in
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two colours, and brilliantly plated. Sent packed fh@ CyCI e

free and--Carriage Paid on 15 days’ free riding 0 E Ve
lite. TO-DAY for beautifully " coloured NE

| rite. TO- or beautifully coloured - :
28-page Catalogue, and choose a machine that \MON T H
will be the envy of all your comrades. |
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Optically Ground Lens,
Viewfinder, &¢, Complete Sale Price
Accessories—DBest quality

Plate,Developing & Print- 1 /9
ing OUTFIT. Send P.O.

2/-! Thousands of Testi- Post 3d.
monials ! 7026 Calalogue

7,000 Big Dargains, Post I'rce ! THE
LLEDS BARGAIN CO.(U.J.),
31, KENDAL LANE, LEEDS.

ENTIRE pARcEL FREE }—Containing 54 Colonial and Foreign Stamps, cata-
logued 13/8, 100 Perfect Peel-off Mounts, Invisible

pochette for preserving rare stamps, Strong Perforation Gauge, Vest pocket tolder, latest copy

of Stamp Bargaing, particulars of Free 20!- collections, and a list of 40 other Free Gifts you can -

secure. Absolutely free and post paid to genuine approval applicants. Send a postcard now,
O}EZJ 1 lot allowed each applicanl.—R. WlLKlNSON Provincial Bu:!dmgs, COLWYN BAY.

\\11& lor my Krev sar-
gain Lists of the best
Coventry made cycles,
4 Sentonl4days’approval
¥ carriage paid.Thousands
of testimouials.
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5 " ; MAGIC TRICKS, efc. —Parcels 216, 516 Ve!}.
Special WIGS for Carnivals, parties, triloquist’s Instrument, Inw.r:'bie Imitate Birds,

Price 6d. each, 4 for 1/-. W. HARRISON
Sale of et“";‘ﬁgrf%‘r?eiﬁong“ 535 Pentonsille Road, Tondon, N1, oo

Charlie C'hap]:n 319 Bald comic - - 6/9

Bophed Bapmer o 5/ ~hober - <+ 36 | | SAFETY S22
. Smooth scratch wig 2/6 °© Jazz wigs = - ' HEVOLVEHS

Young girl (2plaits)5/3  Golliweg =-
Barrister - - -b/- (all coloms) ; -
' Postage ow*dbove 6d. . v NO LICENCE REQUIRED.
.+ WEBB BROK. & DAVIS, 53, Charles Bt., Lelcester. }. | (Aocidents impossible.)
For Theatricals;’ Sports, “etc. Protection

| e e B Frag I '- ‘ TR - agalnsu fOObJELdS GU""S etc. ? + 41
FOUNTAIN PEN::.' -—A Fountain Pen may NEW n%onﬁx.g Irolue steel or nickel tmu.h.

cost, a guinea—it _ can’t. hc'-a befter Pen' than | Single-chamber... Sesnsnsnanenss 2 {6 DOSH fma
this: An Instantancous LLLLR SELF FILL- .| Siz-chamber pockeb IMOGEl..ammeesese T 16 Vi S
ING Pen of ALL -BR} TISH MAKE, > with -a 2/9 Eight-chamber = e m—— 1 - ST
SOLID GOLD Nib (14 ¢t.), Iridium tipped; Ten-chamber Cowboy model... 12/6 . ,, o8-

SCREW S\I‘FT} C‘kl’, and Plated Pocket Clip— FREE SUPPLY OF GARTRIDC‘EK GIVEN TO'ALL
2/8, post free, from L. L.OTS, 37, Boundary ‘CUSTOMERS ENCLOSING 9¢ . FOR CARRIAGE,
R,‘?ad POT‘“blades Sussex. - v ¥ | CATALOGUE Cameras, Cicles, Gramophones,
— etc., free o request.
JAMES MANSFIELD & CO.. LTD., .
71, High Holborn, London, W.C.1.:

STAMP ©°LEeToR's FREE!!

gPoaket Case. Watermark Dctector. Perfore 1—;

50 ‘uVantecl Immedlately —' tion (murre B11t1sl1 00101 mh,&r nip Wlounts
Farm * training. I“iuanéial -zissistance,“ 1‘&1}:.}'&!;-10 BRTTRN o ; - Ll ¢ 4
.K%@\?szq}m]r{k{gI%Xges-ﬁq to %9.)—~SALV:‘CTION LISBURN & ’I‘OWN‘%T\D meon Rd Luupool
GARY IGRATION DEPT., 3, Upper  Thames .
Strcet, London, E.C.4, or 203, Hope Street, St() Stammerlng f:;urodi,hom}f%&
Glasgow.. (Quote this ’naperl) Fu e 'mcul'ns FREE.—FTRANK . B.  HUGHES., 7,
' _ : .::ou’rhampton Row, I‘..ondon w.c.1. .

. ; LUSHIN SEL%EJONSCIOUSNESS, AR
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