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Haif suffocated by the choking, 'acrid lumes, the St. Frank’s boys grasped at the beam which
pinned down Martin Reeve. It moved, and Handlorth, seizing his chance, dragzed out the
almost unconscious man.



Are the St. Frank’s Boys in YOUR District This Week, Chums?
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By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS
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First Norwich, and then Sheffield, The School Trawn is whizzing

on its way round Great Britain—and the St. Frank’s juniors are

meeting with plenty of adventure and excitement all along the

route. Settle yourselves down for hours of enjoyment in this
rattling fine yarn, chums !—ED.
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CHAPTER 1,
The School Train in Norwich!

“* EMARKABLE, Brothier Horace—without question, remarvkable !

R William Napolcon Browne, the long, lanky skipper of the Fifth Form
of St. Frank's, gazed interestedly at the little object which Horaco Stevens
held between his fingers,

“Never seen anyvthing like it,” said Stevens.

“Neither,” agrecd Browne, “have I. At the same time, brother, lot me deprecate
thiz questionable habit of picking up objects from the roadway, and fingering them
with such eareless abandon. It i1s a habit, Brother Horace, that vou must cheek. 1
Lhave heard on the best authority that the practice 1s franght with unknown dangers—-—""

“Chuck it!” interrupted Stevens impatiently., * Really, Browne, there's something
amazing about this, Look at 1t!”

The two Fifth-I'ormers halted in the road, and Brownoe condesccuded to gaze more
closely at the object 1n question. The sunshine of the early summer evening gleamed
tl:rongh the near-by trees. The lane was quiet and secluded—nothwithstandiug the fact
that the City of Norwich was only a mile or two away,

“It's metal,” said Stevens,  “Yet it 1s0't enamelled or paivicd, I it wasn’t
impossible, I'd say that the metal itself 1z red.”

“A rash statement, brother,” replied Drowne, shaking his head.  “ It appears lo
me that a kind of dye has been used.”

Stevens turned the oddly shaped object over in his hand. e had picked it up a
minute earlier, attracted Ly 1tz brilliant eolour. It had the feeling of a piece of metal,
Lut it was erimson in colouv—a clear, bright erimson.

“Feel it,” said Stevens. “It's just like a piece of iron or steel. I can't chip 1t—the
sintface I mean, Wait a minute ! Let's try something els¢.”

He remembered that be had a pocket-kuife with a file 10 i, Ilv tcok v out, opened
thwe file. and commenced vigorously to apply it to the strange metal,

“Well I'm hanged !” said Stevens blankly,
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ing,” said Browne with mild amazement.
“Without exaggeration, I can safely say
that I have never seen anything like it in
the whole course of my puff. Let me have
1t, Brother Horace. I am intrigued ”

“This colour is in the metal—right
inside 1"’ said Stevens, as he closely examined
the spot that he had been filing. “ And it’s
ui; h:}:rd as steel, too. It’s nearly ruined this
file.”

“Which, of course, means nothing,” ob-
served  Browne, ““These cheap knives,
brother, are worse than useless.”

“Cheap knives!” grinned Stevens. “It’s
the one you gave me on my last birthday!”

“In that case,” said Browne smuutKly.
“there can be no doubt that the metal is
indeed steel-like in its tenacity. It even re-
sists the application of this highly tempered
file. Let me see, Brother Horace.”

There was something very strange about
this piece of metal. The tiny red filings
themselves were glecaming and glinting—
scintillating in the most fascinating manner,
And where the metal had been scored, it was
just as red as on the surface. Without ques-
tion, the colour was the same throughout.

“But it's beyond belief,” said Stevens in-
credulously,  “I’ve never scen any coloured
metal before. At least, not a deep red colour
like this. And where did it come from?
[.ook at it! It hasn’t been eut or moulded.
It’s just like a fnused lump of stuff By
Jove !

“Something has stirred 77"

“I’!l bet this i3 a meteorite ! said Stevens
exeitedly. “It must be, Browne! There's
no metal like this on earth It must have
fallen out of space.” |

“A plausible enough theory, but I doubt
ils soundness,”” said Browne. “For, unless
I am greatly mistaken, our seedy friend in
the offing is unot entirely unconnected with
that chunk of metal—and I doubt if he
dropped from outer space.”

Stevens did not hear Browne’s final words.
I'or a stranger came running up, shouting
loudly and anxiously.

IZ was not so elderly as he appeared
H at first sight, But he was so sﬁabby,
and his hair was so tousled and un-
tidy, that one gained a wrong im-
pression at first sight. The man was
probably no more than fifty—a queer-looking
specimen, with wild, prominent eyes behind
thick spectacles,

“(zive that to me!” he exclaimed shrilly.
“It is mine ! That piece of metal is pine !
Give it to me I say!”

“Just a minute!”
away. ‘“‘Don’t snatch like
vours you shall have it
Know >

“I tell you 1t's mine!” shouted the
stranger. “I made it! Don’t you think 1
know what I'm talking about? I tell you
I made 1it! 1 dropped it by aceident not
five minutes ago. A hole in my pocket. I've
Leen searching—-~ Give it to me |”

said Stevens, backing
that! If it’s
But how do 1

—
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“I must agree that this is indeed astonish-

IIe held out a trembling hand, and there
was almost a note of pleading in his voice.
William Napoleon Browne stepped forward,
IXe had been examining the queer old fellow
with interest, and now he felt that it was
time for him to take a hand in the pro-
ceedings, He gently lifted the piece of
strange metal out of Stevens’ hand, and
turned to the newcomer,

“Before we go any further, Mr —Mr.
I regret, sir, that we have not had tho
pleasure of hearing your name——"

“My name is Reeve—Martin Reeve,” said
the other impatiently. “What does it
matler ? You are strangers to me, and I
am a stranger to you. We are not likely to
meet again,”

“I trust, Brother Reeve, that you havo
no foundation for this pessimistic attitude,”
sald Browne smoothily. “I readily believo
that this piece of metal is your property. I
accept without question your statement that
you manufactured it yourself. But you must
foggive us for having a pardonable curiosity.
Never before have Brother Horace or mysclf
seen metal of this kind.”

“I can well believe it |” said Mr. Martin
Reeve with a triumphant ring in his voice.
“There i3 no other metal like it—not in
the whole world—except the samples I havo
made. Red—green—blue—I have them all |”

He cackled to himself in a strange way,
and he fairly snatched the little knob of
red metal as Browne handed it to him.
Stevens gave his elegant chum a significant
glance. He was inclined to believe that
Mr. Reeve was ““off his rocker.” DBrowne
had a mild suspicion to the same effect—Dbut
there was always that piece of red metal to

substantiate the old [ellow’s surprising
statement.

“If it is indeed true, Brother Reeve, that
you can manufacture such brilliantly

coloured metal, I marvel at your apparent
neediness,” said DBrowne. ‘“Surely there is

a fortune in this singular invention. Think
of the possibilities! Coloured metal!
I'namelling unnecessary I”

“You have hit it!” said Mr. Reeve ex-

citedly ““Think of the permanence of such
metal ! It is untarnishable, remember! It
is as strong as steel—as tough as the finest
known metal! Anything can be made by

this process. Bieycles—-motor-cars—house-
hold utensils—window frames I could
mention a thousand different uses. And 1

can make it in any colour, all as hright and
as rustless as the finest stainless steel. You
understand 7 Coloured! Not merely on the
surface, but all through.”

He suddenly seemed to recall himself., ITe
gave the two St. Frank’s seniors a sharp,
suspicious look, and he nodded curtly.

“Thank you,” he said, breathing hard.
“Good day 1”

Heo walked off; and Browne and Stevens
exchanged glances, and followed him,
Stevens felt that the incident was over, and
that nothing further could be done. But
Browne was of a different opinion. 0ld
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Iteeve had interested Lt even more than
the coloured metal.

OME little distance up the lane there

S was a quaint old house. It was rather

bigger than a cottage, and it was in a

surprisingly  dilapidated  condition,

Ale. Martin Reeve turned 1n at the gatewayw,

pausing for a moment to look at that small
objeet 1n his hand.

*Excellent,” murmured Browne,
Reeve appears to live 1 this
mounldy habitation. Let us pursue
wateer,”’

“Whxy bother?” asked Stevens “We're
nearly home now, Browne, The train's only
just down the next lane,”

But Browne did not listen. Just -at the
moment he was nof interested in the St
I'rank’s School Train—which, as Stevens had
said, was comparatively near by, tucked
away on a quiet, almost forgotten siding,
some  little distance from any station, and
well on the outskirts of Novwich. |

The famous School Train had really only
1ust started on its travels, and 1t was due
to leave Norwich that very night., Fvery-
rvody vnderstood that Sheffield was to Le the
next stop. 1t was Saturday afternoon now,
and although the train would travel during
the night, it was probable that Sheflicld
would not be reached until rnudday
to-morrow, For Sheflield was a tongish trip,
and it was impossible for the School Train
fo run to any schedule. It was run from
place to place at the convenience of the rail-
way companies, and sometunes 1t would be
ohliged to make long detours in order to
avoid the ordinary traffic. By night travel-
ling, howaver, many of the difficulries were
overcome, And from the point of view of
the St. Frank's authorities, too, night travel-
ling was best—except on a Sunday.  Ior
lessons were in  progress on  every week-
day. and travelling would not be conducive
to concentrated study.

Fivervbody aboard the School Train had
bieen pleased with the Norwich location,
It was better to be out here, on this rural
siding—better than being backed mto some

“ Brother
somoew hat
this

coal-vard in  the viemity of a  noisy
sration. Indeed, whenever possible, the
School  Train was to be alwayvs side-
tracked on the outskirts of a big town,
“One moment, Brother Reeve,” =aid

Prowne smoothly.

Ile had advanced with long strides while
Mr. Reeve paused in the gateway of that
dilapidated old house.

“What 1s 1t?"” asked the old man, turn-
iirg.

“Without wishing to appcar unduly in.
quisitive, might I 1nquire 1if theve 15 any
possibility of this invention of voursbeing
itilised  for the general good asked
Browne. “I am greatly struck by the pos-
sibilities, and——"

He broke off as he olserved that My
teeve was regarding him seavchingly.  In.
deed, it was such a close inspection that
even the great Willimn Napoleon felt em.

IIJ"

barrassed. Stevens came in for that in
spection, too.

“1 trust we pass muster?’
politely.

“¥You are boys from the travelling school,
eh?"” asked Mr. Reeve. *““I have heard of
it. Indeed, I have scen the train. You
are St. Frank's scholars?”

“Yes, of course,” said Stevens.

“I feel that I owe you an apology for
my recent rudeness,” said Mr. Reeve
quietlv. “I was excited, I was very upset,

lease forgive me. If vou will eome inside
I will show you something very interesting—
if only in justification of my cwn statement.”
+ Nothing was ., more in keeping with
Browne's desires. He ac-

asked DBrowne

unhesitatingly

cepted the invitation, and a moment later
he and Stevens were being ushered inte

a musty-smelling hall.  From this they
passed into an amazingly untidy sitting-
room. It was furnished well enough

although the furniture was old, But every
corner of the room was littered with piles
of papers, stacks of metal, biscuit-tins, and
a hundred and one other articles of
rubbish.

“Come in—come in,” invited Mr. Reeve.
“Don’t take any notice of my untidiness,
I am a lonely old man. I don’t bother
with appearances. Theve is no time in this
life for such trifles.”

Ile took out a key and unlocked a eup-
board. Then he turned and placed two or
three lumps of metal on the table.

“See!” he said gloatingly, “I wasn't

boasting, was 1Y This is my metal. Red—
green—blue—purple! Do you sce them?
These are merely samples, I can make

any quantity—just as cheaply as the com-
mon-place stainless steel.”

The two scniors gazed with interest at
those pleces of metal, which gleamed and
glistened on the table. Kach piece of metal
was highly burnished, and each was of a
distinetive colour. There was something
fascinating in all this.

CHAPTER 2.
Martin Reeve's Secret!

R. MARTIN REEVE watched his
M visitors closely and cagerly as they
picked up the strange picces of

metal. and examined them,
“Let me tell you that I should not have

invited you into this house, and I should
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not have shown vou these specimens, but
. - - 1

for the acecident of your finding that red

metal,” he said suddenly. “But it has

occurred to me that I shall be safer if 1
take you into my confidence.”

M Bafer?” repeated BStevens. “What do
you mean, sir? You didn’t think you'd be
in any dungur, did you?”

" Danger—no,” replied the old man
“But you belong to this School Train, and
it is highly probable that you would have
talked. Why not? You saw something
very remarkable in that pilece of red metal,
and it is natural to assume that you would

discuss the matter—not merely with your
schoolfellows, but perhaps with the towns
people. And I do not want that., I urge

you, my young friends, to keep ihis secret
to yvourselves. It is my carncst desire that
you- should respect my wishes”

“But what harm would it do?” asked
Stevens.
“1 can see that I was wise In inviting

you in,” replied Mr., Recve grimly. *“You
would have talked., My own carelessness
1s responsible for this situation, and now
I can only do my best to make you hold
your tongues,™

“Then you might as well save yourself

the trouble, sir,” said Stevems. “It's all
right as far as 1'm concerned, but Browne’s
tongue has been out of hand for years.

Onece he starts, he can’t stop.”

“A slanderous statement, utterly devoid
of truth,” said Browne severely, “I'm
astonished, Brother Stevens, that you should
give me such a character. Let me suggest,
"Brother Reeve, that you should ignore this
youth. ~ Your sccret is safe with me. I
mimagine, from what vou have said, that
this process of yours is a new one, and that
it 13 not yet officially protected ?”

“If you mean that it is not patented,
yes,” said Mr. Reeve slowly. “1 do not
want a lot of talk about it. Neither do

I want to be bothered with people who will
do their utmost to steal my invention. 1
know the wortd too well! "There are plenty
of men who will be only too ready to rob
me.,?”’

There was bitterness in his tﬂne and he
stiddenly leaned over the dusty old tnb]c,
a fierce light came into his eyes.

“l1 have had plenty of experience,” he
said tensely. " No sooner do I hint at my
invention to the great financiers than they
want to entrap me. I can sce through their
games. They will finance me, yes. Oh,
yes! But they want me to sign contracts
which will mean millions for them and
nothing for me.”

“Unfortunately, Brother Reeve, there is
a great deal of truth in what you say,” said
Browne, shaking his head. “It is seldom
that an inventor benefits from his invention.
It is the man with the money who rakes
in the sheckles, I can well understand your
reluctance to have any dealings with the
financiers—particularly as your patent 1is
not yet protected. Might I suggest that
you ilave been somewhat lax in neglecting

| Gilman Browne,
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this all-important item. Would it not have
been wiser to paftent your process?”

“And what of the money?” demanded
Mr. Reeve angrily, It requirez money to
have a thing patented. I am poor. My
income is slender, and ecvery farthing of
it has Dbeen spmlt on my experiments, I
have no money for patents.,”

‘““ A point, brother—a distinet point,” mur-
mured Browne. “I must confess that I
had overlooked 1t. However, in this world
of crooks and sharks 1t is essential that yon
should take every care. Neither DBrother
Horace nor myself will take advantage of
your confidence——"

“Do not misunderstand me,” said Mnr.
Reeve. “I have taken you into my con-
fidenco purely in my- own interests. You
saw that picee of metal by accident, and
if 1 had let you go, you would have talked.
I am not ready for publicity yet. There-
fore, I thought it wise to give you a few
details and to ask you, as a matter of
honour, to respect my wishes.” .

“Well, of course,” said Stevens. “If you
don’t want us to say anything, we won't.
You ecan take our word for that, sir.”

“One moment—one  moment !” caid
Browne smoothly. “ Before giving any such
personal assurance, Brother Recvv, might
I suggest a scheme? 1 take it that uur
process 18 perfuct_nlthﬂugh unprotecte

“No process is perfect,” said the old man,

frowning. *““There are always improve-
ments to be made. However, my process 19
certainly commercially possible. This metal

can be produced in any quantity at «
reasonable cost. It will revolutionise the
entire steel trade., But you must remember
that there are other interests which will
be wholeheartedly opposed to the introdne-
tion of any such metal. To tell vou the
truth, I don't know what to do. I am sick
and tired of the financiers. They want
everything—they want to buy me body and
sonl. And for next to nothing!”

“I fear that you have approached the
wrong people,” said Browne, shaking bhis
head. “Have you, by any chance, ap-
pt'nachud the great steel manufacturers of
Sheflield 7”

“And allow them to steal my process?
n,tmt{*d Mr. Reeve.

“These are harsh words——?"

“1 am justified in using them,” inter-
rupted the old man bitterly, “Don’t mis-
understand me. Perhaps I am too blunt.
I do not mean that the Sheffield steel manu-
facturers would be deliberate in their
thieving methods, Oh, no! It would be
purely business. Contracts would be pre-
pared—which I should be required to sign—
and, believe me, those contracts would be
one-sided. The steel manufacturers would
get allff the fat.”

“Alas, I am afraid this is only too true,”
said Browne sadly. “But there is one stecl
manufacturer, Brother Reeve, who, I can
assure you, would give you a square deal,
If vou will take my tip, and approach Sir
of the Apex Steel Manu-



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOIL STORILES 7

[aciuring Company, Limited, you will be
cortain of the fairest of fair treatment.”

Stevens looked at hig lanky friend with
stiarp  inquiry. Me wondered 1if DBrowne
was attempting to pull the old man's leg.
Rarely could Williamm Napoleon resist the
temptation to bring off o hoax., And it was
(quite profitless to look at his expression,
for he was always solemn, Indeed. the more
outrageous the hoax, the more solemn he
Was,

“Sir  Gilman Browne?"  rvepeated DMr.
Reeve, “I wonder! I have heard of Lium,
of course. One of the greatest names in

the Sheflield trade.”

“My uncle,” said Browne, with a careless
wave of his hand,

“Oh!™ said Stevens.

He remembered now, vaguely, that
yrowne had an unele in the manufacturing
business,  But 1t was the first tune that
Stevens had known that this uncle was a
stecl magnate. ’

“I would point out,” continued Browne,
“tlat my father is Mr. Justice Browne—the
farnmous K.C, and Judge. So vou will see,
Brother Reeve, that T am not atlempting to
hoodwink you. I will confess that I have a
tendency to act the giddy ox on occasions,
but at the present moment 1 am in deadly
carnest,”

For the first time, Martin Reeve flushed.
A gleam of animation came into his eves,
and he took a turn or fwo about the room,
vattling two or three kuobs
of his amazing metal In his o
hand.

“Yez, I believe you ave
siucere,” he said. S Ll
curious, indeed, that you, of
a1l people, should acecident.-

ally  find that piece of
metal. You—the nephew of
a great  Sheflield 1von-

master,”

“It is even more singular
that  our School Train
travels to Shefhield to-night,”
satd Browne smoothly.
“Fate, DBrother Reeve, 1s
a caution. One never knows how it will hit
one in the waistcoat. And when opportunity
kuoeks at the door, let there be no hesita-
tion in opening the portal.”

“You mean i

“Is it not obvious ?"' asked Browne, *“Come
with me to Sheflield, brother! 1 will intro-
duce you to my uncle. He, I can safely say,
will treat you fairly. There will be no shark-
like methods with bhim. I will personally
cravantee that you get a sound percentage.”

“How can you give any such guarantee?”
asked Mr. Reeve, shalking his head. “I am
tempted, young man—and I amn grateful to
vou for your offer of help. DBut what if
your uncle should prove unworthy of your
riigh opinion? Why should he be different
fiom the others?"”

“There are many reasons why—bit one will
suflice,”” said Browne piomptly. “ My uncle

13 a Browne., Nced I say more? Pack your
grip, Brother Recve, and present yourself at
the School Train to-night. Be pood enough
to consider yowselt my gudst until Monday

morning."
“Here, I say,"” protested Stevens. “Mr.
Lee might not Ii][c]e it! Sh‘ﬂf}g&t*& aren't
“ Ag m»

allowed on the Sehool Train

““Hush, brother,”” said Browne.
guest, Brother Reeve will be perfectly safe.
However, 1t might be advizable to arrive at
the train after lights out, There can then be
no questions asked until the journey has
been started. A word from me, later, will
be sufficient. This scheme has the advantage,
Brother Reeve, of providing you with a free
raillway journey—to say nothing of provisions
ad lib until Monday.”

“I must think!"” said the old man tensely.
“I am not prepared for such a journey—at
such short notice. And I am required to take
vour word as it stands—without any cor-
roboration. How do I know that you are
honest with me? Perhaps you think it’s a
good joke to hoodwink me, eh? How do I
know that your uncle is the man you describe
him to be ?”’

Browne shrugged his shoulders.

“I cannot, of cowse, give your proofs—
beyond the honesty that s[flineﬁ in my eyes,”’
he said modestly. “Look closely, brother.
Do you detect any gleam of evil? I give you
my word of honour that there is absolutely
no thought of trickery in my mind, If I
can help you, I should like to. That is all
there is in it."”

Mr. Martin Recve looked
at  Browne closely and
searchingly, and something
in Browne's personality did
the trick. It was almost
impossible to be in William
Napoleon Browne's presence
without being influenced by

that magnetic force. No
further words were neces.
sary. My, Reeve was cou-
vinced.

"Yes!” he said tremu-
lously, “I will go! I will
accept your offer, young

It 1s a chauece 1In a million—a chauce

man.
I never hoped for!"

He fumbled with his keys, opened a drawer,
and produced some ncatly folded sheets of
paper,

“This is my process,”” he continued.
sce?  Carefully written out—carefully pre-
parcd. Here, on these pages, is the secret of
my colour process. Perhaps vou would cave
to come into my laboratory ? I can show you
some wonderful specimens there.”

“You

He tucked the sheets into his breast pocket,
and buttoned up his coat. He was very
excited now. 1If he had been told that he
would make this decizion because of two
schoolboys, he would have laughed at the
idea. ut there was that something in
William Napolcon Browne's perzonality which

| wrought the nuracle,
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ROWNE and Rtevens found themsclves
B in a quaint laboratory, with a stone
floor and low ceiling. At one time, no
doubt, the place had been a sort of
dairy. Inside, there was a huge brick furnace
—which, originally, had pessibly been the re-
ceptacle for an old-fashioned oven. But Mr.
Reeve had converted it, and now the furnace
was of a totally different type. It was a fear-
some-looking arrangement, and it was in this,
no doubt, that he made his experiments,

Mr. Reeve showed the two seniors some
of his earlier samples—and they became more
and more interested. He insisted upon them
staying to a meal, and it was a most interest-
ing experience.

or the old man, becoming more and more
friendly, grew confidential. It seemed that
his_wife had died eight or nine years earlier,
and since then he had lived on 1n the house,
utterly alone, devoting all his time and encrgy
to his experiments,

In his earlier days he had been a chemist,
and it was owing to his abundant knowledge
of chemistry that he had conceived the idea
for the manufacturing of eoloured metal. It
was something absolutely revolutionary—some-
thing which had hitherto been considered im-
possible. Years of research work had led Mr,
Reeve to the right path—to be followed by
years of experiments. Such discoveries are
seldom made 1n a day.

When Browne and %tevena left, their new
friend was wholeheartedly converted. IHe
promised to be at the School Train by ten-
thirty, and Browne assured him that he would
be on the look-out. And on the Monday
Browne would take him to his uncle.

But TIate hadn't done with Mr.
Reeve yet!

Martin

CHAPTER 3.
Seeing the Sighds!

‘! E shall have to be getiing back,”
\}‘f said Nipper, looking at his wateh.
“Just what I was thinking,
dear old boy,” agreed Sir Montie
Tregellis-West, “If we don’t hurry, we ehall
be late for calling-over—and that would be
frightful. T am very much afraid that Mr,
Pyeraft is a vindictive sort of blighter, and
he’ll be only too glad to jump on us.”

“Yes, let’s be going,” said Tommy Watson.

The chums of Study C, of the Remove,
were sauntering in the Havmarket, in the
very centre of Norwich. They had been
having a look at the hundred and one stalls
which, being a Saturday evening, were doing
great business.

They had spent the afternoon in the famous
Castle Museum, and had had an interesting
time. [Karlier, they had been over the
cathedral, and the boys of the Grammar
School—which was situated just within the
Erpingham Gateway—had given them a great
welcome.,  They were only too sorry that the
St. Frank’s crowd was leaving so soon, or
rhﬂy]wuuld probably have fixed up a cricket
match,

There had Leen plenty to see in Norwich—
whose history goes back a thousand years—
back to the time when Athelstan founded a
mint. It is considered likely that the Danes
had a great deal to do with the eavly history
of Norwich, for King Alfred’s famous enemy,
Guthrum, was once the King of East Angla,
And the Danes have left their mark very
clearly in this part of the country.

At one time Norwich was actually 1he
largest city in the Realm—even greaier than
London. To-day, Norwich is a great, thriving
manufacturing city.

“Hallo, you cﬁaps!" said a well-known
voice. : _

Handforth & Co. came along, looking hright
and cheery,

“Just going
Nipper,

“Good!” said Edward Oswald Handflornh.
“We'll all go together. We've been to ‘the
pictures. Just come out of the show.”

He indicated the Haymarket Picinre
Theatre, near by. :

“These talkies are pretty wonderful,” he
went on. ““They’ve got one there that beats
everything I've ever seen. The only draw-
back ig, the voices are so loud that they don’t
sound at all human.”

Church coughed.

“That’s a rummy thing,”” he remarked.
“Your voice, Handy, 1s exactly the same as
that chap’s who played the villain. Of couree,
it was a bit distorted, but that’s what made
it like yours.”

“You silly ass

“Come along!’ chuckled Nipper. “We
don’t want any argument here. I'm rather
sorry we're leaving Norwich to-might., We
haven't ecen half enough of the ecity.”

“That’s what I’ve been saying,” grunivd
Handforth. “To-morrow’s Sunday, and I
wanfed to take a trip out to the DBroads.
Instead of that we shall be travelling!”

“You've jolly soon started grumbling abiout
the School Train,” remarkead MceClure. ““Waeo
ﬂ]ilght to be only too glad we're travelling
ahont,”

“We stand eorrected,” said Nipper humb!v.
“Youn're right, Mae, old man. We're booked
to travel all over the country this term, so we
can’t stay too long in each town. And think
of the delights of Sheffield for the beginning
of next week!”’

“U'm not keen on Shefficld,” eaid Hiod-
forth, with a smiff,

“Kver been there?”

back to the train,”” said

¥
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“Well, T have.,” =aid Nipper. “Daor’t
judge a place before you see it, ITandyv.
Sheflield 1s a wonderful town., But I’ let

it speak for itself.”’

They were soon joined by Vivian Tiavers
and Harry Gresham and two or three Fourthi-
Formers, The city seemed to be full of =2t
Frank’s juniors and seniors, and now they
were all drifting off towards the School Train.

The first step was to get on a bus, This
carried them to the outskirts, after which a

| pleasant walk brought them to the railway
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. Reeve placed two or three lumps of metal on the tabla.

bowsting, This Is my metal—my invention., Red—green—blue —purple [
looked in fascinated wonder. Coloured steel !
sidding on  which the School Teain was

standing,

There was something very splendid aboul
this special train—gaily painted in two colours
of blue, and decorated with gold. All the
coarhes were of the Pulliman type, although
they were bigger and longer than the ordinary
Pullman cars. In every respect the Schoo!
Train was a novelty,

the famous sporting peer—who Lappened,

incidentally, to be a millionawe, too. So,

costly as this train had been, tlie price
of it was a mere trifle to a man like his lord-
stip. And the St. Frank's Governors had not
hesitated to accept the train, and to use it
tor the benefit of the St. Frank's boys,

Mr, Nelson Lee, normally the Housemaster
of the Ancient House, was in full charge,.
The juniors—Removites and Fowrth-Formers
—wcere lumped together as one class for this
ionr, and they were presided over by Mr.
Horace Pyeraft. In all, there were a hun-
cdved and twenty fellows on the train, A
~trong representative throug, for all the
iourists had earned their places on the train
by passing stiff exams, at the beginning of
tie term.

IT had been presented Ly lord Dorrimore,

To-night the School Train would leave East
Anclia, and the morrow would tind it in the
Midlands, School work was going on just
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“ See ! ™

he gloated, ‘I wasn’t
Browne and Stevens
It was certainly amazing !

as usual, without the slightest deviation from
routine,

“We shall have to be thinking about
cricket,” said Nipper thoughtfully, asz he and
the others approached the train, * Of course,
we've hardly got settled down yet; but unless
we make some arrangements we shan’t get
any good matches.”

“Fenton of the Sixth is fixing up a Shefhield
match, isn't he?"’ asked Gresham,

““I Dbelieve so—Dbut that’s only
seniors,’”” said Nipper.

“Well, yvou're the Junior skipper, and it's
up to you to get busy,” said Handforth
“We've got a ripping Junior teumn
this season—and all on board, too! Kven that
chap Bangs, from New South Wales, is witl
us. Why can’t we have a match next Wed-
nesday 7’

“We can—if it’s fiue,”” said Nipper. *‘As
soon as we get to Shefhield, 'l organise sowe-
thing.”

If the fellows were feeling any hardship at
all, it was in connection with cricket, They
sadly missed the plaving fields. Schools en:
route had offered them the use of their
own grounds, but this was not quite the sameo
thing. However, as Nipper had remarked,
they couldn’t have everything. The schooi
authorities had done their best to make the
train into a perfeet travelling school, but it
was hardly possible to carry the playing fields
on board.

for the
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A while the School 'I'rain was settling
down for the night, Mr. Martin Reeve

was feverishly aetive.

After Browne and Stevens had gone he had
felt a few doubts. With Browne's personality
absent, the project seemed less alluring. Yet
Mr, Reeve knew that such an opportunity
was not likely to occur again.

-He had thought it all out, and he had
decided that he would take the risk—if there
was any risk. Browne was a St. Frank’s
senior, the rich son of a rich father—the son
of a famous judge. It was hardly possible
that he would lend himself to any trickery.

Mr. Reeve might wait twenty years before
such a chanece came his way again, To add
to the significance of the whole thing, the
School Train was moving on to Sheffield that
very night.  And it suddenly oecurred to Mr.
Reeve that he would stand more chance if
he were better equipped.

Then and there he came to a decision,

For a week or two he had been preparing
for a new experiment—for testing a new
theory. Tt would be all to his advantage if
he could take with him a further specimen
of his secret process.  IIis materials were
ready. His plans were made. He would have
to put that new experiment into operation
now or it would be too late.

S0 less than an hour after Browne and
~Stevens had gone, the old man, stripped of
his coat and waistcoat, was building a roar-
ing fire in his crude furnace. He had his
own forced-draught appliance, and this, in
iteelf, was almost as crude as the actual fur-
nace, But it served.

Before long the laboratory was stiflingly
hot, and there was a fierce roaring noise in
the air, Now and again, when Mr. Reeve
opened the furnace door with a long iron bar,
1 Jurid glare shot out.,

He had his erucibles veady, but he required
more heat than ever for this particular ex-
periment, Before long he was perspiring
heavily, and breathing hard. It was grim
work. The laboratory itself became super-
heated, but still Mr, Reeve persevered.

Fiercer and fiercer grew the glare in the
furnace.  Onece, indeed, there sounded an
ominous crack in the old stonework, but the
queer old man took no notice. He was deter-
mined to get this experiment over, so that
he could triumphantly take the results of
it with him to Sheffield. He was confident
that it would be a success, '

In his earlier experiments there had always
bheen a doubt. Now it was different. The
secret was his; and once the process was per-
fected, the variations of it were endless. It
was his desire to produce someihing bigger
this time—a specimen that would be really
‘mpressive,

So the fire was blown hotter and hotter—
nutil the roar was quite fearsome, and until
the laboratory reeked of hot bricks.

“This will be the best yet!” muttered
Reeve, as he prepared fo insert the erucible.

———
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ND while calling-over was taking place,y “And on Monday, when I place my meial

in front of—"

He was interrupted by a startling oceur-
rence, Without warning, the door of iho
furnace flew open, and a white-hot Hanie,
awful in its intensity, shot out ¢lean acruss
the laboratory. It was accompanied by
strange puffing noizes, which arose cven
above the roar of the fire.

“Good heavens!” muttered Mr. Reeve,

That flame had come perilously close io
him, and he grabbed for the long iron bar
so that he could close the furnace door. Then
came another series of gigantic puffs, to be
followed this time by an alarming phe-
nomenon,

The great furnace itself eracked from iop
to bottom and from side to side, and flames
shot out with appalling ferocity throngh 1he
crevices,

“The furnace has burst!”’ panted thie old
man, aghast.

In a flash he realised what he had done.
In his enthusiasm to produce a trinmphant
specimen he had created too much heat, (?
all other occasions he had been careful—he
had realised the shortcomings of his plant—
but this evening he had become reckless
without even knowing *it. He was to 2o to
Sheflield to-night—--and he badly wanted 10
take with him the results of his latest
research.

He backed away, dumbfounded at the ex-
tent of this eatastrophe—and by taking that
action he undoubtedly save his life, For he
backed until he was brought up by the
farther wall; until he ecould back no farther.
At the same second the furnace seemed to
explode.

There was a tremendous voar, a blinding,
devastating shower of fire, and then it seemed
that the whole world was coming to an end,

The ceiling fell, and one beam, plunging
downwards, caught Mr. Reeve on 1he
shonlder and bhore him to the stone floor,
He was knocked unconscious on the spot,
and he was pinned there—held down by that
massive beam. Mercifully, only a fragment
of its weight actually rested upon him. ©Othey-
wise he would have been crushed to death,

And the fire, scattered over the farther en-l
of the laboratory—screcned from the helplegs
old man by a pile of material that had crashed
down—leapt wupwards with ever-increasing
fury,

CHAPTER 4.
St. Frank’s to the Rescue!

€6 IGHTS out?’ said Morrow, of ihe
I Sixth. .
He had just arrived in the Junior

dormitory of the School Train, The
great coach was gleaming with electrie lights,
and the fellows were piling into their beds on
either side, There were upper and lower
berths, and the beds themselves were quite
comfortable, if a little cramped. Most of the
windows were open. for the night was warm,
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Flectrie fans were whirring round, too, at
either end of the coach. There were no par-
titions or curtains here, as in the ovdinary
type of sleeping-car,

“What time do we start, Moirow ?"" asked
oue of the juniors.

“I don’t know,” replied the
“ About eleven o’clock, I should think,
what does it matter?
then.”

“We naturally like to know when we're
coing.” said Handforth, ‘1 suppose we shall
be shunted out of tlhis siding, wnd messed
about for an hour or two betove we really
start,””

The others grinned. The School Train was
never in any hurry, and it was an understood
thiang that it could be shunted about and
pushed into sidings, so that all the normal

pl‘éfﬂf‘[’.
But
You'll be asleep by

traffic of the railway should bLe unhindered.
Any other arrangement would have been pro-
hibitively costly.

At first some of the fellows had been keen
on keeping awake until the tvain stavted, but
they had soon got over this phase. The waits
had proved too wearisowme, with nothing to
see at the end of them. So now they went
to sleep as soon as the lights were put out,
and they scldom awoke until the rising-bell
sounded, notwithstanding the occasional jolts.

“Buck up, you fellows in that corner,”
said Morrow impatiently.

He waited until they lLiopped into bed, then
switched the lights off, and passed into the
fags’ coach at the end of the train—to repeat
tae performance.

The juniors settled themselves down for
the night, and, except for an occasional yelp
as someone kicked somebody else, or as
ap  e¢lbow was dug into somcbody else’s
bhck, there was peace. At St. I'rank’s, of
course, the fellows had their own beds; but
here they were obliged to sleep in pairs.

A particularly  wild and anguished
howl sounded up and down the long coach.
The voice was MeClure's, and nobody took
any notice. It was obvious that McClure
was Handforth's bed-fellow for to-niglt.

Sometimes it was Church who gave these
agonised cries. Handforth’s chums took
it in turns; so they each had one peace-
ful night and one disturbed night alter-
nately,

“Why the dickens can't vou keep vour
feet to yourself?” demanded McClure in-
dignantly, as he sat up. ‘“You caught me

.

1

an awful erack just then, Handy., I've
never known such a restless ass! Why can't
youn kcep still?”

“Oh, go to sleep!" retorted Handforth.
“How do you think I can keep still wilule
voi i

“Ilallo ! interrupted Mae, in a different
voice.  ‘“‘Look out there, Haudy! What's

that glave?”
Hand{orth,

“Glare?” said
to spoof me—"

“It's a fire!” declaved Mace excitedly.

He was sitting up, staring out of the
open window quite close to Lim. ‘The night
was quite dark, and very quet i this
secluded spot. Norwich lay in the other
direction, and no glimpse of the eity could
be seen from this side of the train. Less
than half a mile away there was a ruddy
glow, flickering and dancing, and caunsing
its yeflection to spread in the sky.

“By -George !" said Handforth. “IU's a

We'd better get dressed,

fire, right enough'!
Perhaps we can help !

I
(T E . 47 k. e
Cheese it, Handy!" came Boots’ voice,

“If you try

you chaps!

from anotfer bed. “No need to make a
fuss over nothing. I expect 1it's a bon-
ﬁl‘ﬂ—"—"”

“It isn't!” velled somicbody else.  “No
bonfire could make a glare like that!
Handy’s rigit! We ought to do some-

thing 1"

By this time everyvbody was out of bed,
and every available window was crowded.
The glare was becoming more aggressive.

“Slip something on, you fellows!” said
Nipper brisklyv. = We can't allow a thing
like this to be ignored. It might be some
cottage where there are lots of children.

‘Anyhow, it won't do any harm to have a

look., We shan't get inlo any trouble with
Mr. Lee.”

It was no time for argument. Ivery-
body started dressing at full speed, and
Nipper himself, who was first, dashed off
along the train to give the warning 1{o
some of the prefects—so that reinforcements
could come along after a brief interval,

¢ YT'S risky, vou kuvow,” said Stevens,
I shaking his head.
He and = William  Napoleon
Browne were in their little study
further along the train. So far, thev had
heard nothing of the commotion that was
going on in the Junior coach,

“Leave it to me, Brother Horace,” =aid
Browne smoothly., “If you are in any
way dublous regarding the outcome of this
project, then let me remind you that I am
at the helm.”

“I am not likely to forget it,”
Stevens, with a grin. “It isn't the pro-
ject I'm worried about, I dare say wvou'll
e able to manage it all right. You've
got mnerve enough for anything, And [
believe that old Reeve 1s genuine, too,
But how the dickens 'are you pgoing to
smuggle him on board ?”

““There,” said Browne, “is where vou are
wrong. I'm not going to smuggle him on
board, brother. I shall bring him on the

sad
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train openty. If there are any inquisitive
comments or nquiries, you may rely upon
mie 1o deal with them. In the meantime,
arn I right 1n assuming that a sort of riot
ts i progress somewhere near by 7
“Riot?” repeated Stevens, staring.
“Correct me if I am at fault, Brother
Horace, but it seems to me that there is
a considerable din in the offing,” said
Browne. ‘“The voice I can hear chiefly is
that of Brother Iandforth. Let us 1n-
vestigate,”
They went out ol their study, and soon
discovered that half the train was in a
state of intense excitement. The Removites
and Fourth-IFormers were dashing out, and
refects were excitedly ordering them back.
gfhe-r prefects were shouting to them to make
There was a good deal of con-

fusion.

“One moment, Brother Wilson,” said
Browne, as the Sixth-Former tried to push
past. “What is all this commotion 7"

“Those silly juniors have all got
dressed, and they’re dashing over the fields
like manines,” said Wilson, with a snort.
“Somebody saw a  glare 1f  the sky.
There’s a fire over—>"

“I say!” broke in Stevens, running up
and clutching at Browne's armi, “I've just
had a look out! It's old Reeve's house!
Burning like a toreh!”

Browm jmnped.

“And we knew nothing!” he ejaculated.
“Come, Brother Horace! 1t 13 essential
that we shall be on the spot.”

They were both fully dressed, and they
hurricd out without any delay. Browne,
knowing the direction of Mr. Reeve's dwell-
ing, was convinced that Stevens assunp-

tion was correct.
A ito go to Sheflield that night,

wus making another experiment.
It occurrcd to Browne that there was
no fire at all, and that the glare was
merely the ordinary glow from Mr. Reeves’
furnace. But when he saw the flickering
flames, leaping up beyond the trees, there
eould be no doubt that the building itsclf
was well alight.

“Wonder  what's
Stevens, as they ran.

“It’s no good wondering. brother,” said
Browne. “Let us waste no time in idle
conjecture. Within two or three minutes
we can know the actual truth, But, with-
out being too pessimistie, 1 imagine that
Brother Reeve is in the soup.”

They found themselves at the tail-end
of a stream of Removites and l'ourth.
Formers. After crossing a meatlow and a
ploughed field they came upon a narrow
country lane. Speeding down this, they
turned into a better road, and the blazing
building was now only twenty yards
further on,

Nipper and lHandforth and a crowd of
oiner fellows had approached as close as

all haste.

1

ND Browne quickly formed a theory.
The old c¢hap, knowing he was

happened 7V panted
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| possible,  The glow from the fire 1liumin-
ated therr faces, and there were one or two
scared-looking local inhabitants on the spot,
too.

“Well, aren’t we going to do something #7
asked Handforth breathlessly., “Where's
the fire brigade? And why wailt for it te
come, anyhow? Let's do something on ony

own!”’

“Afraid we ecan't do much, old man,”
said Nipper. *“There’s no water about here
that I know of. I don’t think the City's
mains come as far as this, and there's no
river &

“But can’t we break in and sce if there's
anybody in danger?” asked Handforth
citedly. “Great Scott! The place is burn-
ing at a terrifiec rate! We've got 1o do
something !

The fire was certainly gaining ground with
appalling speed. The heart of 1t appeared
to be at the rear of the building. Klames
and sparks were shooting upwards, and a
mighty roar was filling the air. The crowd
had gathered at the point where the angle
of the building could be clearly seen.

Nipper had already been informed by o
couple of men that they had dashed 100
the building in search of its solitary owney
He was apparently out. They had receirvid
no answer in reply to their frantic shouts.

“No need to worry, young gents,” =aid
one of these men, approaching. “The o.d
boy 1sn't at home, and there's nothing we
can do. If he was here, he wonld have
heard us, and would have come out.”

“Isn't there a chance of somebody ¢l
being in the place?” asked Handforth.

“No; the old boy has always lived alone—
ever since his wife died, leastways,” replicd
the man., I dare say he was ont——"

“1I venture to s:uggcﬁf, brother, that yo.
are  quite  wrong,” interrupted DBrowne.
striding up.  “If Brother Reeve has failed
to appear 1t 18 because he has been trapped
by the fire. I'm beginning to fear the
worst., ILet us dash round the building aud
sece what we can do.”

P
s

| “What do you know about the old mun

who lives here, Browne?” asked Nipper
quickly,

“Very little—but I do happen to know
that he was at home,” replied Browne.

“But conme! - All hands to the pumps!”

Ile was beginning to feel alarmed for Mo,
Martin Reeve's safety. It seemed only too
certain that the old man had perished.

However, there was just a chance,

Crowds of fellows swarmed round to i
side of the old house, trampling over the
garden; and now they could sce that tuc
rear of the house was so thoroughly aligiit
that even if the fircinen came well supplicd
with water, there wonld be very litile hope
L of saving the building.

“We can't do anything!” said Sicvena
huskily, “It looks pretty ugly 1o me,
Browne. I believe the old fellow was mak-
ing anotacr of his experiments., There muost
have been an aceident——"

(Continued on page 14.)
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“What was

“Hush!” broke in Browne.
that just now? Listen!”

He held up his hand, and everybody took
heed. In the momentary silence, above the

crackle and roar of the flames, a faint
anguished ecry came to the ears of the
schioolboys,

“There’s somebody in there!” ejaculated
Handforth, aghast.

“The old man they were talking about !”
sald Nipper., ‘" He mmst be trapped some-
where—upstairs, perhaps. Oh, my hat!
This 1s awful |”

Browne. was dashing round the house.
away from the worst of the fire. It secmed
to him that the shouts had come from that
direcetion. Now he came to a halr, and
looked at the building with added interest.

He could see that the wind was carrying
the flames away. Half the rear of the house
was like a furnace, but just here, where he
stood, there was comparatively no danger—
and the wall, just in front of him, was not
only eracked, but there were gaping holes in
it.

““This way, brothers!’ he sang out urgently.

It oceurred to Browne that there must have
been an explosion of some kind, The fur-
nace, perhaps, had blown up. That would
account for this cracked and broken wall, A
glance upwards, too, showed him that the roof
was practically off. If old Mr. Reeve was
pinned down by some of the wreckage in
this part of the building, there was a chance
that he might yet be rcscued.

S a matter of fact, the old man was
A still ahve—still untouched by the
worst of the fire.

The wind was carrying the flames in
the other direction, and Mr. Reeve was pro-
tected also by the barrier of debris which had
accidentally fallen between him and the
flames. Notwithstanding the wind, however,
the Aames were now spreading in this direc-
tion, too.

Browne unhesitatingly forced his way
through a jagged opening in the old brick-
work. He encountered a blast of super-heated
air which fairly took him in the throat and
nearly drove him out again. Undeterred, he
broke through and groped in the darkness.
His ears were filled with the appalling roar
of the fire, and there were other sounds, too—
ominous crackings and strainings. He knew
that at any moment the whole building might
collapse over his head,

““‘Hallo!”” he yelled, at the top of his voice.
“Anybody here 7
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He thought he heard a faint sound in reply.
And just then Stevens came in—with Nipper
and Handforth and Travers and a few others
in close attendance.

“Come back, you idiots!” somebody was
shouting. ““You'll all get killed !’

But they took no notice. The rays from an
electric torch cut into the smoke-laden air,
Nipper pushed his way forward.

“ Excellent, Brother Nipper!” said Browne
urgently, ‘A light is what we need. Now,
let us procced—— But wait! What is this?”

Unexpectedly, they came upon the old man,
He was only three or four feet away from
them-—pinned down against a wall, held by
a massive beam which scemed to be crushing
the life out of him.

It was only luck which had brought
Browne through this particular opening—
combined, perhaps, with a certain amount of
judgment, If the Investigations had been
made elsewhere, there would have been no
time to effect any rescue,

“We cen’t do anything for him!” said
Stevens, horrified. “‘If we shift that beamn,
the whole place will fall on us.”

“We must make a try!” panted Handforth,

They were all half-suffocated by the cholk-
ing, acrid fumes. There was not a moment
to be lost. Browne had already grasped at
the beam, and now there were many other
willing hands.

“I don’t think we’ll be able to do it—but
let’s try!”’ panted Nipper.

They exerted all their strength—and the
beam moved. '

CHAPTER 5.

Browne Carries Onl

6 ASY—easy!” urged Nipper. By
E jingo! She’s moved, you  chaps!
Can’t somebody pull the old chap
out while we give another heave ?”’

““Go ahead!"” gulped Handforth, “‘I've got
his legs!”

They never quite knew how they did it.
The beam was evidently balanced somehow,
so that only a small portion of its weight
was felt. It moved again, and this time
Handforth succeeded in dragging the old man
clear.

But the danger for the rescuers was more
acute than ever.

As they eased the beam down, there came
a tremendous shower of plaster and bricks
and other debris. One or two fellows received
nasty knocks, but there were no real injuries,
Not that théy would have taken much notice,
in any case, for they were half-unconscious
from the effects of the smoke and the heat.
The conditions were growing worse every
second,

“Are we all here?’’ croaked Nipper, “Let’s
get out of this while we’re safe! Where’s
the old man? Who’s got him?”’

Nobody answered.  Handforth had sue-
ceeded in dragging old Reeve ont, assisted

1
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by Browne and Church and McCiure, And,
az Nipper and the others went staggering
out, a fearsome gush of scorching air came
rushing past them—air that was filled with
flames and sparks. The fire was forcing a
way through. It was like an inferno.

“Back-—back!’ shouted Nipper. *“The
whole place is going to collapse! Get back,
vou chaps!”

“Look out!”’

“Oh, my hat!”

Everybody was shouting, and by this time
tte rescued man had been carvied well
clear of the danger zone. I'ellows had sprung
forward to the assistance of the dazed rescuers,
and were helping them to a safe distance.

“Look!” breathed Havry Gresham.

Through that jagged gap in the wall came
a solid mass of Hames. The fire had broken
through absolutely on the licels of the rescue
party., It was certainly one of the nearest
things imaginable. The other side of the

house, of course, was now flaring like a
gizantic torch. ‘
“0Oh! Look out! Slie's going!:

“Stand clear, everybody!"

“My only sainted aunt!”

These yells were drowned by the slatiering
din which arose. All tue walls of the
building burst, and collapsed like so much
cardboard, Millions of sparks shot up, and
the air was filled with choking smoke and
dust. But Browne, who had led the rescue
party into that danger zoune, was satished
that all of them had got clear., And Browne’s
“first task was to make sure that old Mr.
leeve received immediate attention,

““He’s in a bad way!"’ said Handforth
fwoarsely, ‘“‘He’s unconscious, and he scems
to be seriously injured. We ought to ged
him to hospital.”

Nipper and Browne were about to make an
examination when Nelson Lee appeared out
the crowd,
“All you boys will move back from this
spot!” he was shouting, “ Fenton! Morrow !
See if vou ecan’t gain some sort of control =

“Guv'nor!”’ velled Nipper. ‘‘Iere, just a
minute, sir! You're wanted! Come and have

L

a look at this old fellow!

Nelson Lee was anxious and worried, He
Lad been away from the School 'rain at the
time of the alarm, and when he had returned
lie had found nearly everybody absent,

Arriving at the fire, he had heard that a
nnmber of the schoolboys had been trapped
in the fire and killed, This, fortunately,
turned out to be a mere rumour, DBut Lee
was still worried.

However, when he saw old Reeve he forgot
everyvthing else. IHe made a quick, carveful
examination,

““The man’s still alive—hut he's in a very
bad way,”” he said at length, “‘The only
chance for him is to be taken straight to
hospital. Bring him to the road—as gently

(N}

az you can. We’'ll see what can be done,”

15
TEN minutes later the unfortunate Mr,

Martin Reeve was being conveyed to

the Norwich (reat Hospital in an am-

bulance. Fire-cngines and ambulancex
had turned up almost as soon as the fellows
had got old Reeve into the road. The fire-
men, however, took one look at the fire, and
knew that they could do nothing to save the
building,

“This is pretty
Stevens soberly,

He was standing apart from the other
crowds, and by this time he and Browne had
practically recovered, The cool air had re-
vived them wonderfully, and they stood watch-
ing the awe-inspiring spectacle as the rest
of the old house was consumed by the leap-
ing flames.

“A regrettable aflair, Brother Iforace,”’
said Browne. **Yet not so grave as it might
have been. There are comforting features.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” sail
Stevens. “‘Old Reeve iz injured—probably
badly. All his property is being burned, and
1 expect his-_precious specimens will be lost
for ever. And if he dies his secret will die
with him. So where are the comforting fea-
tures? Poor old boy! It was his big chance,
too.”

“You appear to overlook the fact, brother,
that I am here,”” said Browne coldly. * Whilst
our inventive friend must necessarily languish
in hospital, I am nevertheless at large. And
that, I venture to say, makes a dfference.”

“What can you do without old Reeve 7"’

“ A great deal,” replied Browne. ‘‘In fact,
without any desire to boast, I think T can
say that I can get along just as well without
Brother Reeve as with him. It might even
be to the good.”

“You're mad,”” said Stevens bluntly. ““You
haven’t got anv specimens of the old boy's
coloured metal, have you?”

“That, I confess, is a snag,” said Browne
thoughtiully.

“And what about aunother
Stevens, ‘‘How about the process?  What
can you do without Reeve? The idea was
to take Reeve to your uncle, introduce him,
and let it go at that. Now the whole thing's
gone phut!”

“I will admit that it hasz side-slipped -to an
extent, but T deny that it has gone phut,”’
said Browne stoutly, ‘‘Observe, DBrother
Horace!”

He produced some
Stevens stared at them,

rotten, Browne,”” said

snag ?” said-

atnI

folded papers,
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“What have you got there 7’ he asked.

“Reeve’s secret process, neatly written out
in Brother Reeve’s neat, if crabbed, hand-
writing,’”’ replied Browne coolly., “I have
surprised you, I take it?”

“Where did you get them from?” de-
manded Stevens.

“Owing to my singularly acute vision, we
are now in a position to proceed with the
doings,”” said Browne smnmitly. “Before we
departed from the inferno, I spotted Brother
Reeve’s jacket. Doubtless he discarded it
owing to the heated condition of his labora-
tory. But there it was, and you may re-
member that Brother Reeve showed us these
papers and then put them into his pocket.
When, therefore, 1 saw this jacket, I thought
it might be advisable to remove it before the
flames did their worst.”

“That was jolly smart of you, Browne,”
suiel Stevens admiringly,

The Fifth-Former ehrugged his shoulders.

“In any ordinary fellow it would have been
smart—in a Browne it was commonplace,”
he replied. “However, let us consider the
possibiiities. Brother Reeve is laid low, but
I have lus papers. And that, I think, places
me in a position of advantage.”

“But you can’t touch them,’” said Stevens,
“They’re his.”

“I regret io observe a note of suspicion in
your voice, Brother Horace,” said Browne,
pained. ““Ave you daring to question the
Browne integrity? Do you imply that I have
sinister intentions with regard to Brother
Reeve’s unpatented process?”’

“Of course not, but you eughtn’t to touch
those papers,”” said Stevens, “‘Naturally, the
whele thing 1s postponed now. You ecan’t do
anything until Reeve comes out of hospital.
This fire has changed everything.”

“On the contrary, the fire has altered
noihing,” said Browne. *‘*We leave for Shef-
field to-night. To-morrow I shall interview
Uncle Gilman, and secure excellent terins for
Brother Reeve. When he comes out of hos-
pital he will find himeelf a rich man.”

“Well I'm hanged!”’

“I was sorry E)r the old chap previously,
but now I am doubly sorry,” continued
Browne. “It behoves us to put our best
efforts forward, and to go ahead with the
vood work while Brother Reeve is recuper-
ating.”

Stevens did not argue. If William Napoleon
Browne had made up his mind, the matter
was settled. And Stevens did not want to
argue, anvhow, When he came to think of
it, Browne's wheeze wasn’t at all bad.

It would certainly he a pleasant surprise for
aold Reeve 1f, when he came out of hospital,
he found that Browne had r:egntiﬂt{*dp for
him, and that his steel-colouring process was
on the point of reaping: him a fortune.

“There is one stipulation, of course,”” con-
tinued Browne., “Whatever ¢ontract 1s drawn
up it must necesfarily. be tentative.”

“What do you mean?”’ asked Stevens,

“In order that your simple intelligence may
understand, I wiﬁ' put it into easier words,”
said Browne gracefully. *‘The contract must

be provisional. That is to say, nothirg
definite shall be settled until Brother Reeve
has had the opportunity of giving the agree-
ment the once over. IHowever, these are busi-
ness details which naturally do not appeal to
you, Brother Horace.” :

They moved off a minute later, Browne
having had an idea.

In the meantime, the St. Frank’s fellows
had been ordered back to the School Train,
Nelson Lee was greatly relieved to find that
nobody was missing, and he warmly compli-
mented those fellows who had acted with such
pluck and resource.

“It was really Browne’s doing, sir,”’ said
Nipper. “It was he who led the way in, and
who ecalled for volunteers.”

“I must have a word with Browne later,’
said Nelson Lee, nodding.

3

UT Browne was conepicitous by his
absence. Stevens, when questioned,
He had last seen Browno

was vague.

in the darkness, some little distance
from the burning house—and that was all he
knew. And after everybody else had been
accounted for, and had gone back to bed,
Browne was still absent.

There was really nothing mysterions about
his mavements. }{Ie had induced a motoriet
to drive him into Norwich. Arriving there,
Browne had gone straight to the Great
Hospital, and had made inquiries concerning
the unfortunate Mr. Reeve. So successful
were Browne’s efforts that he was speaking
with the house surgeon in less than twenty
minutes, As a matter of fact, nobody had
heen able to get rid of him, and in despair
f?}c house surgeon had finally agreed 1o see
m,

“While knowing full well that T am re-
garded as an appalling nuisance, 1 must insist
upon a few inquiries,” sail Browne smoothly.
“It happens that T am leaving for Sheflield
to-night, and it is essential that I should kuow
the exact condition of Brother Reeve.”

“Brother Reeve ¥ said the house surgeon,
staring. :

“The poor fellow who was brought in some
time ago from a fire on the outskirts,” ex-
plained Browne. ‘1 might mention that my
name 18 William Napoleon Browne, and that
I am the son of Myr. Justice Browne.”

The house surgeon was slightly impressed.

“All T can tell you about Reeve is that
he is badly injured,” he replied gravely.
“Three ribs are broken, and there may be
scrions internal injuries. The man is un-
conscrous, and 1s likely to remain so for some
days.”’

“You think he has a chance of recovery 7™

“A very good chance, I ghould imagine,”
said the doctor. *“‘Unless some serious com-
plications set in, T do not fear unythingi acute,
But it will be some wecks before he can
Jeave the hospital.”

Browne was satisfied. He felt sure that
Mr. Martin Reeve would recover, and he con-
sidered it his duty. therefore, to go ahead
with the original plan. The fact that Mpr.
Recve himself was incapacitated might be all
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““I'm not going to look at these papers,

great steel manufacturer.

'l have you thrown out of the bullding,
_ urbanely.

to the advantage,
piaying a lone hand.

He was essentially a fellow of action. and
he returned to the School Train enthusiastic-
ally  determined to throw himself whole-
beartedly into this projeci.

There was something gpleazant in  the
thoughit of achieving his trinmph during the
old man’s period in the. hospital. Reeve, of
course, would believe that everything had
tailed. Thus, Browne would be able to spring
a uice little surprise—and springing surprises
vas one of Browne’s chief amusements,

The one thing which made it possible for
him to go ahead was the possession of those
papers. And as Browne had saved these from
certain destruction he consideved that he had
a perfect right to proceed.

CHAPTER 6.
The City of Steel!

EXT day, during the forenoon, Shef-
field was reached.

The School Train tiad heen very

leisurely on its journey; but it was

hv no means an ordinary journey, and most

of the fellows considered themscives lucky

t» he at their new locationn on a Sunday.

They would be able to go for walks during
the afternoon and evening.,

As at Norwich, the €®choo! Tiain did not
actually enter Sheffield. There was too much
traffic within the ecity; and there was no
siding. in any case, on which the School Train
could be comfortably left

Browne aiways enjoved !

I'll have nothing to do with this man Reeve ! ** roared the
““ And il you have the audacity to approach me again on the subject
Now go ! ”*
He had a feeling that Sir Gilman WOULD see him again !

William Napoleon Browne went, smiling

So the St. Frauk's feilows found themselves
a mile or two out, tucked away on a siding
on a line that was not excessively busy. It
was important, of course, that a train of this
type should not.be located anywhere in the
neighbourhood of a busy goods vard,

Even on this quiet siding, all the boys weve
strictly pronibited from venturing anywheore
near the railway lines, which were completely
out of bounds. Permission was granted for
the boys to go for walks during the afte:-
noon, but they could only leave the railway
by a certain preseribed route. If there lLad
been any laxity on these points, more than
one tragedy might have happened.

Everybody had expected Shefficld to le
a grimy, smoky neighbourhood, with drab
scenies and mournful surroundings—that s,
everybody who had not been to Sheflicld
before. Thus, they were pleasantly surprised
to find some of the most pleasant country
they had cver seen, with woods and valleys,
and any amount of delightfully green scenery.

It was diflicult to imagine that they were
s0 near to the City of Sheffield. Dressed in
their Sunday best, the {fellows wandered
through wocdlands, and some of them went
boating on the River Don. Altogether, thc
occupants of the School Train were highly
pleased with their new quarters.

William Napoleon Browne met with a check
at the very start,

His first move, on arrival, was to pay a
visit to Sir Gilman Browne’'s mansion,
situated just over the Derbyshire border.
Although so near to Sheflield, the mansion
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was situated amidst the most charming
scenery-—which was looking its best on this
carly eummer day, with the sun shining bril-
liantly, and with the air as clear as crystal.

Sheflield’s geographical position, indeed, is
rather unique. For, although it is such a
great centre of the steel industry, with busy
factories and belching foundrics, it has a set-
ting of wonderful national scenic beauty.

The ordinary citizens can get on a tram,
and in far less than an hour they can be right
away from the noise and smoke of the works
and factories, and they can be breathing the
pure air of the countryside—enjoying the
glory and beauty of hills, woods, and streams.
The Yorkshire and Derbyshire moorlands, Imn-
deed, can be reached without even crossing
the boundaries of the city. Even the world-
famous DPeak District of Derbyshire i8 com-
paratively close.

Browne’s uncle lived in one of the most
charming scenic épots near Shefhield. And
Brewne, who believed in  doing things
thoroughly, chartered a private car from a big
garage, and drove out in style—only to dis-
cover, to his mortification, that his uncle was
away from home. Indeed, nobody was in
1'u:;=i%1encc at Buarton Manor but the domestic
stall.

FFor a brief moment, Browne had a sinking
scnsation.  He feared that Sir Gilman was
abroad; but he was reassured when he was
informed that his uncle had only paid a
flying trip to his London residence. He
would be back en the morrow—back in his
office at the great establishment of the Apex
Steel Manufacturing Co., Ltd.

Browne went away, disappointed, but not
discouraged.

¥ got back to the School Train in time
H for tea, and Stevens could not help
grinning when be heard the result of

that fruitless visit to Barton Manor.

“What are you going to do now?” he
asked,

“Naturally, 1 shall beard the grcat man
i1 his den to-morrow morning,” replied
Browne promptly.,

“To-morrow morning "

“Yes.”

“I hate to remind vou of it, but there are
such things as lessons.”

“A trifle!” said Browne, with a wave of
his hand. “Lessons, Brother Horace, shall
not be permitted to interfere with my worthy
project. Remember DBrother Reeve in the
Norwich hospital, unconscions and helpless.
I must prove faithful to my trust, and con-

vince Unele Gilman of the sterling worth,

of this new invention. Time is money, and

<0 I must hustle.”

Later on, he casually dropped into Nelson
Lee’s study and mentioned that important
business was liable to take him into the City
during the morning. How about a small
spot of special leave?

“Is this business so very urgent, then,
Browne ¥ asked Lee.

“T can safely ussure vou, sir, that it is
e most frovortant business T have ever had

r
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to perform,” rephied Browne. I take 1t
then, that there will be no ollicial objection?
Allow me to express my thanks =

“One moment, Browne. This isn’t by any
chance a joke of yours?”

“On my word, sir, no,” replied DBrowne,
“While admitting that I have a tendency
towards the lighter vein, let me reassure you
that on this occasion I am in deadly carnest,
[ might mention that I desire to visit my
uncle, Sir Gilman Browne. My business
touches upon a certain steel process, invented
by the poor old gentleman who was nearly
killed in last night’s fire.”

“Oh,” said Lee slowly. “So that is why
vou went to the Norwich hospital last night?
I wondered why you were so interested 1In
the old fellow. Trying to do him a good
turn, eh?” <

“We Brownes'are ever good-natured, sir,”
said the Fifth Form skipper deprecatingly.
"It 1s a family characteristic—as you may
have observed.”

“That’ll do, Browne,” chuckled Nelson
Lee. “Providing you don’t start until morn-
ing break, you can have the rest of the
morning for your business.”

“All 18 settled, Brother Horace,” satd
Browne when he got back to his study.
“To-morrow morming I enter the stecl
business !”

gotten old Martin Reeve by that even-

ing. The exciting incidents of the fire

were overshadowed by the interest in
the school’s new surroundings. And this was
quite natural. There was plenty to see and
do in and around Sheflield.

Browne pondered over the problem that
lay ahead of him. He juggled with the idea
of writing a long explanatory letter to his
uncle that night, so that Sir Gilman would
be primed when Browne arrived. Eveuntually
he decided he wouldn't. The letter might
defeat its own object. Ifar better spring the
thing on the great man and take him by
storni. Browne was confident that his own
personality would leave its mark. A cold
statement in black and white would -be
futile.

So the lanky Fifth-IFormer took no action
at all—except to ring up the hospital in
Norwich to inquire as to Brother Reeve's
health. He was gratified to learn that
Brother Reeve was showing signs of improve-
ment, although consciousness had not yet
returned.

“Splendid,” said Browne, as he reported
to Stevens.

“Splendid to hear that the old man is still
unconscious ?” asked Stevens.

“ Assuredly !

“You lcartless rotter 1”

“You misjudge me, brother,” sighed
Browne. ‘““Alas! I thought you knew me
better, When DBrother Reeve returns once
more to the torments of this existence, I
want him to learn that he has been
miraculously transported from poverty to
afHuence.”

EVERYBODY else had completely for-
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“Oh1”

“l want him to have mno agonised
roments,” continued Browne, leaning back
1 his chair.  “Pileture—if yeu, can—the

anguish of the old boy if he recovered con-
sctousness to learn that his home had been
destroved-—his  all  seattered in ashes.
Imagine—if your brain is capable of the
strain—the torture of learming that his
uream had been shattered. No, Brother
Horace, I do not desire our bespectacled
friend to awaken to such a blow.”

“Phat's why vou're speeding things up.
el 77 asked Stevens. “You want to nail
svour uvnele down and get the contract
signed "

“1 shall not be content by mevelr nailing
bim down,” replied Browne. 1 shall see
te it that he 1s serewed down—and bolted.
And I shall further be certain that the con-
tract 15 entirely in Brother Reeve’s favour.
Never for a moment do
I suppose that Unecle
(ilman would sugegest
eny  other prnpma'
Perish the thought ! We
Brownes are so honest
rhat we are in constant
danger of poverty.”

“I rather thought
vour uncie was a nnl-
lionaire,” said Stevens
dryly.

But Drowne waved
thin 1nsinuation aside,

“I must get this
hing fixed to-morrow,” he
have the process—the formula,
tthin serials—and there T think
Unele Gilman by the short huir,
nothing like delivering the goods.”™

“You haven't got any specimens to shiow
ltim, though.”

“That, as I have already admuitted, is a
snag.” said Browne. “But I have seen the
specimens, and, being a Browne—aund, there-
fore, truthful—my uncle will naturally take
iy word, The rest will be stmple.”

ii'{

deciared,
so beloved of
I shall have
Tlere 1s

confident. Ife took the precaution to

ring up his uncle's oflice first thing—

so that he could learn at precisely
whit hour Sir Gilman would turn up. The
Sceiiool Train was provided with its own tele-
jhiones, connections being casily made at
vach stopping-place.

At eleven-thirty to the wminute, Browne
strode briskly into the yvast Luilding of the
Apex Steel Manufacturing Co., Ltd.

It was situated in the heart of the eity—
amidst the busiest of the great steel works.
'The offices of the company were attached to
the Apex Works themselves. Browne went
straight up in the lift to his uncle's office
on the first floor.

Pushing open some swing-doors, he found
kimsclf in a big outer office, where scores of
clerks werg at work. Iguming the heavier
barrier and a desk marked * lm;mnm, he

NEXT morning, therefore, Browne was

i lifted a thick mahogany flap and strode into

the body of the office.
“One moment, sir ! said one of the clerks,
hurrying up.. “Will you be good ecnough to
state your business?”
Brma ne waved an airy
“I am 1nvariably

hand,
ood, lmt this time T

am certainly not good enough,” he replied.
“T state my business {mh to Brother
Browne. T take it that his office is immedi-

ately abead? Splendid!”
Heo brushed the surprised clerk out of the
way and strode on. H{r had spnt’red a glass-
topped door marked “Private.” with tho
words  “Managing Director ¥ discreetly
inseribed in the corner.
“Really !" ejaculated the elerk,
after him. “You must not disturb
Browne thrust open the door, (‘|{}SCLI it
politely but firmly in the clerk’s face, and
was astonished to find himself alone with a
. charming young lady.
She occupied a desk in
the centre of the ear-
peted floor.  All round,
the room was tastefully
furnished.
“1 really
pardon,’

I"HT'IH]I'E“

beg wvour
said Browne,
removing  his  glossy
topper. ‘I was under
the impression that this
office  barboured Sir
Gilinan . 3
He broke off. “Ha!”
he added. ‘*'Perhap:

his lair is yonder?”

He pointed with his stick, having just
noticed a further inner door. This one was
also glass-topped, but was quite barren of
any inscriptioi.

“¥You are here by appointinent ?” asked
the girl, eyeing this lanky youth with some
interest—and rather impressed by his  ex-
traordinary air of assurance.

“Not precisely by appointment,” confessed
Browne. ‘“However, we need not haggle
over such a trivial detatl, Miss—>Miss "

“My name 1s Miss Hale,” said the girl.
“I am Sir Gilman's secretary.”

“I can only remark,” said Browne, “that
my already high opinion of Sir Gilman's
judgment is considerably enhanced.  With-
out question, he is a great chooser. Seldowmn
have I beheld a more charming secretary—
if you will forgive the liberty.”

“I am afraid you don't understand,” said
Miss Hale. “Unless you have an appoint-
ment you cannot possibly "

“While I hate to interrupt, T should lLike
to mention that my name 1s Browne, too,”
said William Napoleon. “Allow me-—my
card! William Napoleon Browne. In-
cidentally, Sir Gilman is my uncle. You
will already have observed the family
characteristics—the foreeful nature—the bolu
eye—the conlident case of address.”

The girl looked at the card,

“Of course, if vou are Sir
nephew that makes it casier,”

Gil:unp’s
she sad,
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smiling. “ At the same time, 1 think I had
better see Siv Gilman——"

“No! With your permission [ should
prefer to spring myself as a surprise,” said
Browne smoothly. *“Why deny Unecle Gilinan
the pleasure of this unexpected treat? We all
enjoy a little thrill once in a while.”” *

And Browne walked across to the inner
door, opened it, and strode through before
the young lady could make any attempt to
stop him.

CHAPTER 1.
Not So Successful l

IR GILAMAN BROWNE was engaged in
thie somewhat undignified task of adjust-
ing one of his sock-suspenders. He'had
felt perfectly safe in performing this

operation, for never in history bad his privacy
been invaded unaunounced. A knock invari-
ably preceded the entry of the privileged.

It was an unfortunate moment. Browne's
luck was generaily good, but this time ‘it
apparently struck a bad patch.

Sir Gilman dropped the suspender as though
it had become red-hot, and he allowed his
trouser leg to full into place as he swung his
foot trom his swivel chair and stood upright.
'The glare that he bestowed upon his visitor
was so  baleful that Browne instinctively
halted.

“How dare you?’ rapped out the great
man. “Who are you? What do you meau
by bursting in here—— Oh, so it’s you, is

i6:"”’ hoe added, us he took a closer look.
“William, eh

“Willtam Napoleon, siv,”” said Browne,

" Napoleon nothing!” snorted his uncle,

“Your parents never christecned you ‘ Napo-
leon,” and I refuse to recognise the name as
vours., What are you doing here, anyhow?
1f it had been anybody else——"’

Ile broke off ominously, and
Browne’s hand rather siitily
thiust it into his grip.

he took
as the latier

“Bit down--sit down!” he said gruflly. "1
shall have a sharp word with Miss Hale after
you have gone, She had no right to admit
you without previously informing me of your
presence. What are you doing in Sheflield.
young man ?"’

“1 may be wrong, but do T delecet a
note of peevishness in your voice, sirf” said
Browne inquiringly. “‘Pray do not blame
Miss Hale—-"

“Peevishness be hanged!” stormed his
uncle. **What do you mean, William, by
mawing such an assertion, I'll give you just
three minutes,” he added, “I am busy this

worning, and 1 cannot be bothered with
schoolboye. Lven my own nephew must—--

“Important as your work 1is, Brother
Gilman-—that is to say, Uncle Gilman—I ven
ture to suggest that it is trivial in comparison
with the subject 1 have come to discuss,”” in-
terropted Browne  smoothly, “But before
broaching this subjeet, let me urge you to
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complete the task you were enguaged upon
waen I entered.”

He indicated his unele’s shoe. The end of
the suspender was showing, Sir Gilinan naving
fatled to sccure .

“Confound you!” snapped the great i,

He cvidently disliked being taken unawanes,
It was rather unfortunate that he should be
in such a “paddy,” for it handicapped Browne
considerably,  But William Napoleon yelied
upon his own inimitable personality to smooth
the troubled waters, It wouldn’t take lim
long to iron out those frowns,

Sir Gilman adjusted his suspender at lust,
and sat down in his big chair, Ile was an
ymposing-looking  man—tall,  clean-shaven,
hard-jawed, and with keen, iutelligent, picre-
ing eyes,

-He had been cast in a harder mould than
his brother—yet in many respects he re-
sembled Browne's father., He had the same

' forceful personality, the same brilliant wit,

In the business world, Sir Gilman was every
bit as prominent as was Mr. Justice Brovwne
in the legal sphere. And both had earncd
knighthoods in the service of their country.

“Now!" said Sir Gilinan, @iving Browne a
stern look., **Nephew or no nephew, I ought
to order you straight out. Impertinent younyg
puppy ! Bursting in upon me as though 1
were one of yvour confounded schoolfellows!
What is it? I dare say you’ve come {o touch
mie for a fiver, eh 7’

“A harsh suspicion, uncle,” said Browne
sadlv., “Whilst admitting that the suggestion
is by mo means unvipe, I really came on a
much more important matter. However, in
case this question of the fiver gets overlooked,
it might be as well to dispense with it at
ouce,’’

“It is dispensed with—you don’t get it!
said Sir Gilman promptly.

“Somehow I thought I shouldn’t,”” mur-
mured Browne. “‘But perhaps you will be
more kindly after you have discovered that
I am here to put thousands into your pocket.”

“Thousands of fivers?”’ )

“Thousands of fivers!” insisted Browne,
“1 have the secret of a steel process which
is unquestionably the greatest sensation of
the age. The firm that sccures the exclusive
vights for its manufactuwre will become the
most famous firm in the whole world. Natur-
ally, Uncle Gilman, 1 have selected you as
the lucky man.”

“What on earth are you talking about?”
demanded his uncle suepiciously. “What do
vou know about steel? It’s like your impu-
dence to come here, bursting upon my-
privacy, and-——"

“There ave some circumstances which justify
drastic measures,”’ interrupted the Fifth Fourmn
skipper. “*On former occasions, uncle, 1 have
always found it rather difficult to approach
vou, I remember one memorable morning in
London when I attempted to beard you in
your den, You appear to surround yoursclf
with hosts of guardians, and one is lucky to
get anywhere within a hundred yards ef you.
No this moiming, profiting by "my former
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experliences, I took the bull by the hnrna!

And here I am.”

“Is that a polite wav of calling me a Liull?"
asked his uncle dryly.

He was sitting back in his chair now, and
regarding Browne with humorous eyes. His
anger was subsiding. There was, after all,
something indesceribably magnetic about Wil
limma Napoleon. His very coolness, his calm
air of assurance, had the effect of producing
coolness in the other,

Sir Gilman., of course, knew hLis nephew
well—but not half so well as St. T'rank’s knew
Iimm, He had met Williamm Napoleon, usually
at Christmas parties, or weddings, or other
family gatherings., This was the very first
time that Browne had ever invaded his busi-
less premises,

“You know, my boy, yvou've a wonderful
future before you,”” said Sir Gilman, taking
a cigar from a big box on the desk and
lighting it. “ You have your father's amazing
zift of the gab; but in a boy they are apt to
he a nnisance, You mustn't come to me,
talkivg of things that vou don’t understand.”

L
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Tt is therefore a matier of honour that wou
should——"’

“One moment—one moment!”” broke in his
uncle. “Upon my word! Give me air, boy!
l.et me have time to think, Coloured steel?
Do you mean enamelled steel ?”’

“I mean coloured—throngh and through,”
said Browne. ‘‘Steel that looks like rubie:
and sapphires-—coloured brilliantly in red,
green, blue, purple! Steel that glints and
sparkles—not merely on the surface, but te
its very core. This process will enable you
to make steel that is rustless, stainless, and

H

“Rubbish!”” said Sir Gilman bluntly.

“1 regret this note of scepticism, uncle,”
said Browne, pained.

“I think I have wasted enough time on
vou already,”” said his uncle. *“Who put ali
this nonsense into your head? I have never
heard of such an absurdity! Coloured steel,
indeed! I.et me tell you, young man, tha?
such a thing is absolutely impossible!”

“That’s just where I've got you,” said

Drowne complacently, “You say that such

Browne had been steel is impossible—
.m'exmlrvcll for this and you, b{*mgln steel
“uncle-ish ” tone. magnate, ougit to

?

‘ “L?{}ic _ ?tl ,tflfﬁf“ THE ST- FHA“K s BOYS iumw. '.%ut you dnlnjt
siv,”” he said briefly, SHOW, ve seen this

1§ | 1d are coming to steel, brother.”

e produced ol el, .
Martin " lig.ee};u’:i , ; ani ::m not }gin g_:
apers, an anke wother!” roared Sir
I‘Lu!*m "down L.:ith a LEEns A"n "EWBASTLE- i.'hlman. “What d_..-
trivmphant swish in vou mean by this

front of Sir Gilman.
The managing direc-
tor of the Apex Steel
Manufacturing  Co.,
Ltd., picked them up,
turned them over, and
then glanced at his nephew.

“I cannot truthfully say that T admire vour
Lhandwriting,”” he remarked. *“*I should have
thought that a famous school like St. Frank's
would have taught you better than this.
Appalling!” he went on, eyeing it again,
““This is the crabbed handwriting of an old
man,

“You have hit it in one go,”" agreed
Browne, nodding. ‘‘That, siv. is the hand-
writing of Mr. Martin Reeve, the most famous
nan in the whole steel industry.”

“I’'ve never heard of him.”

““No: but vou’ll hear of him soon.” said
Prowne. “Before long his name will ring
throueh the length and breadth of the world.
Steel magnates will whisper it with awe.”

“What an extraordinary boy you arve,
William !’ said Sir Gilman, rather startled.
“(Come down to brass tacks! Who is this
man, Reeve? And what are these papers?”

Browne drew his chair closer.

““Those papers contain the secret of a new
process for manufacturing coloured steel,”” he
said impressively. ““In placing them in vour
hands, I do so in the full knowledge that vou
will treat them thonestly, I would meution
that this precess is not protected in any way.

Look out for them

NEXT WEDNESDAY!

absurd familiavity 7"

“A mere slip, sir.
for which I crave in.
dulgence,”’ said
Browne gently. “A
- mere habit of mine.
I tell you I’ve seen this steel, and I can give
you my word that it s the most remarkable
stuff imaginable. The inventor is at preseut
in hospital.”

“A mental hospital, T take 17" asked Si
rilman caustically,

“I am grieved by this persistent exhibitiorn
of scepticisny,” said Browne. “I do not ask
you to take my uunsupported word. Read
these papers i

"1 llave no time to wasie on them!

“Perhaps you do not rvealise that you are
losing the chance of a fortune——"

“I realise taat you are wasting my time,’
said the great man. “Before 1 even glance
at these papers I want to kuow who this mar
Reeve i3, and how vou met him, As far a
I can see, you have been fooled.”

Browne wuas beginning to feel slightly dis.
couraged-—a novel sensation for him. He wa:
accustomed to winning people over in a very
short time. Or perhaps it would be moze
exact to say that he wore them down.until.
on the point of exhaustion, they succumbed.

But Sir Gilman Browne was of harder
fibre. William Napoleon’s only consolation
was that his non-success was due to the fact
that he was dealing with a Browne. It was
| o case of Greck meeting Greeck. How could

2
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speedily borne to

selzed the protesting William

““ Throw him out !’’ ordered Sir Gilman.
and he was
the nearest exit.

men rushed forward,
Napoleon Browne,
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he expect to win Sir Gilman over without a
supreme struggle If it had been any other
man, he would have been alarmed. But Sir
Gilman was a Browne, and that consoled him.
It steeled him, too. He would have to put
his best eflorts forward.

S Dbriefly as possible—and thie, for
A Browne, was a shecr ordeal—he told
of the curious evenis of Saturday
afternoon and evening. e explained
to his uncle how he had found
the curious scrap of coloured
metal:; how he had met Mu.
Martin Reeve; and how Rceeve
had been injured in the disaster
et the house.

At last Sir Gilman rose to his
feet, frowning with 1mpaticence
and incredulity,

“1 daresay
young man, and perhaps you
think that this old fellow has
invented something that 1s note-
worthy,” he said. “But I know
perfectly well that coloured steel
is impossible—at least, the kind
of coloured steel you speak ol
This man was obviously pulling
wool over your cyes.” ‘ ]

“] would remind you, sir,
that I am a Browne!” said Wil-
lian Napolecon coldly. "And 1
am not exaggerating when 1
say that—" _

“You have been exaggerating
into this

you mean well,

ever sice you came
5 : L
room'!"” broke in Sir Gilman.

“Indeed, if you spoke more like
a normal human being, I might
take some notice of you. You
know nothing about steel and its
manufacture. I don’t defimtely
sav that this Reeve is a swindler,
but I haven't the slightest doubt
that he is a crank. There are
plenty of them about, belleve me.
And this so-called discovery of
his is probably of no velue what-
soever.”

“But I have scen this metal
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“And knowing nothing of
metals, you were easily fooled,”
said Sir Gilman. *“No, William.
It won't do. I simply haven’t the time to
waste on this wild-goose chase. You'd better
forget all about it.”

Browne rose to his feet.

“Do you want me to go to one of your
rivals 7"’ he asked sternly.
His uncle laughed.

“Go to them, and welcome,”” he replied.
“Do you think I care? They’ll turn you out
without giving you such a hearing as this,
It’s only because I’'m your uncle that I have
consented to this gross wastage of time. I
think it’s necessary for you to go now, my
boy. I have work to do.”

“I can only say that I am astonished,”” said

“ Throw him out !’ ordered Sir Gilman.
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Browne painfully. “Indecd. mnot ouly
astonished, but astounded. Alds, that an
uncle of mine should display such a lack of
business acumen.”

“(onfound your cheek——"

““Here you have the opportunity of securing
the sole rights to manufacture this amazing
new steel,”” said Browne. ‘“And what do you
do? You show me the door! In the words
of our American cousing, you give me. the air!
I could understand euch methods in a leseer

Three

men rushed forward, seized the protesting William
Napoleon Browne, and he was speedily borne to
the nearest exit.

I warn you that
you had better read these pupers——"

“I will do nothing of the sort!” shouted
Sir Gilman, exasperated into another show of

man, but in you, sir—no !

anger. “I tell you, there’s nothing in it.
This unfortunate old man has bluffed you.
The sooner you come to your senses, the bet-
ter. And now, Williamn, I must bid you good
morning,"’




THE
“I canuot consent to leave until——""
“(Good morning, Williamn !’ insisted Sir Gil-
man, shaking Browne by the hand, and pro-
pelling him towards the door.

CHAPTER 8.
Browne, the Undaunted!

ILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNXNE
‘J‘/ found himself literally pushed out

private

of his uncle's sancium.
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There were no half ‘
Gilman. Having said “Good-morning,’
meant it.

Browne found himself in the secretary’s
office, and the door was closed after him with
a sbarp, businesslike snap. For a moment,
Browne felt his gorue rising. It was a novelty
for him to be treated like this. He thought
of striding back and reunewing the attack with
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intensified force, but it occurred to him that
it might be better to let his uncle cool down
first.

With dignity, he etuffed the papers back
immto his own pocket. His uncle !hud handed
them to him without giving them more than
one cursory glance. Sir Gilman did not think
it worth while to peruse them carefully. He
had made up his mind that the lanky school-
boy had been bluffed.

“This way out, Mr. Browne,”” said Miss
Hale sweetly.

“Am I to understand that you, too, are
hoetile 7”7 asked Browne reproachfully. ““ Much
as 1 hate to say it, sister, I fear that mv
uncle is not the man he is reputed to be. [
had imagined his head 10 be
filled with the soundest grevy
matter in his branch ot :he
family. To my overwhelming
sorrow, I now find that ir i3
composed of solid concrete.”

“You should not speak of Sir
(iilman’s head in that fashion,”
said Miss Iale indignantly,

“I speak as I find,” replied
Browne, with a sigh. “Without
tear of contradiction I can say
that I have found my uncle :o
be a chump. It grieves me ;o
say it, but he is undoubtediv a
chump.”

At this moment the outer door
opened, and a scrupulously at-
tired middle-aged  gentleman
came 1. He glanced at Miss
Iale, and then he glanced at
Browne.

“I trust I am not too early?”

he asked, looking at the girl
agan,
“No, Mr. Rogers,” she said.

“You are exactly right for the
appointment. Sir Gilman is ex-
pecting you. I will take vou to
him at once. Do you mind wait-
ing a moment, though?”

“Certainly,” said the vi:iior,
taking a seat.
Miss Hale went to the Inner
sanctum, tapped on the door,
and entered. DBrowne fixed a
contemplative eyc upon the new
arrival.
“ILeat me introduce mysclf,” he
said, lounging forward. “My name is

William Napoleon Browne. I am Sir Gil-

man’s nephew.”
Mr. Rogers jumped up.
“] am dafi hted to meet you, Mr.
Browne,”" he said cordially, extending a hand.
“If it will give you.any satisfaction,” con-
tinued Browne, “IY can assure you that my
uncle is giving the matter under considera-
tion his very close attention., I might hint
that it would be inadvisable to see him this
morning, since he is in a mood that some-
what resemblee that of a disappointed mule.
Indeed, were you to enter his sanctum, it
might mean the crashing of all your lopee.
I suggest that it would be a strategic move
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ou your part to leave the matter over until
to-morrow.”’

“You really think so?” asked Mr. Rogers,
with concern.

“I have been with my uncle for some time
—and T do think so,” replicd Browne, with
great solemnity.

“I am indeed pgrateful to you for this
hint,” ejaculated Mr, Rogers: ‘I would not
like anything to upset my project.”

Browne hadn’t the faintest idea what this
project was, but he was gratified to observe
that Mr. Rogers seized his hat and gloves,
and made for the outer door,

“To-morrow, then ?” he said inquiringly.

“At the same hour,”” replied Browne, nod-
ding. “I will see to it, Mr. Rogers. You
do not know how wise you are in adoptin
this course. Iet me suggest that vou Flmulﬁ
go without further delay. If my uncle sees
von it might be too late.”

Mr. Rogers fairly bolted out, and at the
same moment the door of the inner sanctum
opened and Miss Hale appeared,

“Mr. Rogers!” she announced, in a busi-
nesslike tone.

Browne was past her before she could re-
cover from her surprise. He gently closed
the door. went te the imposing mahogany
desk in the centre of the great room, and sat
down. He produced the papers,

“Now, Uncle Gilman, what about it ?"” he
asked smoothly. “This invention, as I have
alrea::tly hinted, is revolutionary in its scope

“What the—— Tlow did vou get in here ?”
spluttered Sir Gilman  furiously.  **Good
heavens! Am I ncver to get rid of you,
William 7*’

“Not until vou have given this matter your
careful attention.”

“1 chall give it no attention whatever!”
roared Sir Gilman, jumping to his feet. “Get
out of this office, yvou—yon persistent voung
rascal! I have an important interview with
the representative of a great London firm

L

“That is fixed for te-morrow, sir,”” said
Browne.

“Nonsense! Mr. Rogers is waiting——

“He intimated to me that he would come
hack to-morrow,” went on Browne gently.
“T might meniion, in order to save the
centleman from any trouble, that it was I
who suggested that to-morrow would be more
convenient., My desire 18 to impress you with
the faet that this coloured steel 5

“Coloured fiddlesticks!”” roared Sir Gilman.
“I've never heard of such impudenée in all
my life!”

He rang the bell, and Miss Hule appeared.
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“Do your best, Aliss Hule, to catch Mr.
Rogers  before he leaves the Dbuilding!”
snapped Sir Gilman.,  “Telephone down to
the conunissionaire at once. This—this young
idiot has had the confounded nerve to seud
Mre. Rogers away.”

Browne rose sadly to his feet.
~“Well, it was worth trying,” he said,
“We must profit by our failures, uncle, and
do Dbetter next time. I might mention, in
passing, that I shall not rest until you
have agreed to read these papers—and until
yvou have further agreed to examine some
examples of  the new steel that Brother
Reeve will presently produce for your
approval.”

“You'll leave theze premises at once, anc
never return!” stormed Sir Gilman., DMy
brother has told me what an extraordinary
boy you are, but 1 never realised—untii
now—the truth of his statement. I'll give
you one minute to get out!”

“1 take 1t that you will be
Manor this evening, sir?”

“If wou come to Barton Maunor, I will
have the door shut in vour face!™ shouted
Sir ‘Gilman. “ Ncephew or no neplew, I'll

at Dartor

show xou that you can’t ride roughshod
over me in this fashion. When I say a
thing, Willtam, I mean i1t. Finally, de-

finitely, I'll have nothing whatever to do
with this fantastic scheme of vours.”

“IHasty words—words that you will re-
gret,” said Browne sadly, *

“Thev are words that I mean!” roarea
his uncle. “I am not going to look at those
papers, and I'll have nothing to do with
this man, Reeve. That's final! And if vou
have the audaciry to approach me again on
the subjeet, I'll have vou thrown out of
the building. Now go!”

He pointed a quivering finger at  the
door.
William Napoleon Browne went. Some.

how, he fele that it might be exceedingly
periious to remain,

"

was an absolute frost?” asked

ka O it ak
Stevens, grinning.
“Much as I hate to confess it,

_ ves,”" said Browne, sitting back in
his chair in his study on the School Train.
“I quite fail to see the necessity for the ape-
like grin which is at present marring your
face. Nature has alreadv been ecruel to
that part of your anatomy.”

“There’s no need to get personal,” said
Stevens, ceasing to grin. “ How can I help
laughing, you silly ass? You must have
becen mad to jaw to your uncle in that
wav. You can't expecet him to put up with
your rot-—-"

“One moment, brother,” esaid DBrowne
coldly. “I would point out to you that my
suggesfion was reasonable and sound——"

“I don't doubt it,” interrupted Stevens.
“But you've got a way of putting things,
Browne, that some people don't like. It

"goes down well generally, but an uncle 1s

the last man in the world to get ‘fresh’
with., An uncle never appreeiates a nephew
when the nephew happens te
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be at sc¢hool.  Sir Gilman leoks upon you
as a mere kid, I'm afraxd you were lack-
Ang in your famous diplomacy.”

Browne was looking grim,

“It 1s a challenge,” he said, his eyes glint-
ing. “Do you understand, Brother Morace?
A direct challenge! Brother Gilman has de-
finitely and positively stated that he will not
admit me into his olfice again—that he will
not give the slightest attention to Brother

Reeve's process. Am I going to admit
defeat? No! I accept this challenge, and I
venture to  prediet that my unecle will
shortly wish that he had never crossed

swords with such a redoubtable opponent.”
“You're mad!” said Stevens frankly.
“Mad as a hatter! You won't stand an
earthly chance against your uncle. If he
savs he won’t pay any attention to this
coloured steel stuff, there’s an end of it.”
“You'll pardon me, brother, 1t’'s only tha
beginning,”  said  Browne. “Am  I—a
Browne—going to knuckle under after the
first encounter? Never let it be breathed!
[ am like a prodded iiger, Brother Ilorace.
[ am in the mood to turn and rend 1ny
tormentor.  Let  Brother Gilinan beware!
Little does he realise what he is up against!”
“But why all this fasss” demanded
Sievens,  “'Why on carth don't you tuke
Reeve's papers to another firm?  There are
plenty in  Sheflield.  Steel  manufacturers
ave two a penny here,”’ :
“My uncle does not even come
that category,” said Browne biiterly.
1= given away in exchange for coupons!”
“There's no need to talk like that
“As regards vour inane suggestion that
I should take Brother Reeve’s paper to
another firm, what has become of your
sense of honour?” asked Browne accusingly,
“Did we not undertake to present Brother
Reeve to Brother Gilman?  Iid 1 not assure
Brother Reeve that he would be given a
square deal? It was enly when he learned
that Sir Gilman was my anele that he eon-
sented to take the risk, You must remems-
ber that his process is not patented—not
protected in any way.”
“Hm! I'd forgotten that, I'll admt.”
“Without casting any aspersious upon the
honesty of Sheflield steel manufacturers in
general, 1t cannot be denied that there are
black sheep in every fold,” said Browne.
“And it would be in accordance with the
rules and regnlations of Fate for me to link
up with the blagkest sheep of all. One can-

within
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not i{ell off hand, Brother Horace. In my
uncle I know I have a man of absolute
honesty. Do not forget that he 1s a

Browune.”

“You're right, of course,” admitted
Stevens,  “After what you told old Reeve,
vouu couldn't possibly approach any other
firmi. I'm not even sure that you're right
in approaching your uncle. That coloured
steel 1s almost unbelievably marvellous, In
fact, iIf I hadun't seen it, I should have
langhed at the very idea.”

“Brother Gilman did more than laugh—he
practically called me a half-wit,” muor-

“He |

mured  Browne sorvowfully. *“LHuave no
fears regarding the ultimate outcome, how-
ever, I am determined to make Brother
Reeve's awakening a happy one—in  that
far-off hospital ward. When hLe returns to
conscronsness he shall learn that his agent—
to wit, myself—has brought off the scoop of
the century.”

“It's all very well to talk about scoops—

but what are you going to do?” asked
L] w
Stevens, I mean, if your uncle has de-

finitely forbidden you to go to his ollice, or
even to his private home, how arc you going
to get near him? You daren't send him
those papers by post. He might burn them,
or teaw them up,  DBesides, they're not yours,
in any case,” i

“You can rely upon me to guard thom
as though they were this week's crossword
solutions,” replied Browne stoutly. ** When
1t comes to getting in touch with my unele
again, I would remind you that I am
William Napoleon Browne,”

- "Do I need reminding ™ murmured
Stevens.  “Can I ever forget it?”

“I trust not,” replied Browne. I, at
least, shall always do my utmost to keep
myself in big type on the front page.
Publicity, Brother Ilorace, 1s the spice of
suceess, I have accepted this challenge from
my uncle, and I shall now make my ouwn
plans.  Needless to say, strategy will be
essential. I shall probably need your assi:i-
ance,” he added casually,

“Look here!” said Stevens, in  alarm.
I'm blowed if you're going to drag me into
our wild and woolly wheczes! By what
!)l’w heard of your uncle, he'll half skin vou
And 1if he does
Lbable 1o do 1a

1

if vou go near hin again.
that to you, what 1s he
me 77

“Always remember, Brother Horace, thau
vou will  be under my piotection,” said
Browne kindly.

"Which means nothing,” said Stevens,
“You'll need just as much protection as fie,
vou—you talkie! They must have forgotten
to stop the mechanism in you!”

They evidently had, for DBrowne con
tinued o talk, and in the end Horace
Stevens was worn down—as always.

CHAPTER 9.
At the Steelworks!

¢ ILENCE! said Mr,
S The juniors

were  just  settling
down for afternoon lessons 1n ihe
Class-room Couch.  Mi. Pyeraft was
irritable, as  usual.  He was more than'
usually 1rrvitable, in fact, because he had
only just had an encounter with Willy Hand-
forth, and had come off sccond best, And
Mr. Pyeraft had decided to “take it ous”
of his own boys.

Nosing about, after his usual custom, ho
had been horrified to discover that most of
Willy's pets were housed in the guard’s van,
at the cud of the train, With gleaming
eyves, and thinking he had found a legiiimate
cause for making a report, he had grabbed

Pyceraft curtly.
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Willy and
presence.
So Mr. Horace Pyeraft had been com-
pletely taken aback when Nelson Lee quietly
informed him that Willy's pets were on the
train by his—I.ee's—permission, And since
Mr. Pycraft could not truthfully say that
the pets were neglected, or a nuisance, he
had retired in a bad temper.

“In this Form, at least, there shall be
no laxity ! he snapped, as le glared down
the long ecoach, ‘*Handforth, take your
hands out of your pockets! Gore-Pearce,
don’t lounge like that! Glenthorne, wake
yourself up!”

“Absolutely !”  said Archie Glenthorne.
“At the same time, old thing, I rather
thought T was pretty sprightly.”

“What did you call me, Glenthorne?”

“Oh, rather, sir,” said Archic. “I1 mean,
what ?"

“Take twenty lines for impertinence!”
snapped Mr. Pycraft unreasonably. “You
Remove boys arve particularly irritating, I
shall be bheartily glad when this trip is
over—and when you can go back into Mr,
Urowell’s care.”

“It's a pity he didn't come, sir,” said
Handforth.

“It 1s!” agreed Mr. Pyeraft.
much responsibility for one

forced him into Nelson Lee's

“It 13 too
man— In-

deed, Handforth!” he added, with a start.
“I have just noticed the implication in your
Are you daring to suggest that

remark i

vou are not sutisfied with me as your Iorue
master "

“We'd natarally rather have our ows
Form-master, sir,” replied Handforth boldly.
“He understands us better, He isn't always
dropping on us, and spving on things that
don’t concern him I mean, he minds his
own business That is to say, he isn't s
nosey—""

He paused, realising that at each fresh
attempt he was making things worse, And
Mr. Pycraft got recady to explode with some
violence, Unfortunately for him, the doot
at the end of the coachh opened at that
moment. Nelson Lee appeared, smiling
good-naturedly.

“If you don't mind, Mr. Pveraft, T want
to take half vour boys away,” he said, get-
ting straight to the point.

“I shall not mind in the least,” reforted
Mr. Pyeraft tartly. “1I shall be particularly
glad if vou will remove Handforth. He has
just had the studied impertinenee to inform
me that T do not mind my own business.”

Nelson Lee frowned.

“Handforth ! Stand up ! he comman:lad
“What do you mean by——"

“But I didn't say it, sir!” protested
Handforth indignantly,

“How dare you'!” stormed Mr. Pyerafc
“You distinetly said "

“I only said that Mr. Crowell always
minds Lis own business,” broke in Handforth
triumphantly. “1 didn't mention your narue

L

AEEOREN SR AN AEEN NS GAFARNEEEREEAESANENRR RS ARGV ERE NN RERE D

SOUTH AFRICAN TEST PLAYERS

You'd like this,
chance to win it!
competition ia this week's M

ii-.‘-.--.--l..l'..].lilIl.-II-iliII-.I-liiiiIllﬁiiilllli.r

HAMMOND

The Cricket Hero writes for
MODERN BOY

Fresh from his triumphs in
Australia, Hammond is writing
the worid’s finest school and
cricket story specially for
MODERN BOY. “Cloyne of
Claverhouse’ 1is exclusive {o
this paper. Read the first
long instalment TO-DAY in

MODERN BOY

Buy YOUR Copy Now—2d.

AUTGGRAPHED CRICKET
BAT GIVEN FREE!

wouldn't you? You have a
It's the first prize in an easya
BDERN BOY,

FEANEBUENREAREEEER LT




“

THE NELSON LELE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

at all, sir.
a good word, can’t 17” he added, looking
at Nelson Lee.

“Ahem ! murmured Lee. “It secms, Mr,
Pyeraft, that there has been some little mis-
understanding. Pervhaps we had better let
the matter drop.”

“Very well!” breathed Mr. Pycraft. *“ As
vou say, sir! My authority in this Form is
flouted so much that a little extra can make
no difference.”

Aud he turned away, seething like an over-
hiled kettle.

““All you Remove bhoys will follow me
out,” said Nelson Lee, hastening to change
the subject. “I have deecided that while
we are in Sheffield, parties of boys shall
visit some of the great stecl-manufacturing
plants—so many boys a day. I consider that
the experience will be of great educational
value.” .

“Hurrah ! yelled
excitedly.

“Good egg

“ Bravo, siz!” _

“Good old Mr, Lee!”

“Now, you needn’t get so animated about
it,” smiled Lee. “Unless you behave your-
selves, the experiment will not be repeated
in any other town, So it is entirely up to
vou. Now, come along.”

“What about us, sir?” asked Corcoran,
of the Ifourth.

“Yes, where do we¢ come.
demanded Boots indignantly,

“You shall have ypur turn to-morrow
morning, directly after first lesson,” replied
Iee. *“The other Forms will go in their
turn.” - :

The Fourth was utterly disgusted. In fact,
the IPourth was positively wild with jealousy.

It was an outrage that the Removites
should be given precedence over them.

IIIX. Removites, of course, considered

I that everything was as it should be.
It was natural that they should have

an advantage over the TFourth.
Wasn't tho Remove a lot more 1mportant
thon the IYourth, anyway?
Tho trip was all the
beeause it was unexpected.

It was a gloriously warm afternoon, and
everybody had been rather fed up with the
thought of sticking in the class-room at
lessons. A trip to Sheflicld, and a tour
through one of the great engineering plants,
was miles better. And since it would rank
as work, it was better still, In a very short
time the juniors were ready. They only
required to fetch their caps and to line up
alongside the train.

While this was going on, William Napo-
leon Browne happened to come along the
corridor—having been sent on a mission by
Mr, Pagett, of the Fifth,

““And what,” asked Browne interestedly,
“is this?”

He was leaning out of ons of the doors,
watching the Removites as they lined up.

the Removites

IH‘

in, sir?”

more cnjoyable

Surely I can give Mr, Crowell |

7

“You're not on in this act, Browne, old
man,”’ grinned Nipper. “You've got to
stick at lessons all the afternoon. We're
going mto Sheflield to sce how the steel is
manufactured,”

Browne winced. Steel was a sore subject
with him just now,

“Indeed !” he said. “Why have I not
heard of this before? And why, ineidentally,
are you going on this trip in advance of the
Fifth 77

“Because we're more important than the
['ifth, of course!” sang out Handforth.

Morrow, of the Sixth, who was one of ihe
prefeets in charge of the party, grinned.

“Don’t you believe it, young 'un,” he said.
“Mr. Lee 1s sending you first because he
believes in the policy of getting the worst
over as soon as pessible.”

There was a united yell of wrath from the
Removites.

“Ah, now I understand,” said Browne,
nodding, *‘And which particular steel works
1s to be pestered 7%’ :

“The Apex, I think,” said Morrow.

A gleam came into Browne's eyes. Quick
as a flash, he saw the possibilities. Nelson
Lee happened to come along just then,

ready for the start. Browne leapt to the
ground and accosted him,

“Is 1t a fact, sir, that these trouble manu-
facturers are to be initiated into the myvs-
teries of steelcraft at the Apex Works®”
he asked politely.

“Yes, Browne. Why ¥

“May I ask, brother—that is to say, sir
—when the Fifth is going "

“To-morrow.”

“Let me suggest, sir, that an exception
should be made in my case,” urged Browne.
“Whilst I am the captain of the Ififth. 1
cannot truthfully say that I am greatly im-
pressed with the Fifth's mental prowess. 1t
would please me, therefore, to mingle with
the infants.”

“I am afraid you can’t go this afternoon,
Browne,” said Nelson Lee, shaking his head.
“There is no reason why an exception should
be made, as you suggest o

“I would mention that the Apex Works
is controlled by my uncle, Sir Gilman
Browne,” continued Williain Napoleon
smoothly. “That, I take it, is something,
sir? Needless to add, T shall be able to
conduet these simple souls round with somo
show of authority. My uncle, I might add,
will doubtless be particularly interested to
sce me,”

“Of course, that's different, Browne,” =a1d
Lee. “I did not know that the Apex Works
was controlled by one of vour relatives,
Perhaps 1t would be as well for you to
accompany us. You had better tell Al
Pagett, and join us as quickly as possible.”

ILLIAM NAPOLEON BROWNXNE

“f was particularly pleased with him-
self.

He had not expected to get an

opportunity of visiting the Apex Steel Manu-
facturing Co., IAd., again until the next

1
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day, at the ecarliest. In fact, he had already
made plans for the next day, and these plans
still held good. But that was no reason why
he should not have another shot at Sir
Gilman this afternoon.

Any excuse to get in was welecome, and
here he would officially enter with the erowd.
It would be easy ecnough to dodge off once
the works had been entered. He relied
upon his ingenuity to do the rest,

The juniors found a well-equipped motor-
¢oach waiting for them on the road, a short
distance from the School Train, and they
drove into Sheflield in fine style.  As a sort
of preliminary, the coach went through the
business section of the town—through Far-
gate and into the High Street. The St
I'rank’s fellows were impressed by Fitzalan
Square, by the town hall, and by many of
the other publie buildings. From their point
of view the theatres and picture theatres,
perhaps, were the most interesting of all.

And thern they went on to the Apex Works.

Leaving their motor-coach outside, they
were taken in tow by a genial under-
manager, who divided the whole party up
into groups, and placed thiem in sub-charge
of various underlings.

They all entered, and were soon greatly

inimmst.nd in the mighty wonders of the vast
lant,
] They saw the blast furnacez, and they
beheld molten metal in the converters. It
was all fascinating and bewildering. The
cranes carrving tﬁ(‘ immense ladles, with
the sparks flving in thousands, and with men
operating gigantic pieces of mechanism as
though by magie. It was awe-inspiring to
sce these huge pieces of machinery obeying
the touch of the puny-looking coutrollers.

But the most interesting sights of all
were those within the machine shops—where
tools of every kind and description were
manufactured.

Sheflield, as everybody knows, is world-
fawmous for its fine tools. The steel that
Sheffield manufactures is not so much the
kind that is used for building great bridges,
but the finer sort from which knives and
tools are made. The hardening and temper-
ing processes are, in a wayv, peculiar to
Sheflicld eraftsmen—whose skill has been
transmitted from generations of ancestors.

Crucible steel was first made by Huntsman,
in the year 1743. It is used for the manu-
facture of cutlery, woodworking tools. lathes,
farm implements, and so forth. In the Apex
Works, tools of every kind and description
were turned out, and the various methiods of

manufacture were watched with great in-
terest by the schoolboy visitors. _
Fyven DBrowne found himself growing

attentive, although his mind was on quite
another matter. He was wondering how he
conld break away, and goet to his unele's
office. Now that he was on the spot, he was
beginning to realise that it covldn’t be done.
He almost feared that his trip had been for
nothing. The works were vast. He was
about f‘mif a mile from the offices now, and
he would mnever be able to find his way
thirough the machine shops unaided. But Le
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was gratificd to observe—just when he wa3
on the point of resigning himself to another
disappolatment—the tall, imposing ligure of
Sir Gilman Browne hinself.

This was an unexpected opportunity.

“I trust youu will have no objection, sir,
if I have a word with my uncle as a pre-
liminary *7 asked Browne, turning swiftly to
Nelson ILee. “I think, perhaps, a few
friendly overtures -

“By all means, Browne,”” nodded Lee.

Browne strode off, his intention being to
buttonhole his nuele and nail him down to
something definite on the spot. Browne cou-
sidered it very unlikely that Sir Gilman
would resort to anvthing violent in frout of
others,

“Ah, Brother Gilman—that is to sav,
uncle " exclaimed Browne, giving his relatiyve
a friendly clap on the back from sheer forcu
of habit. “Once more we meet! I would
suggest a brief perusal of the documents we
already know of. Little do you realise the
tremendous importance——-"’

“Upon my word!’ ejaculated Sir Gilman,
spinning round, “No you're here again, are
you? How did you get into these works? 1
gave strict orders that you were to be cx-
cluded.”

“It would be as profitable to attempt to
exclude an incoming tide,”” declared Browne.
“Let me nrge vou to resign vourself to the
fact that I am inevitable, Having made up
my mind to gain a hearing, I shall gain one,
Rebuffs ore merely a stimulus to me. In fuct,
the sooner you knuckle under. the better. 1t
will be to our mutual benefit.”

“Of all the impertinent young jaclkanapes
roared Sir Gilman.

He had come to a halt, and was facing
Browne squarelv. They were standing in the
very centre of one of the machine shops, with
Sir Gilman's host of attendants futtering
round him in alarm—and with hundreds of
workpeople listening to everv word that was
being said. This was more than Browne had
bargained for. He had never dreamed that
his uncle would publiely go for him,

“* Hush, brother!”’ he whispered., ‘‘Let me
suggest a slightly less bull-like attitude. This
is a matter between ourselves, and one i
which your workpeople cannot possibly havo
any interest—""'

“I can see 1 have made a mistake,” said
Sir Gdman fiercely. “I gave orders that you
should be exeluded from my offices, but [
neglected to give any specific instructions re-
garding the works, Mansell! Couldrey!
Powell! Seize this young man and throw
him off the premises!”’

“While beinz grateful for this escort, I
deplore the necessity to have me thrown off."”
said Browne sadly, *“Might I suggest that
I shall’ resist—""’

“You may treat him as rouglhly as you
wish!”’ continued his uncle, turning to the
three startled men who hastened to his side.
““He is my nephew, and I give you full per-
mission to use whatever force 1s necessary.
Muke no mistake about it. Throw him out!"™

¥
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Sir Gilman didn’t want to listen to Browne, but he simply had to. The Removites saw to ths:t !

And then, as Browne produced the scintillating piece of met
‘“ Desist, brothers ! *’ murmured Wil‘“ﬂ Napoleon. ** The battle is won [’

great man’s eyes.

“One moment!”
‘round in desperation,
~ ““Don’t listen to him}!”’
“*“If necessary, gag him!”’
- William Napoleon Browne was seized, and
* the Removites watched in amazement and con-

said Browne, looking

roared Sir Gilman.

cern. Knowing nothing of the previous inci-
« dents, they were naturally dumbfounded.
And Nelson Lee himself resolved that he

would have a word with Browne later on—
.and probably a word with. Sir Gilman in
advance,

As for Browne himself,
. specdily to the nearest exit.

he was borne

CHAPTER 10.
The Challenge!

HERE was no actual throwing out.

I Browne knew when he was beaten,

and he remained doecile. He submitted

to this gross indignity with that

stoicism and courage for which the Brownes
were famous,

But only outwardly was he calm. Within
he boiled. His blood was up. It was bad
enough to be ordered out of his uncle's

-office, but it was beyond all endurance to be

thrown out of the works in full view of the |

Remove., And without any justifiable cause!

an excited expression came into the

That was the worst of it. Browne knew
perfectly well that his uncle would be only
too eager to secure the sole rights for the
manufacture of that coloured steel if only
he would seriously consider the process.
After what had just happened, it seemed tha$
there was not one chance in a million that
Sir Gilman would ever reverse his decision,

Browne set his teeth. Sir Gilman had asked
for a fight, and he should have one! Was
he—William Napoleon—to tuck his tail bhe-
tween his legs and run? Never! The
Browne blood rebelled against such a thought.
There was only one thing to do—continue the
struggle with intensified fire.

And as Browne strode ofl round the works
he completely threw overboard his plans for
the morrow, in which Stevens was supposed
to help. There was no time like the present.

he strode in and was immediately col-
lared by the commissionaire,
“Sorry, sir—you can’t go up,”” said
the man uncomfortably.

“No?’ asked Browne, with an ominous
glint in his eye. ‘‘Be good enough to realise
that I am William Napoleon Browne——"

“That’s just it, sir,”” said the commission-
aire. ‘““Bir Gilman has given strict orders
that you mustn't be aHowed in,”

3. RRIVING at the main office building,
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““*Alas!"” sighed Prowne., “While hating to)
take this step, I find that there is no alter-
native.”’

He neatly hooked lLis foot round the com-
missionaire's ankle, gave a heave, and the
commissionaire—a beavy man—went down
with such a thud that he nearly cracked the
nosaic flooring. Browne gave him one
alance, dashed to the lift, and thrust half-a-
crown into the lift attendant’s hand,

“Up!” he said briskly,

He reached the offices in triumph, and such
was the swiftness of his action that he was
completely across the outer office before any
of the clerks became aware of his presence.

“One moment!” shouted somebody, run-
ning up.

He opened the
and closed

no notice.
strode ﬂu'uugh,

Browne took
glass-top doovr,

the door behind him, He found MNiss llale
eveing him in wonder,
“How did you get up?" she asked., *“*Sir

(tilman gave crders~———

“Pardon me, sister, but this is no time for
frivolous inquiries,”” said Browne briskly. “I
am here—and, being liere, I must make the
best of my time, 1 can see, by glancing into
your eyes, that you are of a kindly disposi-
tion, I can detect a friendly nature, Am I
vight 2

The girl laughed.

““What an extraovdinary fellow you are!”
she said frankly. *““You deserve to get on—
it only becaunse of your enterprise. But I'm
afraid you've miscaletlated this time.  Sir
(tilman is not in his office—and won't be for
another hour.”

““That,”” explained Browne,
here,”

“1 don’t think I quite understand.”

“You will in a moment,’* continued Browne.
“Might I ask if my uncle has any appoint-
ments for this afternoon?”’

“Why, yes.”

“What are they?"”

“There 1s one for four o'clock with Mr.
Huxley Moore, the great building construc-
tor,” said the girl, consulting her notes,
“Then, at four-thirty, Sir Gilinan has an ap-
pointment with Herr Kessler, the bigz German
magnate, And there is a chance that Lord
Kendrick will come in—""

“Enough,” said Browne. “I do not think
we shall get as far as Lovd Kendrick, sister,
I aum greatly indebted to you.”

“But what are you going to do?" asked
Miss Hale, alarmed. *‘I hope you will not
take advantage of Oh, perhaps I ought
not to have told you——-"

“Have no fear,” said Browne kindly, *I
will see that vou get into no scrapes with Sir
(vilman. Now, as time presses, I must away.”

He was gone before Miss IHale could even
begin to protest.

'BRO“"NE was out of the building beforn

i

is why I am

the commissionaire knew of 1t. In the
civcumstances it was better, perhaps,

that a further meeting with the com-
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missionaire should be avoided. Drowne was
a determined fellow, and a stout fighter, but
there was no sense in actually looking for
trouble.

He had glanced at the clock as he weut
out. KFive minutes to three, This was better
than he had expected. He would be able to
get mueh done in the hour at his disposal.

He ventured mmto Fargate, and West Streef,
and Norfolk Street, and Pinstone Streel—
searching the city, in fuct, for a likely estal-
lishment. At last he found what he wanted-—
a theatrical costumiers, It was a second-hand
clothes shop, too, and was not much to look
at from outside,

COMING NEXT WEEK!

Within, Browne quickly
plained his needs.
joke, and wished to adopt a disguise,  Tho
proprietor, recoenising Browne as a St

and fluently ox-
He was plaving a practicatl

Frauk's fellow, entered into the spirit of the
thing. As he remarked, oue never knew whas
these schoolboys woeuld be up to next.

At twenty minutes to four Browne emerged,
completely transformed. e now wore a
bristling mounstache, iron-grey and impressive.
He looked thivty years older, and his own
ability as an actor came to his aid. Horace
Stevens was to have done some of the acting,
but Stevens wasn't here, and DBrowne cou-
sidered that he was, after all, unnecessary,

At seven minutes to four, Browne left a
taxi in front of the Apex offices, and he passed
the commissionaire’s scrutiny with success,
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He reached the private office, and gave Miss
Hale a careless glance.

“I have an appointment with Sir Gilman,”
he said, in a deep voice. “I believe he is
expecting me—Mr. Huxley Moore."

“Why, ves,”” said the girl, looking at him
closely.

ut she did not question him—and Browne’s
heart beat more evenly, His one fear was
that Mr. Huxley Moore was well known here.
In that case, his scheme would fail, and e
would have to bolt. But Browne was always
a fellow to take a chance.

“Mr. Huxley Moore fo

see you, Sir
Crilman,”” said the secretary,

opening  the
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inuner door and ushering the impostor in.
“Ah, Hir Gilman, this is a delightful
pleasure!” said Browne, striding forward and
grasping his unele’s- hand warmly. “You
naust forgive me if T appear hurried, but I
can stay for no longer than five minutes.”’
“Really 77 =aid Sir Gilman, looking at his
visitor very closely, but without suspicion.
“I understood that you wished to go into the
matter of the big Westminster contract ?*’
“That can wait,” said Browne promptly.
“There 18 a much more important matter.
Some papers have come into my hands— some
papers dealing with a new stecel process which
1t likely to revolutionise the industry. Before
I zo any farther, I should like you to read
these papers.”
placed Mr, Martin

And Browne hbeldly
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Reeve’s documents in front of his uncle.
Sir Gilman picked them up with a slight start.
They somehow seemed familiar., He glanced
at his visitor closely,

“Where did you get these, Mr. Moore?”
he asked.

“Read them!” commanded Browne.

Sir Gilmman was not accustomed to this
tone, and for a moment he nearly snceumbed.
He sat back in his chair, took the papers,
and commenced reading them. Browne, in
the meantime, sat down in the other chair.

“Well I'm hanged!” said Sir Gilman sud-

denly. ‘““These are the papers that my
nephew =

He broke off, stared at Browne more
closely, and suddenly went fiery red. lle

rose to his feet like an angry bull.

“William!” he thundered. “How—how
dare you?”’

Browne sighed. Mo had hoped to rush
his uncle into reading those papers—knowing
full well that once he had started on them he
would be impressed. And after he had read
them thruugﬁ he would undoubtedly forgive
the whole procedure.

“One moment, brother!” urged Browne,
dodging round the big desk. ‘““Let me point
out that unless this matter was of vital imn-
portance I should never have approached you
in this way. I took a chance——"'

“You—you young nuisance!” stormed Sir
(rilman, picking up the papers and thrusting
them into Browne’s hand. *“You may be
my brother’s son, but I never wish to sce
yvou again, Your impertinence is beyond ull
endurance. Your persistence is outrageous.”

“But at least you must give me the eredit
for being enterprising,” said William
Napoleon, as he dodged adroitly. *“No,
uncle, be calm! Be cool! Always remember
that you are a Browne! 1Tt is the tradition
of we Brownes that we never become ruffled.”

Sir Gilman looked positively fiendish.

“T am not ruflled!” he hooted. “I am
perfectly calm! Buf, by heaven, I'm going
to throw you out of this office with my own
hands!”’

“1f you will only read those papers—-

It was fatal for Browne to persist any
longer. Sir Gilman took advantage of the
momentary pause, and he seized his nephliew
firmly by the scruff of the neck. lLuckily
the door opened just them—>Miss Hale coming
in to find what all the noise was about.

“Stand clear!”’ roared Sir Gilman.

ITe ran Browne through the doorway,
through the secretary’s office, and then clean
through the outer office. The more Browna .
resisted, the more his uncle exerted himself.
The amazed Mr. Huxley Moore, who had
just arrived, watched the scene with no little’
concern. If this was the way BSir Gilman
Brownoe treated his visitors, it was evidently
a perilous proceeding to interview him.

The whole outer office was dumbfounded.
Everybody knew about Browne, of course,
and everybody was quietly chuckling over
him. But they did not conneet this fresh
incident with their emplover’s nephew. Ho

LR
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was apparently an elderly mah. Never before
had Sir Gilman acted so strangely.

“Now!” panted Sir Gilman, when he
reached the main doors. *‘Get out of here,
and keep out! If necessary, I'll eraploy detec-
tives to watch the doors! TI'll show yonu,
Williain, whether I'm to be defied or not! If
you ever get in this building again, you'll be
a clever fellow.”

“I shall get in again
premptly.

1" replied Browne

——

CHAPTER 11.
Rallying Round Old Browne!

i ELL, it was jolly intercsting,” said

\\/ Handforth condescendingly, ¢ Not

so good as a cricket match, of

course, but this is supposed to be

cducational. ¥ancy a giddy huntsman invent-
ing steel, though!”

“A huntsman?” asked Chlinrch, staring.

“That’s what one of those men told me,”
replied Handforth defensively. “I don’t
believe it, of wourse.”

“You hopeless ass!"” grinned Church. * The
man’s name was Huntsman—Benjamin Hunts-
man.  You couldn’t have been listening
properly.”’

f“Oh, my hat!” said Handforth., *So that's
it]”’

“Benjamin Hunteman lived in the eigh-
teenth century. Although he was an Knglish-
man, his parents were really Germans. Ie
got fed-up with the steel they supplied him
with, so he made some of his own—-—"

“1 don't want to hear all this!"” interrup-
ted Handforth hastily. “I've had facts and
ficures dinned into me for the last hour—and
[’'m fcd~u‘p. Any more about it, my lad, and
I'll squash you!”

The Removites were lounging against the
motor-coach—which was all ready to take
them back to the School Train. All the fel-
lows were on hand—with the solitary excep-
tion of Browne. The coach was awaiting Mrv,
Nelson Lee, who had gone to say goodbye to
Sir Gilman. ,

“Why not go and have a look round the

town while we're waiting?”’ suggested

[(ravers. ““Mr. Lee might be half an hour
L} )

yet—

“And he might be only two minutes,” in-
terrupted Morrow of the Sixth. “You chaps
had better get into the coach. T can keep a
better eye on you there. No dodging away,
my sons! You're as hard to look after as a
vanload of monkeys.”

Some of the juniors protested, but it was
useless, The prefect meant what he eaid, and
the Removites were bundled into the coach
to await Nelson Lee's coming.

“Hallo!” said Nipper. “O0ld Browne’s in
here! And we wondered what had become ot
him! By Jovel What's up with him?”

William Napoleon Browne, who had sat in
the coach unnoticed, was a changed indi-
vidual.  Gone was his customary pep; gone
was his calm, contewplative eye. . He posi-

tively drooped as hie sat, and his eye was for-
lorn and weary.

““What on earth have you been doing,
Browne "’ asked Ilandforth, staring.

““ Alas, brothers, you behold a saddened—
not to say sore—mortal,” replied Browne,
shaking hLis Lead. “Much as I respect Uncle
Gilman for his devotion to physical eulture, 1
wish he had not used the dumb-bells so fre-
quently., Iis museles, 1 regret to say, ave as
powertul as the steel cables which he manufac-

tures. I am tempted to believe, indeed, that
he has incorporated steel n his own
anatomy.”’

“But what’s happened?” iusisted Nipper.
“We saw vou chwucked out of the works, but
Sir Gilman himself didu't do it.”

“That was a mere trifle,” said Browne.
“Tisten, brothers, and I will a tale unfold.”

The juniors gathered round, grinning. They
didn’t mind waiting for Nelson Lee now.
Browne was goneraﬁv entertaining, and just
now he promised to be particularly so. And
everybody rnoticed, with some surprise, that
he had complete!ly changed within the last
minute,

From some cause which was quite obscure,
he had recovered all his old zip and energy.
He had braced himself up, and his eyes were
gleaming with a puvposeful light, Seldom,
indeed, had he looked so resolute, The
coming of the juniors had wrought a mirvacul-
ous transformaution.

S a matter of fact, Browne saw fresh
A liope in the Removites. If only he
could culist their help, all might yet
be well, There were twenty-four of

them here—a. formidable force,

With surprising brevity and lueidity—for
Browne—the Fifth Form skipper gave all the
details of his recent interview with his uncle.
He explained the reason for those interviews.
describing cxactly how he and Stevens had

found that remarkable piece of coloured metal

on the road, and how they had promised
oid Martin Reeve that they wouldeget Sir
Gilman Browne interested.

“You Lknow the rest, brothers,” said
Browne. “You know that my uncle has
proved himself to be a man of Handforthiau -
pigheadedness—"’

“Here, 1 say!” protested Handforth.

“Not,” continued Browne, “that you need
fear any competition, Brother Handforth,
When it comes to obstinacy in its raw state,
you undoubtedly hold the world’s record.
You need not fear that your laurels will be
wrested from you."”

“You silly, longwinded ass

“Yerc we have an acute position,” pursued
Browne. ““As I have said, it is my desire to
fix this coutract up before Brother Reevo
recovers consciousncess. It s now or never,
as it were. I have atlempted the thing single-
handed, and the opposing forces are too
formidable. With reinforceménts, however, 1
fancy that I can turn tlie tables on Brother
Gilman."

“I don't know!” said Nipper dubliously.
“What can we do, anyliow ?"

1
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“You can do much,” replied Browne. * My
nnele has asked for tronble. Be good enongh
to remember that he has laid hands upon the
leading light of St. Frank’s- the maosi im-
portant fellow in the school.”
“Ahem!"” coughed Nipper.

“My uncle has brought ridicule upon {he
farir name of our school,”” eontinned Browne,
waxing indignant, ‘““He has ordered me out
of his office, he has thrown me out of his
office. Indeed—to be frank—he has kicked
me ont of his office. Are you to hear this,
and remain unmoved ?”’

“Wa shouldn’t remain unmoved long if we
helped you, dear old fellow,” said 'T'ravers,
shaking his head. “In fact, we should stand
il ?nrr good chunce of getting moved preity
quickly.” ‘

“A weak admission, Brother Vivian,”
said Browne reproachfully, “Are you telling
me that twenty-four stalwarts such as yonr-
selves could be conquered by Brother (il-
man’s myrmidons? Remember the good
cause! Remember the unhappy Brother
Reeve, languishing in that hospital in Nor.

wich. My uncle has only to read these
papers, and he will fall over himself in
his haste to settle the deal. Assist me in

this project, and fame will be yours.”
“By George! I'm with vou!” said Hand-
forth cagerly.
“ Hear, hear!|?
“Browne's been
ancle,”
“Yes, rather! Let's help!”

“ Abzolutely !”  said  Arelne

treated rottonly by his

(:lenthorne.,

“Browne, old Jamp-post, kindly give the
necessary instroctions.  Rely upon the Jads
to rally round. Name the good old pro-

cedare, and we'll fly at the word of com-
mand.”

“Splendid ! beamed Browne, rubbing his
hands together, “ And yon, Brother Nipper?
As skipper of this metley throng, do youn
give your =anciion?”

“I am with the majenrity,”
Nipper. “Tt’s 2 gzo, Browne”

arinted

lmg suggestions they were decidedly

taken aback. 'I'hey had expected

something  drastic, but  thev  had
hardly reckoned upon being called into such
a task as Browne unfolded.

“It’s too thick, old man,” said Nipper
doubtiully.

“It necds to be thick if my uncle is to
he convinced,” replicd Browne. ‘“He has
challenged me. lde has said that if I ever
get into his office again 1 shall be a &ever
fellow., And, as you all know that I am
a clever fellow——  But let us not discuss
these obvious poinis. Do you agree to the

‘BU'_[‘ when they heard Browne's start

scheme 7" _ L
“It is too risky,” said llarry Gresham.

“Think of the awful trouble we should get
into if we did it. Why, your uncle wounld
report us to Mr. Lee, and there’d be tho
wost awful commotion,”
“We might even be sent back
Frank’s!” arened Tommy Watson,

to St
“Mr,
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| was swept aside by the Roemavites,

r':J
ko
Lee would =ay thal we weren't to Lo
trusted &
“You—you weaklings! roared  Iland-
forth, glaring round. " Browne's whoea
s sumply gorgeous! It's a winner! Wioat

L

are you all made of—straw?

“Well said, Brother MHandy!” exclainied
e = ! ¥

Browne, Let us deecide quickly, brothers
all,  There 1s not a moment to be lost. To
be, or not to be! ILet us have your votes!”

“Will your unele forgive us afterwards??
asked Churceh,

“He'll not merely forgive vou, but praob

ably invite vou to dinner!” said Browne
promptly. *“Take my word for ii, brothers,
this Dbusiness will be short and <harp.

Brother Gilinan will be suhdued onee and
for all, and we shall emerge trivmphaunt,
Should I display such confidence ws this if
there were the slightesr doubts of swcee-sr”

They hardly knew how to take Browunu—
even after all their experience of lbinn
However, they had promised to help, and it
was nol their way to back out,

“We'll do it, yon chaps,” said Nipp.r,
looking round. " After all, it’s Browne's
stunt, and he’s willing to pay the piper if it
goes  wrong.,  Besides, think of the in-
dignity to St. I'rank’s. We've got to wipe
out that stain.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Let's get it over before Mr, Lee comice
back !

“Yes, rather

They all  went  swarming out  of 1he
motor-coach. Browne was in the lead, and
he formed his battalion up smartly, A the
sane moment, out of the corncr of his exe,
he was gratified to behold Nelson Lee ik

EL

ing with the works manager and one or
two other offictals,  Sir Gilman was ot ic
evidenee.

“Come ! said Browne erisply. = [For-

ward !

; And remember, brothers—zweep all
efore

_l"m'mir {'nllnit]vrul I.[.II

youl. no 1
hold vou i cheek,”

*“ITurrah!®

“Come on. the Remove!”

It Williamm Napoleon Browne felr any
chagrin  at being compelicd to enlist the
ald of the Remove. he did not show if.
Single-handed, he was beaten. Bun what

general ever won a batile single-handed?
Remove, or no Remove, nothing could alter
the faet that Browne was in command,

“Here you!” bellowed the big commis.
sionatee, as soon as Browne appearved. “T've
had about enough of vou, mv Jad!”

“Awav, konave!" said Browne. T ean'
be hothered !

The commissionaire scemed to grow bigger.
with indignation. He knew thai he was
safe.  This lanky young fellow might be
hiz emplover's nepliow, but he had roceived
orders to keep himy out. And he conld not
forget that Browne had tripped him up and
bowled him over—to the wuntold jov of at
least two lift—l){}}'ﬁ and a !1:1”-;‘:”1‘1!;-1* witl
whom he had had a longz feud.

““Here, what the You yvoung—-""

The commissionaire got no further.

He

} LY
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swarmed 1in,

“The stairs!” sang out Browne, leading
the way., “Don’'t bothier with the lift!”

They went rushing up the stairs to the
first floor. Browne kuew his way about
by heart now, and he no sooner put his face
into the general oflice than about a dozen
clerks rose enthusiastically to the attack.
They were beginning to enjoy this game.
They couldn't remember such a lively day
as this.

But they were doomed to disappointment.

For no sooner did Browne appear than
his battalion followed, sweeping into the
general office in a yvelling, excited flood.

“This way!” shouted the Fifth Form
skipper.

He legged 1t across the huge office like
a sprint racer, and much as he dishked so
rudely disturbing DMiss Hale's gquietude, he
burst in without c?[npum-tian. - The Remove

1SS

followed him. DMiss Halo watched, abso-
lutely aghast. She was specchless. She
conld only =it there and gaze,

Yvight 1nto Sir Gilman's inner sanctum
went the mob. Tt wasz all so swift that
almost before Miss Hale could blink,

nothing remained but a cloud of dust, And
chaos sounded from within the inner sanc-
tum, i

Something shot out, and it proved
to be an unfortunate gentleman who had
happened to  be in coufercnce with Sir
Gilman at the moment, Not that the school-
bovs had ejected him. The gentleman had
thought 1t a wise poliey to retive,

The kev clicked .in the loeck,
Hale feared the worst,
Sir Gilman,
of schoolboys?

As a matter of fact,
whatever!

and DMiss
trapped witle that avalaunche

Eil[(l

he no chance

CHAPTER 12,

Browne's Winning Way!
IR GILMAN DROWNL zat in hiz easy-

S chair.
He couldn't do anything else, Hand-
forth and three other stalwarts were
behind  him, holding him down. Nipper
and Archie and Gresham and Travers were
on the floor, holding Sir Gilman's legs.
C;t_hri_rs were keeping his hands out of mis-
chief.
“Help ! bellowed the unfortunate steel
magnate  “You—yvou unmitigated young
H:-mtﬂ(lrelsl Miss Hale! Help! You—you

“Let me point out, wuncle, that any
appeals for help will be futile,” said
Browne smoothly. “Let me also point out
that 1f vou persist in making these uncouth
sounds I shall be compelled to gag you.”

“This is vour doing, you—you—-"

“Admitted 1” said Browne smoothly, I
freely and willingly accept the full responsi-
bility, Pray do not imagine that these
rnergetie speeimens of British boyhood are
to blame, They are merely under my

sway,”

What chanee had i

flooding the great vestibule, |
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“I'll have you thrown out of your school
for this!” vowed Sir Gilman,

“It appears to be your hobby, to
have people thrown out of places,” saud
Browne soothingly. **When I have my wagy,
yvou will find that this procedure on my part
is justified. I hLave great pleasure in ac-

sir,

ra

cepting, in  advance, your invitation to
dinner at Barton Manor,”
“You—yon Siv Gilman  paused,

realising that he was not cutting a very
dignified figure. “Well, you have got me
in a position which places you in the ad-
vantage. Be sorve that yvou will suffer for it
later, For the moment I must submit
What do you want?”

Browne beamed benevolently,

“To begin with, unele, I want your word
of honour that vou'll sit quietly in your
chair and read these papers,” said Browne,
promptly producing the doecuments and lay-
ing thewm on the desk, “Do you agree?”

*1 absolutely refuse!”

“Let me remind you that we have the
upper hand——"

“I tell vou, I absolutely refuse!” )

“But why this display of stubbornness?”
asked Browne mildly. “If vou will only
be reasonable, Uncle Gilman, your comfort

will be instantly restored, I merely ask
vou to gwe vour parole, and all will be
well,  We will stand by silently and

obedientiy until you have finished reading,
We will then depart in an orderly manner,
What could be more reasonable #”

“Do it, sir!” urged Handforth, in Sir
Gilman's  car.  “7That invention of old
RL‘[":}“E 1s a corker, according to Browne

i.iI

these—thesao

“Good heavenz!" gasped Sir Gilman.
am  deafened!  William, tell
friends of vours to keep silent,”

“Brothers, kindly leave this to me,” said
Browne. “Now, sir, if you will give me
your parole =

“I have already told you that I will do
no such thing."”

“If you will read these

“I refuse to read them!™ interrupted Sir
Gilman hotly. “I have made up my mind,
and nonc of your hooliganly nonsense will
make me change it, When I say a thing, I
mean 1t, I shall make no attempt to
struggle, since that would be futile. I shall
wait until my staff brings assistance—which
will be soon.” .

Browne had not been prepared for this.
While he adwmired his uncle’s steadfast atti-
tude, he was rather alarmed by it. Fven
this daving stunt might fail unless something
drastic was done.

“I take it, then, that vou absolutely re-
fuse to give us your word that vou will sit
quict if we release you?” he asked.

“If you release me, I shall at once eall
for help and have you all—-"

“Thrown out,” said Browne, nodding. I
know! I fear it is useless to repeat that

these papers are of international import-
ance.”

*Quite useless.”

papers——""

“Nevertheless, the firm which secures the
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sole rights to the manufacture of this steel |
will become the most famous firm in the
sorld,” urged Browne. *““Do you think,
ancle, that I would have gone to this length
if T was at all doubtful? Brother Reeve is
gennine,  Ilis  invention is phenomenal,
You may not realise it at the moment, but
I am doing you a vast kindness by using
foree in this way. You will never cease to
be grateful.”

“Grateful 17 Sir
“Why, you

ITe broke off, words absolutely failing
him. But his jaw was firmly set. Ile was
resolved not to give in, '

“There 1s only one comrse which remains,”™
satd Browne, his eyes gleaming., * Brothoers,
he good enough to hold the prisoner very
tightly. If he attempts to interrupt e,
Lake measures to silence him.”

“What—what do you intend to do now?”
panted his unele.

“Since you refuse to read these papers, I
am going to read them aloud to vou—Iline
by line,” said Browne triumphantly. **Theoie
is on old proverb, Unecle Gilman, which

spluttered Ciilman,

¥y or—

says that if Mahonnned will not come to
(e mountain, the mountain must go to
Mahommed. Be good enough to regard

vourself as Mahommed. I advise to

listen carefully, and 4

IIe broke off suddenly and fairly gave a
velp of excitement. It was such an unusual
exlibition in Browne that the Removites
regarded him in astonishment. One and all,
they were beginning to douht the suecess of
this enterprise,

Yol

little scaled pareel which had been

reposing on the desk, under his very

eyes, ever since he had entered. It
was a registered parcel, and the only feature
which had now attracted Browne’s attention
was the postmark on the label.

ITe had noticed it hy sheer chanee—
“Norwich.” It seemed to give him a world
of added confidence.

“Now, uncle, lot

B}.{OWI\TE was staring fascinatedly at a

¥

nsg  begin,” he said

srnoothly. _ '
“You can hegin. if vou like—but I shall
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not listen!"” fumed Sir Gilman. y
understand ? I shall not listen to a word ¥

“If I read, you will be obliged to listen.

“But I shall wor be obliged to liced,
snorted Sir Gilman. “Good heavens! De
yoit think I am going to submit to this ont-
rageous nonsense? You may think vourself
clever, William, but wvou will -be defcated.
Onee and for all, T will have nothing what-
over to do with this preposterous process vou
refer to. You may have been fooled, bhut
I'm not going to——"

“Hold him tightly, brothers,” said Browna
grimly, “Act 2 will now begin. TUncle
(Gilman, kindly unplug your ears, for ithey
are now going to be flled with something
that will fairly sizzle yvour brains.”

He started reading alovd.  And Siv Gil
man, at the same time, set his teeth and
deliberately hummed a tune.  Ilis gaze was
fixed on the door. At any moment he was
expecting help to arrive., He pictured his
oflice stall preparing to break in.

Actually, Siv Gilman was in a far woise
plight than ho Dbelieved. For Miss Ilale,
noting the complete peace within the inner
sanctum, and hearing Browne's conver-
sational tone—although any words were in-
distinguishable—naturally concluded that the
imtercourse was amicable,

“It’s no good, Browne,” said Nipper, aflior
a while. “You'd better give 1f up. Your
uncle is stronger than vou are, [ was afraid
of it from the starc. You've failed, old
man.”’

“Not wvet,” said DBrowne, laying the
papers down., “1f I am driven to 1t, I shall
read these documents alowd until my unele
knows them by heart. Then, indeed, he will
succumb. But there is another shot in my
magazine.”’

He picked up the little registered pareel
and commenced to unwrap 1f.

“Oo on!” said Sir Gilman grimly. “ Nob
content with committing this outrage upon
my person, you must add insult to injury by
interfering with my privale correspondence,
There shall be a heavy reckoning, young
inan.”

“While admifting that this paree] 15 un-
doubtedly addreszed to you, uncle, T must

1
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tell vou that it was sent at my instigation,” | ing this pf‘t}luf‘*

said Browne calmly. **I purposely instructed

that it should be sent direct to vou, so that
10 ttme should be lost. Actually, this is
mine,”’

He congratulated himsclf upon his fore-
thought. While telephoning to the Norwich
Great Hospital the previous day, he had
made a suggestion to the house surgeon. That
gentleman had doubtless acted upon it, for
here was the concrete evidence that he had
dong¢ so.

Casting the wrappings
merely glaneced at a short
formed Sir Gilman that the “enclosed " had
been found, according to Browne's suggoes-
tion, in Mr. Reeve's pocket, and had been
sent on as requested,

Browne produced a
metal, uneven 1n shape,
san in Lue,

“Look at this, sit 1" he said triumphantly.
“I suggested that this specimen should be
sent to you. I have repaired an error that
should never have been made. Before leav-
ing Norwich 1 should have rifled Brother
l{vmc pocket myself.”

“A grave omlaai{m,' said Sir Giliman
tartly, “I imagine you to be quite adept
in that procedure. Scldomn have I met such
an accomplished voung scoundrel as you.
And you my own uephew ! I am appalled!”

satd Browne. *“Be

aside, DBrowne
note—which in-

smallish  knob of
but brilltant erim-

“Do not be appalled,”
attentive.”

¢ held the metal immediately in front of
his unele's gaze. Sir Gilwan tried hard not
to look at it. But it was napossible to ignore
that gleaming, scmn!latmg glittering object,

*Upon my ward 1" he ejaculated, startled.
“Let me—-""
; {liu tried to reach for it, but liis arms were
iC e,

“ Desist; brothers.”
“The battle 1s won ™
© dir Gilman did not hear. IMinding his arm
released, he scized that piece of extra-
ordinary metal and turned it in his fingers.
He weighed it in his hand, and then he bent
forward, his face flushing with somcthing
that was akin to stupefar:tmn.

“Extraordinary,!” he muttered. “Tn-
doubtedly, this is metal. 30? I have never
seen any th:ng SO amazing

He broke off, leapt to his feet, and went to
his desk. Swiftly opening dr:m'cr. he took
out a small hammer and tapped the metal
sharply., He produced a file, and was busy
for several minutes. Then he sat back and
breathed hard,

“Steel I” he said dreamily. “ Unquestion-
ably this 1s steel of the fincst quality. Yet
it has the colour of a rubv—and this colour
1s an integral part of the metal. Gad! It
1s almost unbelievable !

“And here,” said Browne srwoothly, “is a
treatise on the sceret process Ly which this
steel ean be manufactured. Let me remind
you that the process i1s absolutelv unprotected
—unpatented. It 1s the privilege of the
Apex Steel Manufacturing Co., Ltd., to pro-
vide the nccessary capatal for commereialis-

murnitited Browne.

‘ Removites,
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Be good enough to read.
brother.”

Sir Gilman did not hear him. Ile had
completely forgotten his previous views; he
had c¢ven forgotten his startled, wondering
audience.  Willimin Napoleon Browne was
the coolest fellow in the room.

An urgent tapping sounded on the door.

" (m away !"” shouted Sir Gilman, “I1 am
usy.’

“But, Sir Giliman, Mr. Lee is waitin

“I really beg your pardon, Miss ].B-Idlc,"
called Drowne's uncle. I did not realise
it wus vou. Tell Mr, Lee that I will sce
him soon. Ask him to wait. But do leave

me alone.”

ITe bent over lLis
sorbed 1in 2Mp,
handwriting,

o ILL IJAI vou've  undoubtedly
\Nl won,” suid Sir Gilman, half an
hour later, as he eyed Browno
with twinkling eves. *Gad, boy,

what an obstinate mule I was, eh?"

“We all have our faults, sir,” beamed
Browne.

“You wanted to put this invention in my
way, and I refused to heed you,” continucd
Sir Gilman. “ Why, boy, this i1s the most
amazing discovery of the age!”

“A conclusion, I would point out, that I
came to long since.” murmured Browne.
“But I am not one to crow. And I take this
opportunity of expressing my regret that
iny supporters and myself should have found
it necessary to use violence—"

“Nonsense ! Your onlv course was to use
violence,”  sauid St Gilman  handsomely.
“You were perfeetly justified. I repeat, this
18 the discovery of the century. Your friend.
Reeve, 15 already a millionaire. Without a
minute's delay, the Apex foundries shall put
the manufacture of this steel into effect.”

“And Brothicr Reeve will get a square
deal ¢

“I have already said that he is as good
as a millionaire.” replicd Browne's unele.
"I am very anxious to meet Mr. Reeve. Ho
must be o man of genius, Have no fear,
William—we shall treat him fairly,”

desk, and became ab-
Martin Reeve's crabbed

L] L] L] L] L] L]

William Napoleon Browne was escorted
back to the School Train in triumph by the
Aund the Sheflicld newspapers.
the following morning, were full of the stor)
Browne had become famous. He enjoy od
himself thoroughly.

Good news had come from Norwich, Mr,
Martin Reeve was recovering rapidly. He
had heard of his change of fortune. and he

had written to Browne, expressing his heart-
felt thanks. Not that Browne nceded any.
The pats which he had bestowed upon his
own back were all-sufficient,

TUE END.

(¥ The St. FranX's Touring Sehool!” is the
title of next Wednesday's stunning complele

yarn, chwms.  Order your copy now to avvid
Cdizappointineit;,
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FRE’S your photograph opposite mine
H this week—Vineent Harvding (Bridg-
water). I rather think many of the

e boys like reading about the Moor
View girls,  Girl readers, I believe,” prefer
reading about the boys. If I'm wrong, it's

np to all you boy and girl readers to put
e right.

* b v
The colours of the Ancient Ilouse—
Desmond Dalley (Sutton)—are red and blue.

* ¥ 40

You hit upon a good ‘point—Vera Cooper
(Mitcham Junction)—when vou said in yanr
letter that you didn’t feel in a mood for
writing, but that if von didn’t do it on the
spot, mood or noe mood, vou might not do
it ab all. That's absolutely true. T'Il bet
hundreds  of readers “don’t feel in the
mood,” and put it off. I wish thev would
write to me on the spur of the moment, as
yvou did. Your letter, in spite of vour dis-
claimer, was most interesting. - So when
you're in a good mood, | shall expect some-
thing really brilliant.

¥ " &

The title of the first Nelson Lee story in
the Old Paper—Colin Kendall (Willesden)—
was “The Mystery of Limehouse Reach,”
and it appeared on June 12th, 1915.

" - *

Your drawing—Jack Hollington (Bethnal
Green)—is remavkably good; but beforo I
riticise any more of your work, I want to
sce something original, please. Copying is,
after all, comparatively easy. Creating is a
1ifferent thing altogether. I wonder if the
zeneral run of readers would eare for a
weries of stories, as you suggest, featuring
Bernard Forrest coming back to St. I['rank’s?

* i %

The colours of the River Honse School—
Beryl J. Pilcher (Godalming)—have never
neen mentioned. Next time 1'm thero Tl
ind out for you. Tt is the Ancient House
colonrs which are red and blue. Willy
Handforth was born on September 24th, 1
hink it must have been a very exhilarating
Jay, with plenty of breeze about.

reader
pleased to comment
likely
All lelters should be uddressed,
BROOKS,
NLELSON
Fhf!wﬂy House, Farringdon Streetl,
London, 1E.C.8.
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There may be a holiday adventure scries
this summer—Ilorace Pryvke (Walderslade)—
after the School Train finishes its tour. It
all depends.  As soon as the holidays begin
i party of fellows might go off somewhere or

other. Yon never know!
* i
The Blue Crusaders—Dennis Stow (Roe:
hampton}—were never schoolboys at St

Frank’s. Claude Gore-Pearce, much to the
sorrow of the other Removites, first came to
St. IPrank’s in New Series. No. 96. dated
March 3rd, 1928, and entitled “The Mystory
of Edgemore Manor,”

- x H

Nipper ecalls Nelson TLee “guv'nor ”
merely in an affectionate wav—Hyman Afia
(Acton)—hecause Lee iz his guardian, [
should have thought vou would have kuown
this,

-

It pleases me to hear—Flora Molony (Mel-
bourne)—that the St, Frank’s stories always
put vou i a happy frame of mind. I cun
say the same about your letter: and, far
from being bored by it. T want some more,

5
- L]

I'ullwood was a  rotter at one time
“J. P. 8.7 (ITanwell)—and he changed from
his old bad ways through the combined in-
flucner of Clive Russell and Winnie Pitt.
The change came about during a visit 1o the
South Scas, recounted in the stunmer of 1925
—Nos, 529 to 536, Old Serics,

* -

Yes: Yung Ching is still at St. Frank’s—
John Lynn (Blackpool). Ile is in Study R.
in the West Houze, with Harold Dovie and

Larrvy Scott,
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This Fine Serial has only just Started—Begin Reading it Now !
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By STANTON HOPE

“Well,
want
nowhere vouwll better get the a: scipline you

Barny Springs a Surprise !
ELIBERATELY Smith shoved Jack
D aside, then lifted a hand threateningly

as Jack whipped up his fists 1n an |

attitude of defence,
“Belay there, Clem!” came a grufl voice
from behind the pair. “"You hit somcone

" Barny reforted. “You
me boyv, and there's

I haven't!
smarterin’ up,

need than in the Serviee,”

He turned to Jack Gilbert,

“My boy,” he said. iu a quiet tone, “somo
of the folk in your home in Brass :5.1191. found

your own size, me boy!"” the hole 1in tlm cellar ecarly this morning,
It was old Barny Moriand who had re- | and the river i1s being dragged by the police.
turned. It's believed that both your uncle and you
“ 'Mornin’, uncle,” prunted Smith, in a|ave dead, and it strikes me there’ll be mno
sulky voice. “I found this kid havnging' | harm done in leaving things as they are—
uround for you again, and as he got cheeky | that i1s, letting 'em euppose that you have
I thought I'd give him a licking."” gone as well"”
1““0!1 you let lurii l (,Llf.ime nt }Smifl'?t
alone Barny said. ' ooked up at the old
“He's alwayvs  been It has dWaVS been Jack Gilbert’'s  maun  with wide-eyed

friendly enough to you
from what I've scen,
while all you do 1s to
take nasty digs at him
in return. I{ow be a
zood lad, Clem, and bo
friends with hiny;
Jack’s uncle 13 dead,
and from now on I'm
taking over as his
guardian—the same as ['m vours.”

Smith’s jaw eagged.

“Great pip!” he exclaimed. “You must
be potty, uncle! You don't mean to say
that vou're bringing along tlns beastly re
formatory kid to live with us?”
Barny shook lits head,

““No,” he answered. *“Or, leaﬁtwa;:ga, not
for more than a few days. Jack's going to
join the Navy the same as vou.”

“Me! My giddy aunt, I thought vou'd
forgotten all that rot you talked about——

ambition to join the Navv.
chance comes, but only on a very
strange condition—and that con-
dition 1s going to mean plenty of
trouble for Jack

future ! R

surprise.

“Here, I say!” he ex-
claimed. “What's this
voung skate been up to
now*"

While Jack remainel
silent, Barny explained
what had oceurred on
the previous night, and
Smith emitted a fain:

His

i the near

whistle,

“I've been thinking things out, boys,™
Barny said, *""and I've got @ prcpo‘:ltmn Lo
put up to the both of vou.'

He settled himself against some chains
behind the structure on the float, out of
sight of the fircmien, and slowly filled lus
pipe,

“I'm getting an old man,” he said, “anid
the time's not far off when I've got to slip
my cable for the last long voyage of all,

1 Both in tlie Navy and Fire Brigade I lived
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a quiet sort o
i all I've got something like a couple of
thousand pounds stowed away in the bank.”

“My aunt!” breathed Smith.

His eyes sparkled, for he fully expeeted
to become Barny's sole heir., The thought
of £2,000 to squander ir billiard-rooms and
other resorts of ecase, was gratifying in the
extremaea, '

“That money,” resumed old Barny, “shall
go to one of yon two boys—the one who
shows himself the more worthy of it."”

In the pause that followed this announce-
ment, Jack faintly uttered a protest, while
Clement Smith stared blankly as though un-
able to eredit what had been eaid.

“You don't mean to say,” spluttered
Smith, at length, “you're thinking of put-
ting into your will the name of this—this
young scum of the gutter?”

Barny Morland turned sharply on him,

“Keep a civil tongue in your head, Clem,”
he snapped. “Jack is a decent young fellow,
and the more credit to him that he is after
the rotten life he’s been forced to lead. You
have had every opportunity, and hitherto
have shown yourself nothing but a work-
shy slacker. It's partly for your sake that
I've hit on the plan that'll make vou fit to
have the money—and to make you go all
ont to win it.

“My scheme is that you two boys shall
go to the Admiralty Recruiting Office, 1n
Whitehall, and, if possible, get yourseclves
accepted into the Navy as boys o' the scaman
class. All being well vou'll be sent to the
naval tramming ecstablishment known as
H.M.S. Rampant, at Porthaven, and the
one of you who comes out of his training
best . in the matter of work and promotion,
ability in eport, and good conduet, +hall come
m for that nest-egg o mine. You both

'EL]

agree !
Jack drew a deep breath,

“Ay, Barny,” he said, “though it's not
the money that——"

“Yes, 1t is!” hooted Clement Smiih.
“It's all a lot of rot! Why the thump

¢hould he have a chance for the dibs?”

life,” and saved money, and |
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“Because,” grunted  Darny, ‘it happens
that the law allows mo to do exactly what
I like with my own money.”

“Well, it ain't fair!” whined Smith.
“Anyway, this kid would never be accepted
in the Royal Navy- they don't take young
blackguards and crooks.” I'll squeal on him!
I'll tell ’em about him and his crooked
uncle! I'Il let "em know——"

“Very well, Clem,” interposed old Barny
Morland quietly. *““And if you do, I'll eut
your name out of my will at once.”

The young bully whined and protested,

“Now enough of this, Clem!” said Barny
sternly. “Are you going {o join the Navy,

and try to fulfil the conditions I have
stated ?” ‘ '
At which  Smith  swallowed chokingly

several times;, and finally gave a eurt nod.

“Hang it! I—I suppose so!” he grunted,
glarmg his hatred at Jack, “DBut 1t’s a
beastly shame I've goit to aszociate with a
chap of his type and W

“Then it’s agreed.” =aid Barny, rising.
“To-morrow I will go along with you boxs
to Whitehall on the first stage o your
journey to the Rampant!”

Porthaven Bound!
T OOD-BYE, Clem! So long, Jack!
‘J The best o' luek to the bhoth of

on!”’

: Old Barny  Morland, the
moisture in his kindly eves, waddled along
by the side of the moving train, gripping iu
turn the hands of his ne*ew, Clement Smith,
and voung Jack Gilbert as the two boys were
borne out of the London terminus.

To Jack it was all like a dream. Accord-
ing to the arrangements made by Barny, he
and Clem Smith had presented themselves
as candidates at the Admiralty Record Office
in Whitehall, and there had been entered fov

the Roval Navy hy the Recording Staf
Officers. And now he and Smith were on

their way to the naval training establishment
for boys, known as H.ALS, Rampant, at

J Porthaven.

by the river-side. And how he hates it!
and crooked associations!/
LEW BONNER.
honest work for years!
his rage iz terrible when the lad vefuser to

rescue, bul there
doom, And thus Jack attains his freedom.
past and to start afresh.

CLEM SMITH., Jack iz delighted.
to make inquiries,

latter's friendship with Barny.
and a fight seems imminent.

— e — W—

THE OPENING CHAPTERS RETOLD,

JACK GILBERT, a cheery youngster of some fifteen years, lives in Brass Alley, in Wapping.
How he hates Brass Alley and all its unsavoury
For Jack lives with his uncle—hisz only living relative--one

A waster and a good-for-nething rascal iz Bonner, who hasn't done a day’s
He intends that Jack shall followe in his footsteps, and therefore
"do " a certain job,
Bonaner falls through n trapdoor into an underground stream,
is no sign of his uncle,

He tells his story to

BARNY MORLAND, a kindly old wan, who has beea Jack's only friend,
Jacl is doing the right thing, and offers to take him under his wing,
that he wants him to join the Royal Navy along with his—Barny's—nephew,

He has alrways wanted to join the Nary.
and while he is away Clem Smith strolls up.
individual, and a constant source of worry to Lis uncle,
““ You beastly young crook! '™ he sncers, upon seeing Jack—

(Now read on.)

E—— T — —— " —— i —— i

A fight ensues, in which
Jack dives in after him to the ~
“Apparently he hasz been swept away to his
There and then he decides to forget the sordid ,

Barny agrees that
He alzo tells the lad

Barny goes off
Clem is a worthless
He hates Jaek, because of the
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Entry had been a mnear squeak for Jack,
and he had only just made the grade in
height, chest measurement and general
ph_',slque The soil of Brass Alley had not
been fertile to promote strength and growth.

Old Barny had vouched for his character,
and no mention had been made of the refor-
matory., Number five of the-regulations for
entry into the Royal Navy distinctly states
that ‘‘candidates are not received from
prisons or reformatories "'—but then, the
veformatory was of the past so far as Jack
was concerned,

“I expect, Clem,” remarked Jack after a
while, in a friendly attempt to make conver-
:ation, ‘““that good old Barny *mll feel sort
of lost not having you at home,”

“Hulh!” grunted Smith.

Although snubbed, Jack made other
attempts to get on more cheery terms with
his companion, but finally gave it up.

An hour’s ride in the train brought them
to Warnford Junction, where the;. had to
change. Neither boy had arny luggage, for
uniforms and so forthh would be supplied to
them,

Together they entered a buffet and ordered
lam sandwiches and tea. As they stood by
the marble counter, they looked strangely
alike in the grey check caps and brown over-
coats which old Barny had bought for them,

While they munched their sandwichies, Clem
Smith sidled nearer.

“Look here, wec've got to be pals, I
='pose,”’ he said, “‘so vou might as well start
by trusting me. What was the truth about
that fishy affair of ydlir crooked uncle? How
exactly did he come to get ‘snuffed out’?
Was 1t really an accident, or did yeu de-

LR

liberately do him in?

Aware that a waitress was looking, Jack
checked the fiery retort that sprang to his
l1ps.

“You'd better drv up,”” e muticred, “or
else try and talk some seuse. I'll remind you
that it was part of the conditions Barny laid
down that you were to suy nothing about
what you know.’

Slnuth took a huge bite 0“' his ham sand-
Wi

“All right, keep vour giddy wool on!” he
mumbled. *“*I don’t waut to rake up your
rotten past. Still, even if vou did dump your
crooked uncle in that underground ditch, 1
don’t know as I should blame you."”

“Well, T didn’t!”’

An irritating grin curled the other’s mouth.

“All right, I believe you,” he returned—
“even though the police mightn’t if they
kuew, A funny thing,” he added, ‘“that Lew
Bonner’s body was never found.”

Jack set down his empty cup with a clatter

ar

that startled the waitress iuto life,
“Steady on with the couuter!™ she ex-
claimed. “It’s only made of marble, not cast-

iron! Didn't I hear you fellows
want to get to Porthaven, 'canse if so you'd
better get a move on. There's a train coming
into number four platform now.”

say you
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The boys hastily paid for their tea and
sandwiches, and dashed for the subway. But
the guard’s whistle piped out, and as they
reached the other platform, the Porthaven
train was on the move, -

“Hop in!" yelled Stnith frantically.
where, you chump!”

“Stand clear there!" bellowed the guard.

The door of a first-class carriage was open,
and, diving across to it, Jack was about to
step in when his companion, in a panie, gave
him a violent shove in the small of the back,
Iike a torpedo launched from its tube, the
youngster shot head first into the compart-
ment, sprawling overv the legs of the ouly
passenger and catching him a hearty clump
on the right ear. A friendly porter came run-
ning alongside the moving train, and. grip-
ping Smith, who was gasping like a stranded
cod, assisted him aboard and shut the comn-
partment door.

“Thundering wars!" bellowed the injured
passeniger, shoving Jack off his legs. ‘"This
is outrageous! Confound you for a eclumsy
idiot, boy!"”

”S-a-mrr}', s-siv!""  stuttered Jack, and
turned to upbraid Smith for that quite un-
necessary shove in the back. And then his
gaze fell upon the passenger he had slammed
—a resplendent being in naval uniform with
ample gold luce and golden oak lecaves en-
twined over the peak of his cap,

“Jojumpin’ j-jemmies!”” gurgled Jack, re-
verting in his surprise to an expression learned
from his unele, the cracksman,

Both boys had learnt a deal about the Navy
from the yarhs old Barny had spun them;
they had been shown pictures of famous ad-
mirals and ships. Thus when their gaze fell
on the ample gold lace on the sleeves of the
irate passengor opposite—a broad band aud
three stripes above it, the top surmounted
by a curl or ring denoting executive rank-—
they knew him to be a full admiral.

The old gentleman's face was as red as the
comb of a turkey-cock, but despite this, they
vecognised him as none other than Admira!
Sirv John Rodney Britton, eommander-in-chicf
of the Porthaven I)i\i‘:i{}ll, in which the
training cstablishment they were going to
was included.

“M-my hat!"” pauted Clem Smith,

An intolerant bully to those weaker and
lowlier than himself, Smith, like so many of
his kidney, was ever ready to lick the boots
of his betters and grovel to the pgreat. Risirg
to his feet while Jack still sat dazedly and
stared, he stood on the floor of the swaviug
carriage and dragzed off his cap with an
obsequious gesture,

“I—1 hope you'll forgive us butting in
here, sir.,”” he said, giving a squirm of his
shoulders. “Belicve me, I'm awfully sorry
this chap should han, heen so beastly careless.
You sce, sir, we're on the way to report al
the Hunumnt fraining schools, and he got
into a funk about being late, I s’pose.”

“Humph!" snorted the admirval. “ Both
joining the Navy. are yon?—a dashed fine
start!”  Then he exploded:

“* Any-



THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY OF SCHOOL STORIES

“Confound you, put on that cap and s
down, boy "

As though jabbed in the waistcoat with an
invisible pike, Clem Smith gave a gasp and
collapeed back on the seat.

The admiral spread hig newspaper and
began to read, while now and then he ten-
derly felt the ear whioch had come into con-
tact with Jack’s fist. But as the train raced
on through the rain-soaked countryside, he
began to take more interest in the two boys.

The questions he put were glibly answered

by Clem Smith, who liberally pepperedi
“airs ” Into all his statements.

Clem Smith did the talking, Jack remained
silent and uneomfortable, aware that he had
created a bad bhmpreseion.

£l

gtood there acting as a sort of solitary guard
of honour while Admiral Britton prepared
to alight. - There was a pleased smirk on his
face as he touched his cap like a funkey,

| while back in the carriage Jack stood hehind

the admiral, feeling more like the ‘“‘gutter-
snipe 7 he had been called so often, than ever
he had done in his life.

The admiral laid his great coat over his
loft arm, but instead of stepping out of the
compartment at once, turned divect to Jack
and took him by the hand.

“Good luck, my boy,” quiectly.

he =aid

And while | “ You'll win through in your new life if you.

keep but one thing in mind; just this—yon

belong to the Royal Navy.”
Then stepping out of the train, he saluted

Like a torpedo launched from its tube, Jack shot head first into the compartment, and his outstretched

hand caught the only passenger In the compartment a hearty clump en the right ear.
wars ! ' bellowed that Individual, who was obviously a full admiral,

“* Thundering
‘* Confound you for a

clumsy -idiot, boy ! **

At last, aiter what seemed an interminable
journey to Jack, althoungh 1t was not more
than Fm‘ty minutes from Warnford to the
South Coast, the train drew into Porthaven.

Before even it stopped, Clem Smith leaped
up and lifted the admiral’s great coat from
Lthe rack.

“Thanks, my bey.”

“Have you a hag under the seat, siv?

“No—and if I bad, I could get a porter.™

Unheeding of the hint conveyed in the
forre that further services were not required,
Clemn Smith opened the deor as the train
came to a hait. got cut o the platform and

LR

the fawning Smith and walked briskly down
the platform.

Direetly the admiral was out of ear-shot,
Clem Smith’s manner changed entirely.

“Come on, tumble out, you dreamy bone-
head !’ he pgrunted. *“Pretty rich that,
swiping the giddy commander-in-chief over
the car your first day in the Navy! My hat,
I wander what Unele Barny will think about
it when I send word home!”’

The remarks were as little heeded by Jack
as the drift of smoke from a shunting engine
that was passing on the far side of the plat-

form. Ilis eyes were fixed on his tingling
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right hand as though it contained some
precious treasure,
“Crumbs!”’ he muitered to himself. “A
rcal geut that, if ever there was one!”
Cut Down!
aboard, somnnies!  Anothuer ’alf

(" P

O gsecond and you'd have missed the

boat !

The be-whislkered deckhand at
the railway jetty dragged aboard the two
bovs just as the fervy for the North Side of
tho harbour got on tiie move,

“Thanks!"” laughed Jack, a trifle winded.
““We seem to be cutting things a bit fine.”

“Phew!” puffed Clement Swith. *“ What
the thump’s the good of rushing? Theve's
another boat in half an hour, and besides
we might have stopped a while over here and
had a look round the town.”

“Except that we promised old Barny we'd
go straight to the training schools aud re-
port,”” remarked Jack.

“Oh, shurrap!” spluttered Smith. “To
hear you' talk, anyone would think you were
a blessed plzmtfr saint instead of a beastly
crook’s——"

He broke off short, roting the fire that
sprang into Jack’s eves, and then moved
away among the passengers on the ferry-boat,
mostly women and children and a few naval
ratings and men of the Roval Marines.

A heavy sca-mist was drifting up the
furnous harbour at Porthave and Jack,
moving forward to a spot near the low bridge
where the grizzled ekipper cf the ferry stood
at the wheel, was disappointed not to sec
much of the great naval base.

The warships in port, the gunnery and
torpedo schools, tlie submarine base, the cor-
dite testing depdt and other things he had
heard old Barny yarn about, were shrouded
in the drifting sca-mist. The mournful notes
of syrens rose dismally on either hand,
punctuated by ear-splitting blasts from the
whistle of the ferry itself. Tt was wet, chill
weather enough to damp the spirits of the
brightest.

Clem Smith drew near.

“Don’t i,l"nu go pushing off when you get
to the other side,” lio. remarked, with a
shiver. “I'm going to get a cup of coffec
tomewhere, ana you can jolly-well wait for
me so0’s we can go up to the
iceether,”

“Righto,” Jack said; “I could do with
something warm myself.”

The eerie notes of a bell sounded monoton-
cusly from the blanket of fog, louder and
louder. A break in the drifting mist revealed
a green-painted buoy high on trestled iron-
work on a long sand-bank about a eable’s
length distant on the starboard bow. It was
the notorious Pilots’ Bauk, the oue danger
spot in an otherwise safe barbour, which,
owing to the curious cross currents, had
defied all attempts at dredging.

“The old man up there is hugging the bank
pretty close,” remarked a Marine corporal,
jerking a thumb towaed the bridge. “Pink

sf:hoculs_

me, il I dide’t think that bell sounded from
the other side of us.”

Tlie buoy and the sand-bank were blotied
out again by the drifting mist, and certainly
the bell secrued to come echoing from port
as well as starboard. The deep-throated
voice of a svren thumped out against the
driving mist. A white feather of steam
leaped upward from the brazen whistle of the
crowded ferry-boat as it gave shricking re-
sponse.

“S-sounded near, didn't 1t?”
Clem Smuth, a trifle nervously.

Again cane the voice out of the fog, a
giaut voice that vibrated {ferrifically in the
cars and put a chill upon the soul. And out
of the mist to starboard loomed the bows of
a steamship, overshadowing the ferry like fato
itself, '

Clung!

The metallic ring of thie ferry’s engine-room
telegraph found answering echo aboard the
big cargo boat. The chill air was rent sud-
denly with the screams of women and
children, the hoarse eries of men and the bull-
like bellow of the ferry’s ekipper,

“Get aft—for vour lives!”

Jack, rooted to the spot as though hypno-
tised, felt the fingers of Clem Smith clawing
into his arm in an agouy of terror. He heard
his companion’s whimper like that of a dog
that senses thie presence of death; he saw the
towering black bows of the steamship cut
clear out of the mist, the name *“Felsgap”
in rust-vred lettering, the deckhands staring
dazedly from the fo'castle-head, Then—

C'rash!

As the steel eutwater of the cargo steamer
sheered through the feriy’s bows, the stricken
craft reeled off her cowse like a seal struck
to the heart by a hunter’s harpoon. Men,
women and children went skittling like nine-
pins over the deck, and the port rails aft
buckled under the weight of bodies.

Jack’s feet were braced against a cleat in
the deck, his bhody against the structure which
supported the little bridge. He heard a
piercing shriek, “Save me—save me!” and
I1f0unr.l Smith grovelling on the deck at his
ect.

A scries of terrifie joits followed as the grim
bulk of the cargo steamer slid slowly past.

Looking upward again, Jack saw a mem-
ber of the crew near the jackstaff on her
lofty poop-deck—a mau in coarse- blue jerscy
and cap—gazing down iu bewilderment. And
Jack Gilbert guve a choking gasp, for the
face of the mnan peerine down f%‘nm the deck
of the Felszap wius none other than that of
his own uncle!

remarked

————

Heroic Seamanship!

N another moment the two boats were

I clear; the man on the steamer’s deck

veilled i the drifting mist, .
Hlood heavens!"'

For one brief moment, Jack forgot the
catastrophie, forgot the deadly peril to
himself aud the other passengers in the
stricken ferry, in the shock of that vision heo
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had seen. Was it all some dreadiul night-
mare? Or had Lew Bonner, his dissolure |
unele whom he had believed dead, made some
miraculous escape from the Thames that
dreadfui evening of the cellar fight ?

“She’s sinking !

The cry rose above the babel of the pas-
sengers aft, who were striving to extricate
themselves from heaps on the deck.

Jack came out of his momentary trance and
saw that the ferry was swinging round and
settling low at the head., The new note of a
svren rose from the deep-water channel lead
g from the sea., the warning of some 1n-
coming ship. Then half turning, Jack saw
that there was no one at the wheel.

Shaking off Smith's elawing hands, he took
the few steps in a couple of bounds. The
grizzled skipper was moaning against a bulk- |
head aft of the wheel, against which he had |
been hurled on the shock of collision.

Never in his life had Jack acted as steers-
man, although old Barny had more than once
taken him aboard tramp steamers in the
Thames and told him the general principles
of navigation,

All that his interested ears had ever assimi-
lated came back in a Hood to him now. His
mind was ervstai-clear in irs realization that
within a few minures this ferry-boat and ail
aboard her would sink in the deep channel of
the harbour—unless something was done.

And there was only one thing to do. The
ferrv-boat was still driving forward from the
power of her engines. for the men below had
been flung headlong before they had time to
stop her—and immediately on the starboard
beam lay the Pilots’ Bank,

That normally treacherous bank of sand
was now an open invitation, and, gripping
the wheel with the strength of despair, Jack
put ‘it hard over. -

Round eame the sinking ferrv-boat—in the
nick of time to avoid a Eesfmym* coming in
from the sea and unaware, as the boat’s
whistle was silenced. of anything in her track. |
Reaching back, Jack tugged the line attached |
to the whistle and gave a piping signal in the
Morse code which he had learnt from Barny
Morland—S.0.8.

The last notes
still echning over

of the ferry whistle were
the harbour when the skip-
er. rnbbing his bruised head, staggered to
Eis feet and took in the situation.

“Qhiver me!”’ he exclaimed. “You've done
it—done it, boy! Saved the lot of us, you

have!™ |

Then came a violent jolt as the bow of the
ferry plunged into the sand, and the skipper
went reeling sideways to crash headlong down
the half-dozen steps to the deck below!

For a moment, it seemed to Jack as though
hiz arms had been jerked out of his body,
and he released the wheel as the boat plunged
more firmly into the sand and came to rest.

Hastily he descended from the bridge. and |

sharply ordering Clem Smith to attend the
injured skipper. went aft to help calm the
women and children.

Nearcely, however, had he taken a dozen

steps along the deck than a sudden sick-
hess aszailed him.

His physique, ill-nourished in the squalor
of Brass Alley, though just sufficient to go:
him throngh as a boy entry into the Navy,
was not strong enough to resist the terrific
strain of what he had just passed through.
The jolting his back had roceived against
the bulkhead when the Felsgap had struck
the boat, the sight of his uncle, and his
own final heroic effort to put the ferry
aground, now took their toll. His legs
wilted and he fell to the deck.

Vaguely he was aware of a rush of feet
past him and a sudden outburst of voices.
They were cheering somecone. Ile felt too
sick to understand what it was all about,
or to care, either. 'The ferry passengers,
satistied that the boat, firmly embedded in
the sand of the Pilots’ bank, would not
sink, were able to turn their attention to
whom they thought was the saviour of their
lives,

Jack dragged himself to his feet, and saw
the lean form of the destrover, ghost-like,
less than half a cable's length away in the
mist.  Her commander. on the bridge, was
shouting orders through a megaphone, and
boats were being lowered with naval smart-
ness, A crowd of excited ferry-boat pas-
sengers were round Clem Smith and the
prostrate skipper,

The cheers rang out afresh,

“Bravo. mate!”

“ A mother's blessing on vou, boy !

They were lionizing Smith, who was pro-
testing feebly,

“I didn't do nothing, straight I didn’t.”

These  protestations were taken only as
the modesty -of a true hero.

The destrover's boats came alongside.
From the first of them stepped a naval
lieutenant. He made his way among the

group surrounding Clem Smith, hearing on
the wayv how that worthy had saved, the
lives of all.

“Lift the ecaptain down into the boat,”
he ordered some of the ratings; then, turn-
ing to Smith, he gripped hiz hand. “A
very fine bit of work, my bov,” was his
quiet comment,

Smith swallowed hard
said nothing!

(Maore exciting chapters of Stanton Hope's
magnificent zerial next week, chums.)
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MENT FOR A MONTH,
14 DAYS FREE TRIAL with-
out obligation to buy. JUNO
CYCLES are British through-
out and sent straight te you
direct from our [gc%oryi '
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£3 15 GFn gverz part,
Superb quality ana easy rum-
ning. Guaranteed for evér,
Don't delay. Write for Free

Art Catalogue.
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[’. Bowles, 2, Lydbam Avenne., Rock-
dalo, NOSUW. 0 Awustralia, want~ to coirespond
with readers; he has 300 back roabers for
sale. i :

W. Smith, 22, Ouslwood Roud, Swansea,
Fas old and new series for sale, e also
withils  cortespondents overseas,

H. DPittnan, 10, logene Bteect. Moewdows,
Nnttingham Wit~ corpes }1(:-“(!1*‘1*- '-]l['a_'iii”}'
those anteresied 0 stamp coilecting,

Fred Stacey, & Tunnakhill I:H““:!-. Nolan.
tosvn, Hauwera, Neath Island, New Zealand,

wants corrcspondent < in ngland, Ac-tralia,
end Cynada. e
Fred MeColl, Thinn Streci,  Se d[u.m{*
South Australia, wants correspondonts m the
Dritizh s Isles, the Dominions, aud Eorope.
Fi{_i _\Yﬂrml, 40, Acacia Roud, Wal bom-~tow,

THE NELSON LLEE LIBRALY O SCHOOL

STORIES
Londan. E, 17, lias for ‘-Ellt' L. ot 5 P old
socte-,, 483-568, and 1-14 ToW -["HI‘._“

Gecree Alfred K ‘__2_[}2, .‘"\Iauf'hr-lm
Raood, Tharlstene, " niry, [4. TSTOWE, Sheﬂleld
wani~ 1o hear  frowm 11.-iu.h:1~ OV ersed
interesicd 1o eveling, o« 0w, ~e

AMis~ Frances Griflicls, 17 Rhuldn Terrace.
[-luwien, London,-N. 1, mani.- {o hwar from

(3 8]

o101 readors OViUPstil~, 7 v gl 50
(evles T. Browre. 74, Vietoria  Ruoad,
Lovocr aldhmonton. Lendon, N.Y9, offvrs a
e wiher of bonnd vals, "of N, L.L., cld
sebies=: i perfect cendirian, -~
5 T - -
Al et G, Jordarn® 117, Norman Raad,

-
E. 11, wants correspon-
Austrullll,

Loy tonsrone, London,
2 ba wtin where!! f'-*ilt'x‘l'-l”} China,

Lo

1% e, and Fgvpt., 2 & wid ==

Atian " Ornidrdd? 11507 Miluyrow Road, Roch-
daie, Lanes, wants (r-tu'-grhdf;m inrerest ed
. Noture—Dbuttertlies " alal” 1rmHl- ete.—In
Al w. Madagosear, Diazi, hulm elc,

W. Frank Bileock, 1“1. annnn R
Biggieswade, Ded.. | winrs Jeorrespetdents
irtero - ad omoeveling wiel feotball,
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YOH CAN SEE THRO' IT !

i
The EHGLEBERT trans.parent AMBER TYRE.

Now that cycling
days are here,
you want a tyre
you Can rely on.

The

new and waonderful ENCLEDBERT
AMBER CYCLE TYRE is the onec vou
must fit.  Ask your cycle shop for
A particulars,
Made in _
Tielgivm lT \'“LL SEE YOU THRO!
GROW TALLER {PP "Y0RES 1o sou
hepht, Details irea-—-
JI:DISL?EI’ 39, BOND STRFET, BLACKPOOL.
GET PEP A0 eanhav Grenl Sireneth,
ynabiic Ensregr, a live-
wire ™ Brain, sl Miwnetwe Power i a few
weeks, Take the Sy bibvug Super Contse and be
aditnired, wib friends, por popularity, pep, tind
Surerss T Send 5 PO, only, or STAME brines
astonundine detaiia — Stehhing " Super,”
28, Dean Road, Louﬂon wa.

l"“:“’m.ﬂium.mm

L !I!{Illlﬂ
Sy

2 the Mead" MARVEL." the most popniar ¢yele
bargain of the year, is vours Nothing more to
av forn memth, Carriaze paid, Otl:er models
rom E£3 198 6d cash 15 Lays Free Tral,
Satisfactinn guarmniecd or maeney refunded

¥ Write y.)-d.u tur Ime Iustrated Catalogue,

LIMITED (Dept. E 847

£2,000

Li Ly

qiit eveles ON 15: DAYS' AP-
FROVAL, PACKED FREE AND
CARRIAGE PAID, i'n receipt ol
g small depusic,  Lowest Cash

¥ prices or easy piyment terms.
Write ‘or Free"ar ‘a‘nL steNov

X e T, T :at'nsm.t.i"
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inches rapiddy gained |
Amazing - Complets Conrese!

BETALL' Eotit I‘rrq’ P'0. “I"“*]."a'}ip_

brings Frie Book with Testitnor s =W rie NOW Lo
STEBBING BYSTEM 2., Deaa Road, LONDON. N.W.2 i
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=
the Hest JUoveltrs

WEEKLY

Your iloight Ipereased iu 14
days dr money back, 3.5

DONI BE 'BULLIEB

Send 4d. Siancs for Two Splendid
Lessons in Jujitsu, the wondepful
Japaaese  Seif-Dofenet, and Hardeome
Photo Plate of Jap Chatnpens, Take .
caure of yourself, fear RO man.
Yoeu can have MONSTER Llius-
rdted” Portion for PO, 29,
Send new “CYAWARA ' (Dept.
10, Quesnsway, Hanworth Feitham, Mdd:esti.
Tuition London School Dally.

AF.),
Pracucal

Material and Films,

worth cheap Pleolo
12 x 10 Erlurge.

Samples eatalogue free,

©paent, ary photo, Bd.—-Hacketts, Yuly Rd.,Liverpool.

| I-Ia.nr:hm 12 Men Arve Slightly Sunburit.

to Ontario.Canada forapprove d
boy farra learners, aged 10 to 10,
Ontario Government, 1¢3 Straml, Londorn

 FREE PASSAGES |
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remarkeidy unprov « appearatl. €£,00)
[Busk!ey, stamn Sunbronze I.::hnrn-
Colwyn Bay, Wales. (Est, 1902
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Al applications for Advertisement spaces in this pub-

lication should be addressed to the Advertisement

Manager, * The Nelson Lee Library,’” The Flestway
House, Farrinzdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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