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I'm u:hmg you

 and
Wiulter Cnureh, sre you going out
tuck shop lo: R tm of sardines, or
are Your not?”?

v I'm nog n,lurtml (“I urch bluntly.

). " deliberately,
Plainly,
to the

« £§
¥ George!™  gnorted Handforth.

N \Iutm)' Rebellion in my own giddystudy!
.\'. you --yon——="

I" m Ted up with being ordered about!"
l:mhe m' Chaure)y :mlwn.mlh MeClure's fed
Py ool You azk me to ff0, in a proper

way, and 11 o !

be ordered like
[eur,

NS e Saeup.

CCCWhat's (hats* ra 1
itg on h”“'" tat s roared Hardforth, turn-

But 1I'm blessed if I'll

a <laye!”
hear!™ murmured heClure, into

“Nun-nothine ! :nl
& - splutter

nseﬂ”} o;wk”m hmhc”l. cred  BbcClure,

> dor you—I'll  give ' :
8e( you just tLcn
,mg(}:"d;) thundered Ilandforth, whirling
stang? Ithe rebellious Chureh.  “ Under-
my °n seconds! -If vou don't obey

ey . ""t“““u“‘» by the time I've coynted

I

Dr. Beverley Stokes, M.A. has

come to St. Frank’'s as a temporary

headmaster in place of Dr. Stafford,
who has departed on a holiday to
Africa, having joined Sir Crawford
Grey’s expedition., As a head-
master, Dr. Stokes is entirely differ-
ent fromm what one would expect.
He is young and has much of the
spirit of the schoolboy in his
nature. Indeed, he mixes freely with
the boys, takes a great interest in
their sports, proving himself to be as
proficiert in this respect as his an-
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glance at the door. Obviously, he was
swiftly reckoniug up his chances. Then an
obstinate look crept into his eye, and hia
jaw became set. 1lle stood his ground.

l“T'cn!" roared Handforth. “And tak:
that !>

He lunged forward over the table, niming
at Church’s face. DBut he might have known
that Church wouldn’t be there to receive
such an obvious thrust. llandforth tripped
over the edge of the table, &nd lost his
balance.

“(zood!” said Chmreh sourly.
do it again?”

Handforth picked himself up, rushed at
Church, and tle paiv wgrappled. A scene of

“Why nrot

this kind was a mere everyday event In
Study D, in the Anclent llouse at St.
I'rank’s. Nobody else ever took any notice.

In the present insvance the whole trouble
was caused by Handfortb being in an un.
usually aggressive mood. He had brusquely
commanded Church to go to Mrs. Hake's
tuck shop and buy a tin of sardines.
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the door, and the Headmaster strolled in.
*Oh, my hat'" said MecClure blankly.
Dr. Beverley Stokes, M.A., looked on wlith
interest. .
““Cave!” gasped Church. ‘ Steady,
ass——"
“I'm going to smash you into pulp!”
hooted MHandfoith, unaware of the llead’s

you

presence. ‘' Just wait until I grab you—"
¢ Idiot!”" h.ssed Church. * You'll get the
sack—"

“ Don't mind me!” interrupted Dr. Stokes
cheerfully. *"Just having a little friendly
argument, en? 1 don't quitc approve of
these tea-lights, but boys will be boys, 1
suppose.” '

Handforth twirled round, his jaw sagging.

“0Oh, by George!” he stammered. ‘“[-—I
didn’t know you were here, sir.”

“ A perfectly natural oversight, consiier-
ing that your sturdy back was turned to-
wards me,” said the Head, nodding. ¢ Upon
-the whole, boys, I think perhaps we'd better
stop the little battle. It’s so unnecessary to
punch one another about like that.”

‘““ Yeh—yes sir,” sald Handforilh feebly.

The three chums felt terribly embarrassed.
1Mandforth, in fact, was inwardly indignant.
It was all very well for Dr. Stokes to be a
. sport, but this sudden arrival in a fellow’s
study was a bit thick.

Dr. Beverley Stokes was no ordinary
Headmaster. '

St. Frank’s had learned that on the very

first day of his arrival. As a matter of
fact, he had ‘only been in the school for two
days, and already he was the most talked-
of personage within the grey walls. Seniors
and janiors alike were still discussing the
lead {o the exclusion of all other topics.

Dr. Stafford was away on holiday, having
gone for a loug sea trip., and the school
had not been entirely plensed. But the new
.Head had turned out to be such a novelty
that St. Irank’s was more than satisted
now,

For one thing, Dr. Beverley Stokes was
a young man—being. in fact. no more than
twenty-six. Even s0, he had a brilliant
career behind him—brlef but scintillating.

- He had proved himself to be a born leader |

-of boys—a man who could control tliem
mmore by instinet than by iron discipline.
Ile was a cheerful, fresh complexioned raan
of rather slight proportions, but he lacked
nothing in the way of dignity. When neces-
- sary,- Dr. Stokes could be as firm and as
unbending as Dr. Stafford himself.
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as the seniors. During his brief spell at
schiool he had proved this to the hillt—an
the school wasn’t yet certain whether it
liked it or not.

Unquestionably, the practice would have
been exceedingly unpopular it Dr. Stokes
had Jacked tact. But the youthful Head
was quickly revealing the fact that his taet
was cqual to his cheeriness.

‘“ We—we were just having a little prae-
tice, sir,”” stammered Church. ¢ We—we
didn’'t know you were coming in »

“That's all right, young 'un,” smiled Dr,
Stokes. “I can assur¢c yon that if I bad
received a slight warning, I would not have.
butted in at such an ijnopportune moment.
By the way, you were practising upon Hand-
forth's nose in a most realisti¢c fashion.”

““Yes, sir,” said Church, with a gulp.

., ““However, the least said, the soonest
mended,’” procecded Dr. Btokes. ‘‘ What's
all this? Sandwiches, eh? Anything good
ingide them? They look appetising on the
exterior.” X

The Head
approval.

‘““Ham, sir,”” said McClure.
from Mrs. IIake’s, you know—a jolly
ham, too. 1llallo! Kettle's bolling!
just make a fresh hrew of tea.”

‘“*Good man!' said the llead approvingly.
“I couldn’t have come at a better moment.
@dot a spare cup for mef?”

He sat down in an empty chalr, selected a
sandwich, and bit ioto it with keen relish.

regarded the table wlﬁ_n
“We got it

good
I'l

-

A LAD ANONG THB LADS,
“ T is no exaggeration to s
h I wero staggered.
2 It had been surprisibg
< look the fighting so tran-
quilly, but to seat himrs®f
Well, the chums of Study D hardly had
any breath left.
moment. : .
“ Anything wrong?’? he asked, looking
at once. My dear kids, don't let me i“i
terrupt the feast! Pile ip, and tell me &l

CH.&I;TER I1.
- that 1landforth and 3.
g4l cnough for the Head to over
at the table and ask for a cup of tea——
Dr. Stokes ccased hls munching for #
round.  You fellows seem to he dumb, all
about the days’ doings.”



sir—tather, sir!” sald Handlorth,

€ Yes'

ning red. -
tulrle End Church sat down, and McClure

nervously made a. fresh pot of tea., They
Jad to be educated into the Head's new
ways. So far, they were like fish out of
water. ]

Very tentatively they started on the sand-
wiches, and McClure shakily poured out a
cup of tea for the Head. He put an extra
ot of cream mmto it, and out of courtesy
o the distinguished visitor he was about
to add three lumps of sugar when Dr. Stokes
Ireld his hand.

¢« Oneé's enough, thanks,” he said. *That's
jt. Fine! Remember that for the next
time, my son! I'm afraid you boys eat
too much sagar—it doesn't do you any good.
Another sandwich, Church, old man. You
don't want the whole dishful, 1 suppose?”

“No, sir,” guasped Church, passing them
over hastily. :

The meal continued, and Dr. Stokes sud-
denly laughed

“I've got an idea that you fellows are
. @ bit uncomfortable,” he said. ¢ Perhaps I
‘ought not to have come in like this. But
- don’t look upon me as your Ileadmaster now
~I'm not. We’'re all off duty, and we’re just
friends together. Understand? So drop all
- this reserve, and come out of your little
shells !>’

And, inch by ineh, TIandforth and Co. did
80. They were finding that Dr. Stokes was
a real sportsman. He wasn't doing this
merely for the sake of effect—but beeause
he really 1liked schoolboy society.

“We're getting on all right now, eh?’
he said, at length. ‘Don’t .be a blt sur-
il;lrl;sSd if I drop in for teca some other even-

“We'll be jolly glad to honour you, sir,”
said Handfort)) enthusiastically.

o AN~ rr - -

' We were goin i i
" g out to Little Side, for
CTicket practice, sir,” said McClure,

fa = -
mm'l_:nppmg!" exclaimed the Head.-
a qt With vou. if T may. In fact. I'll have
le‘inmlt- at the nets myself. Il tell you what,
. 4¥. old man, I'll wager you can't bowl
ut in a dozen trles!*” .
d‘lI

“I'I bet 3 can!” snorted Mandforth.

“1i

|
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—I mean—— Sorry, sir!” he added, turn-
ing red.

‘““ Splendid!”” chuckled ithe Head. ‘For a
gecond you almost came completely out ol
your shell! And don't be sorry—it's a bad
sign! Do we go at once, or is it the usual
thing to wash up first?”

‘“0Oh, we'll go right off, sir,” said Hand-
forth promptly.

He hurriedly ospened the door, half ex-
pecting to see the lead pull a teacloth out
of his pocket in preparation for the dish-
washing. But{ no such thing happened. But
as soon as the juniors were out in the
rassage, the Head startled them by walking
serenely along erm-in-arm  with llandforth
and Church. Other fellows in the ‘corridor
stared, open-mouthed.

Even a prefect thought too much of his
dignity to jeopardise it by walking arm-in-
arm-—in public—with juniors. And yet here
was the Head himself acting Illke =a
Remoyvite! . -

‘““ He—he must be dotty!” panted Arm-
strong, aghast. '

But that was just where he was mistaken,
for Dr. Stokes was proving himself to be
exccedingly sensible. He was losing none of
his dighity by being on such friendly terms
with the boys. ’

At first, perhaps, his extraordinary
attitude might create comment and criticism
—but after the school had got accustomed -
to his ways, they would probably learn to
admire him, and respect -him all the wore.
The Head was hoping for this, at all events.

He was a kind of pioneer, and as such he
was destined to have a bit of a rough
passage to begin with. For the eriticism
wounld be general—juniors, seniors, and the
masters themselves indulging in it. Aad it
went without saying that the more con-
servative inhabitants of the ercat establish-
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all paused, and the Head tapped. There
was no response, and Handforth and Co.
rinned.

“What's the joke?"” nzked Dr. Slokes.
“Nothing. sir—but 1 expect Archie's
having a ..ap,” said Chureh.

“Then I'm afrald his nap will ecome o
a sudden and tragic termioation,” sald the
Head, turning the handle and opening the



without you Dblighters oozing ioto the old
apnrtmenL What ho! JI—er—that is—I
should say— @Good gad!” _

Archis started to his feet, aghast,

““ Frightfully sorry, sir!” he stuttered.
- “The—the fact I1s I dide’t know you were
here—"»

“All the same i you did,” put In the
Ilead gepially. “My dear Archie, don’t
look so startled. Pull yourself togéther,
and come along with us. Exercise will do
you a lot more good than sleep.”

“ What priceless piff—— I—I should say,
“oh, rather, sir!” exclaimed Archie hastily.
“ Rxercise, what? Just » few spasms of the
good old tlssue-restoring stuff? A fruity

asked
Heath
Willy

Chubby
excitedly.
- Haudforth
shiffed.
“If there’s any news float-
. ing about, you can bet I
~Mreard it years before yon did!” he replied

-tarly. *Like your perve to come here,
u?}:iuﬁ; ff 1've heard ‘the latest! I'm
alive!

TERUE-—DUL IeE s SUuuil L1 reguiuar g spule
man !’ said Chubby, his voice swelllng with
admiration. “lie’s not like a master at
all--lie’s a- real pal! Goes about arm-in-
arm with Remove chaps, laughs and grips
like one of ourselves, and calls us ‘old
boy,” aud all that sort of thing.” .

Willy nodded.

“Exactly,” he agreed. “In fact, ve
might almost say that he's pearly humab.
Most Headmasters are beasts. They can't
help it—they’re born like that. Some of
'em are decent beasts, but takinz tte iribe
as a whole, they're a pretty mouldy crowd.
That's where Dr. Stokes scores. He's differ-
ent. As T just .said, he’s the necarest

Lrémely neay (Wo-SCRLEr DA JUSE  pulacw
into the school grounds. It was quite 3
pretty little car, but Willy hardly glanced
at it.

“My hat!” he said softly. ¢ She’s nice
looking, isn’t she?” ' -

His attention was fixed upon the driver—
a singularly pretty girt of aboui twent)
two, She had just brought the car to 2
halt,, and was looking round inquiringly-



Chubhy  quile misunderstood his chum’s
remark.
-+ Not sn  bhad,” he replied critically.

« pPersonally, I like the look of disc wheels
2

a “Wha's talking about wheels?” snapped

willy.

“You are! You said something about the
cal'——”

¢ Rats! I m talking about that girl!”

gaid Handlforth minor.
stunner? I'm not much of a judge of girls
#:  rule, but this one’s a ripper! Let’s
sce whn she 15.”

The Triangle was practically deserted, for
most of the jumiors were on the playing

“] say, isn't she a
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he's gone—went yesterday. We've got a
new liead now-—one of the best, too!”

“A  regular brick, miss!” said Chubby
Heath enthusiastically.

“Oh, I'm so glad!” said the girl, her
eves lighting up with pleasure. ¢ You-—you
are talking abont Dr. Stokes, aren’t you?”

“ Rather, miss,” replied Willy, nodding.
“Did you ‘ome here to see Dr. Stokes?”

The young lady laughed with quiet amuse-
ment.

“ Well, yes, 1 suppose so,” she replied,
her brown eyes twinkling,

“In that case, miss, you'd better come
along wilt s to Little Side,” sald Willy
briskly. ¢ The Head's with a crowd of

P
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Obliging'y. .
.l‘h.e girl smlled again, allhough Willy
didn't know why.
wy, 1¢3, 1t you don’t mind,” she replied.
I'd like you to direct me to the MNead-
aster’s House.”

That's it, :niss—over there,” sald Willy,
Polating.  « Pyt I* you want Dr. Stafford.

uv,
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Adventure, and Clover Deduo-
Park Aﬁair." ota., eto,

or, S8aved by Sexton

and Clever Dotective Work,
ate . nta.

Mysater

This remark rather puzzled the two Iags,
but they said nothing. And as they walked,
one on elther side of their fair companioun,
she looked over the school bhuildings with
an approving, appreciative eye.

“What a perfectly delightful place!” sho
said. “I've always been told that St.
Frank's wa famous for its architectural
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“I'm afraid I don’t agree with you,” she
said, as they passed through the gateway
jnto Little Side. “Oh, here we are! Yes!
There’s Barry, at the wicket now! O,
how glorious!”

- She clapped her hands delightedly as Dr.
Stokes swung his shoulders round, and sent
the leather soaring towanrds the boundary.
Chabby Hesth and Willy Handforth ex-
changed sigunillcant glances.

“Barrv:” whispered Willy. “Did yon
hear that? Oh, my hat! I'll bet & pcuny
she's the Head’s best girl! I thought as
much—I knew there’d be a catch some-
wiiere 1

— - AN . L. | o b L [ T™T. _ >
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J_v_l shel. Even th
% affectionate naturg’
- of their greeting had neot”
\ made the juniors suspect that

the Head and this young lady
were man and wife.
Here was 2 fresh surprise for the school!
So Dr. Beverley Stlokes was married—
and, what was more, it was fairly evident
that Mrs. Stokes had come to stay. Other.
wis¢ the Head would hardly have intro.
duced her as *“the First Lady of St.
Frapk's.”’
The juniors regarded her with an entirely
new interest. Even Willy allowed Dr. Stokes
to go up in his estimation. If the Head
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command of the Head’s house, Mrs. Stokes
made herself liked by all-and sundry. There
was not cven a trace of jealousy in the
domestic  quarters. Mrs. JPoulter, the
Ancient House matron, seemed to regard the
Byicad’'s wife as a kind of pupil, and she
took her under her wing.

And there was a  noticeable

among Lhe fellowa,
The juniors, especially, would fly at her

change

— -
- — -

Fﬂ, \ \ ///: " / /
A iy

.......
=Fa

.,:_ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY ][@

L]
X))
3o 0 7

L

him, and if he suddenly
would be no rush for cover.
be no whisper of * Cave!™’

As a rule, the juniors had always felt
restrained and awkward in the presence of
the Ileadmaster, At the approach of Dr.
Stafford they had becn wont to cease all
their usual caperings, not because they
fcared the old licad, but because they held
him in awe.

appeared, there
There would

[/

‘““ This won't do, young men ! *’ she said, shaking her head.

~ ought to report you for being late.”

‘1 suppose |

'L?f{:: and Somerton, always appearcd now
With clean collars and well brushed eloth-
h"H- And there seemed to be an air of light.
tart>d cheeriness throughout the school.
_Lms was not entirely due to the Iead’s
Dl’-_.'\'tokes himself was greatly responsible
Of the change. Everything was more or
®38 altered since he had taken command.
le was diffcrent from any other principal
O had ever ruled over the old school.
d he haq already proved that his poliey

of : b
“.hil-,uor.l fellowship and intimacy was worth
. l]'.

h“f: never eceased springing his surprises;

tow the fellows were getting used 1o

{ spirits in

whe dared to say a word against him, no
matter how trivial, was hooked for a severe
ragaing.

And with this changed feeling In the school
there had been a  distinet brightening of
aeneral,  LEven Mr. Crowell and
Mr. Suncliffie and the other masters were
taking Lhe cxample of the Head as a
pattern, and were more fricndly and
companionable with the bhoys.

Most important of ali, Dr. Stokes had
sacrificed not one iota of dignity Dby his
policy of intimacy.

Indeed. if anythinz, he commanded more
respect from the boys than ever Dr. Staflord
had done, It was looked upon as a law—



as hard and fast as the laws of the Medes
and the Persians—tinat the Head was to be
trealed absolutely on the square. He was
square with the boys, and they took it as a
point of honour Lo be the same with hinl.
It occaslon demanded, Dr. Stokes could
change instantly. In one or two instances
Fullwood or Merrell, or others of their
ciique, had attempted to be [facetious at

Dr. Stokes’ expense.
Nt 1hev had rarrettoad their temeorife.

dILIVLUU VISR PLICTIVVUD MG T e

“Qh, it doesn’t matter much!”’ said
Church. * Even if the Hcad spots us, he'll
just lavgh and—"’

“ Don't you believe it!"’ interrupted Hand-
forth., ** The lead's a fine chap, but he's
as hard as nalls on discipline. If we're late
and he spots us climbing over the wall it'll
mean a swishing.”

ss You’re right!’’ agreed McClure. ¢ That’s

what I like about the Head, too.
body breaks a rule he's just as firm as g

If any.-

rock. That's why he's so popular. The
chaps are getting to know that they can'g
mcess him about, just because he's free.and
easy.*?

They reaclied the gates, only to find them
locked, and there was nothing else for it but
to scramble over {he wall and trust to luck,

It was a dull evening, but there was plenty

nf davlicht laft and tha inh waae ricly

& « Better get right on
the edge of the !'oa(!;
There's a charabanc coming.

“ How absolutely [fearful!”’
satd Archie Glenthorne.

The two study chums were cycling home
from Bannington, after baving spent a very
enjorable half-holiday at Glenthorne Manor.
it was evening now, and the weather ha



fmnroved considerably. The sky was clear,
and the midsummer air was alive with the
hum of evening insects,

And the Bannington roads were very dusty.

nd a charabane, after all, is a vehicle that
d?:ts no particular regard for other users
of the road. It distributes dust in dense
clouds, and with perfectly lavish generosity.

So Archie Qlenthorne and Alf Brent not
only drew to the side of the road, but

Alf had heard enough.

“0h, well, I expected t!’’ said Brent.
“The Helmford College Secnior Eleven is
about the loughest proposition of the term,
I believe, and the First did jolly well to put
up such a good fight.”’

‘““ Absolutely!”> agreed Archie. “ By the
way, dear old soul, don’t we sce the return
match on Saturday?’

“ Yes—weather permitting,” replied Alf.

It was mid-week now, and there had been
quite a deal of talk at St. Frank’s regarding
these two highly important fixtures. The
whole school had regarded defeat as certain
away, but there was general optimisin ‘for
the home match.

A Kirct Rlavan wawra sninvnines rémamsbl

steady work—not Ilor

Saturday for good,
sensations.”
“Don’t worry—there won’t be any!" said

Rees. “1'm _not muyg enough to expect |
shall do anything startling. But I'm feeling
in the pink, aud 1'll do my durndest.”
““ Spoken like a true Briton!"’ said Morrow
“ And you'rec another man I'm relying on,”
cexciaimed Fenton. “ Your butting has de-
\'el?p_cd magnilicently just lately,nMorrow.

- . . - d oo =0 -

Lo a big performance Irom Morrow.

The motor-coach was just cntering Bellton
Village. _And Morrow and Rees, in the rear ’
seatl, were sitting carelessly on the edge of
the coachwork, discussing several points of
the match.

The charabanc was romping aloug at a fair
speed—1for the road was quite clear, with no
otlier trallic cf any kind iu sight. But just as
the lumbering veliicle was upproaching the
first cottage, a ruther startling iucideat
occurred.

The driver was pointing out a curiously
shaped cloud to two of the senlors who were
on the front seat with him, anud his attention
was momentarily distracted from the road.

¢« Rnnvmmaact Tankineg sland T avor conl® Ao,



horrified. At the same instant the driver
gave his steering-wheel one mighty wrench,
whirling it round madly. .

The swerve was giddy ard totally unex-
pected. ¢

The great vehicle swung round, and charged
blindly into the hedge, the nearside front
wheel missing the child by a hare foot as it
tore by. Ard Morrow and Rees, sitting so
precarious!y on the coachwork, had absolutely

LUNivy uliu roaion oana tne ariver Jeapu
down, all their thoughts for the child.

Indeed, they knew nothing of that other
disaster at the rear.

‘““Thank Heaven—it's safe!”” muitered the
driver faintly, :

ITe held on to the dash-board for support.
_ For the man had really believed that the
infant Jay a mangled corpse beneath the
coach. Instead of this, the child was stand-
ing near by, looking up at the charabane with
complacent interest.

And the mother rushed across the road,
whipped up the baby, and fled indoors. She
probably knew that the blame had been en-
tirely hers—for allowing such a mite to
wander out unguarded.

“Phew! That was too narrow to be
nice!”’ breathed Fenteon.

“Blowed il I know how T missed the kid!"
saud the driver, recovering rapidiy. ‘“ My!
But I could do with half a pint now, to put
me right! It’s a pity these ‘ere young
nippers can’t be looked after——”

“Here, I say—quick!"" shouted onre of the
other seniors, his voice shrill with alarm.
*““Two of our chaps are on the road!”’

I'enton turned, and looked back quickly.
Ile wasn't alarmed, {or so far he hadn't the
faintest idea that two of his men had been
flung out at the moment of the swerve. In-
deed, nobody had known until now, for
Morrow and Rces had becen at the extreme
rear—and all the others had stared ahead.

“What on earth—"> began Penton,
aghast.

To his utter dismay, he beheld two twisted
forms lying am the hard road, a few fect
behind the rear of the charabane, and a
little to the side. Their white flanne!s were
torn and hegrimed—and, most horrifying of
all!il they were in a tangled heap, and quite
still.

shouted - -Fenton

“What's
hiercely.
“ Goodness knows!’”

happened?”

gasped one of the
otl‘ljers. "“I happened to glance back, and—
and—

“] know!"’ muttered Fenton, a3 he leapt

forward. ‘Morrow and Rees! They were
sitting on the edge! That swerve, You
know—*

.."Good heavens, they must have killed

as Jo
wards!”

Tenderly Morrow was lifted up, and carried
on to the grass. And there lay Rees, moan-
ing painfully, no injury belng apparent at
first. Then it was seen that his right hand
was smothered in dust aud blood.

“It's all right—I'm not hurt much!” heo
gasped. '

“ But your hand’s torn to ribbons!" sald
Fenton. :

“I caught It on those infernal flints!”
muttered Rees. ‘“Morrow hbit the ground
with his head—I bhelicve he’s killed! Don’t
bother about me! Fetch a doctor, some-
body— Oh! Oh!” .

They had commenced picking him up—
using a little more vigour than they had
applied to Morrow. And Rees fairly groaned
with agony, and his face twisted with tbe
suffering.

“It’s—it’s my chest!” he panted. “I-—1
can’t make out——>» '

He didn't get any [urther, for the words
died on his lips, and he lay there, still moan- .
ing. It was now obvious that he was hurb
much more secriously than the seniors had
at first supposed.

And they were startled beyond measure.
It was all the more stunning because the
accident had been unknown to them until it
was all over. It was little short of bewilder
ing to find the two seniors in such sore
straits. :

I'enton recovered his wits quickly. .

“It's ng good—we can't leave them here!”
he said- sharply. ¢ The only thing to do is
to lift them info the coach, and rush them to
Dr. Brett's surgery. It's the quickest and
casiest.”’

The others agreed.

Morrow was laid tenderly on one of the
long, cushioned seats, and he was still ub-
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‘packed out oI the nheage.

“] say, you youngsters, rush on ahead,
‘and have the doctor all ready,” shouted
Fenton. *“ And tell him it’s urgent !’

« Absolutely!’’ panted Archic crisply.

It was surprising and refreshing to see the
way in which
bicycle leap under him. Always regarded as
a lazy siacker, he now proved that when it
came to an emergency he was ready for it.
Even Alf Brent had difliculty in Keeping

ce.
pa'l‘he two juniors fairly Aung themselves ofl
their machines outside Dr. Brett’s house,
and they rushed up the garden and ham-

mered at the door urgently.
1t was onened hy a maidservant.

Archie Glenthorne made his-
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story quickly got abou:t, and the Triangle
wis soon crowded with excited, anxious [el-
lows. The news of the accident had caused
something of a sensation.

Prompt measures were taken. Nelson Lee
giave swift, crisp orders, and beds wcere in-
stantly got ready in th2 school sanatoriuom.
Hot water was placed handy, lint, bandages,
and everything essential to first aid.

And the Head’s wife proved herself to he
a wonder. Without hesitation she appointied
herself nurse, and made a great many of
the preparations herself—and later, when
the patients arrived, she tended them with
lher own hauds.

All zorts of rumoaonrs

ot abont econcern-



had had no time to consider the inevitable
~outcome of this accident.

But he thoucht of it now—and almost

groaned with vexation.

CHAPTER VI1I.

EDGAR FENTON'S DILEMMAJ,

g rw= lHE novt dav hath Mar.

Head’s cheery companionzhip more than any-
boidy else—and this fellow was Fenton, of
the Sixth. For the senior Sports Skipper of
St. Frank’s was in the decpest depths of
despondency.

‘““ You look worried, old man,” remarked
the Ilead, ns he happcned to puss Fenton ine
the Triangle. **Thinking about your friends
in the sanny?” )

“Yes, sir.” :

‘“My dear man, set yeur mind at rest,”
smiled Dr. Stekes. *“ Both Morrow and Rees
are quite comfortable and——"

“Yes, I krow, sir—but I'm not thinking
about them in that way,” interrupted Fen.
ton. “ As a matter of fact. I'm Infernally

enlfich and T cunnnea 1T anaht ta hha Lialio.d

growled Fenton. “Of all the ghasily luck!
My best men! Both of them down at the
same time, and both uscless for ihe next
two or three weeks!”

The Head nodded sympathetica'ly.

“Oh!" he said slowly, comprehending,
** Cricket, eh?”

“Yes, sir,” admiitel Fenton,

“0Oh, well, I supposec cricket is about as
important as most other things,” smiled

e Ctnlrne mnadAdrn .o it VAraa alanss P ATy

“And now, of course, it's impossible,”
added Mills gloomily. *“[ wish you could
have heard some of the Heilmford fellows
boasting yesterday, sir! They're a decent
crowd, on the whole, but it made my hlood

| boil when some of the bragzing chaps started

tlieir talk. Melmford is certain of a win
on Saturday. and we were going to make
them eat their own words.”

“I1t may not bhe too latc, even now," said
the Head.

“0Oh, yes, it is, sir,” replied Fenlon
quickly. * With our two stars helpless,
we shall just about be wiped ont of ex-
istence on our own ground. I1t'll be the
biggest licking in First Eleven history.”



«Oh, well, I svppose I shall have to
Jeave you to fight your own battles,” he
said. ‘*But if any brilllant idea comes to
me, I'll pass it over free gravis. Ierhaps
there's a solution, after all.”

Dr. Stokes nodded cheerily, and strolled off
towuards Little Side. And Fenton and Dhis
men stood in & group, grave and glum.
With the departur: of tho Head, all cheer
had gont too.

“Jle's a go.d sort—a regular topholer:”
'semarked Carlile.  “But what’s the good?
we're booked for a licking on Saturday, and
there's no sense in blinking the fact.”

“Of course, I'll try and whip my men
tnto shape as much as I can,” said Fenton

Dodd.

He took his short, easy rua, and delivered
a lightning ball with the speed of a bullet.
Handforth’s bat whirled dowa, and away
went the leather skywards. lle was caught,
but that didn’t worry him a bit—this was
only practice, anyhow. And, somehow,
Handforth never really considered himself
out untll he saw his wicket in a state of
wreckage.

“Easy!" he said, with a sniff, * Any
more?” . ~

Jerry sent down another ball, and this
looked so sitaple and soft that Handforth
fairly opened his shoulders. Swish! Iis

bat swept down, and there was a crash just

... l.'e
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was particularly. pleased with Jerry Dodd’s
batling. The Australian junior was perfect
--his poise was something to wonder at;
his jwdgment almost unique. .

“That boy's a living wonder!” declared
the Head firmly. '

** I know it, sir. Hasn't he played in pro-
fcasional matches?” I said. *“ I don’t know
what the Junior Eleven would do without
him! He’s ten times better than any other
iman in the team!”

Dr. Stokes shook his head.

“* Rubbish!” he replied. ** When it comes
to batting, Nipper, your own form is not
far short of Dodd’'s. You're not such a
good bowler, I'll admit, but with the bat
you're a mountain of strength.”

** Thanks, sir!” I smiled. “ I didn't know
I was so J;ood!” '

*“There"s Handforth, too,” went on the
Head. ‘1 like bhis dashing sityle. A fellow
of his fype might easily score a century—
nithough he’s somewhat reckless. Upon my
word, Nipper, you've got a fine team here:~

“I'm glad you think so, sir,”” 1 replied,
gratified. ‘' Oh, here comes Christine. He’s
the skipper of the College House team, sir,

Fenton was workipg ms own men grimly and
energetically. . The First Eleven was putting
in some vigorous practice.

Fenton was still looking despondent. And
now that Dr. Stokes was taking a close look
at the senior cricket, he was not altogether
surprised. There was nothing particularly
impressive in Lthe display.

“I'm taking your advice, sir,” said Fcen-
ien, as he raised his cap to the Head.
“I'm working my men full speed, and we'll
do -our very utmost to win on Saturday.”
“*“That’s the style,” satd Dr. Stokes. nod-
ding. * I'll he frank, Fenton, and tell you
at once that I'm not overwhelmed with
‘admiration. Your men need more vim in
‘their work., They're too sluggish.”

“I'm doing tha Dbest Y can, sir," said

Featon,

p—
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Dr. Stoke. turned, and looked away
towards Little Side. e was just in time
to see Jerry Dodd send a hall whizzing to
the boundary.

“Look here, old man, P've got an idea’
said the Head confidentially. ** You're short
of first-class players, aren’t you? Without
Morrow and Rees you expect to lose cn
Saturday, eh??

“1'm afratd it’'s a certainty, sir.”

** Nonsensc!” sald Dr. Stokes Dbriskiv,
“ Man alive, you're talking ahout defeatl—
and we’'ve got enough talent in the school
to knock Helmford sideways!”

Fenton and {wo or three other seniors
looked surprised. |

‘“ Tow do »ou mean, sir?”’ asked Carlile,

The Head pointed towards Little Side.

“ That's what 1 mean,” he replied Lriefly,

CHAPTER IX.

TREB TEST.
r———l ENTON stared for =&
" l.;" D moment. and then
W wwAwrEsw AW W] AR b Vi P d VW ALl 1yu

but—  Well, it simply isn’t done, that’s
all. In the whole history of St. Frank's a
junior has never been fncluded in the seniop
sports.”

‘“*Then isn’t it time we made a bit of &
change?” smiled Dr. Stokes.

All the seniors looked at him aghast.

“ You're not really serious, sir, are you?’
asked Conroy major.

‘I was never more 30,” replicd the Head.
“I'm sorry, old wman, hut I don't quite
appreciate all this old-fashioned adherence
to worn-out 1iradition. These junior boys
are  expert cricketers, they've got no
important fixture for Seturday, and you tal}
about refusing their aid. Frankly, I don’t
understand such nonsense!"

“ Nonsense, sir?”  protested
indignantly.

** Certainly it’s nonsensc!”

“ But—but the Senior School is as widely
separated from the Junier School as the
poles!” burst out Fenton, nearly shouting 1n
his excitement. *‘ You—you don't seem to
understand, sir—”

‘“ Thank you, Fenton!” smiled the Head.

Fenton
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“I'm sorry, sir; T didn't mean to be
fude!” said the school captain, calmed by
Dr. Stokes® tone. ** Oh, but--—-but it would
be unprecedented for us to include juniors
in the tleam. And the news would get
about, and every other school would laugh
at us.”

“ Very possibly; and after that they would

admire you,” retorted the Ilead. Il
warrant there are plenty of schools that
would be only (oo willing to follow an

the Remove feilows belong to SU. Trank's
just as much as you do.”

“1T admit that, sir, but there's one point
you've completely overlooked,” said Fenton.,
** The juniors ma; be pretty smart at their
own cricket, put it doesn’t come up to the
sentor standard.”

*“ Sorry, but I don't azre~,” sald the Head.

“ Of course. you’ve bheen watching them,
sir, but you ean’t judge by that,” put in
Carlilel  “* On their own ground, and playing

The great vehicle swung round, and charged blindly into the hedge, the near
elde front wheel missing the child by a bare foot as it tore by.

Simple matte- of this sort my mind is made
Up.  You've got an important match for
Saturday, vour team is weakened through
injuries, " and that weakness could be
remedicd by including some juniors. Why

I the name of all that’s reasonable can’t
you see jtor

Fenton took a deep breath. _

A thi do see it, sir; but I simply daren't do
ung of that sort,’”” he confessed. ** After
» s only in a case of emergency—""’

Pro Prec"'.‘ﬂ}'!”.said_ the Head. “ I wouldn't
Elegeose Including junior hoys In the First
reme:nb A3 2 permanency, But always
wiiiciber one thing, Fenton. St. Frank's

¢ plaring this game on Saturday, and

“T can only say that you're a couple of
prejudiced mules!” said Dr. Stokes candidly.
*I've been watching the juniors, and I've
been watching you. And I suggest that you
drop Stevens and Frinton, and substitute
four members of the Remove--Nipper, Dodd,
Handforth and Christin>. Do that, and
you’ll stand a fine chance of winning."”

Fenton looked very uncomfortable, and so
did the others. Frinton, indeed, was indig-
nant, although he said nothing. Stevens was
fortunately absent at the moment. But the
Head’'s judgment was remarkably sound, for
he had placed his fingers on the two weakest
men in the First Eleven.

And he had made his suggestion serlously.



prove sound-—if they put up a thoroughly
gcod fight—I shall expect you to choose the
best junior players for Saturday’s match.”

Fenton _nodded at once.

“ It the juniors put up any show at all,
sir, I promise that they’ll be given the
chance you want,”” he replied grimly. ‘' The
final decision regarding lhe Helmford match
will rest upon the result of this test.”

Fenton walked briskly away, and the Head
smiled placidly. He had got his own way,
and he fcit confident of the result. Somehow
he had an idea that the seniors would bhe
the shocked party.

It was still quite early in the evening, and
there were two good hours before supper
And as the month was June, daylight would
Jast right up until bedtime—indeed, until
ten o'clack, if neceasary.

Fenton approached me just as I was set-
ting my lleld for a scratch House mateh—
Bob Christice and I having just fixed it up.

““Hold on a minute, you [ellows,” saild
Fenton, ([2ellng a perfeet fool. “ You
haven't started yet, have yon?”

The junlors could scarcely credit the in-
formation. And this wasn’t very surprising, .
for it was an unheard of thing for the
lordly, high and mighty First Eleven to even
cast a glance in the direction of the lowly

juniors.

‘“Jt's the Head’'s doing, of course,” sald
Christine, when he had found some breath.
““By jimminy! What a sport he is! What
a downright corker to have for a Head-
master!”’

“ And so say all of us!” declared Hand-
forth, nodding.

If Dr. Stokes had been decliberately aim-

ing for popularity in the Junior School, he -

could not have gone a letter way to work.
But he hadn't even thought of gaining popu-
larity; he nad made the suggestion because
it struck him as being the most common
sense way out of a difficulty. |

The news spread llke wildfire, and before
the match started, half the school was on
the spot, and the other half was on the way.
For this was an affair that interested every
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type of fellow, from the highest to the
lowest-

And the very unusual nature of it was
atartling, too. XNobody believed the story
at first, and there were some who wouldn't
be convinced until they saw the two elevens
actually on Big Side. For it was a stagger.
ing blow at all convention to play a game
of this kind.

Fenton and 1 gravely tossed up, just as
though it were a serious match. And so |t
was—from our point of view. The seniors
preferred to regard it with much laughter,
-and they were expecting some comie enter-
tainment.

I'enton won the toss, and plected to bat
first. So the Junior Eleven took the ficld,
and the game started—the Ilead himself
and Mr. Cliflord acting as umpires. Round
the ropes of Big Side an almost record
crowd had collected, and the interest was
at fever piteh.

‘“Oh, well, I suppose it's the best thing to
show these kids up.” said Carlile conde-
scendingly. “If we had refused to meet
‘em, everybody would have said that we were
afraid. It's far better to have the farce,

uvoa oia Jerry!”

F;Wilson glanced across at Fenton, and
g:_iton felt exceedingly annoyed. This was
absurd. A Aduke, of course, but it gave the

juniors a standing they didn’ _
first ball of the nﬁatch}: a;ol!l t deserve. The

thﬁtﬂfle cime out, after informing Wilson
In tha o a3 2 careless idiot. And Wilson,
'¢ pavilion, was busily explaining to a

group of his [riends exactly how the fluke
had happcuoed.

But Carlile was very careful. It occurred
to him that it was just possible that Jerry
Dodd’s bowling was tricky. So Carlile dealt
with the first one very gingerly. Ile denlt
with the second one even more gingerly,
and the third ball found him decidedly
nervous.

To be exact, he dlscovered, to his complete
astonishment, that the Australian junior
was as hot as mustard. His bowling was
not merely dangerous, but terrifving.

The first over was a horrible failure, for
not a single run was gained, and Fenton
looked quite, upset. It was little short of
disgraceful that the game should start with
a malden over when they were only playing
these absurd juniors!

Christine had the bowling now, and he pro-
ceecded to shake Fenton-up pretty consider-
ably. It i3 true that Fenton sent the
lenther to the boundary with a beautiful
cut, and immediately afterwards he scored
a perfect three. But it was a dreadful
shock for the Sixth when Jerry Dodd, at
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near him. lle decided that there was only
one chance of recovering the game. .And
that was to wipe out the juniors for an
insignificant score. But IFenton's confidence
was pot quite so supreme now.

Jerry Dodd and I opened the innings. and
in less than five minutes Fenton's hopes
were dashed to the ground. For we were
getting runs at an alarming rate—knocking
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#hlfl senlor bowling into every corner of the
eld.

By the evd of the third over we were
firmly set, and the score had already
mounted to thirty-live! Five minutes later
saw the I'lrst Eleven score benten, and the
junjors had won!

But the match didn’t stop there. This
was really a test, and so we kept on. 1
made u slight misealculation, and was run
out, and Handforth took my place.

As a general rule I hadn’t got much faith
in Bdward Oswald, for his recklessness was
a byword. But on this occasion he couldn’t
do wrong. He swiped awny with suprenie
confidence at everything, and procceded to
send the seniors leather-hunting with a
vengeance.

It was the Headmaster himself who brought
the farce to an end. lle called to Femton,
and asked bim point-blank whether the test
had been a fallure or a sucecess. And Fenton
was obliged to ¢limb down.

“]1 was wrong, sir,” he said frankly. 1
hadn't the faintest idea that these young-
sters were =0 wonderful! Nipper and Dodd
are particularly fne, and Christine i3 a

‘““I have no douht the result would be very
difficrent In another mateh—a carefully
organised game.’”” went on the Head. ¢ The
junlors would almost certainly lose, for then
you'd be an your mettle. But I'll warrant
they wonld lose honourably. Well, have you
dectded 7"

‘“Yes, sir,” replied Fenton, turning round
and beckoning to me. “Nipper, I want you
to forgive me for being such an arrogant
duffer. I wns going to teach you a lesson,
but you've taught me one instead!”

“ Nothing of the sort,” I smiled. ¢ We've
simply come to a better understanding—
that’s all.”

“I gave you my word of honour before
we started this game, and I’'Il Ekeep it,”
went on the schoonl skipper. ¢ But don’t
think I don’'t want to-—I shall be only too
delighted if you and Dodd and Christine and
Handforth will play for the First Eleven
on Saturday.”

‘““Thanks!” I sald delightedly.
play? You can put our pames down #s
certalm startersl”

“Will we

CHAPTER XI.
PATTY IN CLOVER.

HE next day noboldy
could talk of anything
else but the sensa-
tional defeat of the
Senior Eleven, and the stili
\ more sensational Inclusion

- of four juniors in the senlo;
team- chosen to play against Helmford
College.

The Head was glven all the credit—as he
deserved.

Ilis unconventionality was the talk of the
scl,00l. And with the juniors, especially,
he was a greater hero than ever before.
Nobody could say a word against Dr.
Stokes. He had -giver the juniors the
greatest chance they had ever had—and the
juniors were grateful.

The Sixth, on the other band, was rather
shocked.:

Fenton’s decision to include four Re-
movites in the First Eleven were received
with hot criticisin i many quarters. It
wes regarded as a dan:geroqs experiment.

P |
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UI course, there were some WNo Wercn's
interested—Fatty Little, for example. He
was no cricketer, alhbough he epjoyed
watching a pgame f the conditions were
satisfactory. Just at present, lhe had wo
desirg to zo to Little Side.

It was tceatitne, and Fatty had mel! with
atrocious luck. 1lle was stony, he was
hungry, and he had been unable to plant
himself in apy other study. A3 a last
desperate resort, he was thinking alout
rushing indoors to partake of tea in Hall

Ile had approacbed cverybody for a loan,
but he bhadn’'t met with the slightest suec-
cess. He canght sight of Willy Handfor'h,
who was lo-king unusually glum. It was,
of course, extremely undignified to ask a
fag for a loan, but Falty was desperate.
He sidled up to Willy in a confidential way.

“Just the very chap I want to sec!”

he said warmly. ‘“Look here, Handforth
minor, lend me five bob until to-morrow.”
Willy opodded.
“Qoply five bhob?” he said. “My dear

chap, you can have all I've got!”



long' tﬁ:'n_t 1 forget what it looks like! And

I'm so hungry that I could” cheerfully cat
a railway-station saudwich?!

Fatty Little groaned,

«You rotter!” he said indignantly. “ And
{ thought you were going to vhack out

five bob!”

« Sorry, but we’re both In the same
boat!” €aid Handforth minor. “I lent my
last bob to Chubby lcath—in a thought-
less moment. So, although we're starviog
hungry, we've gob to go tealess!”

Willy didn’t observe that Mrs. Stokes
vas walking by at that moment. She was
looking as fresii and attractive as -ever,
in white from head to foot. She paused,

plcp.ure-u'n

wiiithin five mioutes, Fatty Little and
“s? were thoroughly comfortabte. It
formalre:.r::i tmpossible to be sti? and
were 5o !rlethB llead and his wife, They

odly and companionable that
ne:s_]unlors lost all thelr inmitlal mervous-

A .
nd tea was a great success.

“ Steady on, jyou glutton!” whispered
Willy, giving Fatty a nudge. *
“kh? Want another sandwichf” asked
Fatty.

He reachied for a plate of cycumber sand-
wiches, and Willy took omne. Fatty took
three, to be on the safe sidc. Aund Willy
gave him another jab—this time so vigor-
.ously that Fatty ncarly choked. '

«« Here, what's the idea?”’ he spluttercd.
“Don't keep diggimg me like that, you

younf fathead—"
“Shut up!” hissed Willy, as red as &
beetroot.

Ile was epormously relieved to observo,
that the Head and Mrs. Stokes were quile

“The Head treats distinguistied Visitors
with the correet amouunt of consideration,”
replied Willy. “ Well, so long, Fatty. I
shan’'t be able to cat another thiog for
‘ours!”

Teddy Long was left alone, and he was
green with jealousy. Ile didn’t s¢e auny
reason why he shouldn't share the good
So he wandered out ioto the

|

] things, too.



Triangle, and walked aimlessly about for
a time, hngiug that an invitation to tca
would resul

Unfortunately, it didn’t, and Teddy be-
came nnpatlent'

‘S0, at length, he ventured indoors, and
caut-iously made his  way towards the
Head's ‘private quarters. He hesitated for
a few moments before the big baize door
which sc¢parated the junior quarters from

the forbidden snaces bevond.

e ne Jeiy  very

OuUCe  LIrougil
nervous,

. Me was just about to escape while there
was yet time, when he heard a sound from
upstairs—the sudden closing of a door, and
a kind of scuflle. Desperately, Teddy

crouched into one of the dim corners,

He could sce upstairs with ease, for it
was fairly bright there, while he remained
in deep shadow. If the llead came down-
stairs, there was Dpo chance of the in-
irader being spotied. A!ll the same, Long
was Yery nervous.

lle caught a glimpse of somebody moving
upsbtairs, “and saw a vision of white. It
was Mrs. Stokes. But t1here was something
different about her. Her pretty face was
no longer serene and smiling, hut wore a
strained, anxious expre¢ssion.
~"And  almost immediately afterwards the
Ilead came hurrying up—grim, aongry, and
totally unlike bimself. Teddy Long, in
fact, was peeping at a private scene which
was not intended for any strange eyes.

\ *“Joyce! Ilaven’'t I told you——>"

Only a few words caimne to tho crouch-
lng junior’'s ears. Mrs. Stokes
in a frightened Kind of way, but her voice
was too low for Teddy Loug to understand
anything.

“But, good heavers,
{he Head fiercely. *‘1

Again Teddy lost the rest of the sen-
tence, but he saw something that nearly
startled him out of his wits. Mrs. Stokes
attempted to rush down the stairs, but the
Head scized her, polled her .ack and
literally carried her away up tho corri-
dor—taking no notice of her protests.

A faint little scream canmie to his ears,
and a door slammed with violence. Then

there was complete sileoce.  Teddy Long

GOOTrWway,

it’s madness!” said
absclutely forbid

answered

 brutal way!

shot out of his hiding-place like a_ rabbit,
reached the green baize door, and bolted
through. lle didn’t stop running until be
was in the Ancient llouse lobby. .
*““My goodness??’ he mutlered
lessly. :
Until this mioute, all his thoughts had
been for his own safety. But now that
he was well clear of any possible danger,
he remembered the little ecene he had
witnessed with vivid intensitv. In faet. he

breath-

Archie Glenthorne and Alf Brent chatting
"with Nandforth and Co. and De Valerie.
And Teddy Long ran up, his face flushed
and his eyes gloaming.

“T say, the Head's not what he scems!”

he burst out.

“Don’'t come Dbothering now!” snapped

Handforthi. “Oh, so a new batch of stufl
has arrived from Repgie Pitt?” he went
on, turbing to De Valerie. * This makes

the second, doesn't it?»

“Yes, and Nipper's shoving it straight

in the Magazine,” said De Valerie. * ]In-
teresting stuff, too. Pitt describes a
journey on a tiny African railway, and,
some of il’s pretty funny! Confound you,
Long, what on earth are you dving? Leave
my sleeve alone—"’ ,

‘“But listen!”’ ‘panted Tetldy ‘““The

Hcad's a beast!’?

“JHe's a what?'? said Hamlforth grimly.

“ Look .hcre, don’t you start punching

me!’? said Long shrilly. **It’s the truth, I
tell you. I've just scen it!”’

‘“Seen what?'’ asked Church.

““I was in the Head’s hall-—*?

‘“Spying, eh?’? put in Handforth, gruﬂly.

" Nun-no' I—I iust happened to go there
for- something!?’ gasped Long. * Anyhow,
I saw the Head heating his wife in a hornhly
She was screaming like any-

thing—-"’
o You awful little liar?’? snorted Hand-
forth, scizing Longz by the seruff of his

neck and shakmg him. ‘‘I've never heard
such rotten fibs in all my life!”’

“It's true!’’ howled Teddy. ¢ Mrs.
Stokes trled to escape, but the Head dragged
her back by her hair, and lifted her in his
arms, Kkicking and struggling. Then he
bashed her about, and Yow! Yarooh!
©Ow, you—you " violent rotter—"’
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the Illcad’s pardon!
pardon, too!’’

“I don’t like to hear Mrs. Siokes’ name
on your lying lips!’’ snorted Handferth.
“And, look here, my Jad! If I find out
you've breathed a word of this to anybody
clse, I'll bifI you until you won’'t be able
to locate your giddy features!’

‘“‘And il you set about any morce
scandalous stories of this kind I'l make you
into pulp!”’ added De Valeric.

‘“ Absolutely !’ said Archie Glenthorne,
nodding. < Allow me to remark, Long, ithat
1 regard you as a horrible growth upon the
landseane. Dach it all. vou’re nothing hit

wilivd LOHg.

I beg Mrs,

t 3—1 UUCE

Stokes’

But at last the
still. I was still
forthcoming match.
SUIT wind, and one of

dormitory Jay qiet and
awake, thinking of the
There was rather a
the blinds kept flap-

Ping. S0 I slipped out of bed to adjust it,
:_ml to take a look at the sky at the same
Ime. 1 didn't like this brecze, whicin had

S0 suddenly sprang up—it hinted at rain.
But when I gla_nced out of the window the

DWISN ! IANAay's DAL SWepP1 aown,
and there wae a crash just behind
him. He stared at his wicket |}
blankly. The middle stump, for
some reason, was missing.

[sky was perfectly clear and there was no

prospect of a sudden change. I was about
to draw my head in, relieved, when I eaught
sicht of a figure crassing the Triangle.
There was nofhing startling in  this,
because most of the masters were still up

[ and about, and it was only just dark, any-

how. But there was something stealthy and
mysterious about the figure’s movements. I
gazed with greater concentration.

cheerful and delightfully friendly.

It didn't seem to fit in  with her
character, this nocturnal climb over the school

wall. Obviously, she had gonc out unknown
to the llead, or she would never have

employed such methods.

I tried to convince myseli that I had
made a mistake, that the figurc had been
that of a maidservant, off, probably, to



meet a local
But this wasn’'t feasible.
positively recognised Mrs.

rustic for a moonligcht stroll.
Moreover, I had
Stokes.

I finally went off to sleep with that
vagu> sensation of uncomiortable trouble.

Same

CHAPTER XIII.
THE GREAT DAY.

ATURDAY afternoon!
The great hour had
arrived. Dinner was

over, and the playing-

fields were already becoming

crowded with seniors and

juniors. The sun blazed

down with midsummer heat, and a more

perfect day for cricket could hardly be
imagined.

The Helmford Senior Eleven had not yet
arrived, but were expected at any moment.
Big Side was deserted, except for Fenton
and Mr. Clifford and two of the gardeners.
These latter were toiling away at a heavy
roller, giving a final touch to the playing-
pitch.

Usually, the juniors took omnly a compara-
tively small interest in senior affairs. A
First Eleven match was not looked wupon
as an affair of very great importarce.

But to-day all this was changed.

The inciusian of four juniors in the feam—
for the first time in St. Frank’'s history—gave
the match a universal interest. Juniors as
well as seniors werc crowding round the
ropes eager to secure the best positions.

““Well, I hope everything turns out all
right,”? said Fenton, with a shade of anxiety.
¢ Nipper assures me that his men are in fine
condition, but I shan’'t be comfortable until
the match is well under way.”’

““ You needn’t worry,”” said Mr. Clifford,
the sportsmaster. ¢‘Personally, I heartily
agree with the Head’s idea, and I think this
experiment will prove a big sucecess.’’

“ Let’s hope you're right, sir,”’ said one of
fhe others.

A sudden commotion from the Triangle'

hinted that the Helmford men had arrived.

And this turned out to be true. Tenton
hurried off to welcome the visitors, and
presently they came along in a cluster,

carrying their cricket bags, and looking very
impressive in their white clothes and gaily-
striped blue and red blazers.

%I hear you've had a bit of bad luck
since Wednesday?’’ remarked Lewis, the
Helmford captain. *‘‘Somebody was telling
me that two of your chaps were injured in
a motor smash, or something?’’

‘“ Yes—Morrow and Rees,”’ replied Fenton.
¢ Pretty serious, too; they’'re both laid up
in the school hospital.”’

« Phew! Hard lines,
Lewis sympathetically.

At the same time,
cleam of satisfaction in his eye.

old man!’? said

there was a slight

He knew

.

cealed this.

well enough that Morrow was  one of the
most expert batsmen in the St. Frank’s
eleven, whilsf Rees had given plenty of
nroof of his remarkable bowling prowess.

And it was ef@sy enough to “read Lewis’
niind. With two such stnlwarts out of the
tearn, Helmdford’s task became an easy one.
The visitors were determined to win, and
thus maintain their unhroken record. So
this piece of news was interesting.

““Yes, it's a bit rough,”” said Fenton,
nodding. ¢ Still, we’ll give you a good
match, Lewis.”

““Who are you playing instead?’”’

“Two fellows named Dodd and Hamilton,”’
replied Fenton. ¢“Hamilton is usually known
here as Nipper—"’

““ Nipper!”? said Lewis sharply. ¢ But
isn’t he a junior?”’

‘““Yes—Remove.”’

‘“ But, great Scott, man, what on
earth **  Lewis paused, staring in sheer
astonishment. “You don’t mean to
seriously tell me that you're playing a

junior in this match?’’

‘¢ Az a matter of faect—four!”’

““TFour juniors?’ shouted the Helmford
captain.

“ There’s no need to get excited about it,”’
said Fenton gruffly. ¢ T've made use of the
best, material that I've got, and, as 1 said

' before, we'll give you a good match.”

Lewis shrugged his shoulders, and winked
at his companions.

‘““Oh, well, it’s your funeral, of course!”’
he said, with a slight sneer in his tone
that annoyed Fenton. ‘I didn't think. you
were gquite so weak that you had to drag
juniors into the game. I’'m not quite sure
that our fellows will like it.”?

“In that case,”’
““they’ll have to lump it!”?

““And you mustn’t be annoyed mth us if
we grin a little at the end of t{;@ nmtch &
went on Lewis.

“ A% the end of the matcA™yoir @ %
as much as you like—if you' feel-in
to,”’ retorted Fenton.
sure about that grin, Lewis.
more like kicking somebhody.’’

Lewis laughed outright, and the other
members of his team chuckled openly and
loudly.
strength, they had boasted of a victory.
But with four juniors in the team, the

_‘-.

You ma;y feel

:_ l.-.c; u

1 game would become a mere farce.

was furious, although he con-
And now he was heartily glad
that the juniors were playing. For in his
heart he felt convinced that they would put
up a good showing—and he hoped against
hope that he¢ wasn’t wrong. How fine it
would be to see these self-confident visitors
humbled by members of the Junior Eleven!
And while the final preparations were
being made the Head arrived with his wife..
Mrs. Stokes tripped daintily over the gnss,
and she looked particularly nice in pmk

Fenton

said Fenton sharp.v, ,

“ But don’fsbes too”

Even with the First Eleven at full .
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been looking for it.

Teddy Long, however, observed one trifling
thinz which set his tongue wagging. There
was a slight discelouratfon on Mrs. Stoked’
left arm. Indeed, it looked suspiciously
Jike a brulse.

‘“* Therec vou arc! What did I tell you?”
whispered Teddy, grabbingz at Handforth's

arnt, ** See that bruise on Mrs. Stokes——’’
“ By George!”’ said Handforth, turning
swiftly.

With one heave he floored Teddy Long,
and then held him down.

v At it again?’* he muttered thickly.
“*What did 1 tell you yesterday, you little
rotter? DBreathe another word about Mrs.

L0 | = boundary. Tt was a tine be.
ginning to the mateh,

Lewis looked upon it as a happy sign.

Helinford were batting first, and St.
Frank's were in the field.
Fenton himself was bowling, the other

bowler being Mills, of the College House.
All the junior members of the Eleven were
fielding. But this, of course, was only to
be expected.

but there
And the

Jerry Dodd a trial at bowling,

Secined to be no indication of this.

Mmatch proceeded with lively interest.
elmford, in fact, put up a fine show.

The bowling was fair, and the pitch in ex- {

aalt__ 2 -a

and |

I had half hoped that Fenton would give | &%
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‘“ That's because it is horribly weak!’’ said
Tommy Wauatson bluntly.

‘““ Boy, you said it!"”" nodded Adams. “ Aw,
geec! This is sure a punk game, anyway!
Say, put a real game against this—a game of
baseball—and cricket looks two cents!"”

“ And you’ll look two farthings if you tako
on that tone, my lad!"” said John Busterfield
Boots aggressively. “Cricket’'s the finest
game in the world! We've got some pretty
dud players in the First Eleven, but that's
not our fault. Why the dickens doesn't
Fenton use Nipper, or Dodd, or one of the
others?” .

“ Better go and ask him!” suggested Wat-
son.

- ———

 save the fourth run.
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The ball came shooting down, and at the
last second 1 made a lcap upwards and out-
wards. The rcd leather touched my fingers,
I gripped it. and lield fast. Stumbling for-
ward, 1 Just managed to keep my balance.
"And then, wiltlht a gasp of triumph, 1 sent
the ball victoriously skywards.

“Out!’ roared the crowd delightedly.

“VWell, I'm hanged!” said Lewis, staring.

Ife carried his bat in rather glumly, for he
had sct his heart upon makin? a century,
but had been caught out before his score had
reuched forty. And, what was more
dumiliating than anything, he had been
caught by one of the juniors he had so
openly snecred at.

“ Good man, Nipper!” shouted Fenton de-
lightedly. “That was wonderful!”’

“I say, Fenton,” I said, approaching him.
“Why don’t you give Dodd a chance at the
bowling? Ile's a demon, you know.”

‘“‘I'fhanks all the same—but I'm skipper!”
said l'enton coldly.

I made no furlher remark, but retired.
And presently the game was in full swing
again,  And the Jlelmford score kept meunt-
ing up. It was a very difficnlt matter to
get these bhatsmen out. They were fine
cricketers, and were playing splendidly.

It wasn't the bowling that was mainly at
fault. On the whole, it was quite up to the
average. Dot it really needed something
above the average to dismiss these keen
Helmford seniors.

Two of them were clean howled In sucees-
sion, but it took nearly an hour to do it.
And after that the batsmen seemed to get

sct, and cvery effort of Fenton was un-
aviiling. '
I'enton limsell was fieldlng near the

pavilion, and while the fleld was changing at
the conclusion of an over, the Headmaster
slipped down and approachied Fenton,

m“LJusb a minute, old man!" said Dr.

So, when the over came to an end, Fenton
signed to Jerry, and a perfect yell went up
from the juniors when they saw what was in
the wind. Jerry himself obeyed the summons
with alaerity. '

“I'm giving you a chance,”” said Fenton.
“Do the best you can, Dodd. If you don'g
make good, the Upper School will rag me to
death. So bear that.in mind.”

“] won't disgrace you,' said the Australian
junior. . .

And while the Remove was cheering lustily,
the Fifth and Sixth werc looking on with
mixed feelings. Some of them declared that
Jerry was a smart kid, and might wake
things up a bit. Others were cqually as
positive that the runs would now mount up
at lightning specd.

As for the Helmford players and their
supporters—for a charabanc full of other
IHelmford fellows had come—they were
openly amused. Things were indeed easy
wlhen a junior was given the bhowling!

The game was watched with intense in-
terest as Jerry seized the leather, and pre-
pared to deliver the first ball of the next
over. Tho lelmford batsman was one who

had oaused enormous trouble, and his in-

dividual score was already wel! over the half-
century. He was cne of the best men in the
visiting ¢leven.

Ho waited, with a grin on hils face, untit
Jerry took his short, easy run. There was
something very deceptive about Dodd's de-
livery. To see him take his run, one would
imagine that bo was a slow bowler.

Whizz!

The Australian junior's arm curved over,
and the leather sped down the pitch, curled
round the batsman’s willow, and tore tbe
mlddle stump necatly out of the ground!

“ Hurrah!"

“MNow's that?'"

The Lower School went fairly wild with de-

Iihi : :

and aAavan bl sand Anas lhmalian lavba alinama



The new man faced the bowler, and he was
‘obviously nervouns, The fate of his pre-
decessors was not calculated to give him con-
fidence. 1t was becoming as clear as day-
Jizht that this junior bowler was a perfect
terror. The speed of his delivery, once the
ball had left his hand, was startling.

* There was dead silence as the third ball
of the over was sent down. The batsman
took no chances. He hit the leather
squarely. It shot back over the pltch, and
Jerry Dodd’s hand whipped out like lightnina.

Smacs !

The leather was In his grasp—and he had
performed the hat trick!

TIIR TRICMPH OF TIIR JUNIORS.
T ELL caught, gir!"”
E » “ Good old Dodd
—well played!”
wild with delight, and the
Helmford fellows wero utterly

CHAPTER XYV,
‘““Oh, splendid !’
The spectators nearly went
Jerry Dodd’s remarkable [feat

dismayed.
looked very -much like the beginning of the
rot. and there was very little hope that the
Helmford ¢ tail > would mend matters.

Three wnen out in one over, and not a
run scored: It was a record for a profes.
sional to be proud eof, and yet this perform-
ance had becn put up by one of the scorned
funiors! Edgar Fenton was hot and fiushed
with sheer joy.

And furth-r satisfaction was In store.

The rest of the over was quiet, for the next
batsman to come out took absolutely no
chances. But Fenton immediately put me
on to bowl at the other end—and his de-
cision was greeted with a cheer. . Dodd’s

atvannsa Yo oo o B. A% . 4 o_v_ R TR
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WTI%JM]]M stllow to begin with.
€ver. the score crept up until
reached 21, and then Fenton was
stumped. It was
st getting set.
k? his- place.
foll ¢ juniors gave him a hearty cheer—to be
Owed at once bv a groan. For Christine

}1
neatly
nnlucky, because he was
Bab Christine came out to

l
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‘¢ Here, what's the idea 7" splut-
tered Fatty. ‘' Don’t keep digging
me ltke that, you young fathead— "’

was unlucky. Ile was clean howled with the
first ball for a duck. This was a bad begin-
ning for the junior contingent.

And the result was immedlately scen, for
Fenton put JMills in. And Mills made
pretty fifteen, and was then caught. The
score was moulting rather too slowly for
the general liking.

I came out next, and my appearance was
aroeted enthusiastically. The very novelly
of juniors Mmtting against a senior team
was cotertaining ecunough., And 1 was
watched with keen intercst.

T annn cottled down. and aa sgoon asg 1
his appearance. - )

ITe had a brief and glorious Innings.

With his wusual spectacular dash, he

started the aggressive at once, and slogged
away at the bowling with a vengeance.
Three boundaries in successlon he hit, and
then followed up with some fine virile
battinzg that evoked enormous enthusiasm. .



lic couldn’t last, of course—he never did.

After £fteen minules, and when he had
increased the score by 39, he was neatly
caught in the slips, the vietim of a faulty
hit. But Handforth didn't care. He walked
back to the pavilion amid thubnderous
applause, having provided first-class enter-
thinment. And he was satisfled.

Another senior came out, and went back
within three minutes. And then, to my
inward satisfaction. Jerry DPodd anpeared.

aun eloquent indication of his supreme
cleverness.

~ No matter how Lewis changed the field,
Jerry Dodd was always ready. He changed
his tactics repentedly, and dealt with every
ball as thouzh they wero being delivered
by children. JIn fact, his performance was

I wasn't dolng so badly, either.

And it was a boundary hit of miune that
took the score to 175. And that was the
end of the match. St. Frank’s had won
by seven wickets. It was Ilelmford’s first
(lefeat of the scason—and a clean and com-
plete licking.

“ Welt?2” smiled Dr. Stokes, as he came
on to the field. ‘

“By Jove, sir, that advice of yours was
wonderful !’ said Fenton frankly. < Thanks

himself to the hearts of all. Apd Mrs.

Stokes was every bit as popular.

It was for this reason, perhaps, that the
events of the next few weeks were to prove
so engrossing. I had already recelved a
slight hint of some mystery, and so had
Teddy Long. And in the near future this

one that ranked as the best that St.] mystery was destined to develop in the
Frank’'s had scen that season. - most extraordivary way.

THE END.
= TR R g e s s g s
= More extraordinary revelations _concerning =
= Mrs. Stokes will be revealed in NEXT =
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hasty conneections.
wat comfortable enough, because my
frnngcuon was the California Limited, on
tl'e. auta Fé Railway—and that celchrated
s!'dln alv{ayg departs from Chicago at
d Dr.m. r!ully.
What impressed me most about Ohio and
Ndiana were the towns we passed through
—that is, the pumerons small towns. The

- g M g R S Ty W Ry W B W -~ Y

deal of the scenery.

But we were just about to arrive in the
great metropolis of the Middle West, and
"t was very keen to catch even a glimpse of
it.

ol W LA F A LBE W Tl Y Ny L b-'“'

NEXT
Limited.”?

WEEK: “On the California
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The High School was founded in 1513 by
Dame Agnes Mellers, the present  schooi
being built about one hundred years ago. 1t
is a day school, and is the largest and beat
known for a large area, having 660 boys or
more. The chief games played are ** rugger,”
cricket and fives. There are many flourishing
societies belonging to the school, and an
0.T.C., numbering 200 cadets, has also heen
organised. Toae gun you sce in the sketch at
the front of the school was presented in

honour of two V.(C.s who are old boys of
the school. One of them wasz the famous
Captain Albert Ball, and the other, the
Rev., T. B. lardy. Just inside the gates is
a temorial to the old boys who fell in the
war. This is a bronze statue of an oflicer
leading his men, and is designed by an old
boy. 1 am much indebted for the above
information to a reader, to whom I have
great pleasure in presenting (he original
sketch.
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Editorial Ollice,
Study C,

St. [rank’s.

My dear Chums, .

Pitt's scecond letter from Africa, which 1
am publishing on the next page, is addresaed
axain from Lagos, in Nigeria. Apparently
the party is being held up for a few days.
This, however, has given Pitt and Grey a
chance to look round Lagos, some 1mpres-
sions of which you wiil read in the letter.
It is more than probable that some definite
news of Sir Crawford Grey’'s plans will be
contained in Pitt’s next communication,
which I hope Lo receive in time for inclusion
in our next issue. [ cannot help thinking
that there is something odd about the last
few lines i the letter. I wonder what
Naoaia moeouans: hy there heine aomethine

terror of the hizh scas seems almost unbe-
lievable. Yet 1 ¢an assure my chums that
Dorrie i3 not romancing, These articles he
is writing are taken from his own experi-
ences, every word of which can be borne
out by other travellers. Some day he hopes
to pul them into bhook form. Suach a book
would be numbered as ecne of the monst
thrilling travel books of our {ime,

ABOUT OUR COVER PAGE.

To assist various members of the Remove
from avoiding the tragedy of ever becoming
round pegs in square holes, our amiable
artist makes a few suggestions for careers
they might follow successfully according to
what he thinks is® their mnatural bent as
revealed at St. Frank’s. These entertaining
series of sketches, which I have cailed
“ Careers in Caricature,”” will appear on our
cover week by week. This week our artist
has begun with a few suggestions for
Edward Oswald, to be followed next week
by some inspiring hints for Archie.

SPORT AND THE LOOKER-ON.

Wiiile I agree with Pepys in some of liie
remarks concerning the value of spectators

-y -

I regret that it will be impossible to pub-
l1ish the result of the Character Names Com-
petition next week as originally intended, as
the adjudiecation is  taking longer than
anticipated. But the result should appear
without fail the week after next.

Your old pal,

NIPPER.
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that J.agos itself is mainly a pative city—
8 great town of black people.

The FEuropean section is just a line of
buildings which runs along the shores of
the lagoon—with the native city snuggling
behind.- I think 'l be interesting if T
five you a few details of the place—not the
EKuropean quarter, but the native town of
Lagos,

Jack and I went for quite a long jaunt
esterday, and had a most interesting time.

ot as Dhiazes, ol course, but that’s only
to he expected in this climate. |

We only found it necessary 1o stroll along
the main street, and then walk up ope of
the narrow slde turnings. And instantly we
found ourselves among the most interest-
Mg and curious scenes. Narrow, irregular
Strects, lined with ramshackle native huts
which made us fairly grin.

By what I cau see, these blacks have no
:I}'e. for architectural bheauty, and most of
'lclr dwellings are buflt up of cvery kiod
of oddments that it's ‘Jossible to think of.

othing toe
ramshas o0 disreputable, and pothing: too
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REGGIE PITT'S AFRICAN
S, LETTER .
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Following upon the heels of his first letter, Reggie’s dispatch from Lagos, :

-
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Dorrie, of course, has been pretty busy with

'mlosi and Sir Crawford, and rest of the
party. I think we shall soon be making
a move.

But to get back to my description of
Lagos. You'd be surprised at the perfect
physique of most of these natives, and the
grace with which they wcar their cotton
clothing.

I could go on like this for pages, but
one of the stewards has just given me the
tip that the mail’s going ashore in a few
minutes. So I shall have to clase up, and
tell you more in my next—when I hope to
give some definitc news about our trip up
country, and a few other things. I have
still got an idea that there's something
unusual—-and even mysterious—in the wind.
But, for the moment—'nufl said.

Kindest regards to everybody, and hoping

that you are all bright and chirpy. Jack
and I are top-hole, \
Your affectionate chum, .
REQaqiBb.
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Iriving. “We are here at last.”

‘“I believe you nare right, guv'nor,'” replied
his brilliant young assistant, Splinter.

Grim directed his magnillcent car throuczh
i# pnir of large gates and swept up the
drive of a real old-fashioned country house.
When he had finished sweeping up the drive
he drew the car to n standstill In front of
a stately, graceful wmansion. It was a very
stately mansion and belonged to a tremend.
ously rich man. There were no less than
three front doors, all painted In different
colours. There were hundreds of windows.
And though it was still afternoon thousauds
of eclectric lights blazed inside.

The placo in fact was Cashbag Court. the

B LI RICay HAal) YU VTR Vil UL LI
most costly magnificence. The stairs were
made of silver and the walls were papered
in gold. Even the bannisters were studded
with diamonds. Grim and his assistant were
about to aseend, whena a loud voice eaused
them to tugn.

“ Yoicks! Tally ho! Yo! Ho!” It
shouted. and in rode a man dressed as n
huntisman,

LR L B LY LFAE
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my dear

he. ‘“Welcome to Cashbag Court,
Grim. However did you find the way
here?”?

“ We simply followed the road,” Grim said
modestly.

‘““ Wonderful!” Sir Pompus gasped. ““1Ii,
Groom. Take away my horse and hounds,
and have supper ready in ter minutes.”

The flne old sportaman leapt off his horse
and led Grim and Splinter to the (Qre-
place.

“L am so glad you could both come,” he
said. T am a very lonely man. 1 live
entirely by myself except for wmy horses
and dogs and menials,”

Grim wiped away a tear with the back of

M INILGUL T,

“If Bloater Pasie doesn't win the
Anchovy Stakes,” Grim said, after looking
at the horze, ‘“some other anima} will!”

“Ile will win,”” 8ir Pompus repliced.
¢“That is unless he i3 tampered with.”

‘““ Tampered with!” gasped Grim. ¢ Do
you mean interfered with?”

“I do,” said Sir Pompus confidentially.

e rode right up the steps into ;| “ My friend, Lord Penniless, iz a greatb encmy



of mine. le is running a horse called
Toothpick, which is second favourite to
mine. I[f DBloater I"aste could not run he

would stand to make a million pounds, and
he's badly in nced of money. That is why
[ am sure he will prevent my horse from
getting to the starting post.”

“My dear sir,”” Grim said smoothly. “ Yon
are Jetting your imagination rqn away with

youl. Such a trick would be almost
wicked.”
“* Alas, sir.,” said the old man. * Some-

times 1 fear Lord Penniiess is almost wicked.
Jle wears white spats and a single monocle
as well.”?

*“Tut, tut, Sir Pompus,” Grim said, try-
ing to pass the matter ofl- with a laugh, and
no more was said at the moment.

But in reality GGrim was not nearly so sure
that everything was quite satisfactory. Sit-
ting up in his bed-room that night with
Splinter he was thinking over the strange
story Sir Pompus had told him.

“As ] ace i1, Grim said suddenly, ‘*this
. rascal, Lord DPenniless, would have a lot
to win if he could spoil Bloater Paste’s
chance. But I am sure that Sir Pompus ia
making a great mistake in his lordship's
character, and I do not suppose for a
moment he will resort to foul play. Why—
great pancakes!—what on earth is that?*

‘“It's somcone hitting a door!” cried
Splinter. '

ile was right. The wonderful training he
had received from his master stood the lad
In good stead. And craning their necks out
of the window, the incriminator and his
assistant saw two figures silhouetted in the
britlliant moonlight.
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One of them was a small man. The other
—as Grim’s keen e¢yes immediately saw—
wore a monocle and white spats! And the
two were standing in front of the stable-
door. the taller man beating upon it with a
crowhar!

‘“ reat snakes,”” whispered the incrimina-
tor with a sudden inspiration. “1 believe
that is Lord Penniless! Splinter, we must
investigate!”?

Without another word he jumped throu‘;h
the open window with Splinter at hiy beels.

They ran towards the stable, carefully
concealing thcmselves as they ran. They
were not a moment too soon. Penniless

had now broken down the stable-door, and
he and his accomplice were cntering the
stables. A3 he entered the Earl picked up
a large bucket which had been standing by
his side on the ground. .

*Grim and the lad followed the two. Lord
Penniless went straight up Lo Bloater Paste,
who was fast asleep in his bunk. Grim
could tell he was asleep because of his
snores. Lord Penniless crept to the side
of Bloater Paste and poked him in the ribs,
The racchorse woke with a start.

“1t's all right;”’ said his lordship, tilting
his bucket, *‘*I've brought your Dbreakfast.
Drink it up, old bean!”

The horse showed no surprise, but drank
up the contents of the bucket. Then with
a contented sigh he sank back on to his
mattress, and in a second was fast asleep
again. Lord Penniless and his assistant,
leaving the Dbucket on the ground, hastily

crept from the stable.
Grim and Splinter had watched the pro-

ings spellbound.
ccedings sp ““ What  ean It

mean?” asked the lad.
“ It i3 quite clear,”

Grim returned. '* And,
as 1 thought, Lord
Penniless is a real
friend of 8ir I'ompus,
He evidently sis-
pected that the horse
was not being given
cnough food by i3
groom, so he Kkindly
brought over this
refreshment. A very
kindly thought. But

let us follow them!”’
The two men skirted
the stables and
reached the red cot-
tage where Jibb lived.
They halted a
moment and talked in
inaudible whispers
which Grim was able
to overhear by crawl-
ing up to them on all

He drew the car gracefully to a standstili.

fours,

“ You ring the
bell,” said Penniless,
“and 1 will give bim




the lozenge. He will
never suspect.”

‘“ Right-0,””  replied
the confedorate, and
pulled the bell push.
There was no sound,
80 he pushed the bell
pull. At once a loud
ring sounded. It
gecmed an age hefore
footsteps were Leard
and the door was sud-
denly unbolted. On
the threshold appeared
Jibb in pink pyj)amas.
Lord Penniless did not
wait for him to speak.
Something +f  and
shiny gleamed in h!s

right hand.
“I have brought
your cough cure from

your breakfast.

“t'e ali right!’ said his lordship.

““ I've brought
Drink it up, old bean { "

the chemist,”” said

his Lordship, handing over the lozenge.
Jibh lodked surprised, but he took the

lozenge cagerly.
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At once the solution occurred to Grim's
sharp mind. The ginger beer had been too
much for the animal. It had gooe to his
head! He felt a touch on his arm., Sir
Pompus had come to his side.

“What Is to be done?” he asked, great
tears falling from his eyes. My racchorse
ls doped and my Jockey is drugred. IHow
can I win this afternoon’s race?”

At onte Grim
way, .
* Bloater Paste must be made to recover,'
he snannngd ¢« Wa muest. ant tha torrihla

saw there was only one

Hy ns s.riae pent adaovwn nis nomie neuna
and picked up Splinter In his teeth! A
second later he flashed by the post—a
winner by a short nose!

It had been n wonderful reee, but Grim
was not quite satisfied. After tea he went
round to try and find Lord Penniless and
his accomplice. But they were not to be
found. S¢ Grim was never able td have them
arrested.



This Week's
Josh

By CUTTLE
(The Porter)
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No. 3..—A BAD OUTLOOK FOR THE FRUIT
CROPS,

VBWVIY LIV PLILVED BUSD UM, AIIVOV UMW LA,
Supply and Demand, was beggars to beat.
}Fou can't pull ’em down or squash
They reign, and rule, and what they says
gocs,.

S0 good [ruit erops was bad, and bad
fruit crops was good. Bad fruit crops was
good for them as grows ‘em, and them as

sells ’em, because they gets just as mueh

for ’em as they would for good crops. But

was they good for common f{folks like me?

Ask me. They was always a-felling on us
to eat more fruit if we want to keep fit and

well, and then when we goes to buy a apple

t‘hey wants twopence or threepence for it.
Shameful, I calls it. Was it any wonder
that _hp};s was keen to steal apples out of
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This Week's
Tonic.
By
BUSTER
BOOTS

No. 3.—KEEP YOUR EYE ON THE SPOT.
4 CHAP who wants to win a raco has

VYV AV SV% VNI VNG YHINETTVIFGY UUII D T,
So it is with everything in lifo, Ygu’ve
got to selile your mind on one job, stick to
it like glue—~and do it! Last week I was
talking about a chap believing in himself,
and making the best of hlmself, and -going
for Ms goal all the time at top speed. But
if he hasn’t got a goal before his eyes, a
thmq to make for, aim at, and reach, what
good’s he going to do? All his running and
striving and panting will amount, to nothing
unless he’s pushing the right goods. Ile's
got to keep his eye on the ball; so that at
the]nght moment he can kick it into the
goal.

So don* fool away your time, and fritter
away your energies, by trying to do fifty
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MONDAY.—Oft-times have I noted that a
listlessness and languor pervadeth the
l*orm -room on \qull ays, nml t.he Im}s—

. LIS o Ma_ an

part in bringing out the best of the
players. But for kicking a ball ahout a
fie]ld, and getting mauled and battered,
or hitting a bhall with a bat or a racket.
such did noet appeal to me, though I
could with joy see all these done by
others. Mr. Cliftord looked at me fixedly
and lJaughed queerly. Ile seemed to
think me a case for the asylum. For

INTO

PEPY.S
7 DIARY.

By GUY PEPYS of the Remove.

whaltf would he do if all bovs were such

as

THUGRSDAY.—Greatly amused by the airs of
Sir Montie and  Archie touc hing their
clothes. 'lhe set of a tie, or I,hu mtturu

l‘\‘ u ik mason I . IR PR,

my pocket-money nearly all gone, and 1
nearing that condition which is described
throughout the school as “ on the rocks.”
Thankful that I am rot couscious of any
immedlate pressing need. So happy and
content with my lot. DBut none the less
looking forward hopefully to a replenish-
ment of my resources. Thus another
good week endeth.






like this. You chump! I've always gcne in for
DOLLY DAYDREAM, ROCKFERRY: Yes, boxing! Don’t Churem nni MecClure
you have guessed the truth about me, know it? Thanks awfully for your
but please keep it seert, and don't wonderful appreciation of the Trackett
tell any of your chums that I'm Hend- Grim stories—but I con’t quite like
forth. Of course, I'm a brainy chap. that question mark after the word
and [ should have been In the Fifth | ‘“splendid.” 1 suppose you thought you
long ago, but for tlhe iujustice of all hadn't spelt the word right.
schoolmasters, and the dinticulties of { IRENE H., BINGLEY: Sorry, but I don't
¢xams, You're not the first one who keep rabbits, and I wouldn't keep them,
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anyway. Somchow, I don’'t think your
letter was quite serious.

SMIKE, BINGLEY : I shouldn’t be surprised

if you're a [riend of “Irene H.” Any-
how, your inquiry Is just as dotty. How
the dickens should I know how to make
face erecam? All you need Is a quarter
of a pound of lard, a smail bottle of
scent, and a tin of vaseline. Mix the in-
gredients togetlier well, boll them for
half-an-hour, and if you haven't got face
crcam after this, don’t blame me.

F. HUTTON, DEVIZES: I'm not surprised
vou like the Trackett Grim storles, but
wihy you should think them funny Iis
extraordinary. And it's like your nerve
to say I make inistakes! As for your
riddle, as sugar is over 4d. a pound, I
can't possibly work out the answer,
Sorry. Detter luck next time.

DICK CIIESTER, EASTBOURNE: Sorry, but
I don’t know the silly idiot with fists
like hams you refer to. There's no-
hody of that sort in Study D, and he
hasn’t got two chums. The only fellows
besides myself in Study D are Church
and McClure. You must be thinking of
another school. Regarding the Trackett
(irim stories, I could quite cheerfully see
you go mad.

CONSTANT READER: That's the style!
I'm awful.y bucked to hear how jyou
like the Mag., and naturally you’ll never
give up THE NELSON LEB LIBRARY. Yes,
I do know the author of the Trackett
Grim thrillers, but modesty prevents
me saying he's handsome. A chap
doesn’t like to brag about his own looks.
I don’t know what yon mean about the
public getting A shock if 1 ever wrote
stories of a higher quality. How can [.
when mine are the highest already? 1
can’t help thinking you're a fathead.
Oh, awlully sorry! I've Just seen by
your P.S. that you're a girl. Under the
circumstances, perhaps you're not a
fathead. '

D.M., DERBY: Thanks for vour Merry
letter. There's a joke there, hut no-
body clse will see it except you and I.
I'm very flattered by what you say, par-

ticularly because youw're a girl.  But

why do you think Willy and [ aje
comical? Willy is really a young nss,
and I'm quite n serious chap. Ycu
needn’t worry about Irene and Co.—
they'll be in most of the stories in
future, and pretty prominently, too. 1
don’t know which girl Nipper likes lest.
but I'll ask him—though I ean’t guar-
antee he’ll reply, beeanse he’s a modest
chap where girls are concerned.
CHARLES PRICE. LEEDS: Got your (wo
letters a few dzys ago. Where do you
Aind your notepaper? Of course I can
fight Ernest Lawrence, of the College

:

Ilouse, and I'll bet he wouldn't knock
me out in two rounds, as you suggest.
In fact, 1'd probably lick Lim, though
I'll admit he sent me to sleep once.
Your guestion—When shall I go up into
the Fifth?—is a sorec one with me. If
there was apy justice in this world, I
should Lave been in the Sixth by now.
But. somchow, masters seem to have a
grudge against me, and for no earthly
reason they glve me rotten marks at
exams. l've got an ldea those stories
of yours are just spoaf, and I'll bet
they're awful, anyhow.

BEN WORMALD, LEEDS: A good idea of

yours to save postage by shoving your
Jetter In Charlie's envelope—and it Jooks

- as if. you've pinched some of hls paper

too. If elther Church or MeClure
threatened to give me a black eye, 1'd
bif him sldeways, and put him in his
place.

>. COX, COUTHMOOR, BERKS: Don't
be silly. Mow ecan one fellow lend
another fellow some of his brains? You
say you would like to praise my Trac-
kett Grim stories. Well, why don’t you?
Everybody else does. Of course I'm
good at batting—and 1 think you're
good at telling whoppers. You can't
make me believe you scored five cen-
turies this season, and took four wickets
for six runs. It's possible, of course,
but I beliave you’re pulling my leg—or
trying to. Nobody's ever succeeded ytet.

INTERESTED, FINSBURY PARK: I'm not

going to marry anybody until I grow
up, so don't be so jolly dotty—talking
‘about coming to my wedding!

S.W.. BLUNTISHAM, HANTS: Bravo!

You've done jolly well in three months,
and I like your remarks about the won.
derful detectlve stories you mention., As
this is a private reply to you alone, 1
won't add that you mean the Trackett
Grim yarna. With regard to your wish
that the Alag. should be varied, this
has already becn granted, so you ought
to be pleased. Noyw lor your questions.
Singleton’s study is N, and the .selflsh
beggar has the whole room to himself.
Clarence Fellowe i3 in Study I, and hls
study mates.are Skelton and Elimore.
Jarrow shares Study J with Armstrong
and Griffith. Alf Brent Is wilth Archio
Glenthorne in an extra stutly at the end
of the Remove passage, and Fatty Little
fs in Study I, with the Trotwood twins,
And they're all in the Anclent Houses

(NOTE.—I've got lota of other, letters to

answer, but Nipper won’t give me any
more space this waek. so bhlame Lim if
vou haven't had your reply. [I'll deal
with a big batch next week, so0 look

out).
- UNCLE EDWARD. .



(Lord Dorrimore’s
Weekly Trifle)

No. 3.—A FIGHT WITH A DEVYIL-FISH.
S a sportsman, I've had some exciting
adventures and some hair-breath
escapes on land. But for real sport
give me the sea. MHunting lions and
'tlf'ers is tame work compared with eatching
sting-rays, or sea-bats. This is the real
devil-fish, and the most dcadly creature in
the ocean. Out in the Caribbean, in my
vacht the Wanderer, 1 once saw a nalive
boatman killed by a lightning stroke of a
sting-ray’'s spiked whip tail.” It touched him
in the arm, and he fe¢ll like a log, his arm
paralysed. In three minutes the poor fellow
was dcad.
I had a narrow escape myself once. We
hooked a bhiz fellow weighing about three-
quarters of a ton, and we managed to stun
him and then get a rope through his nostrils,
and haul him up to the side of the boat.
But when we tried Lo get him in, he woke
up, and hegan to thrash and ‘churn the
water, darting and swinging his {terrible
whip-like tall in all directions, hiiting the
side of the Dboat with it, and scading it
inboard.
* To cscape the tail, ‘where the poison is, we
had to move as far out of rcach as possible,
and in moving we shifted the balance of the
.boat, and causcd it to sying as il on a
pivot. The ray whirled us®ound and round
in giddy circles. Four revolver shots were
sent through its head; it was stabbed in
twenty places wilth a hunter’s knife, and
then whacked across the head with a heavy
piece of wood. All this merely disabled him.
In the end, after landing him, we had to
Jay a tree-trunk across his hindquarters and
cut his whip off. I never saw any-
thing so full of vitality. It’s almost
impossible to kill them. The tenacity of life
of th=se ugzly brutes is amazing.
i Qh, yes! Life at sea has its
aspects no less than life on land.

thrilling

Tzingled'Tosh - By TimothyTucker

No. 3.—THE DETERIORATION
OF CIVILISATION.

IIAT of civilisation? 1s there such

a thing in these heterogeneons days

of irrespective irresponsibility and
gargantuan fgnorance? After all,

my friends, civilisation is but a comparative .

illusion «f illimitable depth. By this I
mean that civilisation doces not exist,
You, in your sclf-satisfled stale of

simplicity and obscurantism, fondly bhelleve
that we are all living in an age of
millenniumistic progress. Give your mind to
this problem of Brobdingnagian proportions!

It may not be generally realised, but the
discrepancies in our so-called civlisation are
not manifestly multiferous and immutably
numerous. That is no hallucination, bhut
incontestable fact.

In the limbo of the forgotten past thorp
were barbarie and heathenistic dances which
would De looked upon with irrevocable
horror in these days. DBut what Is the fox-
trot but a recrudescence of the heathcen
trait? ° What is the jazz but a rever-
beratory resurrection of bygone canmlmhatm
apcrs" n

And let me give a word of warninz ahout
football and cricket and tennis, and such-
like retrogressive backslidings. Let me sound
the clarion call of caution against all games
of a pre-civilised era.” They can do nothing
but monumental harm and tremendous
damage.

There is no doubt that civilisation has been
degeneratinz for centuries, although In
microphotographically insignrificant spasms.
But, my friends, at this same rate ol
deterloration, in fifty thousand million ycars
from now we ohall be—

(Safely out of your way, thank good:ifi:)s;
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You'll find the first stery of " HARLENE-HMR-BMH " FOR ALL

John S. Margerison's great o every Man and Woman who appreciatés the
—~ - i~ . Taaa = . : 7 s 7 eI I L2
new ._bportlng Serjes——— picasure, yes, and the value of possessing a

he;";d of Healthy, Abundant Hair, this page with
. its special GitTtOffer is of the Greatest Importance,
B RHT AEN $ S - If your Hair is Dull, Lifcless and Impoverished,
CHAMPIONSHIP
CHASERS ! ”

there is a Four-fold Gitt—the famous “Harlenc-

Hair-Drill 7 Qutfit—ready to bring your Hailr
back to Rich, Radiant Health.

in this week's Extra-Special

number of that famous

Sports - story paper, the

Why shouid you worry about the conditicn
of your Hair, when such a splendid Gift Outist
is ready rtor your acceptance ?
THE FOUNDATION OF/
BEAUTIFUL HAIR " |
BOYS’ REALM
' Now On Saﬁe————-—ﬁ—m rice 2d. : ' SIS
Tlﬁls l:*a the I-"REE :}Et‘ozllr-'l;?dd G:f}:} (i%tﬁt_
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complete Hair-growing campaigan. FPost

the coupon NOW.

Jach Free Gift contains the following : —

1. A Trial Bottle of ‘“ Harlene,”” thg
ideal liquid food and natural growth-
promoting tonic for the hair.

2. A Packet of * Cremex’> Shamuvoo.
This is an antiseptic purifier which
thoroughly cleanses the hair and scﬂ.lp
of all scurf, etc.

3. A Bottle .of *“ Uzon” Bnlhantnm.
which gives the final touch of beauty to
the ha1r
4. A Copy of the ** Hair-Drill” Manuszl
—the most clearly written treatise on
the toilet ever produced.

After a Free Trial you will be able to obtain
further supplies of ‘‘ Harlene’’ at 1s. 1id.
2s. 9d. and 4s. 9d. per bottle; “° TGzon '’
Brilliantine at 1s. 1lid. and 2s. Sd. per bottle;
“* Cremex ’’ Shampoo Powders at ls. 6d. per
box of seven shampoos (single packets 3d. each);
and ‘¢ Astol’? for Grey Hair at 38, and 5s. per
‘boLt-IIfl., from Chemists and Stores all over the
world.

‘“HARLENE” FREE CIFT FORM.

Detach and post to EDWARDS’ HARN.- g

i LENE, Ltd., 20, 22, 24 & 26, Lamb’'s

Conduit Street, London, W.C.1. 1
Dear Sirs,—Please send me your frec ‘° Har-
lene '’ Four-Fold Hair Growing Outfit as
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> Meet 1 Q described. I enclose 4d. in stamps for post- §
Bl 3 the Stunt peedman m a 12,000- | age and packing of parcel to my address. :
E, PEF complete story 1n thlS week’s w5 Td\%on ir)ee, 21/6724.
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E UCK. This fine paper 1s packed : = - :
110!]1: ‘Mth L I d Write your full name and address |
g: S SCnoo Sport an adwenture : clea.rtlg on a pla.ltn piece é}f pai;per, :
; g _— pin is coupon to 1it, and post as j
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: ; ' 24? stamp—~o6d. in all—and a FREE bottle of '§
e ‘cdstol ?? far Grey Hair will also be senl you.,




mhll'vou pay for our No 400A

Mead ‘‘Marvel *’—the finest cycle ever

offered on such eacentlonally easy

. terms. Brilliantly plaled; richly

R ‘enamrz,llcd lined -1in coloura Sent
' pached free-carriage paid on

15 DAYS’ FREE TRIAL.

Fully manantcd ' Money refunded ifi @
dissatisfied.” Old machjnes exchanged. 'R
Big bargains in, factory soiled mounts.
Tyres énd accessories 334 per cent’ below’
shop prmes Write TO-DAY for testi-
moniais and 111ustrated art cataiogue

500 BRITISH NIADE CAMERAS

Complete with Onptic- Sale Price
ally Ground Convex Lens :
'1%[111:1:1-{(](&1 %."l de ﬁlmd f3
pholos (slzc X iR ;
Shutter- and Brilliant Post 3d.
View Finder. Also best quallty
Plate, Developing and.  Fixing
Chemicals,  Sensitized Paper and
Prinling Franie.. Complete Camera

and.Outfit. Catalogue 1,000 Big
Bargaing, post free. :

THE LEEDS BARGAIN CO.
(U.J.) 81. Kendal Lane Leeds,

THE “HELIFANT'’ GAMES BALL.
(pr ovisionally patented)
The finest air ball ever
invented. Stronger than
any- leather foothall.
Hand finished. Pure
-‘ubberoutercasine. Ilasily
he best bounr‘u Built
i to stand rough use. A
" boy's best pal PRICES :
1/6, 2/6, ‘4;9 post
free from sole makc:*s._f
The Blackpcol Rubber
o G Novelties Co., 27, Cliiton
i - Street, Blackpool.

Height Increased 5/ Complete
In 30 Days. - Course.

No Appl:ances No Drugs, No Dieting,
The "Melvin Strong System NEVER

FAILS. Seng stamp for particulars
and testimonials.—Melvin Strong, Ltd.
(Dept.S), 10 LudgateHall Lond:m Eng,
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D. BRINGS YOU THIS

— — LEVER
WATCH

Offered to ‘* Nelson Lee Library '’ Reacders
on o Unbeatable Bargain Terms.
READ OUR BRIEF DESCRIPTION. Gent.’
full-size Keyless 8-day Lever Watceh, heavy nwkel-
silver finished case. Jewelled mtc,u,hanfrr*abl&
lever movement, wilh visible escapement of
highest “orhmanshm (3 prize medals). Al latest
improvements, including gafety cateh to prevent
overwinding., Fach watch caufullv adjusted .to
keep accurale time. Only wanis “mflmz once a

\\‘} week, A hlgh class serviceable watch,

fully guaranteed 10 ycars.
OUR U‘NEQUALLED TERMS.

more . and the balance
by instalments of 4/«
a -month; until only
30./-1is paid. Price, full
~cash  with order (or
within 7 daysofreceipt),
27/6 only. Cash re-
turncd willingly if not
absolutely satisfied and
watchisréturned within
7 days. Send P.O. or
Stamps now toi— - -

s | —— Sy

|FREE |

' “"Ltd.. (Dept. 388),
IE??EILI; | : 947 Queen’s Roa.d
'WITH = BRIGHTON Sussex,
EVERY | B -
[WATCHF"’
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HElGHT OGI.INTS

in v.mmng success. Let {he Glrtan
.System increase your height.: Send
‘P.C. for particulars of otur £100
guarantee to Enquiry Dept. A, M ..

17, Stroud Green Road, London N 4

LADS WANTED NOW FroOoR ﬂUSTRﬁ.LIA

We send this handsome wateh post
h paid upon recclpt of 6d. only. After
_ receiving  “wateh, - if

satisfied; you send 3/~ =

' SIMPSON’S (BRIGHTON)
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Aged 14 “to -19. Qood heéalth and $Character. 2
Assisted passages. Advice how to gofand what fo . =3
do on arrival FREE from CHURCH PARMY.

Write or call for full particulars of ‘opportunities .

awaiting yon.—Church Army. 25, Uockspﬁr
Street, S.W.1. =
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| I supply the finest Coventry.- - :

~built cycles from £5-5-0 cafsh

L or 2[- weekly. Any cyclesent
i on '14 days’ approval '

packed free and carriage

-~ paid, on receipt of small
i deposit. Write for free
bargain lists now. e

; I A
;s ' E""'ml'lel\L World’s Largest Cycle -
= sm=Dealer. Dent, 24. COVENTRY

e TR A e T S S, et . . .

Be sure and mention ‘The Nelson
Lee Library > when communicating

-
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