Nipper and Co., start off for Australia in this grand Gpeﬁing
yvarn of a new adventure series!

New Series No. 140, OuUT ON WEDNESDAY, January 5th. 1929,
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Making allowance for the wind, Nelson Lee cast

The throw was a perfect one, for the noose settled completely round that bundle

Slowly the bundle emerged from the port-hole.
the rope.



Opening Story of a Grand New Adventure Series!

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

(Author of the St. Frank’s stories now appearing in ‘‘ The Popular '’ every Tuesday.)
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Bound for Australia and the Tests! A life on the ocean wave ! Edward

Oswald Handforth votes it * the stuff to give 'em " but when he finds

himselt afflicted with seasickness—his outlook on life changes con-
siderably ! Start reading this fine yarn now, lads—Ed.
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CHAPTER 1
Startling News !

AD'” said Handtorth, with conviction.
1\/1 'I'he celebrated leader of Study D at St. IFrank’s was standing in the bow
window of the diming-room at his own home, in the West End of London,
He had just watched Churech and MeClure slither down from the top of a
motor-bus and dart across the road, utterly regardless of traflic and at the peril of
their lives.

“ Never saw such 1diots!” said Handforth angrily.

He did not approve of his two chuins' recklessness. He could realise, of course, their
eagerness to join theiwr leader, but there was really no need for such suioidal methods.

Kdward Oswald Handforth also overlooked the fact that he, himself, was in the.
habit ot dodging across traflic lilled roads, even when there wasn’t any hkurry at all,
Jut. Handforth, like the majority of other people, was blind to his own little habits,
and very alive to the nabits of others.

He turned round, hesitating, He was wondering if it would look well for him to
rush to the tront door and open it. Better !eave 1t for one of the servants. He had
the dining-room to himnself, for breakfas: was over, and the table had been cleared.

Handforth was spending a few days at home, prior to going back to 8t. I'rank’s for
the new rterm. He and many other juniors had spent a very merry and excitable
Christmas at Reggie Pilt’s castle, in Sussex, bui that party had now broken up, the
guests returning to their own homes for the final week of the vacation.

Handtorth did not hesitate for more than a moment. Then he strode across the room,
opened the door, and ran into the big lounge hall. A moment later he had the
front door open. Churech and McClure had just arrived, and were about to ring the

bell. They were both looking flushed, and their eyes were gleaming with intense
excitement.

i
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“You idiois!” sad ilandforth, by way of
greeting,  ““Wiaat do vou mean by teariag
across the reacd hike that? You might have
got kilied 3

‘“Have you heard
Church breathlessly.

“What pews?”

“About St. Frank's!”
“Aboat the new ternmg—-—>

“Thiz 18 no ume for talking about St.
Wrapk's:”" inferrapted [Qandtorsh, with a
pained expression,  *Why remind me that
school wiil start again in a few days? I've
g05 0 many things to do in London that
[ shan't have haif the time——"

“But—but we're not going back to St.
Frank's--at least, not all of us,” put in
AMleClure excitedly. *““You haven’t heard the
news, Hlandy, or you wouldn’t be so calm.”

“I'n always calm!” retorted Ilandforth
sternly. "1 don't belicve In getting excited.
Well. are you coming in, or do you want to
gland on the step all the morning 1"

Church and MeceClure went 1n, and they
didn’t even take the trouble to remove their
overcoats. With their caps in their hands,
they went with Handforth into the dining-
room. '

“IJt's—it’'s  staggering, Handy!” said
Church, as his hand absent-mindedly straved
to the sideboard and selected a banana.
“When I first heard it, I was bowled over.”

“Same here!” said McClure, reaching for
an apple.

“What's the matter with you?” demanded
Handlorth tartly. “When I saw you vester-
day you were normal, Now you come here
taving like a couple of maniacs.”

“My pater told me about it this morning,”
satd Church breathlessly. “ Half the school
15 going abroad this term, Handy.”

“Rot!"” said Handforth, staring.

“It's a fact,” went on Church, waving his
half-peceled banana in his excitement. *““'The
school governors have chartered a big liner,
and, instead of the fellows going back to
St. I'rank’s as usual, they're going on a
crulse round the world.”

Handforth did not seem to be particularly
impreszed,

“And where do I laugh?” he azked, with
a sniff. "If this 1s supposed to be a joke,
Walter Chareh, I'm jigeered if 1 can see the
point. And keep that silly banana out of
my face.”

Church transferred the banana to his own,
and he careiessly dropped the skin on the
floor. [t wasn't his - . habit te indulge
in these thoughtless practices, but he was
very excited,

“It 1sn’t a joke!” he insisted.
[sn't it, Mac?”

“Absolutely truel” said MceClure. “1
csouldn’t believe 10 at first, so [ rang up
Nipper, and he says it’s official.”

“I've never hecard such drivel!” said
Handforth disparagingly. ¢ lHalf the school
roinr abroad.: A triptround the world on
a linee! Whyy it's:a érazy idea " -

¥

the news?” asked

gasped Church.

“1t's true!

“But—but don’t you think it’ll be grand ?”
asked Chuareh, staring.

“I don’t think anything about it, because
1t's not going to happen!” replied Hand-
forth indignantly. “Great Scott! What do
you chaps mean by coming here and trying
to stuff me up with this fatheaded story¥”

“But 1it’s an official fact e

“It's  spoof!” interrupted Ilandforth.
“Somehody has been pulling your leg, my
son. Why, if there was any iruth in it,
do you tanink I wouldn’t have hcard abous
it? My pater's here all the time, and he
hasn't said anything.”

“1s he here now?” a_ked McClure quickiy.

“Yes, in the library.”

“Then go and ask him,” said Maec cagerly.
“That'll settle it, won't it? He's bound to
know, beecause the school governors have
notified ail parents. It's true, Handy—
honour bright.”

1Iandforth started.

L,%‘”“?}“' bright?” he repeated blankly.

“Yes.

Handforth knew that his chums would not
say that unless they were quite convinced
of the trath, and suddenly his face became
flushed. A wave of wild excitement swept
over him.

“By George!” he panted.
ask the pater—now !”

He dashed round, trod on Church’s banana
skin, and his legs flew into the air. He
hit the floor with a terrific thud, and sat up,
gasping.

“Who—who did that?” he asked dazedls.

“T thought you never got excited, Handy ?”
asked Church, deftly flicking the banana
skin under the table. “You shouldn’t spin
round so suddenly—

“Lemme get up!” roarcd Handforth, leap-
ing to his feet. ‘‘I’ve got to speak to the
pater about this!”

He dashed out of the room, swept across
the hall, and charged into Sir Edward
Handforth’s library like a whirlwind. Church
and McClure were close on his heels,

“Pater!” gasped Handforth.

His father was scated at the desk, writing,
and he looked up and glared.

“How many times, Fdward, wmust [ tell

“T’ll go and

b

you not to burst into a room like a-—a
tornado?” he asked severely. “Upon wmy
soul! I won't be bothered—"

“Shan’t be a tick, pater!” gasped Hand-
forth. “Is—is it true that half the school i3
going abroad on a big liner for the next
term?”’

Sir Edward laid his pen down, and a
twinkle came into his eves for a moment.
Apparently, he now understood the reason
for his elder son’s excited condition.

“True?” he repeated thoughtfully. ' As
a matter of fact, 1t is.”

“Wha-aat?” gasped Handforth, clutching
at the desk. “I--I thought Churchy and
Mae were trying to pull my leg!”

“Not this time, Edward,” said his father.
“It is perfectly true- that the liner,
8t. Francis, has been chartered by the
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school governors. She has accommodation
for at least half the school, and sue will saul
from Caistowe within a few days—indeed, on
the very day that the new term begins.”

“There you are!” murmured Church
trinmphantly.

“What did we tell vou?"” said McClure.

But Edward Oswald Handforth was too
dazed to make any comment.

CHAPTER 2
Something Like An Idea !
IR EDWARD

amusedly.

“This news scemed
to have  bowled
you over, my boy,”
he said whimsically. “ Yet, 1t 1s not
particularly startling. argo parties of
schoo:boys have gone on world tours before
now, although, I will admit, in not precisely
the same way.”

“And do you reaily mean to say, pater,
that half the school is going?” asked Hand-
forth dazedly.

“Yes, half the schooi.”

Handforth guiped, and hesitated fearfully
before he asked the next guestion.

“And—and—and am I included, pator?”
he asked, gripping the desk.

“You are!” smiled Sir Edward,

“Hurrah!” roared Handforth, so violently
that his father, who was in tho act of putting
his cigar back into his mouth, nearly swal-
lowed it.

“Silence!” thufidered Sir Edward. “How
dare you, Edward? Calm yourself, you young
idiot !’

“Not long ago, sir, he said that the idea
was a dotty one!”’ grinned Church,

“PBut—but 1 thought you were only spoof-
ing!” ejaculated Handforth breathlessly.
" gh, my only hat! Half the school going
abroad! And I'm included! It's—it's too
good to be true!”

“You're a lucky young dog, T'll agree
nodded his father. “I never fmd such good
times when L was at St, Frank’s! You
ought to count yourself very fortunate, Iid-
ward, for being able to get away from the
cold, English wintry months of January and
February. The St. Francis will cruise at full
speed for Australia———7>

“Australia!” gasped Handforth, freshly
dumbfounded. ““I'hen--then wg might be in
time to see something of the '1Bst Matches!”’

“"You'll see two of them, at least,” nodded
Sir Bdward enviously. “Gad! I almost wish
I could go with you, boys! I'm positively

smiled

1?7
L]

envious.”
“The Test Matches!” said Handforth
dreamily. "'I'wo of ’em are over, and the

third Test, at Melbourne, is practicaily over,
too,”

“But you'll arrive i good time, 1 imagine,
to sece the fourth Test at Adclaide,” said Sir

wdward, “That doesn't commenco until
February 4th, you know.”

“It's too much for me to grasp all at once!”
said Handforth dizzily. " You're not fooling,
ater, are you?” he added, with a sudden
wte of anxiety in his voice. “‘It's official,
sn’t 162"

“Quite official I”” smiled Sir Edward. “The
entire occupants of the Ancient House and
Modern House are going on this trip.”

“And we're in the Ancient House!”
breathed Church happily,

“What are the West House and the East
House fellows going to say?” asked Hand-
forth, with a whistle,

“I imagine they will be
upset,” chuckled Sir IKdward. “ However,
their turn will come 1n due course—for I
understand that the other .half of the school
will go for its world's trip after you have
returned. It is a kind of experiment.”

“It's the idea of the year, pater!” de-
clared IHandforth.

“1 have had all the details from the sehool
authorities,” continued Sir Fdward, " You
will be away for quite a number of weeks,
but you mnust not imagine that it will be a
mere holiday. On board this liner you will
carry on with your school work in exactly
the same wav as at St. Frank’s. There will
be lessons, and so forth, just as if vou were
ashore, The liner. in point of fact, will bo
a floating school.”

“But aren't you paving a lot more in feces,
pater?” asked Handforth, in wonder.

“No.” =atd his father. “The whole schemo
is being financed by a famous millionaire—

considerably

who prefers to remamn anonymous. He is
standing all the expense. He is a great
patriot, and he desires our British Public

Schools to benefit,  He wants our boys to gain
world knowledge, and he has chosen St.
Frank's a3 the first school in the country to
have the benehit of the new scheme.”

“He showed his sense there, sir!”
Church, with a nod.

“As ncar as possible, the liner 8t, Francis
will be a replica of St. Frank's,” continued
Sir Edward. “'The liner has been converted
into a very perfect Hoating school—at the
cost of a great deal of money. However, this
millionaire can well afford it--he can casily
indulge these fancies of his. And you boys
will be the gainers.”

“But what about clothes, pater?” asked
Handforth, with a start. “If we're gong to
Australia. we shall need white togs, and—-"

“You ncedn’'t worry, young 'un,” smiled
his father., “Ilverything is being prepared.
When vou leave for school, at the end of tho
vacation, your trunk will be provided with all
the neeessary equipment for tropical waters.”

“And when did you know all this?” asked
Edward Oswald wonderingly,

“1 have known of it for some wecks.”

“And —and you didn't tell me!” said Hand
forth accusingly.

“1 thought it better—for my own peace of
mind -to let you remain in ignorance,”
chuckled Sir Edward,, .~ "I might tell you
that your mother was wery pleased when 1

sala
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told her of that decision. We like our lives
to be peaceful—although I fcar there will
be very little peace between now and the
tirst day of the new term,” he added dryly.

Handforth went out with Church arid
McClure a minute afterwards, and in the
hall they stared at one another with spark-
ling eyes. Handforth was inclined to be
indignant—because his father had kept this
glorious news from him for so long.

"Couldn’t trust me!” he said, with a snort.
“Just as if I should get excited!”

At that wmoment a step sounded on the
stairs, and, glaneing up, the chums of Study
1 saw Willy Handiorth, of the Third, stroll-
ing down. Handforth's eyes gleamed. Willy
belonged to the Ancient House, and so he
would be gommg on this trip, tco. Handforth
regarded this as perfectly ridiculous, but it
couldn’t be helped.

Willy Handforth belonged to the Third--
he was a mere fag—and 1t was obviously his
place to remain at home. But being an
Ancient House fellow, he would naturally go.

“Just a minute, Willy!” said his major
biuntly.

Willy was very obhging.

“As wany as you hke, old son,” he said.
“I'mm in no particular hurry this morning.
What’s all the excitement about” he added,
as he regarded the three flushed faces. " Has
anything happened 7"

“Not yet—but it's going to happen!” said
IHandforth mysteriously.

“1 suppose you're arranging a spree?’”’
asked Willy., “ Well, that doesn't affect me.
All my arrangemenfs for to:-day are made.
I'm going out with Chubby Heath and Juicy
lL.emon,”

Handforth roared with laughter.

“It’s something better than that!” he
grinned. “But I'm not going to tell you,
my lad!”

“"No?" said Willy calmly.

“No!” retorted Handforth. “I think it's
a dotty idea, anyhow, to allow any Third-
I'ormers to go on this world trip.”

“QOh, that!” said Willy cheerfully. “You
i;m:;i,r} the voyage in the liner—to Austra-
ia

“Eh?’ gasped Handforth, with a violent
HT';IJ: “I'hen--then you know all about
o g

Willy nodded.

“I've known for about ten days,” he re-
plied sweetly. “The pater told me just
before Christmas.”

“Wha-a-at!”

“He suggested that I shouldn’'t mention it
to you, though, because vou're- so excitable,”
added Willy, “I haven't even allowed
Chubby and Juiey to come here, in case they
started jawing In vour presence.”’

Handforth exploded,

“"Do you mean to say that you knew all
about it—and that it was kept from me?”
he gasped. “By George! 1've never heard
of such a thing mm all my life!”

“"We ought to have some fine times on
that liner,” said Willy, podding. " I've been
making plans for "thg}‘d'past week, and it's

 Dush,” said Dilly

rather a pity that you've lLeen told, Ted.
We shan’t have any peace now.,”

“Why, you—you o

Willy grinned, and strolled away—leaving
Edward Oswald positively speechless.

CHAPTER 3
All Aboard !

O heave ho, and all that
sort of thing, what?”’
Archie Glenthorno,
the genial ass of the
, Remove, gave utter-
ance to that greeting on the platform at Vie-
toria Station, a few days later, as Hand-
forth & Co. arrived on the departure plat-
form,

“Good old Archie!” aid Handforth
cheerily. “What do you think of the new
wheeze 77 :

" Well, as a matter of fact, old scream, I'm
not quite sure,” said Archie cautiously. “I
mean to say, a life on the ocean wave, what?
A dashed ripe scheme, as it were, but liable
to be frightfully strenuous. Absolutely!”

“Well well””  said Vivian Travers, of
Study H, as he came along with Jimmy Potts.
"So here we are again, dear old fellows!
You don't know how pleased I am to sce
these familiar faces, Unhandsome, perhaps,
and not over clean—but 1 am vastly cheered.”

“Are you talking about me?” demanded
Handforth, who found Travers looking
straight at him. "“You silly ass! If you're
telling me that my face is unhandsome and
unclean——-" : .

" Not yours alone,” murmured Travers,

Before Handforth could way anything else,
Nipper and Tregellis-West and Watson came
boisterously into the picture, and Reggie Pitt
and Jack Grey arrived, with Singleton and
Johnny Onions and Pepys and Nick Trot-
wood and a few others.

“You lucky bounders!” said Reggie Pitt
enviously, “You're going on this trip, and
we're not!”

“Lucky be blowed!™ said Nipper calmly,
“1t's only natural that the two best Houses
of St. Frank's should be seclected.”

“You howling idiot!” reared Castleton, of
the West House. " What do you mean—the
two best Houses? T1'll back the West House
any day against—"

“Cheese it:" grinned Reggie Pitt. *“We
shall have our turn later on, old man.”

the
Nation, of the Modern

“A bird in hand s worth two in

House,

“1f you’re going to start trotting out
yvour rotten prm'erﬁ}s, we'll gag you!” said
Handforth threateningly. ““Where’s Travers?
I want to punch him on the nose!”

“"Here I am, dear old fellow,” sard Vivian
Travers. *“But I shouldn’t advise you to
punch me on the nose. [f you do, I might
feel inclined to practise a little of my ju-
jitsu.”
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“So that's that!’ said Nipper.
Travers alone, Handy. We haven't seen him
for weeks, and the beggar has an unfair
advantage over all of us.”

“IFor the love of Samson!" ejaculated
Travers. “How do you make that out?”

“"Haven't vou been abroad for Christmas?”

“So I have!” nodded Travers, grinning.
“My people took me to Madeira, and we
only got back a few days ago.”

“You've got your sca legs, then,” said
Nipper. “Going aboard this liner won't
scem anything novel to you. And while the
rest of us are seasick, you'll probably be
enjoying your meals with disgusting gusto.”

“Seasick!” echoed Handforth, with a
sport. “I'm rot going to be seasick!"

“ Better not be too sure, Handy,” warned
Nipper. .

“Seasickness 1s only a matter of will
power,” said Handforth. “Any fellow who
makes up his mind not to be scasick, won't

be seasick.”

The others chuckled, but they did not
argue. liverybody was talking about the
wonderful new order of things. Tho Wost
IHouse and the Kast House fellows were in-
clined to be ploomy, but everybody belong:

‘ing to the Ancient House and the Modern

“Leave

House was full of excitement.. And not
only tho juniors were affected. Groups of
Sixth-Formers and I'ifth-Formers were

collected on the platform, and they were all
talking animatedly and joyously.

During the journey down, there was only
~one subject of conversation. And when the
little station of DBellton was reached only
the West House and East House fellows
emerged. They stood on  the platform,
waving to the others, after a frantic amount
of handshaking, as the train steamed out.

It was understood that the liner party
was to sail from (CCaistowe that very day, as
soon as the whole erowd was aboard. In all
probability, the other fellows would be
allowed to go to Caistowe, in order fo sce
the liner off, but there had been a great
1]_{*1:11 of leave-taking, just to be on the safe
Blii. '

Reggie Pitt, during Nipper's absence,
wonld be the Junior skipper at St. Frank’s,
and he had promised to Iﬁeep the flag flying.

At Caistowe everybody else tumbled ont
of the train. Two of the first fellows to
greet the new arrivals were Lionel Corcoran,
of the Fourth, and Tom Silward Har
borough, of the Remove.

“Thought we'd come along to see vou off,”
said Corky cheerily. “Lucky beggars! 1T
wish T could come with you, but I'm an
Fast House chap.”

" Besides, vou've gpt the Blue Crusaders
to look after, eh?"” said Nipper. as he shook
nands. “T understand that the Dlues are

at St. Frank's?”
“Been there for some days now,” nodded
ILionel Corcoran. “You heard about our

place at Bannington being
didn’t you?"

“There was an eékplosion at the Grange,
wasn't there” asked Handforth.

smashed up,

7

“Yes, and the Head has very generously
allowed the elub to make its headrquarters,
temporarily, at St. Frank’s,” said Corky,
nodding. " We're all installed in the Ancient
House.”

“You'refwelcome to it!” grinned Nipper.
“We shan't be wanting it for a month or
t“_D'PI‘

He suddenly became grave, and he looked
at Clorky in nn earnest way.

“What's this we've been hcaring about
your club and the League of the Green
Triangle?” he asked. “1Is there any truth

in 16 ?"

“I'm afraid there 18" said Corcoran
granzlly. “"You know old Zingrave, don't
you ?

“Professor Cyrus Zingrave!” said Nipper
dreamily. “The chief of the Green Triangle |
One of the most astounding eriminals who
ever lived, Corky! And do you really mean
to say that he’s up against the Blue
Crusaders ?”

“Ile is!” said Corcoran. *“ But we're fight.
ing him, and we're not going to knuckle
under.”

“I almost wish that I was staying behind,”
said Nipper slowly.

“"Rot!" put in Tich. “I'm an Ancient
House chap, and I'm staying behind, but
thats because the DBlues won't let me go.
I play regularly for the club, you know,
zmlttii I can’t be spared. At lcast, so I'm
told.”

“Well, you'd rather stick by the club,
wouldn’t you?” asked Corky.

“Well, yes,” admitted the famous school-
bhoy winger. “Of course, I'd love to go 10
Australia, o see the Test DMatches, but
footer 1s my real love."”

“As for the Green Triangle, forget all
about it!" said Corcoran, with a smile.
“Don’t you fellows worry about us. We
shall be all right at St. I'rank’s, and I don't
think we shall allow old Zingrave to get
the better of us.”

“Tt's just my luck!" grumbled Nipper.
“T''m torn, you know. 1d simply love to
stay behind and help in this tussle against
that old rascal Zingrave. DBut what can I
do? I'm the Remove skipper, and the
fellows expect me to go on this trip—"

“And vou must go!"” interrupted Corky.
“It’s your duty, old man. Hallo! Here's
[fatty and all the other Blues! They've
come to sce you aboard.”

The gigantic sixteen-stone goalie of {he
Blues, Fatty IFowkes, came boisterously in
amongst the juniors, and with himn were such
sfalwarts as Dave Moran and Ben Gilling-
ham and Rex Carrington. All these pro-
fessional  foothallers  felt very closely
associated with St. I'rank’s now, since they
were living at the old school, and wusing
the Ancient House as their temporary
gquarters.

It was a merry throng that went from
the station to the docks, where the grcat
liner, St. Francis, was mocred, with steam
up, all ready to sail for tma Southern scas
with its cargo of schoolbovs



CHAPTER 4
The Floating School !

M= URPRISE  upon  sur-
\ prise awaited the St.

I'rank’s fellows.
They had expected
something novel,

knowing that a large amount of money had
been lavished upon this enterprise, but never
in their wildest dreams had they believed
that any liner could be so transformed és
tliis one was,

The St. Francis was, to all intents and
purposes, a sccond edition of the old school.

The Remove found that it was in sole
pssession of Deck C. In the same way, the
Nixth-Ilormers were accommodated on Deck
A, the Iifth on Dick B, the Fourth on Deck
D. and the Third on Deck E. Each Form
had a deck to itself: not the whole deck, of
course, but the cabins and bath rooms which
these decks contained.

And these cabins were not like ordinary
ship’s cabins now. They had been converted
into excellent replicas of school studies, with
maps on the walls, with a little table in
the centre of each, and with chairs and a
lounge.

Nobody had any trouble in finding ont
where they had to go, for they were just
told to go to their old studies.

IHandforth & Co., for example. went to
(‘abin D—which stood for Studv D, of the
Ancient House. On the Fourth Form deck,
Bob Christine and Roddy Yorke and Charlie
Talmadge promptly took posscssion of Cabin
No. 1. Buster Boots and Brayv and Denny
found that Cabin No. 6 was theirs, and so
on.

Nipper & Co. were 1in Cabin C, Travers
at St.

and Potts in Cabin H—just as
IPrank's. .
“Tt's a jolly fine arrangement!” sad

Handforth, as he and his two ehimns stood
in Cabin D. locking round. "“Jolly cosy
m here, too!”

“The only difference 1s that we shall sleep
here,” satd Church., “At St. Frank's we
have separate bed-rooms, but aboard we
shall use our cabins for sleeping 1In as well
as for doing our studies 1. Buoat what real
differcnee does 1t make? The stewards come
and make the beds as soon as we're out in
the morning, and we don’t know anything
more about it until night. During the day
we shall jnst use this room exactly as we
used our old studies.”

“1t's simple,” said MeClure, nodding.

“What about the classrooms?”  said
Huandforth., “ Let's go and explore.”

They soon found that the ordinary lounges
and smoking-rooms had been converted into
class-rooms.  The St. Francis, before boeing
converted, had been a two-class boat, with
any amount of  big roecption rooms. The
Reulove, for example, found that its class-

W
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room had originally been the sccond class
stnoking-lounge.

Right amidships the great domed lounge

was now ' Big Hall." Everybody was told
lhﬂt—_‘lt would be Dbetter to use the old
familiar terms  There were common rooms

on all decks, and there was a big laboratory,
and a gymnasium, and, in fuct, everything
that could be found at £t. Frank’s, The
liner was, in every sense, a floating school.

A large section of the deck had been
cleared, and nets could be fixed up, so that
football practice could be indulged in—rather
hmited practice, perhaps, but it was better
than n{]ti}ing. And cricket wonld be equally
possible.

“It's the goods, eh?” said Travers, as he
happened to meet Nipper & Co. on deck.
“By Samson! It takes a good bit to sur-
prise me, but I'll admit I'm bowled over
to-day !”

“Begad, rather!” said Siv Montie Tregellis-
West. “It’s wonderful, dear old boy! It is,
really! There's even a tuck-shop on board.”

“Not really 7”7 grinned Travers,

“ Absolntely " said  Archic Glenthorne,
joining them. “I've just been in the gond
old place, indulging in a cap of the good old
Cevlon juice.”

“Let's go along and iuspect the place!”
caid Nipper briskly.

Sure enoungh, en one of the jower decks
they found an excellently-equipped tuck-shop.
Originallv it bhad been the second-class pas-
sengers' barber's shop., but now. of conrse, 1t
wonld not be needed., It was not enly well
stocked with tuck of every deseription. hut,
most surprising of all, Mrs. Hake herself was
presiding behind the counter,

“Well, I'm nggered!” caid Nipper. 1
didn't expect to find vou here, Mrs. Hake !

“It's for the benefit of my health, Master
Nipper,” smiled the good lady. "1 didn’t
want to come at first, but Mr. Lee persuaded
me.,

“Who's looking after your tuck-shop at
St Frank's 77 asked Watson.

“My widowed sister. Mrs Mulling, has been
kind enough fo oblige.” said Mrs., Hake,
heaming. “1 think she’'ll get on all right,
voung gentlemen, And I'm sure I'm glad
to be here with you all—although 1 don’t
know what will happen to me if the =hip
gets into a storm ! '

They chucekled, and ordered a few fancy
;mkfi‘if_*ﬂ,

Afterwards they soon found that there were
many  other familiap faces on beard.  Mr.
Nelson Lee, the famous Housemaster-detee-
tive of the Ancient House, was naturally
there, and so was Mr. Stockdale, the House.
master of the Modern House. Professor
Tucker was also booked for the trip, and so
were Mr. Langton and Mr, Pycraft, and one
or two other masters.

The Remove learned. however, that M.
Crowell had been forbidden to come to sca—
bv lus doetor. The Remove hardly knew
whetlier 10 be pleased or disappointed. My,
Crowell was a good sort in“his way, and the
Form felt that it would miss hun. My
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““ By George ! I'll go and see the pater now !’ exclaimed Handiorth excitedly.

He dashed

round—and trod on a banana skin, His legs flew into the air, and he hit the floor'with a terrific thud.

Crowell was remaining at St, Frank’s, tDi’ IFrank’s, and Nipper felt certain that events

continue his duties as usual, although he

would now only have hall a Form to preside }

over.

“ What about us, then?” asked Hunﬁfort.h.
“Who's going to look after us? I hope we're
not going to have that rotter, Pyeraft, shoved

1

on to us!

“No: he's in charee of the Tourth,” said
Nipper. “We've got a new man.”

“A new master!” said Handforth, staring.
“What's he like ?”

“Iaven’t scen him yet,” replied Nibper,
“I think his name is Mr. Norton. I dare say
we  shall make his acquaintance in due
course." '

At present everythine was somewhal con-
fused.

Reggie Pitt and a number of other West
House juntiors had ceme on board, and Lionel
(lorcoran and Tich Harborough and crowds
of others were about, too, In fact, during
that afternoon evervbedy had a fine old gpree.,

The St. Francis was due to <ail at about
tea-time, and it wasn’t until late 1n the after-
noon that the bells elanged, announcing that
all visitors were to go ashore,

There were many “ goed-byes,” many hand-
shakes, then, Reggie Put promiscd Nipper
that he would look after everything at 8t,

would go smoothly at the old school,

At last, however, all the visitors had gone
ashore, the last handshakes bad been made,
and now there were only handkerchiefs and
caps waving from the dock—and other hand-
kerchiefs and caps waving on the decks of the
big liner,

And so she was pulled away from the dock
by the tugs, and then she vanished into the
gloom of the wintry evening, out mmto Cais-
towe Bay. The floating school was starting
ite voyage—its glorious trip into the Southern
Deas,

“Well, we're off at last, you chaps!” said
I{andforth breathlessly, after all the excite-
ment was over, and after the liner had got
out into the open sea beyond the harbour
mouth, “It was a bit of a wrench, parting
with those other chaps like that; but now
that 1t’s over I'm feeling better.”

“Same here!”” said Church. “Hard lines
on them, you know, being left behind,”

“0Onh, rot!" said Handiorth. *Their turn
will come later on. We're off now, and—
Hallo! What's that?”

A bell was clanging, and then Biggleswdde
of the Sixth came bustling along.

“Move yourselves, young ’uns!™ said tho
prefect,
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“Move  ourselves?”  repeated  Church.

"Wt Iax ™
“Don’t vou know what the bell means?”
asked Biggleswade, ““The whole school must
colleet i Big Halll”
“Oh ! said Handforth,
{to know 7"
- ¥ X o'l

bells on
orin.

“How were we
soon get familiar with the diffcrent
board,” =aid Biggleswade, with -a

“Buck up, my sons! Mr. Lee’s a bit

fuddy, and be doesn’t hke jumors te keep
him waiting !

192

CHAPTER 5
The New Master !
R. NELSON LEE, who

was in full charge of
the school for the
voyage, stood on the
platform in Big Hall,
rematned attentive and

whilst the school
siient.

The illusion was almost complete,

At the top of that great domed lounge a
vatsed platform was provided. On the nor-
mal veyages it was probably used as a stage
for concerts, but now 1t was rather severe,
as belitted the Big Hall of a Publiec School.

“There 1s not much that I need tell you,”
said the nominal headmaster, in a cordial
voice, “To all intents and purposes, this
ship is St Frank's, and cverything will go on
in exaclly the same way. During the first
iwo op lhr(:c days, nm‘lmna a httle laxity
will be allowed, for there is just a chance
that some of you will be slieghtly indisposed.”

There were a few chuckles, and Nelson

L.ee's eves were twinkling.
"I—anrrver, we shall soon pet over that
period,” he conitnued. “Everything on

board this -uhlp will be virtually the same as

at St, I'rank’s., The hours will be precisely
similar. The rising bell will ring as of yore,
breakfast will be served in the big dining

hall at the usual time, and lessons will com-
mence daily without, I hope, any hitch. In
other words, it will be the same old grind.”

*“ Not guite the same, sir!"” shouted Hand-
forth. ““ We shall have new seenes every now
and again, and storms and gales, perbaps, to
liven things up.”

“I think we can do without the storins and
crales, Handforth,” replied Nelson Lee dryly.
“*However, if they come, I dare say we shall
weather them without any trouble, Half-
holidayvs, of course, will remain in force.
When we are not in port, there will be no
restrictions as to bounds.”

The school chuckled at this,

“We shall touch at various ports during
our vovage,” continned Nelson Lee. Al
such times there will be speeilal coneessions,
and partics of vou will be allowed to go
ashore.” :

“Hurrah !

“Which iz the first port we reach, sir?”

“Don’t be in such a hurry,” smiled Nelsan
Lee. "We haven't got well into the Chanunel
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yet. Iull notice will be given to the various
FForms well in advance of our reaching any
particular port. There will not be many
delays, however, since we shall strive to get
to Australia as quickly as poszible. The
school governors are anxious that 8t Frank's
should see as much of the Empire as possible,”

“ A jolly good idea, too, sir!”

* Rather !

“And as soon as we reach Australian
waters, we shall eruise in them for some
woeeks,” continued Nelson Lee. ** After that,
perhaps, we shall touch at New Zealand,
although there is no need for me to go into
any of these details now. I just want you

' to be comfortable, and make up your minds

that there will be no real difference bhetween
this life and the normal life of the school.
This evening, as at St. IFrank’s. your time
iIs yvour own. But to-morrow the school
regime will start in earnest. 'That's all, I
think, so yon can dismiss as soon as vou
like,”’

So the school dismissed, talking animatedly,
A little later Nipper happened to meet Nelson
Lee in one of the electrically-lit corridors of
Deck C.

“I was hnpinz that T would get a wend
with vou, sir,” said Nipper. *I've been
W nmivrmg if we were right in coming on this
trip.

“Right, Nipper?” repeated Lee. It
wasn't so much a matter of choice as a matter
of duty.”

“I know that, guv'nor. but what about the
Green Triangle?” asked Nipper cagerly., 1
was having a word with Corcoran before we
satled, and he is jolly sure that the Blue
Crusaders are up agamst the League of the
Green Triangle., And old Professor fm"hn
is at the bottom of the mischief, too.”

Nelson Lee looked thoughtful,

“Yes, 1 was sorely tempted to remain in
Eugland,” he said slowlv. “But 1 had
already undertaken to preside over the scheol
during this irip, Nipper, and I could not
very well back out of it. Dr. Stafford was
very keen upon my coming. And, really, I
doubt if we could have done much, even had
we remained.”

“But I mean,
said Nipper, “Wo
the old davs 23

“Things will be different now, Nipper,”
interrupted Lee. “I do not think Professor
Zingrave is very powerful now, and the
Green Trinagle 1s not the ;::r:m or f’ill‘.ll“’l[tﬂll
it was, Indeed, T doubt if it is an orzuniza-
tion at all. For yvears Zinerave has bheen
inactive, and this new Leazue of his i3 not
likelv to be a very powerful menaee.”™

“Well, T hope that Corky puts up a good
fight, sir,” zaid Nipper, *“1f anything <tart.
lmu happens, we shall hear of it, whnni wo

"Assuredly,” smiled Nelson Lee. "We are
in wireless communication with the world con-
stantly, and all nnnmumt news will reach

sir—the Green Triangle!”
had some stirring tumes in

“us. By the way, what do you think of your

Have you seon him get"
said Nipper. “‘Is he a

new master?
“Not yet,
decent chap?”

sir,”’
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“I have every rcason to believe that Mr.
Norton is an excellent fellow," replied Nelson
Lee. “He's an old St. Frank’s man, and he
has resigned a verv fine position at a Public
Schoel in the Midlands in order to take up
this appointment. He was an athlete of con-
siderable distinetion, and an all-round sports-
man. [ rather think that the Remove will
like Mr. Norton.”

“Weli, we'll hope for the best, sir,” said
Nipper.

A little later on, as Nipper was going on
deck, he happened to run into the new
master, and he was rather surprised. 1Ie
had pictured a much younger man,

He bumped into Mr. Norton by accident,
and the new master turned on him with a
scow! that was positively zavage.

“Cannot you be more gareful, boy?” he
asked sourly.

“Sorry, sir!” said Nipper.
Norton, I suppose?”

“Whom did you think I was—one of the

stewards?” asked the new master. “Who
arc yvou? And what is your name?"”
Hamilton, sir—I'm the captain of the

Remove.”’

“Oh, indeed!” said Mr. Norton, looking at
Nipper curiously. “You are the captain, are
vou? Then I will take this opportunity of
telling you that T am a man of very par-

ticular habits. I want no nonsense in my
ch?ﬁs; Do you understand that?”

Yes, sir,” said Nipper,

He looked at Mr. Norton curiously. The

new master was a man of about middle age,
powerfully built, with a heavy frame. He
wore a big moustache, and small side-
whiskers, which gave him an old-fashioned
aspect. His eyebrows were bushy, and his
eyes, behind his big spectacles, were strange-
looking. Nipper, when he looked into those

eyes felt uncomfortable. From the very
first moment he took an intense dislike to
Mr, Godfrey Norton,

“Thero's something rummy about the new
man!’ said Nipper, when he went into
Cabin C, and joined Tommy Watson and Tre-
gellis-West., “Have vou seen him 7™

“Not yet.” said Watson. “What's wrong

with him?"”
“I can’t tell—but I don't like him,” said
Nipper. “IHe makes me uncomfortable. TUn-

less I'm very much mistaken, we shall have
some trouble with him in the Form-room.
He looks like being a tartar.”

Tea was very much the same as usual, The
follows were allowed to provide it for them-
solves, and they were already settling down
comfortably to this new life. They were
enjoying tho novelty of it immensely.

In the Common-room that evening there
was a good deal dbf tall about Mr, Norton.
Only a fow of the fellows had seen himn, and
they, in just the same way as Nipper, had
received a very unfavourable impression.

“I ran up against him in one of the pas-
sagez, half an hour ago,” said Handforth.
“He stopped me, and wanted to know who
I was. Questioned me like a Dutch uncle!

“You're Mr.

11

And all the time he stared at me out of those
rummy cyes of his.”

“You can't judge a man by his eyes,”
said Church. “I den't suppose there's any-
thing wrong with him."”

“Give him a echance, dear old fellows,”
said Vivian Travers. “I1 hgven’t met the
gentieman persenally, but I dare say we shal!
give him as good as he gives us—if not better.
Woe betide the Form-master who gets
“fresh ' with his Form!”

This was a big consolation. In fact, the
Remove made up its mind, then and there,
that Mr., Godfrey Norton would be ragged
considerably if he started any *‘ funny tricks "
with the Torm!

CHAPTER 6
Business As Usual !

LANG! Clang!
“That’s the bell for
morning lessons,”
sai]  Nipper, turning
away from the rail.
“Clomo on, vou chaps! We don't like going
below, but there’s no help for it. It's
“business as usual,” you know.”

“It scems a dirty trick!”” grumbled Hand-
forth. “By George! 1I'd love to stay out
here, on deck! The brecze 1s glorious!”

It was morning, and the floating school had
spent an excellent night, Nobody was feel-
g “squiffy,” and appetites, at breakfast,
had been on the largo side. The St, Francis
was specding through the wintry waters so
steadily and majestically that it was diffi-
cult to realise that one was really afloat.
As for secasickness, the very idea of 1t was
ridiculous.

It was glorious on deck—with the sea breeze
blowing in one's face. Land had completely
disappeared by now, and all those seniors and
juniors on the promenade decks felt that it
was a cin and a shame to go into the “class-
rooms ” for work,

“They ought to have given us a clear
week!” said Handforth sternly, “It’s all rot
to expeet us to work on the very first day
like this!”

“After a week at sea, old man, we
shouldn’t want to do any work at all,”’ said
Nipper. “Far better to start right away,
It's a hall-holiday to-day, anyhow, and the
morning will soon be over.”

“By jingo, ves!” said Church. “It's
generally a hall holiday on the first day of
term, isn't it? Let's get in, you chaps.”

Lvervthing was so novel that there were
very few grumbles, It was even cnjoyable
to be in the class-room-—for, after all, work
on this first morning would only be a pre-
tenice., Fellows wonld be gelting their books
out, and it was the recognised thing to in-
dulge in a good deal of ragging during the
first morning of term. Masters expected it—
and, being long-suffering mortals, they put
up with it
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However, Mr. Godfrey Norton appeared {o
be a gentleman of different ealibre.  The
Remove had scarcely arrived in the olass-
room before the new master appeaved, and
thero was an immediate silence. At fist, at
least, 1t was better to humour hin,

“"Good-morning., boys!” said Mr. Norton
renially.

“Good morning, s&ir!” chorused the Re-
movites.,

There was no doubt that Mr., Norton's

tone was friendly; vet, somchow, there was
a quality about 1t which sounded false. None
of the fellows could quite understand their
feelings, but they were convinced that Mr.
Norton was by no means as genial as he proe-
- tended to be.  Some of the juniors were quite
ready to assert that he was exceedingly
nervous,

He took his place at the desk, picked up a
pointer, and rapped it on his Elotting-pad
perermptorily. Then he adjusted his spec-
raclos, and looked round the room. It was
very pleasant in there. Scarcely any motion
was pereeptible, and outside, through the
portholes the sea could be glimpséd, with the
sunhight sparkling on the waters.

“Now. boys, 1 am unfamiliar with the
general routine of 8t. Frank’s,” said Mr.
Norton. “Who is the head boy of this

Form?®*”

“1 am, sir,” said Nipper.

“Then you will kindly stand out here, and
give me a few details regarding the general
methods,”” said Mr. Norton vaguely, “You
all have vour lesson books, I take it?

“Why, yves, of course, sir,” said Nipper, n
SUTPrise,

“Good! Then wo will get on with our
work " said Mr. Norton. “To begin with,
we will take—arithmetie.”

“But it isn't quite usual, sir—"" began
Nipper.

“Enough!” snapped the master. “Go back
to your place, boy! We will take arithmetic!”

So they took arithmetic, and it wasn’t long
before the Remove discovered that Mr.
Norton's knowledge of arithmetic was ele-
mentarv. And when it came to the higher
maths he was hopelessly at sea.

Vivian Travers, with his usual coolness and
daring, tripped up the new master two or
threc times, and he did it deliberately, with
the idea of starting a rag. Unfortunately,
Mr. Norton had no knowledge that he had
been tripped up, and the rag rather fizzled
out. However, it gerved to show the Remove
that this man was extraordinarily ignorant, to
be i1 such a position of responsibility.

During the break, after second lesson, the
juniora went eagerly out on deck, and they
were now aware of the fact that the liner
was beginning to dip slightly, The wind was
freshening, and the Atlantic rollers were
making themsclves felt.

The one subject under discussion was Mr,
Norton,

“(Can’'t make the beggar out,” said Nipper,
i'rnwnin;r. “We conld all teach him a whole
ﬁf;:”

¥y

“He doesn’t know half as much as the
Form,” agreced Handforth, with a grunt.
“We're going to have an easy time with this
merchant! It would be pretty good if he
wasn't such a queer chap. I don't like his
looks !

“Perhaps we'll be able to give him a twist-
ing during third tesson,”” said Travers com-

placently. ~ “What's it going to be?”
“Well, he said somecthing about geo-
graphy,” remarked Potts.

When they went back for third lesson, Mr,
Norton was irritable and impatient. He
hardly waited for the Form to settle down
before he opened an atlas and selected a
map of France.

“Now, vou!” he said, pointing to Hand-
forth at random. " Stand up!”

Handforth stood aip.

“Tell me,” said Mr, Norlon, consulting his
map, ‘‘what county is the town of Amicus
it

“County, sir?” said IHandforth, staring.

“Yes, county.”

“But there aren’t any counties in France,
sir,” said Handforth,

Mr, Norton looked hastily at his map again.

“What do you mean?”’ he snapped. ‘‘ Are
von trying to be funny, young man ?”’

“They're called departments in France,
aren't they, sir?” asked Handforth, in
astonishment.,

“LTh?"” said Mr. Norton. “ Yes, ves! Quite
so! Departments! 1 believe you are right,
Sit down !”

Handforth sat down, very startled.

“You!” said Mr. Norton, pointing at
Travers, in an unwary moment. “Where 13
the city of Rennes 77

“In the Ardennes, sir,” replied Travers
promptly, and quite at random,

“Good!” said Mr., Norton, “Tell me what

Rennes 1s famouns for”
said Handforth, look-

“Half a tick, sir!"
ing at his own atlas. "I can’t find that town

on my map—not in the Ardennes, anyhow.
Rennes 13 in Ille-et-vilame.”

“Jf you interrupt again, boy, I will thrash
you !”” said Mr, Norton curtly. * Now, tell
me,” he added, looking at Travers, “what
is Ardennes famous for?” '

“Yon said Rennes just now, sir.”

“I said nothing of the sort!” shouted Mr,
Norton. “You seem very ignorant—all of
you! I think you had better spend your time
in drawing maps. I won’t be bothered with
such dunces!”

And he set the Form the task of map draw-
ing, and the Form wondered. Mr. Norton
was proving that he was colossally ignorant
of geocraphy. In any case, the whole pro-
cedure was all wrong. The Remove bad not
been taking France at all, and Myr. Norton
wonld not listen to Nipper when he sng-
gested that they should carry on from the
point where they had left off, under Mnr.
Crowell’s regime,

When it eame to inspecting the maps, the
new master hardly gave them a glance. He
seemed heartily glad when the time for dis.
missal came, and those junicrs who had per-
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petrated atrocities instead of maps had
nothing said to them.

“Well, he’s a rummy sort of bird,” re- |
marked Fullwood as they all went out on
deck. “‘Never knew such a master!”

“There's something queer about him,”
declared Harry Gresham. “ Anybody might
think he had never given a lesson in
geography before !”

“1 don’t like his fierece iooks,”” said Hand-
forth suspicicusly. “I think we ought to
keep our eye on the manl”

“Don’t be an ass, Handy,” smiled Nipper,
“I1 expcet he's nervous, and perhaps his
former school was a pretty dull place. Bother
him! Let's go and make arrangements about
the cricket. It’s a half-holiday this after-
noon.”

“(Cricket ?” said Handforth, staring.

“Cricket!” repeated Nipper. “1t's a game,
vou know. You play
1t with a bat and a

13

was a keen, bitter sting in it, White caps
were appearing or? the waves, and there was
every prospect of a big blow.

Willy Handlorth was quite screne; it was
obvious that seasickness had not affected him
yet. DBut his major, although he {iried to
appear careless and indifferent, was un-
doubtedly beginning to fcel the effect of the
motion,

‘There had been ericket practice that after-
noon at the nets, and the fellows had
thoroughly enjoyed the novelty of if,
Cricket in Januvary! But they were all in
favour of it, since there was more than a
chance that they would be able to have someo
games in Australia; and they wanted to be in
form when they arrived. Nobody had
touched a bat or a ball for several months,
so practice was essential.

“Better go to bed,” said Willy wisely,
“It’s no good play-
ing about with sea-

hard leather ball, and
sOMEe stumps N

“You — you

silly WHEN
ass!” howled Haud-
forth. *I know what
cricket 13, o't 17"

“Weil, you seem a
bit doubtful-~—"

WERE FIRST AT
ST. FRANRK'S !

* sickness, Ted. 1 dare
say you'll get over it
in a few days—"
“1 tell you I'm not
seasick !” interrupted
H andforth aggres-
sively.  *“What rot!
Scasickness is a kind

THEY

“Tt's only iust the 1s of weakness, Any
el il The ?arly adventures of I\:pp:er chap with & S0
January!” inter and Co. of the Remove appear in will will never be sca-
rupted Handforth. sick.

““Iootball’s the game THE “Then it's a poor
for winter — uot laok-out for you, old
cricket!  You've got poPUL AR man,” said Willy
the scasons mixed up, sympathetically.

my lad!” ) He  strolled off,

But Nipper hadn’t. EVERY TUESDAY leaving  Handforth
The St. Francis was boiling. B ut some-
bound for sunny how [idward (swald
climes—for Australia did not feel up to

—and cricket was most decidedly the all-
umportant game of the moment.

CHAPTER 7

The Fellow With the
Strong Wiil !

“f
swad (CLING a bit groggy,
4 Ted?” asked Willy
Handforth sympathet-
ically.
.dward Oswald|
started.
“LEh?” he said, with a gulp. “Groggy?
What do you mean. vou voung fathead?”
“Oh, nothing!” said Willy coolly. “Only
yvou look a bit white abeout the gills, old
man. Horrible feeling, seasickness—isn't
™ .
“I'm not scasick
dignantly,
It was nearly tea-time, and Church and
McClure were preparing the meal in Cabin 1.
Handforth was on deck, leaning over the

S n.

roared Handforth

rail. The wind was still freshening, and there

the task of rushing after his minor and
slanghtering him.  He elung to the rail, look-
ing fascinatedly at the water. Presently
}A.rchie (ilenthorne came along and joined
1im,

“What-ho!” murmured Archie. “ Yo heave
ho, and so forth, what? For once, old fruit,
the prospect of tea fuils to allure me.”

“(Great Scott!” said Handforth, “If you
can’t drink tea, Archie, you're in a bad way!
Pull yourself together, man!” o

“Oh. rather I”” said Archie teebly. * Abso.
lutely, in fact! But I have a feeling, laddie,
that before long I shall be losing something.
And, dash it, il’ll be something I don’t want.
So the sooner it comes up the better. Good
gad! I suppose we don’t reach a port socon ?”

Archic’s eye was glassy, and his checks
were pallid. Handforth, after one glance at
him, moved away withont answering. Just
then a hail came from Church, farther along
the deck.

“Been  looking for  you
Handy !” sang out Church.
Tea's ready 1”

“I—1 don't want any!”?
carelessly. “‘I'm busy!”

everywhere,
“Come on!

said Handforth
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“Busy * :uid Church, staring, as he came
ap. " You don’t look verv*®busy,”

“I'm thinking.”
“Oh, thinking!” said Church, nodding.
“Poor old ITandy ! Got the collywobbles, ch?
Mac and T don’t feel seasick yet——"

“I'm not seasick!” snapped Handforth,
“And to prove 1it, I'll come down and have
fea!l Any fellow with a strong will is per-
feetly safe,”

He went down lo Cabin D, and when he
entered the little apartment it was looking
very easy and bright., The table was set for
tea, and there were all sorts of dainties,

‘i'he main item on the menu was a dish
of sardines, and MeClore was serving them
out. Handiovih gave them one look, closed
hiz eves, and shuddered.

“* Nonn for me ! he said hoarsely.

“Not =ardincs ?”’ asked Maec. “But 1
thonght von were keen on sardines’”

“I've—I've cone off them spid  Hand-
forth, with a gulp. *I'L have a cup of tea,
hut don't put any milk in 1t!”

Chureh gave Mae a signifieant glance, and
nothing further was satd., Handforth, while
he drank hLis tea, kept his eves averted from
the table, He felt he couldn’t possibly bear
inoking at theose oily sardines!

Never for a moment would he admit that
he was feeling excessively groggy., How
could he admit it? Hadn’t he maintained
ail along that any fellow with a -trong will
could lauzh at seasickness?

He went along to the Common-room after
the meal was over, but there weren't many
juniors there. The majority of them were
out on deck, promenading up and dewn, or
leaning over the rail, watehing the sca.
Evervihing was so novel. so entertaining.
Nobody could get rid of the idea that this
was a Dholiday, and not schgol, with its
ordinary roufine. :

Hand{urih left the Common-rocm and went
on deck again. He leaned over the rail in
a forlorn kind of wav., A number of other
juniors were standing about. heavily over-
coated, and with mufilers round their throats,
It seemed to Handforth that the wind was
blowing a full gale, and the ship was tossing
and rolling in the most ghastly way. Actually
1!11]0 sturdy St. Franeis was hardly rolling at
all,

A sador happened to come along, and
MHandforth plucked him by the arm as he
was about to pass.

“Is—is this gale likely to last?” he asked,
with an attempt at checriness.

“(ale, said the “What
aale 77

“Well, it's blowing a bit, isn't 1t?"’

“This airv’t a blow, young gent!” grinned
the sailer. “This i1s only a hit of a breeze'!
You wait until to-morrow!”

"En?? gazped Handflorth,

“There’s a reg-lar snorter comin’ along,”
said the =ailor cheerfully., “CGlass is goin’
down protly quick, too, By this time to-
morrow chall be in the thick of it, I
expecet,”’

1’1‘
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“Will—will the ship pitch more than she's
pitching now ¥’ asked Handforth, startled.

“Why, bless your heart, sir, she ain't pitch-
in'—yet”’ said the eailor. “We might as
well be ashore for all the movement there is,
Wait until to-rmorrew, and then vouw’ll feel
her heavin’ and rollin’ and pitchin’,”

And the sailor walked on, leaving Hand-
forth limp and flabby,

“Looks bad, tlandy!” said Nipper, with
syinpathy.

“What looks bad?” d.omanded Handforth,
trying to pull himseif together. *“If there's
a storm comung, I shall be jolly pleased.
What's the good of being at sea unless we
have a storm?”

“Cheese 11, old man!” grinned Nipper.
“You're looking a bit wonky. Why not go
straight to bed?”

“I'm not going to bed until bed-time,”
replied Ilandforth siulbornly. “Don't be an
ass! There's nothing wrong with me!”

He wouldn’t admit that he was f{eeling
bad, and he even went in to supper with
the rest of the Remove and the oitter Forms.
Handforth was not the only one who kept up
this pretence. Quite a number of fellows,
with sickly smiles, maintained that they were
feceling *“perfectly all right.”

Nipper and Travers and Jerry Dodd and
Fullwood, and a few cthers, were uraflected
by the ship’s motion. They enjoyed a very
hearty supper, much to the horror of those
who were feeling the cffects. These unfor-
tunates had an idea that they would never
eat another mouthful of food as loag as they

lived. VFood was no b:ier than poison to
them. They shuddered at the very thought
of 1t.

So, when bed-time came, there was quite
a rush for the cabins. Handforth was the
first in Cabin D, but he did not undress.
Church a.d MeceClure, who were secrenely
unaffected, turned into their bunks, and
voted them to be first-class. Handforth =at
on one of the chairs, leaning against the
little table. His face, by this time, was
assuming the colour of old parchment.

“Better go and see the doctor, old man,”
sald Church gently.

“The—the doctor 7" breathed ITandforih,

“Dr. Brett!” nodded Church. *““He's on
board, you know.”

“Rats! 1 don’'t want to sce any doctor!”
sald Handforth dully. :

11le flopped himszalf on his bunk, and pre-
tended to go to slecp—after switching the
electric light out. He felt better in the dark
—without the eyes of his chums on him. He,
the strong willed, was feeling very seolf-
conscious about it., IHe was angry with him-
self, too, for being 1ll at all. He couldn’t
understand it. Such a thing as this ought
not to have happened,

Church and McClure went off to sleep in a
's.inry short time, for thay had had a tiring
day.

At about midnight Handforth crept out on
deck, trembling in every limb. He crawled
to a corner where it was sheltered, and heo
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rail, looking bleakly at
Ho felt a bit better out
here 1n the open. Yet, he wouldn’t have
cared very much if the 8t. I'rancis had
struck a rock just then, and he had been
drowned. Life, for E "wvard Oswald Hand-
forth, had ceased to have any charm.

It was while he was 1. this condition, and
was crouching in that corner, silent and still,
that he happencd to sce a stealthy ﬁrrurc
moving along the deck nearby, where all was
dim.

Handforth took no nonce at first, but then,
happening to glance round, he beheld a
glimpse of Mr. Godfrey Norton’s features.
The new master of the Remove was stealing
along—positively stealing—and he appeared
to be carrying something half-concealed
under his coat. He went quickl~, and his
very walk proved that he was steady, and
perfectly well.

Handforth was so startled that he almost
forgot his illness.

“By George, that's funny!” he muttered,
pur]ulg himself together. *What's the man
doing out here at this time of night?”

He left that sheltered corner, and half-
thought about making an investigation. But
there was now no further sign of Mr. Norton,
and Ilandforth, in any case, was feeling too
groggy to bother,

Indeed at rhat moment, Handforth's entire
internal systemn appeared m turn thres or
four somersanlts, and the unhappy leader of
Study D staggered to the rail.

The next few minutes were painful and
harrowing.

Bur when Handforth stole back to his bunk
he was feeling greatly relieved, and he even
managed to climb between the sheets, and
gzo off into a deep sleep.

crouched near the
the dark sca below.

CHAPTER 8

In The
Room !

Trouble Class-

EXT morning the float-
ing school awoke to
find a regular gale
blowing.

The liner, in spite
of her size, was rolling and dipping con-
siderably, and when the fellows came out
on deck they found the waves high and
angry. As far as the eye could reach, there
was a long vista of white-capped, tumbling
waves. The wind, roaring over the ocean's
surface, was whipping the wave-tops off, and
sending them drifting over the water in fine
spray.

The decks were wer, and now and again
the St. Francis would shudder from stem
to stern as a particularly heavy wave siruck
her. Not that this sea was considered to be
rough by any of the officers or members of
the crew.

“We must be getting into the Bay ¢
Biscay, I suppose?” said Tommy Watsox

feebly, as he clutched at the starboard rail
“My hat! I was as keen as mustard on thi,
trip xobrr-rd:u ; but I'm not so sure that it's
a good wheeze to-day !”

“It's a rotten idea!” said Harry Gresham,

“CGive me St. Frank’s every timoe—St,
Frank's on solid land.”

Nipper chuckled. '

“You'll soon get over it, my sons,” he
erinned.  *“Once you've got your sca- -legs,
you'll be as right as ninepence,”

Handforth, strange to say, was necarly
recovered. He had had his bout early, and

now he could afford to smile in a superior
fashion at the other unfortunates, Not that
Handiorth was quite right yet, Ile decided,
on the whole, that it would be a good scheme
to miss breakfast this morning.

Chureh and MceClure were looking some-
what ill, aithough they maintained that they
were still all right,  And they, with a group
of other juniors, listened without much
altention while Handforth related his experi-
ence of the night.

“1 tell you, there’s
about the new master,
opinion, he's a wrong 'un

“Draw 1t mild, old man,
“That’s @ pretty steep accusation, isn't it?
Mr. Norton is queer, we know, but there
can't be anything actually wrong with him,
I understand he came from a big school 1n
the Midlands somewhere.”

“That makes no difference,”” argued Hand-
forth, “He may have bven kicked out, for
all we know. Anyhow, I'm going to keep
my ecye on him.”

**Oh, well, there’s no haim in that!” said
Nipper dryly. “Keeping your eye on him,
Handy, won't do him any harm, 2..d I don't
suppose it’ll do you much good.”

Nobody had much s;mpathy for Iand-
forth. It was generally felt that Mr. Norton
was an unpleasant sort of *beast,” but there
was certainly no reason to suspect him of
being anything else. After all, a master was
a master, and some masters were worse than
others.

At breakfast-time it was announced that
any bovs who felt ill were to report to the
ship’s sanatorium. Lessons would be excused
for all those who were feeling unfit for
work,

As a conscquence, only about half the
Remove turned up in the class-room that
morning., Fully three parts of the Fourth
kept away from lessons, and the Third,

something mysterious
 he said. “In my

Il‘!

" said Fullwood.

almost to a man, decided that it was a jolly
good wheeze to be ill! _
“Weaklings—miserable weaklings!” was

Norton’s sour comment, as he regarded
“What's the matter with
Have they no stamina—no

Mr,
the empty places.
all these bovs?
vitality ?”

“They're seasick, sir,” said Nipper. “The
ship’s rolling a good bit, you know &
“Nonsense!” interrupted Mr. Norton.
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“This is nothing—a mere breeze! You boys
don’t know what a storm is!”
“Some of us do, sir,” said Nipper.
isn't the first time we've been to sea.”
“That’ll do!” said the new master curtly.
This morning he was even worse than
yvesterday. His ignorancs of school routine
was colossal, and the Removites 'stened in
amazemgent as he pretended to give them a
lesson in granunar. Extraordinarily enough,
Mr. Norton secmed to have no knowledge
whatever of the real theery of grammar,
and tne mistokes he made during the course
of a single hour left the fellows wondering
how on earth he could ever have passed any
examinations,
Not that wmuch thought wasz given
work that morning.

After the interval, the ship .as rolling
more than ever, and two or three of the
fellows had not returned to the elass-room:
and some of those who had were looking
clightly yvellowish. Now and again one of
them would make some gusgling excuse, and
wonld dive out and make a dash for the
deck.

“This is intolerable!” said Mr, Norton, at
length., “1 positively forbid any other boy
to leave hiz place.”

“They can't help it, sir,” said Handforth,
“They're only seasick.”

“Seasick or not, I will not be subjected to
thia ridiculous farce! Hey, boy! Yes,
you!” shouted Mr. Norton, lifting up a
pointer, and indicating Archie Glenthorne.
““What are you doing, .nere? Sit up!”

Archie, who was just about "all in,” hadn't
the slightest idea that Mr. Norton was speak-
ing to him. Archie had been game all
through, and he had not yet given up. But
he was looking very ill, and he was lolling
over his dbesk in a most helpless attitude.

“1 think he'd better go out, sir,” .ug-
gested Nipper quietly. “1 advised himn to
go to his cabin during break, but he wouidn't
listen o

“He will hsten to me!’ shouted Mey.
Norton violently, as he strode up to Archie's

N TE

to real

desk. “Now then, you young fool! Puli
yoursclf together!”

Crash !

He brought the pomter down across

Archie’s shoulders, and the unhappy Remov-
ite gave a leap nto the air.

“Good gad!” he gurgled. *1 mean, dash
it! I know perfectly well that I would
welcomo a swift death, dear old soul, but 1s
it rcally necessary to——"

“Sit up, confound you!” roared Mr
Norten. 1 won’t have this lolling about!
You are pretending, all of you! Trying to
escape work, e¢h? Well, 1 will show you
whetiier I am to be fooled in this way!”

“If it's all the same to you, laddic—that
is to say, sir—I1 think I'd like a little spell
of ozone,” murmured Archie dully. " What
ho! The good old vessel scems to be turning
upsido down, what? Or i1s 1t me? Whoa!”

The ship, rolling over, caused Archie to
sway giddily, and he crashed heavily against
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the new master. Indeed, in Archie’s efforts
io save himself, Le balfclutched at Mr.
Norton’s whiskers, whereat Mr. Norton gave
a mad shout of fury,

“Keep your hands away, hang you!” lie

snaricd  passionately. “You young fool!
You confounded young hound!™
Crash! Thud! Thud!

Agoam and again Mr. Norton brought his

pointer down on Archie’s body, and the
unfortunate jumior backed away, startied,
agoniscd.  But Mr. Norton did not stop.

He followed Archie up, still slashing away
like a madmman. And when the pointer
proke, he scized Archie by the seruff of the
neek, yanked himn round, and fiung him 1o
the floor with insane violence.

“Steady, sir!” shouted Nipper,
forward.

The master swung round, his eyes burning
evilly.,

“Go back to your place!” he panted,
glaring at Nipper with a baleful expression.
“This will teach you that I am a man of
purpose! DBah! I'm tired of you all! You
can finish the lesson by yourselves!”

And this extraordinary new master, turn-
ing on his heel, flung out of the class-room,

leaping

[leuvii;g the Removites scared and bewil-
theraed.
CHAPTER 9
Handforth Investicates !
E'S mad-—absolutely
mad!” said lland-

forth breathlessly,
“Poor old Archiel”

murmured Nipper,
others helped Archie

as ho and two or three
to his feet.

“A frightful sort of blighter, what?” said
Archie feebly. " Good gad! That is to say,
odds brutes and hooligans! The good old
spine appears to be strained somewhat.”

Archie was really hurt, but he was so
il inwardly that he took less notice of his
bodily paius than he would otherwise have
done. He was ussisted to his cabin, and he
retired into a bunk.

There were no more lessons for the Re-
move that morning, Handforth and Nipper
and the other fit juniors discussed Mr,
Norton's singular behaviour, and they could
make nothing of it.

“1 tell you there's something queer about

the man!” declared Handforth firmly., *' Ho
doesn’t know anything about school work.
He's not ke a Form-master at all! And

his temper! By George! Did you ever see
anvthing hke 1£%"

“Never, dear old fellow,” said Travers.
“I'm beginning to think that you're right.
Mr. Norton nceds watening.”

Mr. Norton's behaviour would have
occasioned much more comment if all of the
fellows had been normal. But the weatlier

was getting steadily worse, and by lunch.
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Handlorth gave one look at the oily sardines ; then shuddered and turned away.

he sald hoarsely.

time the liner was forcing her way through
a very heavy sca. The wind howled wildly,
and the schoo! ship plunged and tossed
alarmingly, in spite of her great bulk.
There were very few fellows in the dining

saloon, and afterncon lessons became a
myth. Practically everybody kept to the
Common rcoms and the eabins. Work was

And the mauajority of the
masters made no attempt to rally their
pupils. Nelson Lee had passed the word
round that the boys were to be left alone,
This storm was unexpected, and as soon
as 1t had blown iself out things would get
normal again, and, after that, no doubt, the
school routine would settle down evenly.
The evening closed in threateningly, with
masses of black clouds overhead, and with
the wind flierecer than ever. There was uo

guite 1mpossibie.

pleasure in going on deck, since the rain |

was pouring in ftorrents now, and the wind
was sending it shooling into every shelter,
There wasn't a dry inch of the deck any-
where, and everybody kept well within
doors.

Dinner wasn't much of a meal that night,
although quite a number of fellows turned up
at the tables. Handforth, by this time, had
fully recovered, and, although the ship was
now tossing alarmingly, he didn’t mind in
the least.

and he

I1is seasickness was gone, was
intent upon solving the mystery of Mr.
Godfrey Norton.

17

** None forme | "*

Handy was discovering that life on the ocean waves did not agree with him |

Church and McClure went to bed early,
and they had long sinee come to the con-
clusion that this 1dea of taking the school
for a cruise was the maddest thing that had
ever been thought of. They louged fervently

tor their cowlortable bed-room 1n  the
Ancient House at St, IFrank’'s. Who but a
born idiot wonld want to go to sca, any-
WwWav.,

“T'll tell you what,” said Handforth, in
the Common-room, just before tho ordinary
bed-time. “1 believe that Norton i1s mad.
That's the explanation! lle's a lunatic!

“Why bother about him?” asked Fullwood

wearily, “Leave the rotter alone! 1 dare
say he'll turn out better within a day or
two. Everyboady has been irritable and 1ll-

teinpered to-day. Perhaps he’s 1ll, and won't
admit 1t.”

But Flandforth
these excuses. He

wouldn’t hear of
declared  that

any of
he was

| going to keep a watch on Mr. Norton that

cevening, and the other fellows let him
ramble on. They didn't believe that ne
would really do anything of the sort.

Yeot, after lights out, when everybody was
supposed to be snug in their cabins, Hand-
forth ventured out. He went downstairs
until he eame to Deck G, and he loiterrd
about here, hoping to see some sign of the
new master. Mr. Norton's cabin was on this
deck, and Handforth was rather surprised at
this, for most of the other masters had their

cabins higher up in the ship
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But it had been Mr. Norton's choice 1o have
his cabmm well down, and this, in 1itsel
struck Handforth as being suspicious,

For Deck G was practically deserted at
all  times. There were only one or two
cleetrie lights glowing 1in the passages, and 1t
was casy enough for Handforth to dodge
about there without being seen. Not that
it would have mattered much even 1if e
had been scen, for all the school routine
was at sixes and sevens just now. Lle could
easily have explained tfmt- he was taking
a walk round because be couldn’t sleep.

After hanging about for nearly half an
hour, he cautiously approached Mr. Nortou's
cabin, and, almost as he got outside the
door, he heard a sound that caused his
hair to bristle.

FFor from within that eabin came a groan--
a loud, unmistakable groan, like the sound
of a man in dire agony.

“My only hat!” muttered Handforth,
startled.

e heard a footstep inside the cabin, and
he dodged away like lightning. After the
first moment or two he cooled down.
Perhaps Mr. Norton was ill—seasick, like the
others? A loud groan, in such ecircum-
stances, wouldn’t be very surprising. Or
perhaps Mr. Norton was having a night-
mare.

At that moment the cabin door opened,
and Mr. Norton "‘himself strode ont. Hand.
forth, lurking in the shadows, could see
him distinetly, and he was startled to see
that the new master was perfectly fit, lle
was quite steady on his {cet, and he was
stnoking a cigarette. He looked up and
down cautionsly for a moment, and then
liurried off.

“Great  Scott!”  breathed Handforth,
“What the oickens does it mean? Norton
is as well as 1 am, and vet there was that
awful groan coming from his cabin! 1 don’t
believe he made that sound at ail! He's got
somebody in there, torturing him!”

It was quite characteristic of Handforth
to think of some such melodramatic 1dea.
He regarded Mr. Norton as a scoundrel, and
the more he thought of that groan, the more
he convinced himeself that there was some
ugly work afoot,

“By George!” he muttered. “He’s gone,
so [ might as well have a look into the
cabin !”

With Handforth, to think was to act. He
was always impulsive. He dodged down the
nassage, rteached Mr. Norton’s door, and

He hesitated on

opened it

Darkness grected him,
the threshold, his heart thumping rapidly.
The ship gave a heave just then, and he was

i

pitched forward, half nto the cabin, He|
clutched at the doorposi, and his fingers
touched the eleetrie light switch., With a

gasp, he pressed it down.

He looked round the eabin wildly, cagerly.
But, rather to his disappointmaent, there was
nothing unusual to bo seen. It was a large
cabin, and 1t was for this rcason, perhaps,
that AM»r Norton had selected it on Deck G.
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There was a comfortable bed,
lounge., A wardrobe stood one
a fixture to the wall But there was not
the slightest ndication of any human
presence, All sorts of odds and ends of
clothing wero littered about, and a big trunk
was open. l'here was nothing  suspieious
about all these things, however, even 10
Handlorth’s mind.

He switched off the light, dedged out
again, and crept down the passage,

“Well, I'm jiggered if 1 can make it out!”
he muttered, as he slipped up the stairs to
Deck C. “Why on earth did Norton groan
like that? [ could understand it if he was
ill—bwt he's not ill! An il man doesn’t
stnoke cigarettes, and walk about as steadily
as Norton was walking about! And if he
didn’t make that rununy groan, who did ¥

“Hallo! What are you doing out here,
Handy 7
Handforth turned, and found Nipper near

and a big
one side,

him. Nipper was carrying a big jugz of cold
water.

“Feeling bad, Handy?” he went on.
“Montie is in the throes, and I've been
putting wet towels round his lhead, poor
chap !”

“Never mind Montie!” said Handforth.

“Took here, Nipper, I'm glad I've spotted
vou! There's something funny about that
fellow Norton!”

“Great Scott! Are vou still keeping your
eve on him?” asked Nipper, staring.

“Yes, 1 am!” replied Handforth. * And
I believe he's a dangerous maniac !”

And Mandforth deseribed that groan he
had heard, and he told how he had scen Mr,
Norion emerge from his cabin, apparcutly
fit.

Nipper listened attentively, and by the
time Handforth had finished he was looking
thoughtful. He didn't place the slightest
reliance upon FEdward Oswald’s judgment,
It seemed quite cbvious te him that Hand-
forth had heard a very ordinary sound, and
in his imaginetion had exaggorated it into
something far greater.

Nipper decided then and there to have
this thing scttled. He didn’t like the idea of
Handforth prowling about half the mght,
spving on the new master. Of course, Hand-
forth didn't actually mean to spy; he called
it investigating,

“T.ook here, Handy, old man, vou're mak-
ing a mounfain out of a melehill,” said
Nipper gently.  “Yon say you heard a groan.
Are you sure it wasn’t a cough?” :

“No, it wasn’t!” snorted Handforth,
“You silly ass! Do you think I don’t know
the difference between a groan and a cough 7

“Well, vou've adnmitted that Mr. Norton
came out of his cabin a minute later, as right
as rain, so he couldn’t have groaned very
painfully, could he?” asked Nipper. “If
yvou're not satisfied, T suggest that we go
along to the new master's room now and have
a word with him.” .

Such a simple, direet plan had not occurred
to Hand{orth.
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“Go to his room?"’ he repeated. “ What
for? I thought about keeping on the watch

L

“I know that!” nodded Nipper. *But
you’d better not do it, Handy. Youn might
be spotted. Hang it, if Mr. Norton found
vou on Deck G. prowling ahout, he might
think it—well, funny. And he'd proba%)ly
half slaughter you.”

“I can look eafter myself!”

“That's not the point,” said Nipper. “It
1sn’t the thing, Handy. Come on! We'll
go straight to his cabin, bang on the door,
and walk in. Then we shall know in two
ticks whether he's 1ll or not.”

“But what excuse can we make?” asked
Hand{orth blankly.

“Oh, any old excuse,” grinned Nipper, “1I
know, W¢'ll ask him if he's got any aspirin
tablets, No harm in a chap going to his
FForme-master for an aspirmm tablet, is there ?”

Setting the jug down, Nipper marched off
to the staircase and huorried down. Hand-
forth followed. rather startled by this dircet
procedure. He tried to protest, but Nipper
took no notice. They scon arrived at Mr.
Norton’s cabin, and Nipper rapped sharply
on the door,

Receiving no answer, he turned the handle
and looked in, Then suddenly he became
rigid, and he uttered a gasp.

“Good heavens!” he panted hoarsely.,
For there, outstretched on the floor, face

upwards and very still, was Mr. GCodfrey
Norton !

—

CHAPTER 10
Extraordinary !

IPPER was
dumbfounded.
He had only come
down here to dispel
Hand{orth’s ridiculous
And yet here was Mr, Nortou,
So ill, indeed, that ho

startled,

¥

“nonsense,
very obviously 1ill!
was prone on the floor!

“What is 1t 2" asked Hand{orth tensely.

Nipper. did not answer. He ran into the
rabin, went down on his knees, and shook
the IFormn-master gently. There was only one
shaded light glowing in the cabin, but Nipper
could see quite clearlv that Mr. Norton was
looking pale and haggard.

“What’'s wrong, sar?”
quickly, **Mr, Norton!”

“l knew 1t!” gasped Handforth, as he
stared down. “Ihdn’t I tell you that there
was something wrong? I can’t understand
it, thouzh!  He eame out of the cabin, smok-
ing, and he looked all right! He must have
come back-~-—"

“I can't rouse him!" said Nipper breath-
lessly. ““He's—he's unconscious {”

“Wlere's that water?” asked Handforth,
looking round, :

asked Nipper
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“I didn't bring it,” said Nipper. ““Look
here! We'd better not try to deal with this
thing ourselves, Handy Come on! We'li
E'vlchT Dr, Brett! This is a case for a medical
man !”

They both hurried out of the cabin, closing
the door after them, and then they tore up
two flights of stairs until they arrived at
Deck K. Before they could proecced any
farther they were suddenly confronted by
Fenton, IPenton was not looking any too
well, and he was mouching up and down in
his dressing-gown and slippers.  But le pulled
himszelf together at the sight of the two
juniors,

“Steady, young ’uns!” said the prefect.
“What are you dashing about the ship for
at this time of night? You're not ilr, by
the look of you——"

“There’'s something wrong with Mr, Nor-
ton ! panted Handforth. “ He's lying uncon-
scious in his cabin.” o

“ That's nothing to make a fuss about,”
said Fenton feelingly., “Lots of people aro
lving unconscious in their cabius! I was un-
conscious about an hour ago. although 'm
feeling better now,”

“DBut it’s not that!” said Nipper earnecstly.
“Mr., Norton isn't merely seasick., It's some-
thing worse—something serious. Weo were
gomng to fetch the doctor——"

“For goodness’ sake don't bother Dr.
Brett now!” said Fenton impatiently., I
met him only ten minutes ago, and he's got
his hands full with some of those Third
Form kids. TI'll come along and have a look
at Mr. Norton."

“I tell you we ought to feteh the doctor!”
said Nipper.

But Fenton wouldn’t hear of it. He did
not give much eredence to this story; he
took it for granted that the new master was
merely down with seasickuess,

They went down to Deck F, but beforo
they could proceed any farther they heard
a sharp command. Nipper and Handforth
came to a halt, amazed. Coming up the stairsg
fr?m Deck G was Mr. Godirey Norton him-
self |

The uncanny part about it was Mr. Norton
was looking as healthy and as fit as ever.
Hoe wasn’'t even seasick, and it was almost
bevond belief that he could have been so il]
onlv a few minutes before.

“What are you boys doing here?” asked
the new master harshly,

“It’s all right, sir,” said IPenton. “These
youngsters thought that you were ill—"

“1T'm not ill!” interrupted Mr. Norton, his
eves burning with a strange fire. “Go away!
How dare yon bother me at this hour of the
night? You infernal young hounds——"

“Steady, sir!”  said TFenton quictly.
“There’s no need to be so violent——"

“Do any of you boys sleep on this deck 7"
broke in the master,

“ No, sie.”

“Then leave it!” shouted Mr,
“Leave it at once! Do you
you don’t, I'll half kill you!

Norton,
hear me? If

Confounded

| impudence ”
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He was so theeatening that Nipper and
Handforth backed away. IEven Fenton
beeame alarmed,

“Keep your temper, sir,” said the prefect,
“These bhoys have done no harm. "There’s
no carthly reason why you should get so
I}rigl‘}’.”

Mr. Norton
upper staircase.

“Go!” he snarled. “(Cet away from here!
"Am 1 a master, or am I an underling? Am
[ {o be defied by mere boys? Go, I tell
yon! Go—go! I won’t have yon here!”

Ho advanced towards them, his
elenched, his cves blazing.

“Cut off!” said Fenton. “You youngsters
had better get back to bed—as quickly as
you can!"

Nipper and Handforth went upstairs to the
next deck, and a moment later Fenton joined

poinfed passionately at the

fists

them. The prefect was looking worried and
puzzled. .
“I can’t understand what's wrong with

the man,” hoe said.
with rage.”

“That’s becanse we were near his cabin,”
said Handforth, nodding. "There’s some-
thmg queer going on there, T believe! Why
should he be unconscious one minute and
well the next? TI'll bet he's a mental case!
I don't believe he eame from a schoal at all!
He must have escaped from a lunatic
asylum 1”

“That’s about encugh '’ said Fenton curtiy.
“You’d better not say those things, Hand-

“He was nearly frantie

forth !V
“Well, it’s verv quecr, Fenion,” said
Nipper. “I don’t blame Handy for having

the suspicion. T saw My, Norion on the floor,
roo, and unless he was shamming——-7>

“By George!” broke in Edward Oswald ex-
citedly. “That’s it! He must have been
shamming! For some reason of his own he
didn't want to recover consciousness. He
thought that if he shammed we should get
out of the way, -and——"

“You've been dreaming,” said Fenton im-
patiently. “There’'s been enough of this—
so let’s havo no more. Come along—back to
bed, the pair of you!”

And Fenton would not be denied. He
accompaniex] Nipper and Handforth to Deck
C, but raised no objections when they sug-
gested that they shonld go out on the
promenade for a bit—just to have a look at
the weather.

“Don’t stay out there too long, that’'s all,”
said Fenton. ““You'll only catch cold if yon
do, and then there’ll be more patients.”

Nipper and Handforth went over to the
rail, and leaned against it. The rain had
ccased now, and over the angry sea the moon
was casting a silvery refleetion. The gale
scemed to be less mow, although the ship
was shill rolling considerably.

“Well, what do yon make of it, Nipper?”
asked Handforth, at length,

“T'm blessed if I know what to think,”
replied Nipper thoughifully. “First of all
vou heard a groan, and then youn saw Norton
come out of his eabin, smoking?"
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“Yes.”

“We went down to examine, and found
him unconscious on the {loor, and looking
thundering 1ll,”" said Nipper. " After that,
we met him on the stairs, looking as angry

as a savage animal, but perfectly nt, It
doesn’t seem to tally, Handy. There's
something wrong somewhere,”

Handforth leaned over the rail, iooking

straight down into the sea, where the spume
and the foam were hissing past the hner’s
side,

“I believe the man's dotty!” he said, with
conviction. “It’s the only possible explana-
tion, Nipper. He must have sudden fits of
insanity. In fact, he was nearly crazy when
we met him on the stairs.”

“But not crazy in the way you mean,”’
sutd Nipper. “He was simply mad with
rage. Anybody might think that we liad in-
terrupted him on some ugly work—"

“I say!” burst out Handforth suddenly.
“Look! What's—what’s this, Nipper?”

“"Eh? What's what?”

“Look !" gasped Handforth, pointing down.
“There’'s something being shoved out of a
porthole from one of the lower cabins!”

Nipper leaned over the rail, and stared,
too. At first he could see nothing, owing to
the gloom. Then, sure enough, he could seo
a kind of big bundle being gradually pushed
ont of a porthole much lower down the
shiP's side.

“That’ll be Deck G,” said Nipper, with
a cateh in hig voice.

““Mr. Norton's cabin!” yelled Handforth.
“That’s right! His cabin’s on this side!
What does it mean?”

As they stared down, gazing fascinatedly
at that big bundle which was being pushed
out, a step sounded behind them, and Nelson
Liee joined them.

And never before had the famous House-
master-detective’s presence been iuore oppor-
tune!

CHAPTER 11

Lee Takes

Hand !

Nelson a

UV'NOR!” ejaculated
Nipper eagerly.
“The very  man.
Look here, sir! What
do you make of
this?”

Nelson Lee, who was about to ask the two
juniors what they were doing there, was
struck by the urgency of Nipper's tone. He
leaned over the side, and stared down.

“Ts this some practical joke?’ he asked

| sharply.
“No, sir!” gasped Handforth., "It’s Mr.
Norton! He's pushing something out of his

cabin porthole! Goodness knows what it is,
though! There’s something funny about the
man! We found him wurconscions on his
cabin floor not long ago, and then., when we
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went down with Fenton, he was as right as
rain again! And now he's pushing things
through the porthole of his cabin!”

Nelson Lee did not press the juniors with
questions. It scemed to himm that this was
chviously a moment for action. sven the
hittle that IHandforth had said was significant
enough,

Besides, there was that strange bundle
which was being pushed further and further
out of the porthole, lower down on the ship’s
side. It could be scen as a curious shape.
slowly emerging. Nelson Lee, quick as a
flash, turned and took a coil of thin rope
trom a hook nearby. It was the work of a
moment to make a noose,

“What are you going to do, sir?” asked
Nipper breathlessly.

But Nelson Lee did not reply. He leancod
over Lhe rail, and, making allowance for the
wind, he cast the rope. There was some-
thing almost uncanny in the way in which
the noose settled over that bundle.

The throw bhad been a perfect one, and
the next second Nelson Lee drew the rope
ticht. And only in the nick of time, too,
for at the same seccond the bundle emerged
completely from the porthole, and a great
welght was suddenly put on Nelson Lee’s
arms, -

“Help me, young "uns!” he said quickly.

They grabbed hold of the rope, and held
tightly, their hearts beating thuddingly This
mvstery was bevond them.

“Quick ~this  way!”  murmured
“And don’t shout, boys!”

Ho moved along the ship’s side, that heavy
bundle swinging aft at the same time, Nelson
Lee's obieet was to get it clear of the port-
hole—just in case the rope should be &cen
from within Mr. Norton's cabin. Besidoes,
there was a chance that the new master would
thrust his head out, and see if his bundle
had dropped. But nething of this sort hap-
pened. No head appeared.

Hand over hand, Nelson T.ce and the two
juniors hauled up that strange prize. It
was only by the merest chance t[mt it had
been saved. By all rights it should have
plunged into the sea, to vanish in the foam
and smother. Only Nelson Lee's quick-
wittedness--and his skill—had saved it.

“Tt's jolly heavy, sir!” panted Handforth.

“Very heavy!” agreed Nelson Lee grimly.
“And T may tell you frankly that [ do nat
like the look of this affair. Nipper, what
do you know of Mr. Norton?”

In a few sentences, while they were &till
bauling up the -bundle, Nipper told Nel:on
Lee all he knew. And the famonus school-
master-detective listened intently. He heard
how Handforth had been startlad by that
groan; how Mr. Norten had been seen
stretched unconscious on the floor: and how
he had apparently recovered by some miracu-
lous process within the course of a few
minutes,

“ And now this—on the top of if, guy’nor!”
added Nipper. “Mr, Norton has been act-
ing strangely ever since the trip started—-"

“T know!” interrunted Lee. "I have had

IJEE-
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my eye on Mr, Norton since yesterday. In-
deed, if there had not been so much secasick-
ness amongst the boys, 1 would have had an
intervieww with Mr. Norton during the cven-
ing. 1 had postponed it until to-morrow—
which, it scems, was a bad mistake on my
part,” '

By this time the bundle had been gently
and carefully hauled to the rail, and now
‘Nelson Lee grasped it firmly, and an ejacu-
tation left his lips as his arms closed round
it

“Why, it's a sack, sir!” said Handforth,

staring. “There seems to be some heavy
{Jb;ect’ inside —  Great Scott! ITt—it can’t
e -~

"Keep cool, Handforth!" interrupted Leo
sharply. “Don’t make any outery! Comel
Wo will carry it over to this light.”

They moved down the deck a fow vards.
They had the whole promenade to themselves,
and they set the bundle down under one
of the electric lights, and Nelson Lee quickly
produced a pocket-knife. '

Without any hesitation he ripped open the
sack, and a gasp came from Handforth as a
human leg revealed itself.

‘“Easy —easy !" murmured Lee.

A moment later they had the sack com-
pletely off—and there, lying on the deck, was
the unconscious figure of Mr, Godfrey Nor-
ton himself! His hands were bound. and his
ankles were seccured by means of a strap—
and fixed to this strap, too, was a heavy fifty-
six pounds weight, which had evidently been
taken from the gymnasium.

“Mr. Norton!” ejaculated Nipper. “ What
—what can it mean, guv'nor?”

“Well, T'm jiggered!” said Handforth
blankly, ““And --and he was being chucked
into the sea, with a weight fixed to him!
I[t—it was murder!”

“Is he dead, sir?” asked Nipper, with a
catch in his voice.

Nelson Lee had made a quick examination,

“No!” he replied. “Thank Heaven we
were in ftime, young 'uns! It was smart of
yvou to call my attention so promptly.”

“But it was vou who saved him, sir!”
said Nipper, *“We should never have thought
of roping him as you did! It was a brain-
wave, sir!”

“Cleverest thing I've seen for years!”
elared Handforth,

“He appears to be drugged in some wayv!”’
muttered Lee, as he bent down over the
viectim. “T will take him straight to my
cabin—— No, vou had better not come with
me. Remain out here until T return. And
if vou see Mr. Norton-—-*

“How can we sre him, sir, if vou're taking

de-

him to your cabin?” asked Handforth, in
astonishment,
“Great Scott!” gasped Nipper. “Don't

vou understand. Handv? The guv'nor's im-
plving that thera are two Mr, Nortons!”
“What!" gurgled Wandforth.
“That would exnlain the groan you heard,
and why we found Mr. Norton unconscions,

Land ther he was all right again!”® went on

-
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Nipper shrewdly. " There's some horrible
mystery connected with thig affair!”

“I don't think you're far wrong, Nipper!”
sald Nelson Lee, as he rose to his feet, with
the wunconscious man 1in his arms. “ But
there 1s no time for us to diseuss the matter

now., Ranain out here until I come back
for you.”
A moment later Nelson Lee had gone,

feaving Nipper and Handforth excited and
dumbfounded.

CHAPTER 12

Thae Plot That Failed !

WO of ‘'em!” said
Handforth, at last.
“Well, whether
there are two of them
or not, nothing alters
the fact that wo only prevented a horrible

orime by <heer chance,” said Nipper.
" Sheer what?” repeated Hand-

forth, with a start. “Sheer

chance be blowed! 1 don’t want

to boast, but my keen eyes are

vesponsible  for  what’s  just

happened.” I told you I was

going to investigate, didn’t 17"
“ Exactly, old man, but—"

“But nnothing!” said Hand-
forth coldly. "We were stand-
inzg here on deck, and when 1
looked over the side I saw that
hundle being shoved out of the
porthole! 1 can tell you, it gave
me a bit of a shock! I only saw
it by the merest accident!”

" Exactly !” murmured Nipper.
“And what is 'the merest aceci-
dent’ but a chance, Handy "

Handforth started again.

“By George!” he ejaculated. '“I—I didn’t

mean Oh, well, perhaps it was chance.
What does it matter? Some beast was try-
ing to drown that man! Think of 1t!

Shoving him into a sack, with a weight tied
to him, and pitching him overboard in this

rough sea! He wouldn't have stood an
carthly chance.”
“Not a ghost,” agreed Nipper. ‘" He

would have sunk like a stone, and nobody
would have known anything about it. Don’t
yvou see, Handy? There wouldn’t have been
any inquiriecs, or anything. Until this hap-
pened, we didn’t know that there were two
Mr. Norton’s on board, and the dropping
of one would never have been noticed by
anybody.”

“T'll bet it was the real Mr. Norton who
was in that sack!” said Handforth, taking
a deep breath. "Tho rotter who has
taking us in class is the spoof one! Haven't
we always said that he had no knowledge of
tcavhing ?  Besides, look at the brutal way
be handled poor old Archie!™

bl.‘ﬂ” i
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“Yes,” said Nipper thoughtfully. “There’s
not much doubt about it, Handy, Tho chap
who is pretending to be Mr. Norton is a
dangerous criminal. And, what’s more, ho
fondly thinks that he has ecommitted this
hm*riglu crime. He doesn’t know that his
vietiin was lassoed, and pulled on deck.”

“DBy Grorge! Of ecourse he doesn’t!” said
Handforth, with gleaming eyes. “I hadn’t
thought of that! 1 say, let’'s get this sack
and these ropes out ol the way, just in case
he ecomes on deck.”

They pushed themn into a dark cermer, and
then their bearts leapt into their mouths
as the lounge door opened, and semgbody
came out. But 1t was only Vivian Travers,
accompanied by Jimmy Potts and LHHarry
Giresham, .

“I =ay, what's the trouble?” asked DPotis
cagerly. "We just saw Fenton dashing
nlong like mad, and he wouldn’t tell us any-
thing.”

“Spare us dear old

further suszpense,
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The ball was falling just short of

the boundary. Handiorth gave a
wild leap, his hand streaked out—
and the leather was in his grip !

% ¢

fellows,” nrged Travers.

on tenterhooks.”

“Rats!” said IHandforth, "It's a secret.
Sorry, but we can’t say anything.”

“Well, well ! murmured Travers. " Sinhco
when has this marvel come to pass?”

“Which marvel. ass?” asked Handforth.

“Since when have you been able to
keep a secret?” asked Travers blandly. “ For
tho love of Samson! Even our worthy
friend, Nipper, is looking excited!” he
added, as he glanced at the Remove skipper.

“Do not keep us
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“There must be something big in the wind.’

" Here comes young Willy ! said Jimmy
Potts. “ Let’s make him tackle his major.
e ean generaily twist Handy round his
littie finger.’

*"{!}h, can he?’ roared Handforth aggres:
sively.

Willy had just appeared, and exactly what
Handforth would have done the others did

no know. In any case, a further nter
ruption occurred, for Mr, Godfrey Norton
appeared further along the deck. He was

strolling towards the group of boys, and

Nipper and Handforth at once became rigid. !

Mr. Norton paused one or twice, and
stood at the rail, looking over the tossing,
moonlit sea.

“Better make ourselves scarce!” murmured
Potts. “It'slong after lights-out, and Mr,
Norton might cut up rusty. You know
what a rotter he 1s!”

“To-night, dear old fellow, there are no
such things as rules and regulations,” said

Travers. "Many of us are in the throes of
erpasickness——

“Wait a mnute, Handv—wait a minute!”
satd Nipper, clutching at Handforth’s acm.
“Don't do anything rash.”

f'or Edward Oswald bHandforth had taken
half a step forwawmd, and his fists had auto-
matically elenched themselves. He was glaring
at Mr. Norton in a baleful way. The leader
of Study 1) was not able to econccal his
emotions, and when he remembercd what
this man had just done, his blood bhoiled.
There wasn’t a doubt about it—there wasn’t
the glimmering of uncertainty. This man
had attempted to commit a most horrible
erime, and he would have succeded but for
Nelson Lee's brainy action.

“Lemme go!” panted Handforth fliercely.
“We've got to collar this beastly crook =

“Cheese it, Handy!” protested Harcy
Giresham. “We all know that Mr. Norten
1s a queer sort of bird, but there’s no need

“Queer!”  said Handforth.

“He's  a
criminal !”

Mr. Norton came nearer, and he
looked at the juniors with burning
eves,

“What are you boys doing out
here?” he demanded harshly.
“(et to vour cabins at once!”

“Afraid we shall see too much,
eh 7’ said Handforth recklessly.

Myr. Norton started. :

“What—what do you mean?”
he ejaculated, with a cateh in his
volce.

“"You know what T mean!” re-
torted Handforth. ** You thought
you pushed that sack cut of the
porthole without heing spotted,
didn’t you?”

Mr. Norton’s face became livid:
his eyes blazed up like a mad-

man’s. And Nipper, who saw that
f it was now too late to keep up any
pretence, let out a yell.
“On him, you chaps!” he shouted.
“Quick! Ile's dangerous!”

At the same second, Nipper leapt forward,
and Handforth, eager enough, dashed into
the fray, too.

Crash !

Handforth’s right fist thudded into Mr.
Norton's face, before that rascal could be
aware of any coming attack. Travers and
Potts and Gresham and Willy hardly knew
what to do during those first tenee moments,
but they did not hesitate for more than a
few seconds. Then they dashed into the
fight. :

Mr. Norton was struggling madly, and, as
Nipper had half-feared, one of the man’s
hands had gone to his hip  pocket. He
evidently kept a revolver there, and he was
not loath to use 1it.

The juniors tripped him, bowled him over,
and held hun rllim-'n on the deck. Nipper
had taken good care to hold Mr, Nerton's
arm, and now, as the man squirmed on the
deck, Nipper deftly took out that deadi
revolver, |
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“That’s better!” he panted. " Handy, you
ass, he might have killed one of us! Yen
ought to have waited unti} the guv’'nor came
back "

“Rats!” roared Handforth. “We've got
him! Keep him down, you chaps—he's not
Mr. Norton at ali, but a2 dangerous crook!”

CHAPTER 13

Truth About
Norton !

IVIAN TRAVERS
and the others were
completely bewil
dered, but they did

. not relax their grip

on the prisoner. Nelson Lec arrived at that

moment, with two of the ship's oflicers.

The Mr.

“1 was half-afraid of this,” said Nelson
Liee sharply. *“The boys have acted on thoir
own.” :

“It's all right, sir, we've got him down!”
sang out Handlorth. ‘‘He came along the
deck, so we simply went for him. There
was nothing else to do.” -

“It was very foolish, IHandforth—rvery
dangerous,” said Nelson Lee. “Thank
heaven none of you has come to any harm,

The prisoner was screaming with rage
now : strugpeling, kicking and nearly foaming
at tho mouth with the intensity of his bafiled
fury. DBut the ship’'s officers made short work
of him. They yanked himn to his feet, and
snapped a pair of handeuffs over his wrists
Then, still screaming and kicking, he was
forced below, to be kept a close prisoner
until the ship reached port. Nelson Lee
a::l-ngirnp:miocl them, but he returned after a
while,

By this time numbers of other fellows
had been attracted. Sixth-Formers, IFifth
I'ormers and many juniors were crowding
round, ecager and excited.

“How's the real Mr. Norton, sir?” asked
Handforth cagerly.

“I am glad to say that the poor gentle-
man 1s not really harmed,” replied Nelson
Lee. "Within a few days, 1 hope, he will
lre vup and about.”

“Isi’t 1t aboul {ime somebody explained
things to us?” ‘asked Willy politelv. “We
didn't know theie was a fake Mr. Norton
until ten minutes ago.”

“Yes, what does it all mean, sir?” asked
Buster Doots.

e sostsotosotvosostroeesd
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“I’ll tell you 1n a nutshell !” put in Hand-
forth " From the very first minute, I sus-
pected Mr. Norton of being a wrong "un!
And I was right, too! 1 kept my eye on
himm to-night, and 1 did a bit of investigat-
111 g

*Dry up, Handy!”

“Chuck 1it, old man!”

“Handforth is justified in feeling pleased
with himself,” said Nelson Lee quietly. * For
it was mainly owing to his ‘vestigations’
that Mr. Norton’s life was saved.”

“It was you wuo saved him, sir,” said
Handtorth quickly,

“My part was very—small,” said Neison
Lee. T have everv reason 'o believe that
your activitics worried the scoundrel who was
masquerading in Mr. Norton's shoes. Ho
put his vile plan into effe-t hurriedly, and,
therefore, badly. There is no doubt that if
this man had been undisturbed he would have
been suecessful.”

“But who 1s the man, sir, and why was ho
pretending to be Mr. Norton?" asked Fen-
ton, In surprise.

“The rascal has confessed to his identity,”
satd Nelson Lee. “ Iis real name 1s Graves.
He 15 a desperate criminal, famous for his
clever impersonations. Scotland Yard has
been after him for quite a number of years,
and recently Graves has commitied a par-
ticularly brutal crime. There is no need for
me to tell vou the details of this.”

“We're more interested in the man him-
self, sir,” =aid Fenton.

“From what Graves ha: said, | gather that
he saw a paragraph in a newspaper to the
effcct that Mr. Godfrey Norton would be
joining tnis ship as the new master of the
Remoyxe,” said Lee. “Uraves was desperato
—unounded by the police, and 1lmost certain
of capture within a day or so. So he took a
boid step. In the general confusion of depar-
ture, juzt before the ship left Caistowe,
(iraves came on bhoard, and nobody chal-
lenged him. Kvidently he went straight
down to Mr. Norton’s cabin, and, then and
there, he impri-nned that unfortunate man in
his own wardrobe.”

“T’hew! Now I'm beginning to under-
stand !” saiwd Handforth, with a wnistle.

“Probably CGraves knocked his vieciim on
the head first of all,” contimued Iee. “ And
then, without delay, he made himself up
nntil he was an almost exact counterpart of
Me. Norton. Unfortunately for this rascal’s
purpose, Mr. Norton 1s a good subject for
such 1mpersonations,”

“Rather!” =aid Nipper, nodding, *“ Side-
whiskers, glasses, an 1 all that,”

“Tt was a comparatively eazy scheme for
siich a elever man, because the real Mr. Nor-
ton was a stranger to practically everybody
on board,” said Nelson Lee keenly. “That
helped Graves to a very consziderable extent.
I, for one, had never met Mr. Norton, and
thus when this man introdyeed himself to
me as the new master, T had no reason to
suspect that he was a trickster. And those

keovoeesesssesessesesessaeeeek|people who had mot Mr. Norton were easily
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deceived by Graves, for they had ouly seen
the new master for a mere moment or two.
Thus, by keeping Mr. Norton hidden in the
cabin, Graves had a simple job.”

“It’s a funny thing that Mr. Norton didn’t
shout for help, or something, when he was
attacked,” said Jimmy Potts,

“1 believe that Graves, at one time, was
employed by Mr. Norton,” said Nelson Lee.
“Thus, the unhappy man had no suspicion
of what was to come. But we shall know all
the details later. [For the present, we had
better return to our cabins. The excitement
is all over now. Graves is a prisoner, and he
will be handed over to the police as soon as
we reach a port.”

‘“He deserves to be chiucked overboard,
sir!” growled Handforth. “The villainons
hound ! I mean, putting the poor man into a
weighted sack like that, and trying to chuck
4im overboard.”

‘1 have already told yeu, Handforth, that
this man was desperate,” said Nelson Lee.
“His scheme was a bid for complete liberty.
e evidently thoughl that if he coul? only
definitely assume the name and character of
Mr. Norton, he would then be able to drop
his own identity, and he would be in no
further fear of capture. In order to succeed
in thiz scheme, he was compelled to get rid
of tho real Mr. Neorton.”

Later on, the details were casily learned
from Mr. Norton, after he had recovered
consciousness. It appeared that Graves had
confronted him 1n his cabin, and had asked
for some money, Then, in a flash, Graves
had knocked him down, rendering him insen-

sible.  When he came to himself he was
nunprisoned in  the wardrobe, bound and
gagged,

And there the new master of tho Remove
had been kept—right unti. he was rescued by
Nelson Lee and the juniors. There wasz no
doubt that Graves had bheen flustered and
nnsettled while he was preparing to commit
his terrible erime. For after drugging Mr.
Norton, and laying him on the cabin floor,
he had apparently gone out for some pur-
pose—probably to get hold of th: necessary
sack. It was during this interval that Nipper
and Handforth had seen the real Mr. Norton,
lying unconscious,

However, the dramatic affair was now
over, and, thanks to the juniors, the plot was

{rustrated.
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CHAPTER 14

It

* Over the Wireless !

R. GODFREY NOR.
TON turned out to
he a mild, moffensive
gentleman, brilliant

a——
—

R

in  his  werk, and
genial in his dealings with the Remove.
Two or three days after the wretched

Graves had been put in irons, Mr. Norton

| tuckshop for iced lemonades.

took his place in the Remove ciass-rooun.

t was a bit of a shock for the juniors, for
Mr. Norton so closely resembled the man
who had impersonated him.

Yet, there was rveally a very great differ-
ence in this kindly man. His eyes, instead
of being baleful, were thoughtful and
pleasant. His voice was qulet, too, and it
wasn’t long before the Remove voted him
to be a good sport. And the Remove was
relieved, At the beginning of the voyage
there had been a good deal of uneasiness,
owing to the extraordinary behaviour of the
new master, But now that this little mystery
was explained, the juniors settled down to
the new order of things with a keen ¢njoy-
ment.

Scasickness was a thing of the past now.
iverybody had got «ver that brief indispos.
tion. The St. I'rancis, indeed, had left the
cold, rough weather behind by now, and was
steaming steadily and speedily southwards
into the warm zones.

There was a brief stay at IFreetown, the
capital of Sierra Leone, in British West
Africa, and here Graves was taken ashore,
and handed over to the British authorities.

As far as the St. I'rank’s fellows were con-
cerned, the murderous Graves passed com-
pletely out of their lives.

By now, of course,” Mr. Norton was
thoroughly recovered. The school ship was
practically at the Equator, and ths weather
was blisteringly hot. Flannels were the order
of the day, and cricket secined the only
possible game—although the heat, generally,
was cven too hot for cricket.

Nobody was allowed ashore at Sierra
Leone because of the dangers of n.alaria;
the stay was only a very brief one, and it
really wasn’t worth while going ashore. On
the uplands of Sierra Leone the climate is
fairly good for luropeans, but elsewhere it
13 very unhealthy.

And so the voyvage went on, with the school
cagerly looking forward to the day when the
ship would arrive at Durban, South Africa.
Here there would be a stay of two or three
days, and everybody would be allowed
ashore.

“Good egg!” said Handforth enthusiastic-
ally. *“We've been to Africa before now;
but not to South Africa. It ought to be
jolly interesting.”

“Rather!” said Church. *“But it's a pity
we're nnt going to touch at Cape Town.
Still, perhaps we’ll call there on the way
back., It's going to be Durban this timne.”

“Doesn’t make much difference,” put in
McClure. “We shall oniy be able to get a
fleceting glimpse of South Africa, anyhow.
'This trip is really to Australia. On the
homeward voyage, I dare say we shall =top
in South Africa for a weck or two.”

The juniors were lounging in deckchairs,
in the shade. It was a half-holiday that day,
and the heat was so terrific that nobody had
suflicient energy to do anything. They just
lolled ahbout, paying occasional visits to the
The sca was
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gloriously blue, and life was very enjoyable.
“Tity we're not going to stop in Durban

a bit {mlger " said Handforth egretiully

“Durban’s not far from Zululand, is it?”

“Well, it’s comparatively close, I belicve,”

said Church.

“H'm! We might have had some exciting
times among the Zulus,” said Handforth.
“A bit dangerous, of course.”

“Dangerous?” said MceClure, staring.

“Rather!” said Edward Oswald. “Every-
body knows that the Zulus are cannibals.
Big, black savages, always going about in
rmpis. That's a Zulu word for army, you
know,” he added carelessly. ‘‘They don't
care what they do, these Zulus. A blood-
thirsty lot!"”

Chureh and McClure yelled.

1

“Why, you hopeless ass, the Zulus are
peaceful, loval DBritish citizens nowadays,”

said Church, with a wide grin. “Therc
aren't any :m?ﬁs nowadavs, and you'll prob-
ably find the average Zulu as civilised as we
are.”

Handforth looked disappointed.

“Rats! I'd forgotten that!” he admitted.
“Hm! Not much fun at that rate! Oh,
well, I dare say we shall have a good time
in Durban, even if the blacks are civilised.”

Handforth's ignorance of South Africa was
colossal, and it was a good thing, perhaps,
that the school was going on this Empire
trip. As an educative measure, 1t would
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be a thousand times more useful than any
amount of ordinary school teaching.

By now, of course, the regular St. Frank’s

routine was firmly established on beard.
There were lessons every morning, meals
were as usual, half-holidays came 1n the

zame order, and, to all intents and purposes,
the fellows were going «head with their
normal work just as at home,

With Durban only four days away, a picco
of interesting news became cireulated. The
St. Trauncis was in constant touch with the
world by wireless, and a news bulletin
u.ppva;ml every (]33 on the h:rr notice-board
in the main lounge.

And to-day there was an item which 1in-
tercsted  the  jumiors  particularly, It
appmlmi that Lord Dorrimore, the famous
millionaire sportsman, was starting ofl in the
giant acroplane known as the Wanderer of

the Skics, from Capetown on a vpon-stop
flicht to Cairo,
It was an ambilious venture. and Lerd

Dorrimore’s only companion wonld be Mr.
Hobart Manners, the designer of the 'plave.

“Why, that’s the very machine we flow to
India on, during the summer!” ejaculated
Tommy Watson, when he read the report.

“1 don't suppose it's the same machine,
but one of the same type ” remarked Nipper,
“Probably a better one—a later model. Mr,
Manners 15 going all ont on this schemoe,
vou know—establishing world routes for his
big aeroplanes.”’
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“Good old Dorrie!” s=aid Handforth.
“What & pity he ecouldn’t be in South Alriea
a bit longer! We micht have scen something
of him, then,”

“He'll be in Cairo by the time we arrive—
three or four thousand miles away,” said
Nipper. “ By Jove! It'll be a tremendous
Hight, if he does it. 1 sce they're only
taking cargo this trip; just the two pilots,
Dorrie and Mpr, Manners, and a big load of
mail and merchandise.”

“¥Yes, Dorrie savs ithat he won't risk any
lives on this trial trip,” said Travers, “Good
man! It'll be a topping achievement if he
gets to London in two stages.”

Lord Dorrimore was well knewn to all the

St. Frank’s fellows. He was one of the best,
and he was never content unless he was

imduolging in some risky sort of undertaking.
Not that there was any real risk in this
latest venture. ILord Dorrimore was provid-
ing all the capital for Mr. Hobart Manners'
enterprise, and he was convineed that it wonld
be eapital well invested.

Little did the 8t, Iirank’s juniors realise
how dramatically they wero to be reminded
of themr old friend, Dorrie!

CHAPTER 15

The Challenge !
OMETHING  cropped
up later on that day,
however, which effec-
tually drove  all
thoughts of Lerd

Dorrimore from the mind of the St. Frank’s
crowd.

The first hint of it came towards the even-
ing, when some of the seniors were indus-
tricusly at ericket practice, on the special
deck that had been adapted for this purpose
and netted round. A group of juniors were
standing near by, watching with interest.

Nelson Lee came along, and he ealled
Edgar Fenton aside as the latter walked away
from the nets, with his bat tucked under his
arm.

“Just a minute, Fenton, if you don't
mind,” said Nelson Lee “There’s an in-
teresting wireless message here, and T think
you are the man to deal with it.”

“I, sir?’ asked the schoo! captain, in
surprise,

“Read it for yourself,” smiled Lee.

A minute or two later, JFenton was look-
ing flushed and excited.

“We'll accept, sir!” he said confidently,

“1 rather thought you would,” chuckled
Nelson Lee. *““These South African boys are
enterprising, eh 7'

“Rather, sir!” said Fenton. “But shall
we have enough time?”

“1 think we shall stay in Durban for tbrec
days at least—and that ought to be long
enough.”

“By Jove, ves!” said Fenton eagerly. “If
vou don’t mind, sir, I'll tell the others,”

| Il
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He moved away, and drew William Napo-
leon Browne and Wilson and Biggleswade and
one or twe other seniors round him. Hand-
forth and Travers and Nipper strolled up,
scenting that there was somnething speeial m
the wind. It was very seldom that Fenton
looked so excited. |

“Well, we shall get some cricket before

5

we arrive in Australia, by the look of things.”

said Fenton genially. “I've got o wireless
message here, cent by a fellow namcd
Joubert, the captain of a big school in

Durban.”
“Cricket 1” s=aid

ceed, brother! I

interested.”

“Joubert wants to get up a South African
cchool team—fellows picked from all parts of
the Union,” continued Fenton. “One or two
{from Durban, perhaps, some more from Cape-
town., and others from Pietermaritzburg,
and Ladysmith and Johannesburg., Anyhow,
a South African team. And he has chal-
lenged St. Frank's to a match as zoon as weo
arrive 1n Durban.”

“Good egg!” said Handforth cagerly., * Of
course, you're accepting, aren't you,
Fenton 7"

“Naturally,” said ihe scheool captain,

“They might have arranged two games
while they were at 1t,” said Handforth indig-
nantly, “What about the juniors? It's all
very well for vou seniors, but where do we
come in?”

“Alas! brother. T fear vou will have to
content yourself by watching the deeds of
vour elders,” replied Browne gently. “How-
ever. thero may be another solution to this
problem——-"

““A fat lot of consolation we shall get out
of watching you seniors!” interrupted Hand-
forth gruffiy. “We want to play—and, by
George, I don’t seo why we shonldn’t get up
a game of our own! These South African
chaps have challenged us, so why shouldn’t
the juniors send a challenge to them?”’

“It’s not a bad idea,” said Nipper thought-
fully. g e

But Fenton and the other seniors moved
away, and they went down info their own
Clommon-room, where thev could disenss the
sitnation in a more leisurely fashion. A
deeision was necessary at onece, so that the
South African schools could have {ime to
get their men to Durban in readiness for the
match,

“There’'s one thing I didn't meniion n
front of the juniors,” said Fenton. * This
challenge is worded rather curiously. They
want us to play a representative St. 'rank's
cleven.”

“That means, T fake it, an eleven drawn
from the school’s best players?” caid
Revnolds,

“Obviously,” replied Fenton., “7T think we
shall bave to include some juniors in the
team.” |

“And why not?”’ asked Browne hLeartily,
“Why not, brother? Much as it mayv pan
you to admit the fact, there are stalwarts
the Junior School who ean wield thie

Browne brightly. * Pro-
am more than slightly
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willow and hur! the leather even better than
many scniors.”

“Yes, some of those kids are as keen as
mustard,” said Fenton, nodding, “In any
case, we shall need juniors in the team.
Some of our best men are left at St. I'rank’s
—Sinclair and Morrow and Stanhope, only
to mention three. Don't forget we've only
got half the school here on board.”

“Which makes it all the more necessary to
play some juniors,” declared Browne. * Let
us, then, seleet this team here and now.
There is no time like the present.”

And for the next half hour the seleetion
committee was oxiremely busy. At last
Fenton stood up, with a paper in his hand

““Well_ this is the eleven,”” he said. “ Will-
son, Reynolds, IFenton, Sixth Korm; Browne,
Stevens, TFifth VForm: Hamitton, Dedd,
Gresham, Handforth,” Remove; Boots, Chri-
stine, Fourth IMorm.”

“Excellent!”” beamed Browne.

“I don't acree to it!” said Wilson, with
a frown. “Ounly three Sixth-Formers, only
two men from the Fifth, and four from the
Remove! It's—it’s all wrong!”
~ “We want the best men, remember,’
Fenton.

“Yes, but hang it—six juniors in the
team ! protested Wilson,

“Never mind juniors or sentors, we're select-
ing cricketers,” said Fenton, “Hamilton is
a good man, and so is Dodd. Gresham we
must have! Isn’t he the son of * Hat Trick’
Gresham, the famous England player? I'm
not quite so sure about Handforth—~—"?

“Then be sure at once, brother!” inter-
rupted Browne. “Let me urge you to include
Brother Handforth. Fail to do so, and this
vessel will inevitably be sunk, her very plates
rent asunder by Brother Handforth’s roars of
indienation.”

“He's reckless,” said FFenton, pursing his
lips. ‘“*We might drop Handforth and include
you, Conroy.”

Conrov, of the Sixth, nodded,

*A dui‘ned good idea, too!” he said, with

* said

some feeling, I was wondering what I had
dons.”
“With all respect for your prowess,

DBrother Conroy, let me poini out that you
are no bowler,”” said Browne.

“Neither 18 Handforth !” retorted Conroy

“But Brother Handforth is a mighiy slog-
ger,” said the genial. lanky Fiftn-Form skip-
per. “Do you not remember the mateh when
Brother IMandforth saved the game by scor-
ing a hurricane century? Yes, and playing
for the Senior Eleven, too! Have vou ever
scoredd a century, DBrother Conroy?”

Conroy coloured. :

“Well. no,” he admitted, “not—not exactly
a contury——"

“Or not exactly half a contury,” said
Prowne. “In point of fact, your average is
somewheore tn the region of Gfteon or sixteon
per innings. Quite a good average, too.
But we wish to show these South African
stalwarts something in the way of fireworks,
and who can. provide fireworks better than
Brother Hanuiorth 7”7 '

| funny.
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Fenton nodded.

“Browne's right, vou fellows,” he said.
“We can't drop Handforth. Conroy, old
man, I'm sorry, but voung Handforth has a
better elaim than you.”

(Conroy shrugged his shoulders.

“Go ahead. then,” he said, with a rueful
grin. “You'ro the skipper, and 1I'm not
questioning your decisions.”

And so the matter was settled.

CHAPTER 16

Franks In South
Africa !

TEST match!”

"By Samson! It's
something to look
forward to, dear old
fellows !

St.

AI

- “Yes, rather!”

“Good old IFenton !

There were many exclamations of satis-
faction in the junior Common-room that even-
ing, after Edgar Fenton had pinned up a
sheet of paper on the notice board.  The
juniors were naturally elated when they
found that over bhalf the team had. been
selected from the Remove and the Fourth.

Yet this was a porfectly logical selection,

A number of I'enton's best men---that is te
say, best cricketers—had been left behind
at St. Frank’s, in the West House and the
East House., But there was a very strong
number of junior cricketers on board, and in
a matter of this kind age did not count.

“It's going to be practice now, my sons

almost every spare munute until we get to
Durban,” said Nipper briskly *It’s a shame
we shall be cramped a bit, Good as the
arrangements are on board, we need a proper
field. Still, it can’t be helped, but I'm afraid
it’ll be a bit of a handicap for us—particu-
larly as we shall have to start the match
practically as soon as we get to port.”

“Who cares?”’ said Handforth lightly.
“Well put it across these black chaps!”

“Black chaps!” roared Vandyke, of the
Fourth. “What do you mean, you silly
idiot? You don’t think vou're going to play
against a feam of Zulus, do you?”

“Well, no——"

“Or Swazis?”

el Eh?}?

“Or DBasutos?”

“look here——

“I'm a South African!” went on Vandyke
indignantly, " Proud of it, too! I'm an
Afrikander!”

“I've secen the adverticements of your to-
baceo,” nodded Handforth.

3}

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You you funny fathead!” bellowed Van-
dyke. "1 don’t grow tobucco! T'm a South

African, eand yet T'm not black!” ;
“Don't take any notice of him, old man,”!
said Nipper gently. “He's only trying to be
He probably thinks t{mt all South
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Archie Glenthorne was seasick, but the new Remove Form-master did not make any allowances
for that. He brought his pointer down across Archie’s shoulders again and again, causing that junior
to cry out in agony.

Alricans live in  kraals, "and that they
generally go about carrying assagais.”

“Carrying  which?” asked Handforth,
staring.

“You wouldn't understand, old man,”
murmured Nipper. " An assagai i1s merely
another name for a spear,”

“It's the name of a tree, too,” said
Vandyke.

The South African junior cooled down a
little bit. He, of course, was cagerly looking
forward to this short stay in his native land,
He did not hail fromm Durban, but he would
be glad enough to step ashore in that famous
port.

For the next day or two thero was very

little work done in the class-rooms. Cricket
was the order of the hour. Nothing clse
really mattered.  All the members of the

eleven were excused from lessons, and they
put in all the time at the nets, The other
feilows, however, were very restive, and it
was then that Mr, Norton proved himself
to be a real sportsman, Ior he winked at
all irregularities, and took no notice of the
cricket chalter which went on from time to
time during work hours,

Mr. Pycraft, the master of the Fourth, was
not so broad-mimded. He kept the boys hard
at  work, and nflicted 1mpositions with
monotonons regularity.

As the school ship went further south, ro
the oppressive heat lessened. The St. Francis
was now well below the Tquator, and the
devastating tropical zone was left behind,

One morning, very early, the school was.
awakened by the complete silence and still-
ness which ensued after the stopping ‘of the
engines. Coming out on deck in the dawn,
everybody found that Durban bad been
reached. _

In the night the great school ship had
crept. up to Port Natal, and now, with the
Pomt on one hand, and the BIuff on the
other, tho great chip was being raken
through 1nto Durban Bay-—into the harbour.

High above the scashore, the Bluff reared
its lofty head. The famous Bluff Lighthouse
was 1n full sight, and it reminded most of
the juniors very acutely of the hghthouse on
Shingle Head, near St, Frank's. DBut then,
as Handforth truly rcemarked, one lighthouso
was very much like another lighthouse.

“It's good to see!” murmured Vandyke
dreamily, as he stood on deck, leaning over
the rail. "By jingo! [I'm mad to get ashore
now,'’ '

“1 think we all are,” =miled
“There's a fine view from here,
coems to be a wonderful place.”

The panorama was indeed enchanbing.
The «cone was one of colour and animation,

Nipper.
Durban

leven at ihis early hour of the morning,
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On the Point railway lines there was a
constant coming and going of freight trains,
and in the harbour itseif there was any
number of big ships.

Liners and tramps of the ocean highway
discharging ecargoes from Iingland, Austru
lia, or the United States—taking aboard the
produce of South Africa—maize, wool, hides
and skins, ecitrus fruits, sugar, cotton, and
countless other commodities,

Now and then a ferry boat could be seen
crossing the harbour. At lsland View, there
was the big oil station with the gigantic
tanks of the great  petroleum companies.
Much more picturcsque was Salisbury Island,
a glorious jewel in a setting of aazure.

After their long trip from home, the school
was glad enough to sece all these weleome
sights, And later, when at last they were
ashore, they were filled with wonder at the
beauty of this great South African town, with
all its modern splendour.

In West Street, tor example, the fellows
fmmr] it difficult to realise that they were so
far from the homeland. West Street is the
Oxford Street of Durban.

People of all nabionalitics were on view—
here a Kaffir girl in her beads and blankets,
there an lnglsh girl, attired in the latest
of Paris fashions. Mohammedans, Arabs,
Zulus. The ricksha boys, with their gorgeous
trappings, were plwntf for hire. The Bantu
pDIicemen, dressed 1n  their neat knicker-
beeker uniforms  There wero the African
police officers, too, dressed very mueh in the
same style as the London bobbies, save that
they wore peaked caps, instead of the usual
helmet, '

But, after all, it was ericket that mattered
mosat with the St. Frank’s fellows.

As it was still quite early in the day, the
match was booked to start at once.  'T'he
weather was glorious, and a great crowd of
South African schoolboys ha{l greeted the
St. T'rank's fellows as they had come ashore.

And now, with a sort of escort of honour,
thae visitors were being taken to the cricket
ground. '

CHAPTER 17

.*.=':],.] Playing The Gams !
4 HE st

was
very

For

Test

Frank’s eleven
honeoured in a
signal manner.
this “Schoolboy
Matech ” was to
be played at Kingsmead, the fine Iuterna-
tional Sports Ground where the real Test
Matehes between British and South African
elevens were played. There were spectators
by the thousand by the time the gamo was
due to start, All Durban was interested in
this match.

Joubert, the captain of the South Afrwea.
team, proved to bo a bluff, genial youlh, with
an everlasting smile.,  All the others were
fine, well-set-up young fellows, {oo.
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There had been only ono shadow cast upon
the galety of the occasion that morning.
There was some dicconcerting news regarding
Lord Dorrimore.

Quite a sensation had
(Capetown, it appeared,
was gravely disturbed. In Johannesburg
there was keen anxiety., I'or Lord Dorrimoroe
had vanished - utterly and completely!

been caused in
and even Durban

He and Mr, Manners had set out from
Capelnwm according to their schedule, and
the great "plane had been seen over various

And then, during the
She had

points in South Africa.
night, the machine had vanished.

NEXT WEDNESDAY!

failed to turn up at Jnllanm‘“-.huri{ at the
scheduled time-—although the machine had
been seen clearly over Bloemfontein, which

was on the direct route.

She had not even been seen at Kroonstad,
a town further north, although all the in-
habitants had been looking out for the great
‘plane.

In some strange way, Lord Dorrimore must
have got off his course, and it was reckoned
that he had descended somewhere on the
veldt, probably at a place where there were
no telegraphic facilities.

It was hardly likely that he had ecrashed,
and nobody was getting really worried yet.
The machine had been missing for three days,
it seemed, and still no word had come from
his lordship. Yet everybody was confidently
expecting that good news would soon arrive.
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“I'm not werrying about Dc;rrie,” said |
Nelson  Lece  conlidently., “He's an re

spousible beggar anyway, and there’s no tell-
ing what iricks he maght get up to”

“Well, 1 hope we get some news about
him, sir,” said Nipper.

“Don’t let this nuatter play on gour mind,
voung 'un,” advized lce, ' Donvie is a very
uncertain  quanuty, Go ahead with your
ericket, and enter into it wholcheartedly.”

And when Nipper feund that the game was
practicully on the point of starting he took
Nelson lLee’s advice,

It was glorious there, in that magnificent

Lucky merchants, these St. Frank’s
fellows ! They’re off to see the Test
maiches in Australia. What’s more,
they’re going to give South Africa a
look-in !

Fun, excitement, and uniooked-for
adventures lie in store for them, and for
you, too !

Get aboard the St. Franeis, boys—it’s
not toe late—and join in with Handforth,
Nipper & Co. In other words, make
ahsolutely certain of next week’s issue
of the NELSON LEE by

ORDERING YOUR COPY NOW !

“WHAT'S WRONG
WiTH THE ROVERS?”

AN ' AANATANANAASANANANAAY i

“ST. FRANK'S IN %
Look out, too, for another trenchant

instalment of this popular footer and

SCUTH AFRICA!” l
detective serial. It’s as exciting as ever !

marenanenn ORDER IN ADVANCE!

enclosure, with the cheering South African
crowds and with the bright, azure blue of
the sky overhead. The St. Francis wonld
only remain in Durban Bay for a bare three
dayvs, so there was no time to be lost,

This was to be a double innings mateh, and
it would probably occupy the whole of the

three days. 8o ericket was paramount.
Fenton won the toss, and he promptly

sent the South African schoolboys into the
field. And Fenton and Gresham walkcd out
of the pavilion, amid great applause, to open
the St. Frank’'s innings.

The Remove locked upon it as an honour
for Gresham to be the school captain’s
partner, and (Grésham soon proved that he
was well deserving of the distinction.

ITe sottled down rapidly, and commenced
to scora with those brmiihiant strokes whien

he had learned from his distinguished father. |

n
w

1

Fenten was playing well, too, aithouglh both
the batsmen were handicapped by their long
spell on board ship.  Furthermore, they had
had no real practice since the previous
sutnmer; and the conditions were quiie new
to them. Things were very different lore
from the soft, springy turf of the St
Frank's playving helds.

After Fenton had seored {twenty throo rons

| o was caught in the slips. and Wilson took

his place. Wilson was siubborn, and he
was cautions.  While Grosham was knocking
up his total to fifty, Wilson oblained a couplo
of runs. DBut later he opened out a hit, only
to meet with disaster after he had made
ten.

And then came the mighty Drowne, cool,
confident and self-possessed.

He and Gresham settled down into a
splendid partnership, and between them they
raised the total to 116 before Greshiam gave
the ghost of a chapee to the wicketkeepor,
This .player accoepted the chance, and
Gresham was stumped.

“Well played, Gresham !”
“Good for the Remove!”

Reynolds went in next, but was unlucky
enough to be bowled first ball. Then came
Stevens, of the Tifth, Browne's only par-
ticular chum These two were still wn-
defeated when the lunch interval came, They
had found it extremely difficult to wet runs,
however, for the bowling was exeellent and
the fielding sururb.

Soon after lunch, Browne was eauvght in
the long field while attempting to hit one
of his slashing boundarics. However, he had
done well, scoring forty-scven off his own
bat.

Nipper was next, and he plaved quietis
and bramilv: and later, alter Stevens was
out, Handforth joined him. Handferth
slogged in his usual rockless way, and for
about ten minutes he put up a speetacular
performance. He scored three boundaries
In sneeecssion in one over, but eventually he
paid the penalty for his recklessness when
he entirely misjudged a loose-looking  Lall.
It curled under his bat, and lifted his
middle stump out of the ground.

Jerey Doadd followed, but he was unlucky.
The redoubtable Australian junior onlv
scored ten runs, but he vowed that be would
make up for this when he was called upon
to do some bowling. :

Then came Doots and Christine, although
they did very liftle. St. Frank’s were all
ont for 234. It was a respectable total, but
Fenton doubted if it would be any good
acainst these stalwart South African boys.

Fenton was right.

For the Afrikanders proceeded to give
their visitors an enormous amount of leather
hunting. At the close of play, the South
Africans had scored 2316 for six wickets, and
matters were not looking any too healthy for
St. Frank’s.

However, they soon forgotb ericket in the
evening when they were apain feted, and
taken all round Durban to see the sights,

An enjoyable interlude it proved, too.
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They went along the Marine Parade, lined
with its magnificent hotels, overlooking the
blue waters of the Indian Ocean. They saw
the wonderful bathing beach by mooniight,
and, indeed, indulged in bathing themselves.
IFor might bathing 1s a favourite pastime in
Durban.

The 8t. Frank’s fellows were fascinated by
this night bathing., The water had a tem:
perature of about seventy-two degrees, and
after the heat of the day this “dip” was
more than welcome. None of them wanted
to come out.

Later they were taken through the town;
they had rides on the tramcars and motor

buses, and were taken here and there in
private cars.
From the esplanade they went up the

gentle rise of Gardiner Street, arriving at
the Town Gardens, and soon they were in
the very heart of Durban. There, after they
had inspected the statues in memory of Sir
John Robinson, Queen Victoria and others,
they enjoyed the cooling evening breeze.

They wero proudly shown the structural
beauties of Lhe great Town Hall, which,
indeed, 1s one of the finest buildings
South Africa 'The brilliant electric lights,
the waving palm treecs, the general air of
summery languor, were ail very charming to
the visitors.

DBut at last the day ended, and the St
I'rank’s fellows sought their beds, tired but
happy. The only worrying thought was in
connection with Lord Dorrimore.

The evening newspapers contained the
dizconeerting information thet no furthe:
news had come to hand. The great acrn
plane, with Lord Dorrimore and Mr,
Maoners on board, was still missing!

—_——

CHAPTER 18
A Stift Fight 1

ITH the morning,
everybody was bright
and energetic again,
They had all ro

‘ turned to the school

ship the previeus night, for rules and rezula-

tions were being adhered to. OF course,
there had been a litile laxity, but in general
things were going on in just the usual way.

Even Nelson Lee was looking worried this
morning For the mystery of Lord Dorri
more was as inexplicable as ever. Scarch
parties had been out in every direction,
particularly in the Orange I'ree State and in
the Transvaal, The entire route of Lord

Dorrimore’s flight was cexplored. And it

had been established, in fact, that he had not

come to earth at any point along his course,
FFor some rcason, which nobody could
fathom, the machine must have turned f

its course, and flown away. And, as there!

w:z.v.‘sfi*ll a total absenee of news, people were
beginning to fear that the aireraft had met
with disaster.

1

1
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“Poor old Dorrie!” said Nipper, as he meot
Nelson Lee on deck, just after breakfast.
“I've seen the morning paper, sir, Still
no news,”

“It is very puzzling, Nipper,” said Lco,
frowning.

“Looks as if he's met with a bad smasbh,
sir.”

“I'm afraid there's no other conclusion,”
said Lee. “7The machine was equipped with
an extraordinarily efficient wireless, and in
the event of a minor accident, Dorrie would
have wirelessed his position. But how could
the machine have vanished that night, so
completely and so mysteriously ?”

“You'd think lots of people would have
heard the engines,” said Nipper. *“Dorric
couldn’t very well have flown hundreds and
hundreds of miles out of his course without
attracting some attention. Perhaps some-
thing went wrong with his compass and
other instruments? Perhaps, instecad of
going north, he went east, and found himself
over the Indian Ocean?”

“In that case, he would surely have flown
back,” said Lee. “The whole affair is most
mystifying.”

Everybody was talking about it that
morning. In fact, Dorrie’s disappearance

and the schoolboy Test Match were the sole
topics of conversation. The weather cone
tinued to be gloriously fine, and, on the
stroke of time, the St. Frank’s players were
back in Kingsmead.

The spectators were more numerous than
ever now, and they largely consisted of
schoolboys, not only from Durban schools,
but from olher great colleges of the Union,
They had come in their hundreds to watch
this unique match.

The South Africans  continued their
innings, and Browne and Jerry Dodd were
put on to bowl, Jerry had on early success,
for in his first over he took a wicket. The
South Africans were all out in less than
an hour, their total score being 370. There
lind been a bit of a last wicket stand.

“Not much chance for us, I'm afraid.”
said l'enton, as the team collected round
him  “We've a defictency of 136 on the firsk
mmnings.”

“A meoere trifle, brother,” said DBrowno,
waving his hand. “We are now esctiled
down, and we are more accustomed to these
semi-tropical conditions. Let us take heart,
and also let us take our willows and wield
them with great gusto.”

“Yes, rather!” said Handforth. “We've
got to win! DBy George! We're not going
to let these South African chaps beat us,
are we?”

“No fear!” said the team.

“You can count on me for a century, any-
way,” continited Handforth confidently.

“Not if vou play as recklessly as von
F{aynd in the fArst innings,” said Ienton.
‘IFor goodness sake, IHandforth, do iry to
curb yourself!”

“Curb myself?” said Handforth, staring.

“When I'm at the wicket, I'm all out for
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when the ball comes down, 1
That's my game!”

Fenton and Gresham opened the St.
Frank’s innings as before, and all the
spectators noticed a difference this time,
The English schoolboys were more confident,
more sure of themselves, They settled down
to a fine f{irst-wicket partnership,

Bv lunch-time the 100 had gone up on the
board, and no wicket had been taken.

The South Africans had been confident
that they would win, with their 136 runs
lead, but now they began to change their
opinions, '

During the

runs, An_cl
slosh at 1t.

afternoon Gresham got his

ceniury, and a tremendous outburst  of
applause, too. Fentor gave a chance to
third ship when he was sixty-three, and

third slip did not fail to take that chance.
Browne put up a fine performance in this
innings, and so did Jerry Dodd. Handforth
slogged as usual, and he obtained a hurri-
cane 51 before being clean bowled. Fenton
was quite satisfied. He had never expected
o0 from Handforih 1n this second innings,

At the close of play the score stood at 292
for six wicketls, so things were now looking
rather better for the visitors, Still, there was
not much chance of a win—unless the “tail ¥
put up a marvellous perfermance on the
morrow. It wae far more likely that the
“tail 7 would collapse.

Still, it was a fine game, and everybody was
enjoyving it. It was splendid practice, too,
for the forthcoming visit to Australia. The
St, Frank’s fellows were getting the cricket

feeling, They had long since forgotten that
it  was really  winter-time-—cold, bleak
Janunary. Here, in South Africa, it was

practicaliy the height of midsummer.

And stil there was no news of Lord Dorri-
more and the missing aeroplane! Even those
who had been hopeful at first were now shak-
ing their heads dubiously. 8o many gallan
men had flown off in aeroplanes, and had
never been seen or heard of again,

Yet Tord Dorrimore’s case was different
from these others, His route should have
taken him overland all the way. Yet he had
disappeared as though the earth had opened

aﬁcl had swallowed him up, machine and
ail !

CHAPTER 19
A Close Thing !

HAT -+ evening there
was another round of
entertaining  for the
St. Frank’s fellows—
another wisit to the

bathing beach, with a glorious dip in the

Indian Ocean. It was splendid fun, dodging

the great rollers as they camne crashing in.

It was like daylight there, for there were

innumerable electrie lamps, lighting up the

whole vast area of the bathing enclosure,
Yet somechow the fellows did not take quite
such an interest in ithe proceedings as they
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had done vesterday. "They kept thinking of
their old friend, Dorrie. IHe had always
been such a good sort, had Dorrie. It was
a thock to realise that he might be no more,

“1 can’t believe it, and T won't believe
it!”" said Handforth stubliornly as he and a
number of other juniors stood, in the centre
of the town, rear the Post Office Corner,
which was really the hub of Durban.

“I'd like to share your opinion, Handy,
old man,” said Nipper. “It’s awful to think
of Dorrie being killed !V

“He'll turn up sooner or later!” said Hand-
forth, as he leaned against one of the pillars
of The Kentlworth and watched the passing
traffic. “By George! Duorban's a pretty
busy place, you know! I'd no idea they had
towns like this in South Africa !’

“Which merely proves the braininess of the
school governors in sending us abroad,”
grinned Church, “There's nothing like see-
ing things with our own eyes.”

“It’s not time to get back to the ship yet,”
said Handforth, **What about going for a
tram ride 7"

“We can go for a circular trip round the
Berea, if we like,” said Vandyke cagerly.
“Come on! We can get a tram at the post-
office here. A Musgrave Road one will do—
or a Marriott Road car. It doesn’t matter
which. And the fare's only about sixpence.”

So for the remainder of the evening they
continued to enjoy themselves, and once
again they slept like tops, to awaken re-
[reshied and energized in the morning,

And still no news of Dorrie!

By now evervbody was resigned to the fact
that the sporting peer had met with a fatal
accident, and, having come to this conclusion,
worrying ceased. The suspense was over,
Lord Dorrimore’s death was regretted by all,
especially as his ambitious non-stop flight to
Cairo had so abruptly ended in disaster.

However, the cricket match again made
the 8t. Frank’s fellows forget the tragedy.
They did splendidly this morning. The
“tail,” instead of collapsing, put up a fine
fight, and 8t. Frank’s had scored 403 before
they were f{inally dismissed. This, indeed,
was a magnificent total, and 1t was one which
made the South African boys open their eyes
with respect.

“There’s nothing much wrong with English
cricket hy what I can see,” remarked Joubert,
the Afrikander skipper, with his eheerful grin,
“You fellows have given us a proper twisting
this time!” "

“We shall try to beat vou, toe,” smiled
Fenton, “Still, I don’t think you're in very
much danger.”

Nobedy else thought so, either, for the
South African team required only 268 runs
to win, and after their fgst inninzs performe-
ance this appeared to be a comparatively
casy task.

By the luncheon interval the Afrikaunders
had settled down. The two opening men
were scoring freely and casilv, and the total
had already reached 73. After lunch they
continued, and it was not nntil 132 had gonc
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up that the first wicket partnership was |

broken,

Gresham and Dodd were bowling now,
Owing to the intense heat, Fenton was find-
ing it necessary to change his bowlers fairly
often. The St. Frank's skipper was delighted
with the good work of Harrv Gresham, and
Jerry Dodd, too, was now getiing wel into
his stride—so well, indeed, that he took two
wickets in succession during the very nest
aver, and the game began to look more
interesting. On the top of this, Harry Gres-
ham clean bowled the next man, and when
the score had reached 200 six wickets were
down.

“Think we shall do 1t?" asked Nipper, as
he happened to come near Handforth on the
field. _

“Do it ?”? repeated Idward Oswald. “Of

course we® shall! St, Ifrank’s has got to
win !”
T;’-"m-d then came a sensational period of
play.

Jerry Dodd sent down a ball which looked
easy, and the South African batsman sloshed
away at it, and sent 1t socaring off to the
boundary. But Handforth, after a qguick
rlance, judged that the ball would fall just
short. And Handforth was running, as fleet
us the wind, his eyes turned upwards. When
he had nearly reachea the boundary he gave
a wild leap, elutched, and the leather was in
his grip!

“How’s that?” he gasped, as he flung the
ball back into the sky.

“Dut 1™

“Well playved, Handy !”

“0Oh, well caught !”

Nobody bhad expected that eatch to come
off. It had been a really splendid effort.

Another wicket fell soon afterwards, and
then came a stand. The score mounted to
254 for eight wickets.

There was acute tension in the air now.
South Africa wanted 14 runs to win, and
there were still two wickets to fall. Would
they be able to do it, or would St. Frank’s
bring off a  spectacular vietory ?

Browne was bowling now, and Drowne
sent down a stinger. The batsman flicked
at it.

Click !

Stevens, in the slips, had made no mistake.
Like a flash of lichtning, his hand had sped
out and had held the ball.

“Last man in!” gurgled Handforth. “ By
George, there's a ehance for us yet!”

But hope dwindled soon afterwards, for the
last man was cautious, He and his partner
plaved steadily, and the score was taken to
2606 !

“That's done 1it!"" murmnured Fenton,
“One more run, and it will be a draw, Any
decent hit now will give the South Africans
the victory, Well, it's been a first-class game,
anvhow !

Browne took his run, the batsman stiffened.
and the ball went hissing down the pitch.

Clack !

UIp went the leather, shooting wickedly
overhead towards the boundary, -
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Nipper took a tremendous leap upwards,
and there seemed no hope. But his out-
stretched hand touched the ball and stayed
s rapid flight,

“Oh!” went up a great gasp.

The leather bounced from Nipper’s hand,
but he grabbed again and recovered himself,
and this time he held the bali firmly,

The Scuth Africans were out—beaten by
one~ run !

CHAPTER 20
An Old Friend !
H, well played!”

“Good old Nip-
per!® .
“Well  done, St

Irank’s!"’

The South Africans were disappointed, as
was only natural, but they did not stint their
praise. Dramatically, unexpectedly, the St.
IFrank's eleven had gained the victory, but
it was a close victory, And there was no
need for the Afrikanders to feel despondent.
The game had been a splendid one from
start to finish.

“There’'s ecertainly nothing wrong with
English ericket,” said Joubert drlﬁly. “As
long as the homeland Public Schools can

turn out players like you chaps—well, there’s
nothing much to fear.” .

“It's a pity you can’t stay longer,” said
onc of the other South Africans, "1 under-
stand you're sailing to-night ?”

“Yes—late,” said Nipper. rather reluct-
antly. *““We haven’t scen half of Durban yet,
and we wanted to go to lots of other places
in South Africa. too. Still, there'll be another
chance when we're on the way home from
Australia,”

“You mustn't forget to pay a long visit-—
two or three wecks,”’ said Joubert. *“I want
you to come to my own school, and I'll show
vou round.”

The St. Frank’s fellows had endless offers
of this kind, and they hardly knew what
to do, since it was quite impossible for them
to accept all. The cordiality of the South
Africans was wellnigh overwhelming.

Nipper and Handforth managed to get
away, after a spell, and they were standing
by themselves, looking at the animated
scene. Suddenly Handforth stopped talking,
and stared,.

“Look !” he cjatulated at last, clatching
at Nipper's arm. “Look at that big black
chap, over there! He's Umlosi.”

‘ Rot!"” said Nipper. "“There are pienty of
coloured people here, vou know, Handy. and
it's casy enough to mistake—— By Jove!
I believe wvou're right, though!” he added,
with a catech in his voiwce. It 18 Umlosi!
There aren’t two men in the whole of Africa
with his physique.”

They were looking at a gigantic gentle-
man of ebony hue, who was approaching.
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Umlosi was the great Kutana chieftain, who
had aiways been Lord Dorrimore’s staunchest
friend. How many adventures had they had
together! A good many of the St. Frank’s
fellows, too, were very well acquainted with
Umlosi, and had had their own adventures
with him. They had shared perils galore.
o “Greetings, Manzie!” boomed Umlaosi, as
he approached, his eyes troubled. *“Wau!
It does my eyes good to rest them upon your
woell-knit figure !”

“Umlosi!” ejaculated Nipper, as he ran
forward, and shook hands. "We didun't
expect to sce you down here. Kuatanaland
i3 thousands of miles further north, isn’t
A o

Umlosi had chosen to address Nipper by
a name that he, himself, had nvented. It
was a native word, meaning ‘““water,” but
Umlosi used it in the sense that Nipper's
eyes were always sparkling.

Before they could talk any more, Nelson
Lee came up, having seen Umlosi from =zome
lirtle disrance away.

“"Tis good, Umtagati,
rumbled the Kutana chief,
to sceek yve out.”

“What are you doing here, Umlosi?”
asked Nelson Lee, afier he had shaken hands,

1 seek ye, Umixgati, the wizard, and
"tis for vou to make use of those great powers
of magie which are yours!”

“You are referring, I take it, to Lord
Dorrimore 7"

“Wau! Thou hast spoken well, Umta-
gati,” said Umlosi gravely. “1 come to seek
.your aid. My snake tells me that my father
1s alive, and not far distant.”

“You really. think that Deorrie is alive,
then ?” asked Nipper eagerly.

“Tis more than a thought, Manzie,” said
Umlosi. “’Tis a conviction—burning within
my breast. My snake has told me——"

“Your snake?” put in Handforth, staring.
“I didn’t know you kept pets.”

“Don't be an ass, Handy"” :zald Nipper.
“Umlosi means that his instinet tells him
thia.” He has rummy dreams, you know, and

—

R

0O my master
‘““Twas my wish

N’Kose, my master. I have seen him in
trouble, but alive and well. And I ask you,
Umtagati, to come north with me, ou to the
great plains. Together we will seeck my
masier., Together we will find him.”

“I'm afraid it is impossible, Umlosi,”
sald Nelson Lee quietly. ““As you know, I
am on a big ship at present, and it is sailing
from Durban rto-might, We are off to
Austrahig—-"
~ “And thou would’st do this, knowing that
thy friend 1s in peril?” asked Umlosi, in
wonder. **Nay, my master, thou art speak-
ing strangely.”

“If I could believe that Dorrie was rcally

alive " began Lece.

“My father lives!” insisted the giant
black, “Do I not know it? Does not my
snake iell me so? Have I not dreamed
wondrous dreams?”

Nelson Lee's eyes suddenly became
anitmated.

“Perhaps—yes, perhaps it can be

managed,” he murmured. * Umlosi, vou will
come with us to the great ship. There we
will talk. And there, perhaps, we wili make
scine arrangement,”

“Does this 1aecan that we shall stop in
South  Africa longer, sir?” asked Nipper
agerly.

“Tt does not,” replied Nelson Lee. “The
St. Francis will sail to-night. Perhaps
I shall remain Dbehind—following on to

Adelaide by the next big liner.”

Here was a fresh piece of execitement.
Nelson Lee, although in full charge of the
school ship, was thinking about staying
behind! But he knew full well that Umlosi
was a man of exceptional powers, and Nelson
Lee had faith in this strange instinct of
UUmnlost’s.

What if Lord Dorrimore was really alive,
and in need of help?

So Nelson Lee virtually decided that he
would accompany the Kutana chief on this
trip, in the hope that the life of the missing
Lord Dorrimore would be saved.

In any case, it was quite evident that there
were going to be some dramatic events in

“Thou art surely right,” interrupted |the immediate future!
Umlosi. “In my dreams, I have seen THE END.
NEXT WEEK’'S GRAND YARN-—
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~¢ BETWEEN
RSELVES!

OUR AUTHOR CHATS WITH OUR READER

shatl be wpleased lo
remarks as are Lik
mtjority. All letters
FUOWY SEARLLS

Editgr, THL
STGIY LIBRARY,

E. S. BROOKS

You onght to feel quite:pleased with your-
self, Peter Iidward Baker (Adelaide}. The
St. Frank’s boys are already on their way
lo Australia, and, what is more to the point,
their first port of call in the Commonwealth
will be Adelaide, your own town! What 13
still more to the point, the fellows are going
out to Australia, so that they ¢an have a
look at the Test Matches. Iow's that?

* L ] .

Still, it's @ pretty long trip to Australia,
and all my Aussie cobbers mustn’'t be
impatient if the Scheol Ship pauses a bit
on its way in South Africa. This, T expect,
will please you—Neville Kirkman (Pieter-
maritzburg)- —mpecm]ly as the crowd wvisit
Durban, This isn't your own town, but
at least 1t is 1n Natal. Besides, my cor-
respondence tells me that I have a very [
large number of readers in Duarban, and my
job iz to please the majority. 1 not only find
yvour letters “a weeny bit interesting,” but
exceedingly so. So don't stop them on any

account, old man., 1f you want your photo
in the Readers’ Gallery above, I'm afraid
you'll have to send me something better

than those snaps which I received from you
on December 14th of last year.

L] ] L

I think vou have been trying to pull my
leg—J. Herman (Tarkastad, 8. Africa)l—
when you tell me that you feel fresh alter
a 40-mile walk. 1 know that you South
Atricans are jolly energetie, but there's a
limit. By the way, this and next week's
yarn ought to intercst you particularly, and
all other South African ruaders, too. Please
let me know what you think of it, and
don’t hesitate to haul me over the coals if
['ve made any slipw And please don’t rag
me for not raking the bovs to Cape Provinee,
or to Capetown, or to Rhodesia, or to the
Transvaal, [ can’t take them everywhere,
and they have at teast bee. to South Africa;
so I hope voull all be pleased. By the
way, Juliua ['d like permission te publish
yvour photograph, which I was so pleased
to receive from you last February.

NOTE.—1! any reader writes

NELSON
] The Fleelway
Farringduvn Slreetl,

to me, 1
cumment upon such
ely to wmnterest the
showld be addressed ;
BROOKS, c¢jo The
LEK SCHOOIL

House,

Londun, E.C.4

GERARD WOOD

| IRSE——

Glad to hear—Gerard Wood (Macclesfield)
—that your entire family is still keen on
the Old Paper. This is the sort of thing
that encourages e more than anything.
[t's fine to know that my yarns are rcad
and appreciated by father, mother, sisters
and brothers. Perhaps, when your pceople
spot your phmo at the top of the page this
week, they'll be so pleased to see it that
rhe-j.r'H give me their own separate perimis-
sions to publish the photographs that are
in my albums?

* * =

Let's hope you will like the new series

which 1is just starting. Henry Poso (Mel-
bourne). The Si. Frank's erowd will be 1
Australia for quite a number of wecks,

but I can’t guarantee that they'll st.y very

long 1n Melbourne. However, ther2'll be
a strong ‘U'est Match interest, and quite a
“fow adventures of the kind that usually

come in the summer holiday stories. 1 am
glad that you and your brothers always
buy the Old Paper, and the I’oPuLAR,

- * *

Yes—TFred H. Clitheroe (St. Leonards-on-
Seaj-—Handforth has been abroad lots of
times before the Indian trip. Willy is his
only brother, but they have two sisters—one
married, named Edith, and Ena, who 1s at
the Moor View School.

* * -

I'm not sure whether the general run of
readers want the Moor View girls to be in
the stories more than they are—W. Goddard
(Foresl and 1 always want to be
sure I'm pleasing a majority. However, you
may rest assured that Irene & Co. will appear
in the yarns from time to time.
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Another Exciting Instalment of cur Stunning Football 2rd Detective Scrial!

(fniroduction

Whats Wrong with
i t e r .

on page 33.)

B i i e i e o e i e i S i o o e e T o S S

Slowly but surely the myslery surrounding Northmoulh Rovers s disentanglin g
tiself ; and whal looked irthe a plot against a football club is proving to be some-
thing much bigger, as Nelson Lee and Nipper discover ibis week.

T

A Night Flight!

I' was not usual for Nipper to show
I great excitement, but he was certainly
showing it now. Nelson Lee,

admitting that he had cause for it, was
thankful that Clarice Colton had stopped in
her car. In such moments dangerous infor-
mation may be given, and the great detec-
tive, whilst admiring the girl who was driving
them to Wintlesham, was pot in the least
disposed to take her into his confidence any
more than was absolutely necessary.

“1 think your thecory is probably correct,.

Nipper, but you don't want to proclaim it
to the world,” Lee said. * Here’s the vietim
coming ronund, and Miss Colton crossing the
road. There’s a car approaching, so we'll
leave the discussion to another time.  Miss
Colton, stop that car, please. This man may
nced hospital treatment.”

The girl stepped into the light of the ap-
proaching headlamps, and held up both
hands. Nelson lLee and Nipper bent over
tho gagged and bound man who had been
thrown from the car as it went into the
ditch, and who was lecking up at them with
puzzled, frightened eyes.

The detective pulled the gag from his
mouth just as the other car was stopping,
and then cut the rope that bound him,

“T am obliged to you,” the man said, in a
low voice. He tried to get to his feet,

whilst -

R I e o = S S S

but he was so stiff as to be incapable of
movement, and rolled back into the road.
“1 shall soon be all right, though I've had
an extremely unpleasant experience. My
name is Denver—Llord Denver.”

There was a gleam of interest in the de-
tective’s eyes as he helped the man to his
feet. No wonder his face had seemed [amiliar
to him, for Lord Denver was the millionaire
steel magnate, now very much in the public
eve because of a huge order secured in face
of fierce competition from foreign firms.

“What happened?’’ asked the detective
sharply.

“All T ecan tell youn is that I left my hotel
in London shortly before ten this morning,”
was the reply. “I remember a man colliding
heavily with me; felt a needle prick in the
back of my neck, vaguely remember being
helped into a taxi, and when I zecovercd
consciousness I was lying gagged and bound
in a motor-van, Just this side of York, they
stopped, turned into a quiet lane, and gave
me some food. Then another car drove up.
I was placed in tho back seat, and covered
with a rug. The next thing I knew was
when, after travelling miles at a {errific speed,
the car suddenly swerved into the ditch, and
[ was thrown out. Gee whiz! I'm getting
agony 1n my arms and legs now.”

“Can you describe the man who drove you
on the last stage?” demanded Nipper.

His lordship, suffering agony from return.
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ing circulation, gazed a little coldly at the
youngster who was apparently so indifferent
to his sufferings.

“] am not in a position to describe any
of the men!” he snapped. “The only ane |

saw in davlight was the man who collided |

with me outside the hotel, and save that he
was a well-dressed man of about middle age.
with an apolocetie manner, T ecan't deseribe
him. 1 know one of the men had reddish
hatr, and [ believe it was the man who
was driving me just now. The thing is, what
am I to do now *"

Nelson Leec and Nipper glanced at each

other. Bert Darter, the Rovers’ centre half,
whose place Nipper had taken in the team.
had ginger hair. and they knew that upon at
lonst two occasions .he had driven Mr
Minter's car—which was now wrecked in the
ditch.

Pretty Clarice Colton was staring in be
wilderment from one man to the other.

“The best thing vou can do iz to drive
straight te the Harbonr Hotel, Northmouth.
’phone Deotective sergeant Stone, tell him the
whole story, and tell him that Nelson Lee
advised yvou to take his advice.” said the
famous detective to Lord Denver,

The millianaire started, and gazed with
interest at the man who was supporting him.

“Nelson Lee! I've heard of vou, and you
would be the verv man to—"

“Perhaps we can have a talk in the morn
ing. but at the Harbour Hotel I am known
as Mr. Nelson. a survevor, so 1 must ask
you to bhe discreet.” put in Lee quickly
“And 1 advise vou to be very careful. This
is a mighty big business, Lord Denver, 1
am already behind time for an appointment,
and mustn’t stop anv longer., DBut the man
from the Yard will take certain precautions
for your safety, and 1 advise you to be
guided by him.”

Lord Denver was stamping up and down to

l

|
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vase his cramped legs, and Swinging his arms,
He looked a little seared. The motorist
Clarice Colton had stopped was going to
Northmouth, and was perfeetly willing to
take the steel magnate to the Harbour Hotel
hefore poing to his own destination.

Nelson Lee gave him a word of advice.

“Stop for no one—not even a policeman in
unitform--and get to Northmonuth as quickly
as possible. I there snould be any trouble
give this card to Detective-sergeant Stone o
the C.1.D., and he will put things right.”

Just as the car drove off a policeman eveled
up. Leaving him to take posscssion of the
wrecked car, Nelson Lee. Nipper, and Miss
(Colton went back to their own., ‘I'hey were
soon cutting through the ehilly night air once
more. Clartee, a little excited, groatly bewil-
dered. and feeling that she was taking part
in some great adventure $he could not un.
derstand. but had all the force of the law
behind Ler, let the engine out as she had
never dared let it ont on the road before.

Nipper longed to discuss the strange affair
with hig chief, but he knew that Nelson Lee
would not take the pretty girl who was
driving them into his confidence; which was
nerhaps natural enough, seeing that she was
in love with one of the men still under sus-
~ieion,

But this incident en the road showed that
they were up against a mightyv big thing.
This was no local gang. A millionaire had
heen spirited away from London, which
meant that a large and well organised gang
must have been engaged in it.

But what was wrong with the Rovers?

It could be definitely said now that who-
ever else might or might not be involved. two
men most certainly were, and those two

men  were Minter, the manager of the
Rovers If,C., and Bert Barter, the centre-
half !

e ——

club.

Rovers, and

trainer of the Rovers, .
and he tells Lee that he thinks

What's Gone Defore.

AELSON LEE, the world-famous detective, and Lis assistant

NIPPER, are investigating the mysterious disappearance of James Ridley and Ma i
Mayhew, two directors of Northmouth Revers, the famous First Division football

Lee fears that they have been kidnaypped. and suspects

DICK RIDLEY ., nephew of James Ridley, and International centre-forward of the

STEPHEN LANGTON, the elub's chairman, of being implicated in the mystery.
15 also suspicious of Dert DBarter, Minter, and Cdles, rfnh‘ﬁ-hgﬂf. manager and
Detectivessergeant Stone, of Scotland Yard, s called n,

EDWARD COLTOXN, another director of the Lovers, is responsible for the diseppear
ance of Ridley and Mayhew, and that Colton 1s also earrying on a big game o)
smuggling, but Lee does not agree that Co'ton s tnvolved.
diseovery that Dick Ridley has seeretly invented a wondérful silent aeroplans
engine—financed by Langlon—Nelson Lee gets Clariee Colton, the Rovers' director's
niece, to drive him and Nipper to Wentlesham Military Aeredrome.
they near'y eome inlo collision with another car.
Nelson Lee can see him, and in the roadwny beside this car—which s wrecked -1s
the bound nnd gagned figure of a man.
bet this chap was dite for the sume place as Ridley and Mayhew !”

(Now read on.)

e

Following Niprer'e
On the way,
Tlhe driver gets away before

“DBy Jovel!” says Nipper exciledly 1
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Over the Rovers'’ Ground!

LL: mght?” asked a cheertul voice,
“Qune ! said Nelson o Lee. And

Nipper. sitting in the back of the

acrovlane beside hiz chief, pulled his
fur-lined leather coat closer round him, and
snuggled down further bebind the small
windsereen.

A couple of ollicers in light-blue overcoats
stepped further back, mechanies stood by
the chocks, a burly man in brown swung
the propellor, and the engine voared. It had
already had o preliminary warm up whilst
walting for the passcngers, and now i1t was
off at « rush. Somethung dark loomed
ahead. but they were rising up over 1it, and
the lights of Wintlesham aerodrome were
bui!rg left behind.,

The commmanding oflicer’s wife had taken
Clarice Colton off to snatch a few hours

i

sleep. Nelson Lee had told her very little,
but he had sworn her to scereey ahout thut
little, Impressing upon her that she muost
not cven tell Dick Rudiey the truth about

that nicht trip.

And Captain Tony Craddoek, the R.AF.'s
most dashing mght tHier, was heading the
armyv's swiftest and most silent “plane to
wards the sea at a speed of about o hundred
and fifty miles an hour. Nipper. in the
warm helmet and coat that were consider-
ably on the large side, rather wished that he
was 1 cne of those lusurious air liners,

The aeroplape was right over the looiball ground now, and Nippe:, lvoking down, saw flickering
lights moving on the playing pitch.

Gamning the seca, Craddock turned sharply
and rose to a higher altitude, and Nelson
l.ee put the night glasses slung round his
neck to his eyes. The pilot evidently had his
mstructions, but Nipper had had no chance
0i a private conversation with his chiet.

“Where are we going, guv'nor?” he
beliowed, above the roar of the engine and
the rush of wind.

"Northmouth !”  shouted
staring through the glasses.

[t seemed strange to be flying  back
through the air to the town from which they
had just arcived by road, and 1t struck
Nipper that Nelson Lee must have changed
his plans. Vorty miles 1in that "plane scemed
nothing, and now Nipper could see the
ghts of Northmouth beneath him;  he
traced the habour, saw the Rovers’ football
enclosure, saw a few scattered lamp-posts
marking the end of the sleeping town.

his chief, still

Nelson Lee was speaking 1nto the tele-
phone to the pilot, and the 'plane went
round in a cirele, =till dropping. Nipper

realised that they were right over the foot-
ball ground now, and they were f{lying low
enough for hiin to see the stand and the
terraces—and to see some flickering lights
moving on the playing pitch!

With o Jow whistle he leant over the side,
and necarly lost his belmet, but he grabbed
it and peered eagerly down into the dark-
eSS,
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Three or four men were moving a "plane
into the grecat hangar under the terracing
nt the east end of the ground.

Nipper did not have time to sce anything
more, for Nelson Lee was speaking orders
into the telephone again, and the wmilitary
'plane  was heading towards Wintleshawm
anerodrome.

“Looks as though the Bat has been try-
ing Raidley’s new engine,” shouted Nipper.

M Possibly 1" shouted his chicf. “But more

robably his flight has been  postponed.

'ou sce, Lord Denver did not arrive!”

“Crumbs!” murimured Nipper to himself,
as the ’'plane went rushing through the
darkness.

He knew two things now. Nelson Lee
must be working for the Scerct Service, or
they would never be in this swift, military
'plane; and, beyend all doubt now, his chief
suspected Stephen Langton, tho man  for
whom Dick Ridley had made the seccret,
silent engine!

Scmething Wrong !

T was with great reluctance that Nipper

I rose the next morming, or rather, later

the same wormng, for it had been five

o'clock before he had turned in. Now,

at eight o'clock., there was an iey nip in

the air, and frost was on the window-panes

The Town Quay looked grey and deserted,

and work on the timber wharf across the
river was at a standstill,

“Crumbs! It's eold!” he said, as he
plunged his head into the icy cold water
that effectually banished sleep from his eyes,
Then he hastily dressed, and hurried down
stairs, As he gained the hall he was stag-
gered to sce his chief, looking brisk and
fresh, come striding into the hotel.

“Glorious morning for a walk,” Nelson
Lee said. “And, by Jove, I'm ready for
my breakfast!”

“T’'m reudy for that without any ecarly
morning exercise, said Nipper, with a grin.

They entered the cosy coffee-room, with 1ts
glowing fire, and started on the excellent
breakfast placed before them. After a few
minutes, Nipper glanced round the room.

“Heard anvthing about Lord Denver this
morning ?”" he asked.

“"He's in London by now,” said Nelson
Lee calmly. “He's got pluck, that chap.
He knew that he was urgently needed 1n
London, that his absence. might cause a
financial panie, so he travelled to London
on the sleeping-train last night, though he
must have been feeling like a chewed up rag
Lie had some supper here, then went and saw
Stone, who sent a plain-clothes man with
him to London.

“1’'ve been to the police station this morn
ing,” went on Nelson Lee, “but Stone has
been up half the night, and had not turned
up yet. The polico roused Minter at seven
o clock this morning to question himm about
his car, He told them that it was still in
his garage, and when he took the policeruen
there, they fcund the deors closed, but in-
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| vestigaution showed that the lock had been

foreccd and the place was empty.”

Nipper slowly finished a mouthful of egg
and bacon. :

"That could have been done by him when
he heard what had happened,” the lad said
shrewdly.

“And no doubt was!” agreed the detective
grimlv.  “But for the moment the police
have to be satisfied—or must appear satished
—witiy that explanation. I shall be seeing
Stone this morning, and when you get back
from football practice, 1 think 1 shall be
able to advance some sort of theory. By
the way, I shall be interested to hcar if
Barter 1s on the ground this morning.”

As Nipper, his hands in the pockets of
his overcoat, walked briskly towards the
Bleakridge ground-—which a few hours ago,
he had been watching from the air—he won-
dered what Barter’'s attitude would be to-
wards him.  He felt convineced that that
quarrel of yesterday had been dehiberately
plauned with the 1idea of keeping him—
Nipper—out of the way. but as luck would
have it he bad come through unscathed.
And both he and his chief felt convineed
that it was the ginger-hcaded centre-half
who had been driving the car that Minter
alleged was stolen,

Nipper was at the ground carly, and en-
tered the recreation-room, to find about half
a dozen men gathered round the gasstove,
which little more than took the c¢hill off the
air. David Williains was ono of them, and
he was holding his long, thin hands to the
blaze, as he swaid

“Land of my fathers! I hope there is
some good shooting this morning! Yes in-
deed and to goodness 1 shall stnnfand frecze
nnless I'm kept busy!”

“Well, I'll try and oblige you, Davo!” said
a cheerful voice, and big Dick Ridley strode
in, rubbing his hands together, and looking
in high spirits.

“ And | expect the infant prodigy will want
to be in the picture!” said Urogan, the
burly left back, who was a pal of Barter's,
and another of Nipper's enemies.

“And look vou he’s in the picture on
Saturday ' Hashed the Welsh goahe. " He's
playing against Halston United. Yes he 1s,
I tell you, and they're standing Barter down
again.” |

Rutherton, the veteran back, sensing a
row, quickly intervened,

“Come on, boys! You'll feel colder if you
hang about over that stove. Let's change
and get a move on.”

There was a move into the dressing-room.
More players were rolling up now, and soon
a little crowd of them were at full practice
out on the playing piteh. The turf was like
iron, and the ball lhively. Charging was for-
bhidden, but there was o lot of pretty head
voerk, and the gloomy goalie found himself
kept busy  enough to ensure reasonable
warmth, especially when Ihick Ridley or
young Nipper had the ball anywhere in the
neighbourhood ol the penally area.
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Barter did not turn up, but Nipper saw
Samuel Minter, looking pale and worried,
talking to the trainer. Then came a breather,
and Nipper turned to Grecsan.

“Where’s your pal, Barter? Isn’t he
turning up this morning ?” he asked, with
well-agssumed carelessness,

“What’s that to do with you?” pgrowled
the left back.

“Oh, nothing in particular, but we didn’t
part on the hest of terms yesterday. He
tried to spear me with a flag-post, and you
natutally take a little interest in a gentle-
man with a hebby of that sort, don’t you?”

weveral players laughed.

" Poor Barter is in trouble,” said Grogan.
“His sister in Manchester is seriously ill, and
he has been sent off. He went off yester-
day afternoon, but there is little hope.”

There were murmurs of sympathy. Nipper
said nothing, but that unexpected speech
told him two things; that Barter had been
driving the car, and had been smuggled out
of the way, and that Grogan was another
member of the team involved in the mystery
he and his chief were engaged in attempting
to solve.

As the players were leaving the playing
pitch for the dressing-room, Stephen Lang-
ton appeared with Minter., The managcr
looked gloomy and apprehensive, but the
“Bat " was looking qguite genial, with a smile
upon his hawk-like face. As Nipper ap-
proached, he beckoned to him with a com-
manding hand, and, to the youngster’s sur-
prise, led him out of earshot.

“"Well, Mr. Assistant-SBurveyor-Assistant
Detective,” the chairman began, “1 suppose
you've scen that we want you to play for us
at Halston. Barter has a sister seriously
ill, and has been called to her. 1In any case,
as I’ve just told Minter, I consider you the
better man. 1 wish you would tell your
chief how I appreciate his sportsmanship in
releasing you to put in so much training,
and that 1f he would care to see the match
at Halston, the club would be declighted to
have him as a guest. I had hoped to ac-
company the team, but find I shall be un-
able to do so, and he is more than welcome
to my place.”

Avud this was the” man that Nelson Lee
was after!

With all his loyalty and devotion to his
chief, Nipper could not help thinking that
Nelson Lee was making a mistake. Minter
was in it, Barter and Grogan, too, prob-
ably, but surely not this plucky, audacious
man; this daring airman with the cynical,
bafling sinile, and his intense interest in
footbail.

“Thanks!” said Nipper gratefully. “TlI
tell him. I expect he’d like to come. Hope
the engine is going strong, Mr. Langton.”

“It promises well. Don’t forget to tell
your chief about Saturday, and let them know
at the office, for if Mr. l.ee can’t manage
it, I’11 let someone else have the vacant seat.”

He turned abruptly and walked away.
And Nipper, having tubbed and changed,
set off for the Harbour Hotel, to find that
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his chief had lelt a note for him saying that
he would not be in to lunch.

The famous detective returned early in
the evening, and, over tea in the lounge,
Nipper told him of Langton’s invitation.
Nelson Lee looked quite ypleased about it.

“I'll be delighted to accept,” he said,
with a faint smi?e. “It is both an indication
that something is doing, and a probable in-
surance against trouble uuntil Saturday.”

Nipper munched the excellent buttered
toast.

“1 don’t get you, guv’nor,” lhe admitted.

“Well, I’ve been talking things over with
Stone,” explained Lee, “and we at least
see a glimpse of daylight. We're agreed
that Minter and Barter, and probably cothers
connected with the club, are in league with
a clever gang wuo are apparently rcady to
turn their hands to kidnapping, gun-running,
smuggling, and the dope trade, aund that
Northmouth is the centre of their operations,
From that point we differ. Stone still sticks
to the theory that a ship is used—probably
a trawler—but I believe our friend Langton
carries the cargo, though I'll admit it’s ex-
traordinary how he has managed to 'and fre-
quently in Holland without being observed.

“Your message strengthens my theory,”
went on Nelson Lee grimly. “There 18
something planned for Saturday, and Lang-
ton, who is not altogether comfortable ubout
our presence here, wants to make sure of
us being out of the way. Well, I hope to
see the match, to see you at the top of your
form, and to be back inside the Granite
Fort when the " DBat ’ starts on his noctural
flight !”

Nipper gulped down some hot teca and
nearly choked.

“The Granite Fort!”

“Well, they still call it a fort, though as
a mecans of defence it would be absolutely
useless against modern artillery,” said Lee.
“The guns are occasionally used for salu-
ting, so a few men are kept there. From iy
point of view it is useful, because it looks
over the Rovers ground, and it has a drill
ground which, young Craddock has just as-
sured me, will afford suflicient room for a
take-oft."”

Nipper gave that peculiar indrawn whistle

of his. e could see daylight now, and he
felt a thyill. There was to be a chase in
the air., Tony Craddock, the dashing young

R.A.F. pilot, was to go in pursuit of that
daring night flier who was such a mystery,
but whom Nipper could not bring himself
to believe was a criminal.

“Do we go, too?” he asked eagerly.

“If we succeed in frustrating your foot-
baller friend's attemnpts to delay us, we most.
certainly shall,” said Nelson l.ee dryly.
“With auything approaching luck, the next
time Stephen Langton goes into the air this
strange business will be a fair way towards
being solved!”

(At last it scems that Nelson Lee is
gelting to the bottom of the mystery. Look
out for another exciting instalment mncxt
Wednesday, chums!)
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have been discussed in
time to time.

I have been i1n  dressing-rooms where
cricketers have been gathered together, a..d
I have heard them discussing these questions.
I'he bowlers have said that 1t was they who
had won the game, and the batsmen have
replied 1t was the batting which broke the
heart of the other fellows, and enabled the
bowlers to reap their harvest.

Actnally, of course, the best way out of
the dilliculty, when such a question is asked,
1: to reply that the suceessful ericket team
possesses sound batsmen, deadly bowlers, and
ficlders who take the echances which are
oifered to them. It is all-round work which
wins cricket matches, although it is possible
to say in regavd to certain games—and par-
ticularly Test matches—-that a britliant 1enings
or a specially deadly spell of bowling has
turned the scale one way or the other,

As an illustration of the part which {.e
batzsmen play, take the first Test mateh of
the present series—the once plaved at Brisbane.
Eneland did none too well In the early
stages; there was a danger of the side being
out for a disappointing score, reckoned by
Australian siandards. Then ““Patsy ” Hen-

R,
stra:a’s crack bowilers,

Batting or Bowling?

S batting or bowling the more important
in big cricket matches? Is it the bat-

ting or the bowhng which wins
games!  These are questions which

cricket circles [rom
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TEST-WINNING
BOWLERS !

This specially - written article will
interest all readers in view of the
fact that the Test matches letween
Engiand and Austratia are now
being played ** down under.”

dren came to the rescue with a great inmngs,
amd boecause Patsy stcod in the breach so
long, 1t was easier for the other batsnen
to make runs, though i saying this | don’s
want to detract from the merit of that heroio
innings of 0 played by the bowler, Larwosd.

That was a mateh, however, of which it
could bo said that a batsman helpea the
bowlers to win it. Instcad of Austraha
having to go n against a comparatively small
total, they had to face a huge cre—such a
score that the task set their batsmen
bordered on the impossible. And the Engiand
bowlers proceeded to reap the harvest which
had been set by the batsmen.

When England Was Skittled OQut!

On the other hand, we could go back to
Test matches whiech have literally been won
by bowlers If ever a scries of Test games
was decided by the bowlers, then the
matches in England in 1921 were so decided.
Perhaps you don’t remember them., Perbaps
you are too young to recall that Australia
sent to England, that summer, two bowlers
who skittled England out-—Ted Macdonald,
who now plays for Lancashire, and .Jack
Gregory, who played f r Australia in the
first of the T'est matches of the presenr serics
and broke down i the course of it.

T'heze two men, sending them down faster
than anything to which our batsinen were
at that tine accustomed, made it easy for the
Australian baismen to get enough runs to
win the matches, YWhat would Austratia give
now to have Macdonald aud Gregory back in
he side, bowling at their very best?

During recent years there has been what
11 called a world-shortage of bowlers.
Australia is particularly short of Lowlers at
the present time. DBut it isn't surprising,
thiz shortage of bowlers.

In England to a large extent, and in Ans-
tralia to an even greater extent, it would
almost scem as if everything possible has been
done to make batting easy, and to break
the hearls of the bowlers,
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These Perfect Pitches!

What wonderful piteches they make in Aus
tralia, Slart-fronted affairs, they are called,
all beautifully ivomed out. But where does
the bowler come in on such pitches? The
answer is that he seldom comes in for a
harvest unless he is an execeptional bowler.

I have chatted wrh bowlers who have been
to Australia, and one of these men expressed
the feeling which the others undoubtedly held.
“In Australia,” he said, *you don’t so
much hope to get batsmen out, as vou hope
that the batsmen will get themselves out.”
The more perfeet the pitches, the more
difficult the task of getting batsmen out, the
less likely are you to go on producing good
bowlers, for the simple reason that young

lads who show abilitv in bowling don’t
develop it.  They don’t think it is worth
while.

What Australia Lacks!

Of course, 1t was bad luck for Australia
when Jack Gregory broke down in the first
match of the present series. But that 1s
another of the effects of “too-good’’ pitches.
The harder the ground. the more likely 1s if
to result in the fast bowler straining him-
solf, or damaging himself in other ways. In
Australia Maurice Tate wears most expensive
and specially made boots in the effort to
prevent his feet getting bad, as they did
during the last tour,

Never was the shortage of bowlers in Aus.
tralia made more obvious than the fact that
they had to call up “Don’’ Blackie for
Test match duty when Gregory had to fall
out. Blackie has been a fairly successful
bowler in Australia for many years, but
he was not selected for a Test match until
the present series—and he is in his forty-
seventh year.

A man may be wonderfully well preserved
—and Blackie is certainly that but at forty-
six a man has to be exceptional to keep on
bowling for “hours at a stretch ” with any
hope of success against the cream of the
world’s batsmen. In the current matches
Australia has to rely on the older brigade
of bowlers because the voungsters have not
come on as Australia would have liked them
to do. But, as I sav, Australia hasn’t en-
couraged bowling, with the result that she
has produced batsmen instead of bowlers,

A ‘““Funny ' Bowler!

One of the men of Australia who can bowl
“all day long "' is Clarence Grimmett, but
there is no pace about him. Of Grimmett,
the truest thing to say i1s that he doesn’t so
much bowl his opponents out as think them
out. He is always setting a new sort of trap.
Grimmett is what we call, in these days, a
“ funny " bowler. First of all he has a
queer, unusual, low action, much like the
round-arm bowlers of older days. He delivers
the ball quite low, But he tosses it into the
dir, and usually it possesses a nasty leg-break.
Ocecasionally, however, one comes down which
isn't a leg-break at all; it goes the other way
—what is called a “googly.” _

He relies for his wickets on getting the
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batsmien to mis-hit; to misjudge the pitch of
the ball.  He hopes to deceive them by
variation of thght and amount of spin. We
have a bowler of onr own in Australia who
15 something like thelr Grimmett; this s
“Tich " IKreeman, the little Kent man who
took more wickets in England last scason
than any other bowler has ever taken in
ene first-class campaign anywhere,

Of course, Freeman is “getting on.'” too
—forty yecars of age—but a slow bowler who
doesn’t take much out of himself can naturally
go on longer than a fast man who puts every
ounce of energy into every delivery.

A Record-breaker—And the Reason Why!

Jusi before the Fngland team went to
Australia, one of our players gave me a new
reason for the extraordinary success of Free-
man last scason. You know that a smaller
ball was used in county games, Now I'ree-
man, a little fellow in everv sense, has also
a very small hand, and the view of this
player was that #reeman had been better
able to grip the ball, and impart more spin
to 1t, because it was smaller. That sounds
reasonable, doesn’'t 1t ¥

Just previously I mentioned the bowlers
who put every ounee of energy into their
bowling, and that leads me to say something
about the two men on whom we relied so
much when we sent the present side to Aus-
tralin—Harold Larwood and Maurice Tate.
In build they are as different as chalk and
cheese, Tate 1z a giant, big of muscle, broad
of shoulder, and, though putting no end of
encrgy into his bowling, is able to keep on a
long time,

On the other hand Larwood is less like a
fast bowler than any man I have ever seen
getting wickets with expresses. He s less
than medium height, and being pale of face
he doesn’'t look even ordinarily strong.
There is strength in him up to a certain
amount, however. This strength has to be
nursed, and that wise captain, Percy Chap-
man, knows how to nurse itr. That 15 why
Larwood haz done well.

Lightning Larwood!

For three ar four overs he can zend them
down like lightning, but at the end of three
or four overs he begins to tire, just a little
hit. ‘That iz the time to take off the fast
bowler, even though he may be getting
wickets. Chapman takes him off, givez him
a rest, and then brings him back to bang
down his cannon-balls once more.

It is bowlers of the Larwood type who,
especially in Australia. may almost literally
win matches themselves by just a few overs of
deadly trundling which gets rid of the other
side’'s most dangerous batsmen,

The success of Larwood may have a big
effect on cricket of the future. It may
inspire the lads of Australia, and of Tingland,
to develop into fast bowlers. And if the lads
of to-day take up bowling scriously, then that
world-shortage of bowlers of which I have

| spoken may be confined to the present deeade,
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